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Someday a monster movie will be made in Hollywood about a strange metamorphosis that happens to perfectly normal, reasonable and rational women when they prepare to be married. It is somewhat like the full-of-the-moon changes that happens to werewolves, creating a fiend out of ordinary people. This is what happened to a pleasant, well-liked young woman in the months before her wedding. What had started out as a relatively simple ceremony to unite Susan Montgomery and Jeff Henderson into holy wedlock was transformed into a Cecil B. DeMille extravaganza. Susan Montgomery became BRIDEZILLA, terror of bridesmaids, caterers, printers and, of most importance here, photographers!
In the weeks leading up to "THE DAY," Susan antagonized virtually everyone she came in contact with as she prepared for the greatest event of her life – HER wedding. Emphasis on HER! The virgin bride (a real rarity), wearing her pure white wedding gown, a vision of loveliness to be admired and virtually worshiped by all that beheld her. Everything was to be done her way, every detail was to be micromanaged, no advice on backing off was to be countenanced. Menus were changed, invitation lists were scrutinized and altered -- everything! Finally, despite her actions that came close to creating a revolution among bridesmaids, the minister and, even, her parents, the day arrived.
Among the minions who were involved in making her day perfect was a young photographer, Damon Richardson, who, he had come to regret, had been selected to memorialize the ceremony. He was regarded as the best photographer in town and was particularly noted for his ability to create tapes and pictures of weddings and wedding parties. Susan, of course, ignored his expertise and, once again, insisted on micromanaging this aspect of her gala event as if it were a coronation. She insisted that EVERYTHING be recorded on film and video tape from the rehearsal right through the end of the reception. Damon gritted his teeth and, after informing her of the astronomical cost of such service, complied. So, on the day, in addition to still photography, he had a video camera set up to record the ceremony, another to record the entire reception and, even, one to record the picture taking of the bridal party – if she wanted FULL coverage, she would get FULL coverage!
The ceremony, itself went off like a well-oiled machine despite universal fears of some minor incident causing an explosion from a very overwrought bride. One of the unfortunate impacts of becoming Bridezilla is the inability of the monster to really enjoy the event since the chance of something not being perfect creates a nervous tenseness that wears not only on the bride but everyone around her. The audience was enthralled with the perfect production ("a lovely show") but the smiles on the faces of the bridesmaids were forced, the minister prayed that he would not misread a word in the ceremony and, even the bridegroom, who happily had played only a small role in the preparation, felt that a time bomb was ready to go off as he kissed her. But, she was married and all that was left was the picture-taking of the bridal party and the reception, but, until all was completed, she was still on, the newly crowned Mrs. Jeff Henderson, STAR!
That bomb finally went off, but fortunately, not in public before all the guests. While people went to the reception, which fortuitously was held in a large banquet hall connected to the church, the wedding party went upstairs to a room Damon Richardson had set up as a temporary studio. Several shots of the whole group were taken and Susan approved them in the digital viewer. Then, the bride and groom with the best man and maid of honor were taken. Here, Susan was critical of the posing, the lighting, etc., but after five attempts, Damon finally satisfied her. The bride and groom, predictably, took, seemingly, forever before, reluctantly, she accepted a full length and portrait view. Then, the problem started – the pictures of the bride. No pose was good enough, no lighting was correct, no expression met her demands. After innumerable attempts, the maid of honor hesitantly suggested that the guests must be wondering where they were and perhaps they should go down and mingle until Susan was satisfied with her own photo. Jeff quickly jumped in, agreeing that it would be a good idea if he went with them to explain the problem. Susan's reply did not endear her with Damon when she said, "You might as well. I'm not going to stop until this alleged photographer produces a decent portrait of me and my gown." With relief, the other fled the scene, leaving Damon alone with Bridezilla. In a monster movie, he soon would be dead or he would heroically defeat the monster.
In this case, with things already tense, with a woman who seemed determined to be displeased with any picture taken, and a photographer who was reaching the end of his considerable patience, soon to reach the boiling point, disaster was inevitable. After several futile efforts to produce an image that she found acceptable despite his belief that the pictures were perfect, he finally said, "Mrs. Henderson, you will either take one of the shots that I have recorded or you won't have a picture! I'm fed up! I didn't agree to spend all day attempting to please an irrational woman won't recognize a good picture when I've taken it."
Even the first use of her new name didn't placate her and she forcefully replied, "If you produced a proper picture, I'd be happy! You call yourself a photographer!"
By this time, they were face to face, staring at each with anger-filled eyes. "I'll tell you something!" Damon finally spat out, "The first thing that your new husband should do is turn you over and spank your ass until it turns purple! You are a real bitch!" He started to turn away just as Susan, speechless in her Bridezilla anger, did something completely out of character – she reached up and slapped his face. Damon reacted instantly, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her over his knee. Before she even had time to protest she found herself lying upside down and her long white skirt flung over her waist. She presented a pretty picture – plump, firm hips covered by sheer white lace panties, a white garter belt holding up long white hose – but Damon didn't pay attention to the revealed attractions. Instead, he grabbed the waistband of the panties and jerked them down and off, saying, "Damn it, that's too much! This is not some movie where the woman slaps the man and he turns the other cheek! You are going to get your ass spanked, but it won't be your husband doing it!" With that, he raised his hand and slapped downward viciously, turning the white flesh to a vivid red where it struck.
Susan had finally realized what was happening just as her panties were ripped down and shrieked, "Let me go!" just as the first slap hit. Her shriek of anger turned immediately to one of pain. She began kicking vigorously as she tried to get free, demanding loudly that he stop, her verbal protests interrupted continuously by a barrage of blows that sent waves of agony through her entire body. "Let me go!" Smack "Oooow! Stop it!" Smack "Oooow! Damn it, quit it!" Smack "Eeeeek! Oh, that hurts."
Damon's hand moved up and down like a metronome, slapping her bottom with his full strength. Susan continued to screech each time the hand sank into her buttocks, writhing and kicking the entire time. Fortunately, the room had thick walls and everyone else was downstairs or she might have been even more horrified to have a crowd of her guests storm in and find her with her skirt up over her head, her lower extremities naked and being soundly spanked. She didn't think of that at the time, of course, and her cries of rage and pain continued at top volume.
"Let me up" Smack "Ooooow! Stop it, you bastard!" SMACK "EEEEEK, I'll have you arrested!" SMACK "OOOOOH!" Despite her threats and protests, the barrage of slaps went on, harder, if anything. However, gradually the cries of rage subsided and were replaced with moans and pleas rather than demands. SMACK "Oooouuch Oh, my God, please stop!" SMACK "Oh, please..." SMACK "Oh God, I'm sorry...oooooh." As her ass cheeks turned a deeper and deeper shade of reddish-purple, the punishment was just too much for her to stand. Soon she just lay across his lap, absorbing the blows, moaning and twisting around, but not really trying to escape. Damon gradually wore out his anger and frustration as he spanked her, and that, along with her passive reaction and obvious submission, finally caused him to hesitate and, then, stop.
As he finished and released his hold on her, she half slid off of his lap, one leg falling toward the floor. She stayed in that awkward position, half on and half off, her legs splayed open, completely revealing everything between them. Damon's eyes stared at her thoroughly spanked buttocks, his eyes looking directly down into the cleavage between her ass cheeks, following the valley across the opening there and on between her spread legs to her cunt. The lips, covered with soft-looking blond hair, were pulled back, revealing the deep red interior which was glistening with moisture. Unable to restrain himself (actually, he never thought of doing so), he ran his hand over the burning cheeks, down through the valley and into her cunt. He found it to be very slick and, without even trying, his fingers slid inside. His physical reaction was inevitable – his cock became rigid and physical desire overcame any scruples he might have had. As the saying goes, "A hard cock knows no conscience."
He lifted her to her feet as he stood up, and lowered her onto her back on the couch. He pulled her long white skirt to her waist, displaying her triangle of blond pubic hair framed by her white garter belt. She made no move to cover herself and watched silently as he lowered his pants and shorts and prepared to mount her. Women have different reactions to being soundly spanked: some just fall into a huddle on the floor, crying, some merely stand up, accepting their punishment and get on with life. Some, a few, continue to rage against their abuser. Others, and Susan surprisingly was one of these, become sexually aroused by being dominated and controlled. As with Susan, they do not like the pain, but psychologically accept being subordinate to the spanker – man or woman. Thus, when Damon lifted her legs, she, without prompting, spread them widely, welcoming him to complete domination of her body.
He came down on her, his cock finding her cunt hole with ease, and slid into the moist opening. He pushed inward vigorously, not being slowed as he encountered and went through a slight barrier. For Susan, she was so well-lubricated that she felt nothing but the brief twinge as he entered and broke through her hymen, and she almost immediately began pre-orgasmic motions. The whole thing didn't last long: both were hot to begin with and the plunging in and out, the grinding of pelvises against each other, soon led to the inevitable explosions. Damon pounded her harder and harder, finally welding himself tight against her cunt and ejaculating deep within her. She matched his vigorous screwing, twisting and pushing upward as he came, completing what had been an almost continual state of orgasm.
The relationship after their intercourse was almost surreal, very cordial, no recriminations, nothing that might have been expected after such traumatic events. He lay on her for almost a minute as they separately regained their breath and composure. Finally, he pulled his rapidly deflating cock from her cunt and got up. Susan just lay there recovering, her wedding gown up to her neck, legs open and her well-used cunt blatantly displayed. Ever the photographer, Damon grabbed a camera and snapped a shot as Susan briefly smiled at the lens before pulling her legs together and, with some difficulty, got to her feet. Nothing was said as he picked up her discarded panties and handed them to her. He watched as she pulled them on and she felt a twinge of pleasure as he did so In many ways, the whole series of events seemed incomprehensible, not actually real, to her, but she felt very good. There might be a bit of remorse later, adultery less than an hour after being married, bride but no longer virgin! Still, she did feel very good! Amazingly, a flash of amusement went through her as she recalled swearing that she would be a virgin until she was married and that she had made it – she was married! She suddenly realized that she felt happy for the first time in weeks! The brutal spanking and vigorous sex seemed to have served as a catharsis, banishing her tenseness and putting things into perspective. Damon had been right – what she needed was a firm spanking! The only flaw was that she suddenly realized just how single-minded she had been, tunnel vision causing her to ride roughshod over anything and anyone who interfered with her show. For the first time in many weeks she saw it as a ceremony, not a production. She had some apologies to make, but, for now, everything was fine.
Damon helped her shake out some wrinkles in her gown, she made some repairs to her face and hair, and he took two additional portraits before she left to join the festivities. The guests saw the happy, radiant bride they expected to see, but those involved in the bridal party, along with her parents, the caterers, and, particularly, the groom, were unbelievably relieved in the transformation that had occurred since they had seen her last. One of the bridesmaids said to another, "I don't know what went on in there, but thank heavens it did!" Jeff never questioned the change, just happy to have his light-hearted girl friend, now wife, back. Bridezilla was dead, long live Mrs. Henderson!
_______________________________________
A week after the Henderson's returned from a very successful honeymoon, Susan received a package containing a lovely set of wedding picture proofs, a masterful job having been done, particularly in light of her amateurish attempts to control the process of making the photographs. There were several portraits of Susan by herself which showed her and her gown beautifully, but, by far, the best of these were the last two taken, showing a dewy-eyed, soft-looking and happy bride. There, also, was a DVD made from the videos taken during the ceremony and the reception, an excellent record which met even Susan's demands of perfection. With it was a brief note from Damon Richardson in which he said,
Dear Mrs. Henderson,
I know that you "requested" full coverage of all parts of the occasion, but I have taken the liberty of cutting out extraneous sections such as the photo taking session in the upstairs "studio" at the banquet hall. However, I have the complete tape of that session ready to convert to DVD format if you wish as well as several still shots not included in the proof set. Perhaps you would like to stop at my studio and we can view the tape and pictures together so that you can choose any part that you would like to preserve.
Sincerely,
Damon Richardson
Susan was, of course, delighted that the session mentioned was not included in the general viewing DVD. It should be noted that she took Damon up on his kind offer and received great enjoyment from viewing the tape (and from other activities) and the DVD made from that tape became one of her favorites for watching when she was very alone! In addition, it became her custom to have many events commemorated by portraits as time went by, particularly anniversaries, each requiring private viewing sessions afterwards.
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Lisa McGreager, nee Simpson, was a 22 year-old graduate of the Columbia Journalism School, just married five months ago to her college sweetheart. Everything had broken her way recently, and the future looked rosy. The only flaw after her wedding was a lack of money which necessitated that she and her husband, George, live with his parents, a very strained situation that already had led to a frosty relationship with her in-laws. However, that one blotch on the conjugal bliss had been cleared a month ago by her being hired as a junior reporter at a major local newspaper. It was an ideal job, one she had hoped to get down the road, not so soon, and, significantly, her salary combined with George's permitted them to rent and furnish a lovely condominium apartment. It would have been hard for her to see a cloud dimming her sun.
Unfortunately, that cloud appeared, ready to rain on her parade, in the form of a major mistake in her first significant independent story. She diligently researched a local story of corruption, interviewed those involved, checked all of the facts carefully -- and then carelessly typed in the wrong name of the accused! It probably should have been caught by an experienced editor, but it wasn't, and, suddenly, the paper was threatened with a disastrous suit. As the most junior employee involved, she received all of the blame, and being fired seemed inevitable.
The managing editor, one James O'Conner, was noted for his rigidity and his refusal to give employees a second chance except in very unusual circumstances. She, and everyone else, expected the worse. There was no question as to ultimate blame in this case and she sat there all day, suffering and waiting for the axe to fall. Finally, as the press room emptied out and everyone was going home, Lisa was summoned to his office. As she stood before his desk, being berated for her stupidity and carelessness, Lisa was determined to accept her fate stoically and bravely since, other than her inexperience, she had no defense. However, as doom was delivered and the severance from a job she loved took place, it was just too much. Suddenly, it all hit -- the loss of the job, the catastrophic loss of her income, the consequent inability to keep the apartment, the thought of being forced ignominiously to go back to George's parents, etc. She saw her whole future and, perhaps her marriage, collapsing around her. Her stoic facade broke, and disintegrated into a flood of tears and a plea for leniency. Her woes tumbled out and her boss was regaled with more than he wanted to hear about the impact of firing her.
Now, James O'Conner was a gruff, hard veteran of the news business, but he was not immune to the desperation displayed by the tearful young woman before him. He was a 52 year-old widower, old enough, literally, to be her father, and, contrary to popular opinion, he did not enjoy firing people. In reality, he quickly fired employees who, in his opinion, were not dedicated to the newspaper business, but he actually tried to find a way to overlook the indiscretions of those in whom he saw that dedication. In this case, he had been on the phone all day, apologizing and placating the offended party and was preparing a prominent retraction, thus, averting a suit. Nonetheless, there was no way that her careless actions could be overlooked and he had already prepared an alternative to firing her -- after threatening her, successfully, with the ultimate punishment. "All right, Miss McGreager, what do you suggest? That I should just overlook your story that has greatly embarrassed this newspaper? I hired you on the recommendation of Dean Simmons at Columbia, my old friend, and I hate to disappoint him, but I can't just let this pass and risk you doing something like this again.
Lisa suddenly saw a ray of hope. "Oh, Mr. O'Conner, please let me stay! I'll do anything! Punish me some other way!"
"All right, young lady. If you don't want to be fired, you will have to suffer another way....a good, hard spanking!"
Lisa was stunned. She had never even dreamed of such a proposal. She hadn't been spanked since she was six years old and the idea of being spanked by her boss was inconceivable. Still, mulling it over for a second or two, she realized that this was a real way out. Her job, her home....everything, hinged on this unexpected reprieve and if being treated like a little girl would save her, well, a little embarrassing pain was a small price to pay. Finally, she managed to say, "I did a stupid thing, and if that will make up for my mistake.....well, ok."
"Understand, I'm not talking about a little paddling. If we do this, your little ass will be blistered and you won't sit down for a week. Think about it."
Lisa was shocked, both by the blunt language and the realization that this would be real punishment. Still, she saw no other way, so, hesitantly, she replied, "I guess I have no choice. I want this job so very bad, for many reasons. Ok, go ahead."
O'Conner swung his swivel chair around, saying, "All right, come over here and get ready. I'm not going to do it over all those clothes, though. Take off your pants."
Again, Lisa was shocked. Somehow, she had never conceived of having to undress for the spanking. Worse, this day of all days, she had worn a one piece jump-suit with only her panties beneath it. She had small, perky breasts and frequently, as today, went braless. She was stunned at the thought of being almost nude in front of Mr. O'Conner, yet she saw no alternative as he waited impatiently for her to follow his orders.
"Come on, girl. I don't have all day! Either get ready or forget it."
Reluctantly, Lisa reached for her zipper and slowly pulled it all the way down, and, turning crimson as she did so, slid the suit off of her shoulders and stepped out of it. Mr. O'Conner, frankly, had not expected such a revelation as he saw her standing there in a pair of sheer panties and, incongruously, knee socks. Resolutely, however, he gestured her over in front of him and, before she could even think to react, stripped her panties down, leaving her, effectively, naked. Her thinking processes numb from these unbelievable circumstances, she docilely lifted her feet alternately as he removed the panties and threw them onto his desk.
She presented a lovely picture, slim with those perky breasts topped by small pink
nipples, her flat stomach featuring a triangular mound of curly, blond hair above two relatively long, shapely legs. She still was still benumbed, completely at a loss, incapable of any independent reaction. No man other than her husband had ever seen her nude, yet here she was, unclothed, standing in the office of her employer, her sensibilities overwhelmed, waiting submissively for whatever was coming next.
Now, James O'Conner was old enough to be her father, but he wasn't her father. Seeing this very attractive young woman standing naked before him had the effect it would have on any normal man. Still, he ignored his hormonal urges and turned to the job at hand -- firmly implanting the need to be accurate into Lisa's mind by giving her a sound, thorough spanking on the other end of her anatomy. "All right, Mrs. McGreager, You asked for this. Come here." Shortly afterwards, she was draped over his knees, her head and legs hanging down, her hips jutting upward, waiting for the inevitable.
O' Conner found himself looking at those hips, two perfect, plump mounds covered with the smooth, unblemished skin of a young woman. As with most women preparing to receive a spanking, her legs were tightly clenched , her buttock muscles were rigid as she instinctively attempted to conceal her most intimate areas. That self-control and concern for modesty didn't last long, however.
The spanking started with a stinging slap, causing an involuntary cry of "ouch!" As the slap was repeated, Lisa made every effort to remain rigid and silent, but her resolve quickly disintegrated. The blows continued, slap, slap, slap, slap, with an occasional SLAP thrown in. Ultimately, each blow was immediately followed by a cry or moan of pain. Slap, "oooh," slap, "ouch," slap. "oww," slap, "it hurts," SLAP, "OWW." Meanwhile, her tightly held legs began to splay open as she attempted, unconsciously, to avoid the punishment. Also, her buttock muscles couldn't stay rigid and the cheeks of her ass became much softer while being even more elastic and resilient.
Slap, "oooh!," slap, "ooooh," slap, "owww," slap, moan, slap..... On and on, as the spanking continued, that unblemished skin first took on a rosy flush, followed by a spreading angry purplish red. For O'Conner, the experience was nothing like he had experienced before. If the spanking had occurred immediately after he discovered the blunder, his anger would have been kept him focused, concentrating on punishing the transgressor, not on the transgressor's anatomy. His anger had cooled, particularly since the controversy had been defused. Now, the spanking was really a way to instill in a promising young reporter the need to be very accurate, rather than taking the draconian step of firing her. Thus, while the spanking was harsh, deliberately inflicting pain, his mind was less on the spanking, itself, than on the enticingly intimate female apparatus spread out before him. Every time her legs opened, her lightly haired cunt was on display. If they opened wide enough, as they often did, her rear opening was exposed, both to his eyes and to his spanking hand.
For Lisa, the exposure of the most intimate openings was no longer even a concern. She would gratefully have spread herself wide if it would have stopped the spanking. She hadn't dreamed that it would hurt so much or last so long. Actually, she no longer was thinking at all, merely lying there, completely submissive, absorbing the punishment while moaning and eventually pleading for it to stop. Slap..."OWWW," slap, "OOOH," SLAP, "Oh, please, I'm sorry!" slap, "ooooh," SLAP. "Oh, it hurts," slap, "ouch!" This went on for a full five minutes, until her bottom was past the point of being just red, it was almost radiating like a red light. By that time, she had ceased moving and was just lying there, sobbing and moaning. Finally, O'Conner withheld his hand and looked at his handiwork. There was no white skin showing on her ass cheeks or even in the furrow between them. Even her cunt had received a number of firm slaps as she twisted about. Still, however, he wasn't finished.
"Stand up, Mrs. McGreager. I'm going to finish with 10 strokes from my ruler so you will see longer-lasting welts to remind you of your punishment." He helped her to her feet and had her lean over his desk, resting her elbows on its surface. Lisa was beyond protest at that point and all that really penetrated was that it would be over after 10 more slaps. As she would find, however, a ruler's slaps are different from those of a hand.
She presented an unbelievably sexy sight as she leaned over the desk. Her feet were well apart to brace herself, and as she bent over and her bottom pushed out, everything that normally was hidden now was graphically displayed. Now her cunt lips were revealed in their entirety, their light coating of curly hair doing nothing to conceal details.
Needless to say, O'Conner's eyes focused on that erotic sight, but he forced himself to concentrate on the work at hand. Reaching into his desk drawer, he pulled out an 18" ruler made of thin, flexible wood. Without waiting or giving warning, he brought it down, with vigor, directly across both cheeks, creating an instant horizontal slash on the red skin. The pain was unbearable and Lisa reared up with a shriek, jerking her hands back to protect herself. "Take your hands away and bend over," he ordered harshly. You have nine to go!"
"Oh, please, no more of those! Please! I'll do anything!"
"Bend over!"
Resignedly, Lisa slumped down, surrendering, and...twack...twack...twack....the ruler whipped down on her defenseless rear. After each "twack," Lisa screamed in agony. The sharp snapping blows on her already sore hips sent currents of pain zapping through her entire body, pain no longer localized in her ass. Twack....shriek.....twack..... scream.....twack...."oooooh," twack, "Oh, god, no more!"....twack...."Oh, please!"
O' Conner paused, then said, "One more!" With that he held the ruler vertically and brought it up directly between her legs, hitting directly on her cunt as a finale, that last "twack" causing her to literally lift off of the floor and, then, sag down against the desk. With it finally over, he was very solicitous, putting his hand on her shoulder, saying, "Its ok, Mrs. McGreager. It's all over. You were very brave and certainly have paid for your mistake. Are you all right?"
Lisa's mind was in a peculiar state. She still was reeling from the chastisement, pain she had never dreamed of, but, at the same time, she was exalted that it was over and she still had her job. Talk about mixed emotions! Tentatively, she reached back and ran her hand over her burning hip, saying, "God, that hurts. It feels like there's a fire inside." Then, without thinking, she added, "My heavens, I'm on fire! Feel it!"
Only too willing to do so, O'Conner placed his hand beside hers and felt the heat, but, more importantly, felt her ass. Once his hand was there, he couldn't pull it away, and it ran, without opposition, all over and, then, down between her legs onto her cunt. At that point, things got out of control. Lisa was still bent over the desk, legs open, and as he felt her, she responded spontaneously, by spreading them wider, welcoming his exploration. Suddenly, his hand left and behind her there was an undoing, an unzipping and, very shortly, she felt a very hard cock at the opening of her cunt.
If an hour ago anyone had suggested that she would welcome any man but her husband into herself, she would have been insulted that the thought even arose. Now, however, the idea of stopping him never entered her mind. At that point he, almost literally, could have done anything he wanted with her.
Without hindrance, the cock sank completely into her with one push. It quickly withdrew and began the eons-old process of a man screwing a woman. There was nothing delicate about it, merely the increasingly vigorous pounding of her cunt as his excitement built. It should be mentioned, though, that as her cunt was pounded, her clit massaged by his balls, she, also, was aroused and pushed her hips out to meet his inward plunges. It didn't take long -- he was too stimulated to last -- but when the final coming together occurred and he exploded deep inside her, both were quite satisfied.
Afterwards, the atmosphere was, as might be expected, somewhat strained. He watched her pull her panties on over her crimson, welted bottom, and warned her, "You had better not let your husband see you undressed until the marks are gone. That will take a while!"
"I know." Then, blushing, "That's not all I'll have to keep my husband from knowing!"
As she drove home afterwards, Lisa found the entire set of events to be almost unbelievable. She never had been seen nude by any man other than George and now she had been seen, spanked and, inconceivably, screwed. How she would face George when she got home, she had no idea. Or, for that matter, how would she face Mr. O'Conner tomorrow? Would he want to have her again? What would she do if he did? Still, and with a feeling of exhilaration, she thought, "I still have my job! We can keep the apartment! I guess being spanked and screwed isn't too high a price for that!"
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Linda Jacobson was a very nice person, pleasant and well liked. While not beautiful, she was pretty and attractive with thick, solid black hair and a good, if not spectacular, figure. However, like most women, she found fault with her physique: she was too short (5' 2"), her breasts were too small (34B), she was too heavy (110 pounds), etc. However, there was one attribute with which she was happy -- her legs. They were very nice, long for her height, with calves and thighs firm and well-shaped. These assets, however, were what eventually got her in trouble for she delighted in showing them off. Linda's one significant flaw (if it was one) was that she was an inveterate exhibitionist. She always wore skirts with hose, garter belts and panties, not pantyhose. She enjoyed getting out of a car with her skirt up and legs parted, exposing her hose tops, bare thighs and panties. She delighted in sitting at a party with her legs drawn up, "accidentally" displaying those same attractions to male admirers. Her activities were relatively innocent, causing pleasure for herself and enjoyment (ocular only) to those admirers.
The only problem with her "hobby" was that her husband, Jeff, did not get the same enjoyment that she did. Somehow, the idea of other men looking salaciously up his wife's skirt did not appeal to him. This had been the source of numerous arguments between them, almost always ending with her agreeing to try to reform -- which, of course, she never did. She got a real tingle between her legs when she thought that a man had seen her thighs, even more pronounced when she knew that her panties had been seen. She knew, obviously, that Jeff disapproved and she didn't like making him unhappy, but the thrill of "the chase" overcame her good intentions. It was a compulsion that was irresistible since she really saw nothing wrong with her innocent fun. Usually she made her most blatant displays when she knew Jeff couldn't see, but, inevitably, she slipped up, he saw, and the argument began again. Fortunately, while the arguments were heated and loud, they had always been verbal, not physical. However, that was about to change.
Linda and Jeff were invited to a large New Year's Eve party given by some friends, John and Elsa Johnson, in their large rambling home. Linda had a new short cocktail dress that even made her breasts look bigger to her, under which she wore white lace panties, white garter belt and sheer, long stockings. She felt very good as they arrived, confident in her appearance and ready to have a good time. After circulating for awhile, she ended up sitting on a couch and, almost without thinking, opened her legs sufficiently to get that tingle as eyes probed toward her thighs. Actually, she was reasonably circumspect, only showing her legs, not her panties. However, as the evening wore on and 12:00 AM approached, the excitement of the evening, and a drink or two, created a boldness that took her beyond her normal limits. Suddenly, an urge overcame her, and she went into the bedroom where coats and purses had been placed, reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down and off. She had never gone that far before at a party or social event, but somehow being without panties that night seemed overwhelmingly attractive.
She came out of the bedroom feeling very sexy, very open under her skirt, as she walked through the crowd. When twelve midnight arrived, she and Jeff kissed and she kissed several friends in celebration. After midnight, the party settled down and she found herself sitting, once again, on couch in one of the many side rooms. Then, knowing full well what she was doing, she let her skirt ride up near her hose tops and let her legs open slightly. Very shortly after that, she had an avid audience of three men hanging on to every word she said -- and focusing their eyes on the white thighs exposed under her skirt. She felt her tingle multiplied, partly because of the time, the drinks and the fascinated audience and she was almost compelled to do more. She had never shown her cunt before, only her panties, at most, but now she wanted to be seen. Slowly, as if merely shifting to a more comfortable position, she raised and swung her legs over, letting them spread as she did so. Her audience had a clear view all the way to her crotch, her cunt nicely displayed as she moved. Their eyes would have bulged out if it had been possible and, for Linda, a surge of heat flowed through her, centering in her cunt.
That surge of pleasure and sexual excitement dominated her and, once again, the compulsion to show herself caused her to shift several times, opening her legs wider and longer each time she did so. There was very little conversation and the men no longer raised their eyes to her face. Finally, and later she was embarrassed to remember what she had done, she raised her knees up to shift her legs over, but just stopped in the middle, showing them her cunt. How long she stayed in that position she never knew, but three men certainly had time to study every detail of her very excited cunt. How long it would have lasted is also unknown, for suddenly she became aware of Jeff coming toward her and she jerked her legs together and set up. As Jeff came up to the couch, Linda's audience found other things that they needed to do and disappeared.
Linda was flustered, not knowing what he had seen, but he only commented that it was getting late and that they should be leaving. She was reassured when he said that he would get her coat and purse while she said goodnight to the Johnson's. Unfortunately for her, Jeff had not arrived just as she saw him. In fact, he had been the beneficiary of the same view as the three admirers but from further away and at an angle. However, even from a distance it was obvious that he was not seeing white panties. The darkness between her thighs could only have been hair and the three heads leaning forward were not focusing on her face! As he came closer, her pantiless cunt became excruciatingly clear. The black-haired lips outlined the deep red interior, showing that it was aroused and open. As she looked up and saw him, her legs snapped shut, proving that she had been well aware of her exposure. He pretended to have seen nothing, but, when getting her coat, he first opened her purse and, without surprise, pulled out a pair of sheer, white lace panties. He quickly put them in his pocket and took purse and coat to his wife -- who was due for a very unpleasant surprise.
The ride home was very quiet, neither having much to say. However, both their minds were in turmoil, replaying, over and over, the events of the evening. Having gotten over her first fear of Jeff having seen her showing herself, Linda's sexual excitement returned. She was both shocked at what she had done, but the thought, "I showed my cunt to those guys. Gods, they had to have seen everything! Oh, I wish I could have seen what I showed! I know that my skirt was up and my legs were open! Damn, I wish I could go off right now!" The same litany kept running through her mind all the way home.
For Jeff, the train of thought was very different. His first and automatic reaction was to be filled with anger as he saw those three men studying his wife's cunt -- particularly how wet and open it was. He had been irate with her when she just showed her panties, but this was unbelievable. He ran over several scenarios as to how he was going to confront her when they got home, all culminating in some severe punishment. His anger was very real and he was, in fact, quite furious. However, he had to admit to himself that he had been momentarily aroused, himself, as he walked toward and saw her legs spread and her cunt on show. He even had to admit a flash of smugness as he saw her audience gaping at what he saw regularly! Knowing that other men had seen between his wife's legs both repelled and excited him at the same time. Still, she had to be punished!
As they walked into the house, Linda suddenly remembered that she still had no panties on and knew that she had better put them on or else not let Jeff see her undress. She threw her coat onto the couch and headed immediately for the bedroom, but Jeff came right with her, ending her chance to undress alone. Taking her purse with her, she went into the bathroom, closed the door and opened it to retrieve her panties. She stared with astonishment and almost dropped the purse as she saw that they were missing. Thoughts of what could have happened flooded her mind, ranging from someone rummaging through her purse to having carelessly dropped the panties as she hurriedly put them away -- and she didn't know which was worse. However, everything was in its place, so she concluded that her panties were still back on their friend's bed, a traumatic thought in itself. Coming out of the bathroom, she had a blank, confused and worried expression on her face, and Jeff knew why!
He had already stripped to his shorts as he came up behind her and, before she could react, unzipped her dress down to her hips in back. Slipping it off of her shoulders and helping her step out of it and seeing her wearing only a bra, garter belt and hose, he asked, ingenuously, "What happened to your panties?"
Caught, Linda stammered, "Oh, I...I...took them off in the bathroom. They're in the hamper."
Closing his trap, Jeff reached over to his pants and said, "It's the damnest thing, but I thought you had worn these tonight! I wonder how they got into my pocket?" He watched as Linda's face froze in a stunned expression, her mouth open with no sound coming out. "So you just took them off in the bathroom! You took them off in a bathroom I don't doubt, but it wasn't this one! You've been walking around all night without panties and heaven knows how many people saw up your skirt. I walked into that room and, from the door, saw your cunt! You had three guys so close that they could have counted the hairs on it! I'll swear that they were almost drooling as they stared at the hole! What in hell were you thinking of? Then, to make it worse, you try to fool me by lying! God damn it, explain yourself!"
Linda literally was speechless. She tried to think of something to say but her mind was frozen with shock and nothing came out. There was nothing that she could say to defend herself, for she was caught -- guilty as charged. Finally, she managed to stammer out, "Oh....oh, Jeff, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry! I...I've gone without panties lots of time because....it's daring, I guess, a little adventure. I never show all the way up...it just feels sexy to walk around outside or at a store with nothing on underneath. I was having such a good time and I felt sexy in my new dress and I just wanted to feel sexier. I took off my panties and felt very excited and, I don't know, maybe a little high. It was fun walking around, talking to people, thinking how shocked they would be to know that I wasn't wearing anything under my skirt. I never intended to let anyone see my cunt, it just happened and only that one time." Then, starting to cry, "I just got carried away. We were talking and they were very flattering and made me feel very attractive. I had my skirt up a bit and, without thinking, I swung my legs over and felt a real rush when, from their reaction, I knew that they had probably seen all the way up. Then I did it again -- and again. I just couldn't stop! Oh, they were looking and I got hotter and hotter and, finally, just before you came in, I just held my legs apart. Gods, I almost went off! I just couldn't help myself! Please don't be mad!"
She continued sobbing as Jeff replied, "I'm not mad, I'm furious! You know better than that! What if someone else, like the Johnson's, had come in and seen you flashing your cunt? You were alone in that room with those guys -- what if they wanted to do more than look? We had a big argument the last time you deliberately showed your panties and you promised to cut it out, and now you do it without panties! Well, this time I'm not going to argue or discuss! You did more than break your promise and you're going to pay big time! Come over here and get over my knee! You're going to get your little ass blistered until you won't dare do anything like this again!"
Linda looked at him without belief. She had never been spanked, even by her parents, and the thought of her husband doing so was incomprehensible. However, before she could react, Jeff grabbed her around the waist and pulled her over. When his intentions really sank in, she began to struggle mightily, but her 5'2" and 110 pounds against his 6' and 185 meant that the struggle was quickly lost. He held her down with his right hand on her back and his right hand began a ferocious spanking. His hand rose and with a mighty SMACK landed solidly on her bottom. Almost before she could shriek "eeeeek, OUCH" two more hit, SMACK...SMACK. These were the first three of a veritable barrage... SMACK...SMACK...SMACK...SMACK...SMACK...SMACK! As the blows rained down, Linda screamed and begged, promised to reform, promised to do anything if he would stop. "Oh God, stop, it hurts....please Jeff, that's enough...I'm sorry....PLEASE....I'll never do it again.....OOOOOOH.....OUCH.....NO MORE, PLEASE!" On and on went the spanking: SMACK...SMACK....SMACK...SMACK... SMACK...SMACK. On and on went the pleas: "OOOUCH....please stop....I'll always were panties....ooooh.....oooooh." Her cries and pleas disintegrated into moans and groans rather that speech as the spanking went on. She had been twisting and struggling but, now, she just sank down and absorbed the blows, whimpering and crying as the pain mounted. Her bottom which had been a delectable pink-white flesh color now was a beet-red that seemed to radiate heat. Jeff had promised that she would have her "little ass blistered" and, while there might not be actual blisters, it was close.
Finally, whether from taking pity on her, a tired arm of a sore hand, the spanking stopped. Jeff looked at his handiwork and saw a red bottom, uniformly red from the top of her thighs to the top of her hips. He did feel a surge of pity, but, also, a swelling (literally) of sexual arousal as he looked at the black fringed cunt lips that were poking out from between her legs. Setting her on her feet, he hugged her as she squeezed against him, stammering out, "Oh....oh...it hurts. I'm so sorry....I didn't mean to go that far! Will you forgive me?" It perhaps seems strange that the one who had just been soundly spanked was still apologizing for her indiscretion, but Linda accepted the punishment as earned even if she hated it. "I'd just never had that feeling of being sexually powerful, having men hanging over me like that! I just wasn't thinking of any possible consequences until I saw you coming and I came to my senses -- too late.
Jeff's response was equally seemingly out of character in light of his previous anger. "That's all right, Honey. I guess what you did wasn't too bad -- at least, nothing bad happened. A drink or two and, well.....you know, things do happen. I was really mad when I saw you open like that but, I'll admit, it wasn't so much what you were showing, but the circumstances. There were a lot of people around, including others in the same room and people will gossip. Think of women whispering, 'Did you see Linda Jacobson at Shirley Johnson's party? She was showing everything she had to those men!' We don't need that!"
"My God, Jeff, I wasn't even thinking but, of course, you're right! I'll certainly never do anything like that again." Then, softly, "But, you're not mad now, are you, and you forgive me?"
Jeff didn't say a word, merely unsnapping her bra and placing her on the bed. Removing his shorts, he revealed that "swelling" as a firm erection, a hard cock. Getting between her legs, he slid the cock into a very well lubricated cunt. Other than a slight wince from her sore, battered bottom as he came down on her, Linda welcomed the penetration as evidence that she was back in his good graces. She began to react almost immediately as her began screwing her, the severe spanking not having cooled off the cunt that had been hot all evening. As she surged up and down against him, matching his strokes, however, her thoughts were elsewhere, back at the party. In her mind was a continual picture of herself laying back, her legs open with three men staring at her naked cunt. The thrill, the excitement of that moment fueled her drive toward a violent orgasm.
Oddly enough, Jeff's thoughts were of the same moment in time. He kept seeing his wife, legs open, displaying that same naked cunt to the same three men, but from a different angle. He still pictured the black-haired lips pulled back revealing the inter lips and the dark hole between them. The color was deep red, not pink, showing her arousal as she obviously knew what she was doing. Jeff didn't really understand his reaction, but even at the time he had had mixed emotions, masculine anger but, also, masculine arousal. Now, as he drove his cock into that same cunt, the image of her exposing herself to a rapt audience spurred him toward a tremendous climax. Actually, Linda began the writhing and almost spastic motions of orgasm before he did, but that served as a trigger to send him over the edge as he ejaculated deep within her. Shortly afterwards, they collapsed in bed (it was now 4:00 AM) and fell asleep, leaving much to be thought about and discussed.
Actually, Jeff had been startled by his uncharacteristic rage last night and, finally, recognized that it had come, primarily, from his own ambivalence toward Linda's exhibitionist tendencies -- excited by what he saw but feeling guilty that he was aroused by his own wife's exposure. That surge of heat he felt as he saw those three men staring between her legs shouldn't have happened, so he took it out on her. That was only a part of his motivation: she was breaking her promise, she was blatantly exposing herself in the wrong setting, the watchers were ogling at his property, etc. Then, perhaps worst of all, she compounded her "offense" by trying to hide what she had done by trying to lie to him. In any case, while his anger was not completely irrational, his recognition of his true motivation led to a far more open-minded discussion of the whole situation.
As a result, he following several days did involve a great deal of thinking and soul searching. Linda was able to describe the excitement and arousal she derived from her moderate exhibitionism -- primarily from showing her legs and occasionally, her panties to other men and, she admitted reluctantly, a few women who seemed appreciative. She did like to go without panties, but, except for the New Year's Eve session, never having shown anything other than her legs. It just felt daring to be walking around stores, etc. knowing that she was naked under her skirt.
Jeff, reluctantly, admitted that seeing up another woman's skirt always was exciting for him, so he had to accept that being on the other end, the person showing herself could get that same enjoyment. In addition, after seeing her display that night, her normal "flashing" seemed relatively unimportant and, if done discreetly, could lead to mutual pleasure. Consequently, to find out exactly how she looked and how he felt about it, several times times during that week he stood a distance from the car and watched Linda get out with varying degrees of exposure. To his own surprise, he realized that seeing his own wife displaying herself was at least as erotic, possibly even more, than seeing another woman doing the same thing! As a result, his objections to her doing so evaporated and, in fact, her exhibiting herself became a arousing conversation between them as she described her "adventures" in terms of how much she showed and who saw. Since this frequently led to more sexual intimacy between them, Jeff even encouraged her in her "innocent" displays. However, it was agreed that when not wearing panties she would be quite discreet, usually meaning keeping her skirt down and legs closed. In addition, she was to be certain that, unlike the situation on New Year's Eve, she should not show anything unless there was no risk. With those limitations, exhibitionism became a pleasure for both of them. However, this increased freedom was the source of another, and more serious, encounter.



As spring approached, Linda and Jeff had their pool opened and arranged to have weekly maintenance scheduled, with the pool company employee instructed to come through the gate and do what was necessary. It was a warm season and Linda took advantage of the afternoon sun by sitting on a chaise lounge chair while reading. It was very companionable because Jeff worked as a consultant from a home office in a room beside the pool and she was sitting just outside the sliding glass door. One day in early June, the gate opened and a maintenance worker came in, a 20-year old college senior-to-be. He greeted Linda and Jeff and introduced himself as Jim Conners and said that he was going to care for their pool that summer. He seemed quite nice, and to Linda, quite attractive. As he worked and she read, she casually drew her legs up toward her hips and, after a while, opened them so that her thighs were clearly visible. After a short time, she was able to see, surreptitiously, that he was looking intently when he thought he was unobserved. Encouraged by his interest and by that familiar tingle in her cunt, she carelessly let one leg fall to the side, opening a direct line of sight to her panties. For the next half-hour, his eyes never left her display for more than a few seconds.
Afterwards, Linda recounted her little "adventure" to Jeff who walked around the pool, confirming to her that she looked very sexy and that Jim definitely had a clear view of her panties. However, he warned her, "Now don't go overboard! We don't want him making a pass at you! I guess it's o.k. since I'll be working right here in the office. You did look sexy, though!"
For the next several weeks, Linda really enjoyed herself in her more-or-less innocent exposure and Jim was the happy beneficiary. He obviously enjoyed cleaning their pool and even gave them extra time without any suggestion of additional charge! As the weather heated up, she began sun bathing, wearing only a pair of panties and a halter. The panties were opaque and colored so that they looked like a bikini, but she knew that they were panties and that felt sexy. Actually, if you looked closely, it was apparent that they were panties because they tended to fit less securely and Jim certainly looked closely! The heat in her cunt built up as, week after week, she was able to lie out knowing that she was presenting a very attractive body in a very sexy way. Again, Jeff confirmed that she looked sexy, but he warned, again, "Now don't go too far! Those panties don't really hide your cunt very well after you've laid there awhile. You're showing a lot of hair when you open your legs. You don't want him to get too interested!"
Linda heard the sexy part but discounted the warning, feeling safe with Jeff right there, plus, Jim was very attentive and his obvious interest was flattering and exciting. In fact, without mentioning it to Jeff, she had gone a step further. Lying face down, she unfastened her halter, a not unusual act when attempting to avoid tan lines. It felt very exciting to lie there wearing, in effect, nothing but a pair of panties while an attractive young man walked around, talking to her and -- she could almost feel his eyes -- studying every detail of her body.
It was almost like a drug: as she showed something it felt exciting and she wanted more the next time, and then more after that...and more! She knew that her panties weren't hiding much. Jeff had confirmed that, but instead of becoming more cautious, the awareness of exposure made it all the more stimulating. The same thing happened with the loosened halter. Occasionally when she was sure he was looking (which was most of the time), she raised up on her elbows for a moment, knowing that her breasts, even her nipples, would be seen. She had never shown them before, and doing so provided a real rush and a massive tingle in her cunt. A week later, after lying face down for awhile, she managed to turn onto her back, holding the halter over her breasts as she did so, but "accidentally" having a nipple peek out. It was really a heady time and she could hardly wait each week until pool maintenance day arrived. Jeff benefited from her sexual arousal and he enjoyed hearing what she had shown and how excited she was. It aroused him, too, so nobody was being hurt (although he might have questioned her breast exposure) for there was no doubt that Jim loved what he was seeing. Actually, he was having a difficult time working for much of that time he was attempting to hide a considerable erection.
All of this might have continued as a pleasant diversion except for what seemed to be an innocuous business problem on one of those pool days. Jeff handled most of his consulting work from his home office, but on this particular day he received a phone call asking for help from a major client. Jeff quickly called to Linda, saying that he had to try to solve the problem in person and that he would probably be back in an hour. As he left, Jim was finishing his work and gathering his equipment. Linda was lying face down after just treating him to a brief peek at her breasts and was feeling quite satisfied at his reaction. Just as she heard Jeff's car drive off, she suddenly was aware of motion beside her and, to her astonishment, she felt Jim's hands on her side turning her over. Before she had time to realize what was happening to her, she was on her back, her breasts bare and being fondled.
"Jim, my god, what are you doing? Stop that!" Her shocked reaction was honest because, despite Jeff's warning, she had never thought of doing anything or having anything done to her. "Please stop it!"
Jim, at first, ignored her pleas, thinking that they were pro forma protests, part of the games people play. "Come on, Mrs. Jacobson, what are you acting like this for? Your husband's gone and we can have some fun without interference. Come on, you know you want to!" He was feeling her breasts with one hand while the other worked its fingers under her panties. However, her continued struggles and demands that he stop soon convinced him that she might mean it. "What's the problem? You've been showing me these things for weeks now -- you can't stop now!"
"No, I don't want this! Let me go! I'm a married woman and I don't play around like this!"
"I don't believe this! You have your cunt and tits showing all this time and you don't want to do anything? Damn it, you've gotten my cock hard every time I come here! Now when I want to do something about it, you remember that you're a married woman who doesn't play around! Well, you're nothing but a damn cock teaser and if you won't put out one way, you'll get it another!" With that, he lifted her bodily straight off of the mat, sat down on the chaise and planted her across his knee. Ignoring her angry cries and threats of "I'll have you arrested," he literally ripped her panties off and brought his hand down with a thunderous smash. "I'll".... slap .... "teach" .... slap ..... "you"..... slap... "to".... slap ...."show".... slap ...."your".... slap ...."cunt"..... slap ...."unless"..... slap .... "you"..... slap ....."mean" .... slap ..... "it! ..... SLAP ....."Your" .... slap ..... "ass" ..... slap .... "is".... slap .... "going".... slap ..... "to"..... SLAP .... "burn" .... slap ...."for".... SLAP .... "a" .... SLAP ..... "week." Actually, after each slap there was an instantaneous shriek which was a combination of pain and rage. Linda struggled mightily to escape his grip while protesting, insistently, that she had no intention of doing anything and he was wrong to think so, Jim soon stopped talking, devoting himself solely to heartlessly assaulting her "ass," ignoring everything she said.
The cacophony of alternating slaps and loud squeals continued as she squirmed and twisted, futilely trying to avoid the harsh blows. It hurt even worse than the spanking she had received from Jeff, but, somehow, even with the pain, she had a wild conflict of emotions. She hated being spanked, but she was continuously aware, in the back of her mind, at least, that this was not her husband -- she was completely naked in the clutches of another man. Her exhibitionist tendencies, the excitement of being completely exposed, warred with her anger at being manhandled and overpowered. The end of the spanking was different, also, for there was nothing of the complete subjugation and surrender as it had been with Jeff where she just hung there, defenseless, over his knee, beaten and remorseful. Instead, when he dumped her off onto the tanning mat, she was still aware and alert.
Jim, even as he started the vengeful spanking, was well aware that he had a naked woman before him. He was furious, but, as he spanked her, his eyes took in the attributes that he was striking. Her ass, as he referred to it, was pleasantly plump and quite resilient, causing his hand to sink in and rebound nicely, reinforcing his sense that this was an attractive, female bottom. Her thrashing around gave him a close up view of what he had seen only from a distance, her cunt. Despite this consciousness of her female attributes, he still administered a through spanking, turning the pink flesh of her buttocks to a splotchy redness. Still, as his anger was assuaged by battering her behind, his concentration turned more to what he was seeing that the spanking. Finally, his hand hesitated and stopped, and, then, ran over the red, punished cheeks. Naturally aroused and intrigued, he slipped the hand between her legs and eagerly felt the lips and, inevitably, the crevice between. Surprisingly, given her vigorous protests and struggle, Linda lay quietly as he felt her, actually parting her thighs to facilitate his penetration. Abruptly, and without comment, Jim, relatively gently, dumped her onto the mat where, instead of jumping to her feet and attempting to escape, she lay on her back. She just lay there, legs slightly apart, as he looked down at her, seemingly just waiting for whatever came next.
Jim stared down at her as if, he too, were waiting for some kind of signal and, perhaps, her very lack of reaction was that signal. In any case, he suddenly stripped off his pants and shorts and came down on her. Proving her acquiescence, she raised and spread her legs, welcoming him into herself. His hard cock slid in, without opposition, until his balls came against the edge of the ass he had just spanked. He began a pounding of her cunt, creating a rhythm that she quickly matched, meeting his inward plunges with upward surges of her own, sinking back as he withdrew. He began grinding against her while she reciprocated by opening even wider as if trying to pull his cock completely inside her. The action became more frenetic as the climax approached, each moving harder against the other until Jim stayed in and, with spastic motions, came into her, filling her with cum. As he did so, she writhed against him, pushing up frantically as her own orgasm was reached. After holding firmly locked together, they slumped down on the mat, sated and momentarily exhausted by the strenuous actions.
After almost a minute, Jim raised up and pulled out of her cunt, and, with effort, got to his feet. Without saying anything, he dressed as he kept his eyes on her as she lay without moving. Then, not knowing what to say, really, he knelt down and squeezed her breast while lightly kissing her. She smiled timorously and returned the kiss but saying nothing. Finally, he said, "That was very nice! I'm sorry if I hurt you. I'd better go, but I'll see you next week." With those brief, and inadequate words, he picked up his equipment and slipped out of the gate, leaving her lying, eyes closed, in the same position.
She hadn't said a word, but her mind was in complete turmoil, strung out from the excitement and release of a tremendous orgasm. As a modicum of sanity returned, and the effect of adulterous intercourse (read screwing) faded, she began the inevitable guilt trip, thinking of what she had done, what should she tell Jeff, what could she tell Jeff! How did she get herself into this situation, what could she do now, what should she do now? Remorse flooded through her -- but tempered by an honest acknowledgement that she had enjoyed what she had done. All these thoughts were vague, as if seen through a piece of gauze, there but fuzzy. Then suddenly, that thought of enjoyment brought complete clarity, "My god, I've been screwed! He fucked me!" Heat flowed through her accompanied by guilt and a realization that she was in trouble. "How am I going to tell Jeff? I'll have to tell him!" As it happened, she was spared, if you would call it that, the question of how to tell Jeff, because as that thought was running through her mind, she heard, "What the hell! You've been fucked!"
She opened her eyes and her mouth fell open in stunned surprise and horror as she saw her husband standing over her with a shocked and enraged look on his face. Actually, while it seemed at the time that his returning when he did was a catastrophe, the timing was better than it might have been. Just as he came through the door, the sound of Jim's truck departing came through the fence, so a nasty confrontation had been avoided by less than a minute. He had started to call out that the client's problem had been a false alarm so he was back early when he saw his wife lying naked on the ground, her legs open enough to expose her open, very red and thoroughly used cunt. The black hair covering her cunt lips was glistening with what had to be white cum and the hole, itself, was clearly clogged with the same material. It's one thing to be suspicious that your wife has been screwed, it's another to have the evidence so blatantly displayed. At a time like that, rational men do not always act rationally, and Jeff did not do so. A man who was normally not jealous reacted with a kind of blind fury that was a hangover of his caveman, Puritan, or whatever, genes -- his wife had committed adultery and had to be punished! Without thinking or waiting for her defense, he sat on the same chaise where Jim had sat, pulled Linda over his knees as Jim had done, and began battering her ass with stinging swats -- as Jim had done!
Linda's mind was frozen in fright as she saw her husband, no coherent thought, no physical reaction as she lay there. As she was grabbed and pulled up on his lap, she was still dazed by the shock, not protesting or struggling of even aware of what was going to happen. She was abruptly blasted out of that almost comatose state as the first SMACK descended on her unprotected and already sore bottom. She had received a vicious spanking less than twenty minutes ago, something she actually had forgotten during the sexual relations, and Jeff's slapping hand caused her excruciating pain. She shrieked in agony as the first SMACK was followed immediately by a flurry of others, causing her to writhe and try to twist away. She cried out that she was sorry, that she hadn't meant to do it, that she tried to stop him.....but nothing helped. Jeff was acting in uncharacteristic blind fury, not even absorbing what she was saying or, for that matter, even noticing that the skin of her ass already was beet red and obviously had been spanked. SMACK... SMACK... SMACK... SMACK... SMACK... SMACK... SMACK! Each SMACK was combined with a muttered imprecation from Jeff and a shriek from Linda. The pain was unbearable, and soon she was pleading for him to stop, moaning about how it hurt, crying that Jim had already spanked her and that she couldn't stand it.
Her words ultimately began to penetrate, and, as he finally heard that she had been spanked before, he realized that the skin on her behind was mottled and splotched and that she was in agony as he slapped it. Slowly, rationality returned and he began to listen to her pleas and apologies, regretting his impulsive rage as his normal, non-jealous nature returned. In fact, as his anger dissipated, it was quickly replaced by an equally fundamental urge -- sexual desire. For the second time in the last half-hour, Linda was dumped off of a man's knees onto the mat, and, once again, she lay there, open and defenseless. This time, however, her cunt was not only open and available, it had been used -- the lips were spread open, the flesh was deep red, and what could only be cum clogged the center and was gradually leaking out. It was a most erotic sight for Jim to see his own wife's cunt in that condition. As when she exposed herself to the three men months age at the New Year's Eve party, he was aroused and repelled at the same time. The arousal won out, as it had before, and he quickly lowered his pants and shorts and plunged his hard cock into her very well lubricated cunt.
He discovered what thousands, probably millions, of married men have found over the years -- screwing your wife after another man has had her can be extraordinarily stimulating. Many of these husbands are not aware of what gives her cunt that extra, different lubrication, but it is almost as if their cocks have been dipped in silicone. This was Jeff's reaction. There was an additional silkiness as he went in and out, and he, of course, knew what gave it that quality, and that knowledge added to the excitement of fucking a cunt that he knew very well, but now was different. The intercourse didn't last very long -- he was too aroused for that -- but the buildup and climax was the most satisfying in many years. The same was true for Linda. She had the relief of knowing that he no longer was angry and she had the additional stimulus of realizing as she approached orgasm, that she was being screwed for the second time within a little more than one-half hour and by two different men. It was a very different feeling as Jeff ejaculated his cum into her, joining that already deposited there by Jim, a thought that sent her over to edge to join Jeff's climax. She wasn't sure how she felt about it, but it was different and exciting!
After lying there for a short time, they repaired to the bedroom where Linda described, in detail, everything that had happened, not sugar-coating her own actions that had lead up to her being spanked and screwed. "I know that you warned me, but I never even thought of Jim being interested enough to try to actually do anything but look -- but I guess that was foolish. I couldn't believe it when he started to feel me.....he called me a cock teaser and I guess, in a way, he was right. He said that if I wasn't going to put out, he was going to spank me -- which he certainly did! Then he fucked me! And I liked it! Damn, that's hard to believe, but I did! Then you came out and scared me to death. Gods, you looked mad -- and then you spanked me! I'll be sore for a week! That was real peculiar, you screwing me right after he did -- it really was exciting, though. Did.....did you really like having me when I was already....full, I guess....after Jim came in me?"
Jeff hadn't actually thought about anything but that he had been totally aroused by the entire situation (once his immediate rage had been worked off), but, as he did think of it, he had to admit that he actually had liked being in her after she already had been screwed. That led to considerable mutual soul-searching which finally resulted in an agreement that both enjoyed her amorous activities, first her exhibitionism and, now, her adultery (although they didn't describe it quite that way). Consequently, the following "pool day," Jeff was conveniently absent, leading to very little pool work and a lot of sex (all of which was described in detail later when, once again, Linda had the pleasure of two cocks rather than one). On several later occasions, Jeff was able to observe the activities from his office window when he presumably was absent. All-in-all, it worked out very well: the adulterous lovers enjoyed their illicit affair while the cuckolded husband got equal pleasure from observation at the time or description later, followed by augmented sex afterwards. All three were disappointed when summer ended and college summoned -- but, there were vacations! "All's well that ends well," but, of course, it hadn't really ended -- and there were other prospects out there!
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Lisa McGreager looked at herself in the mirror and winced at the sight before her. Her normally curvy and pink behind was still curvy, but its color was now a dark purplish red, crisscrossed with angry welts that only could have come from a severe spanking or beating. Fortunately, she had gotten home before George so that she was able to undress and assess the damage without having to hide. "My God, how am I going to keep George from seeing that? It'll be at least a week before those marks will be gone!" She ran her hand over the welts, feeling the strips of raised flesh that marred her skin. "Oh, that ruler hurt! Gods, he even hit my cunt!"
Thinking of her cunt caused even greater dismay as the image of herself bent over Mr. O'Conner's desk flashed through her mind. She had been soundly screwed, leaving something even more important than the redness of her bottom to hide from George! The entire episode was beyond belief! Guilt flooded through her as she recalled how passionately she had reacted as he took her, welcoming the penetration and the subsequent pounding into her cunt. "I can't believe it! We've been married for less than six months and another man has had me. It's adultery! A few months ago I was a virgin and now I've had two men in me. Thank God that I'm on the pill! I can't let George find out – oh, how did I let myself get in this mess? Still, I had no choice! It would have killed George – and me – if we'd had to move back in with his folks. I didn't expect to be screwed when I agreed to be spanked, damn it!" With her train of desperate thought still running, she quickly put on a pair of slacks, hiding the outward sign of her sins, in time to greet her husband with an artificially happy smile. Luckily, he was tired from a long day's work and didn't notice the artificiality or the distracted look that came over her face several times during the evening. He was even too tired for sex (which was their normal activity on Saturday nights), fortunately for Lisa since the idea of being screwed twice in the same dayreallywould have been traumatic!
She lay awake for hours that night, attempting to clarify her situation and deal with her guilt. Finally, with real soul searching, she was able to accept, or at least, rationalize her actions as being the best alternative open to her. Something of the exhilaration she had felt as she drove home returned as she focused on the good side: she still has her job and, even more important, they still had the apartment. Somehow, being spanked and screwed was not too high a price to pay. Whether George would have agreed about the screwing part was very doubtful, but what was done was done and he would share in the benefits – no more living with his parents!
However, even with her acceptance (or, again, rationalization) of the afternoon events, there was still a final cloud on her horizon – Mr. O'Conner! He had seen her naked! He had seen everything she had as he spanked her! Then, with no opposition on her part, he had screwed her! And even more shocking, she had become an active participant in the screwing! She couldn't deny to herself that she had enjoyed what really was more than sexual intercourse, more than screwing – it wasfucking. That was not a word that Lisa used often, but, somehow it seemed appropriate in this case. The question that haunted her, and continued to keep her awake, was, will he want to fuck her again? What would she do if he tried? What if that was the price of keeping her job? That fear haunted her throughout the weekend, and, by Monday morning, she dreaded even the thought of going to work.
Surprisingly, the day was an anticlimax. She sat at her desk trying to focus on papers in front of her as Mr. O'Conner walked by and brusquely, as always, said "Good morning, Mrs. McGreager, and went past into his office. Not a side glance, not a sly smile – nothing! Later, when she took some columns into him to look over, he skimmed them, gruffly said, "These are ok, take them down for the editorial page." In other words, he acted just as he always had and that the events of last week had never occurred. And, that was the way things went from then on. Her previous mistake was never referred to, she was treated just as she had been before, and, as her work improved, she was gradually given a bit more responsibility. After a few months of a completely impersonal relationship with the editor, Lisa was able to put the entire episode behind her and, sometimes, she almost could have believed that it had never happened. Almost.
As she became more settled in her job as a reporter (actually, still mostly in the newsroom) she became more confident and was seen by her colleagues as an "up-and-comer." This respect by her colleagues and, apparently, her superiors was heady stuff for the young woman, but, as is often said, "Pride goeth before a fall." Unfortunately, the increased responsibility combined with, seemingly, less need for careful supervision, made possible more catastrophic blunders. This was Lisa's fate.
Her principle assignment was to edit and prepare ads for placement in a weekly page, ads geared to specific store openings, big sales, special presentations, etc. The cost of ads in that page was quite high because of its feature quality. It was not really "reporting," but it was a significant assignment on the road to an editing position. Lisa became adept in writing the ads and linking them to the event that made them important to the purchaser, but, with confidence and familiarity, her old problem surfaced. Her intense scrutiny that had made her good at the job waned as she became surer of what she was doing and, inevitably, her mind wandered one day (thinking of a birthday present for George, in fact). Unfortunately, that lack of concentration did not occur on a run-of-the-mill, relatively unimportant store ad, but on a full page spread on the opening of a major department store. She just overlooked the entire page, impossible as it seems – and as it seemed to James O'Conner!
He was quietly sitting at his desk, ready for the daily flood of news and the multiple decisions as to how to cover them. He had slept well, had a good breakfast and was ready for action. Suddenly his phone rang and his first bit of "news" came from that major advertiser who had discovered that the big announcement of his grand opening was missing from the paper. All O'Conner could do was profusely apologize for the screw-up and investigate what had happened. Needless to say, an apology was not sufficient to placate the furious client who was losing business since few customers were showing up at his major event. The end result, to prevent a very embarrassing and expensive suit, was that O'Conner was forced to offer a "make good" series of ads – free! The client agreed to refrain from suing, and to not even publicize the error, in exchange for free half-page ads for the next three months. Those ads would be a very significant loss for the paper, but so would a suit, as well as the loss of prestige. The deal was made and each week for the next three months, O'Conner would have to send the finance office a note ordering that the charges for that week be cancelled. His enthusiasm for this was severely limited – as Lisa was about to find out!
Ironically, in an institution involved in disseminating the news, nothing of this major gaffe became known. The client agreed not to complain, the special section came out as usual with, seemingly, all of the contracted ads, and, of course, O'Conner had a vested interest in keeping it quiet. On the surface, all was right with the world. Actually, that was what Lisa believed when she was summoned to the editor's office at the end of the day. Her work had been commended several times, and she had a feeling that she might be rewarded with a small raise. That fantasy quickly evaporated as she met the fire of a dragon disguised as James O'Conner.
His face was livid as he spelled out her latest transgression and the impact it had on him and the paper. His harangue went on and on, beating her down, dissecting her work habits and lack of concentration, etc. Any rational person would have seen his performance as the death-knell of her newspaper career. She was white-faced and trembling at the magnitude of her blunder and it's probable consequences as he reached his fiery summation
"Mrs. McGreager, I'm sure you know that I do not own this newspaper. In fact, I am an employee just as you are except that I have more power and, unfortunately, more responsibility. We were almost sued several months ago because you messed up and switched names in a corruption article. Since I knew the people involved, I was able to head off any serious repercussions and things have gone well since. You have done well since. I've watched you closely and, frankly, I was pleased at the way you were working out after that last screw-up. Now you have committed a real bonehead mistake that is costing far greater problems. Once again I have squirmed out of a likely suit, but this time we're going to lose a ton of money. Can you imagine what would happen if this story got out? At the board of directors I would be asked, 'How did this happen? How did this full-page ad miss getting in the paper? Oh, you mean that this was an accident caused by a junior reporter in your employ! You mean the same one who wrote that Judge Simmons had been taking bribes? Why in God's name didn't you fire her then! This is going to cost us a fortune!' If I told them that instead of firing you, I gave you a severe spanking and, bluntly, screwed you afterwards, we'd both be out of work!"
"Now, what are we going to do with you now? You had a second chance and blew it.Reallyblew it! You definitely should be fired now. However, there are two reasons that I'm hesitating in doing so." Lisa's heart that had been dropping all through the storm (and had reached her stomach, figuratively, of course), lurched upward at this breath of hope. Actually, O'Conner had blown off most of the steam that had built up in him during a long day's negotiations and his sympathy that had saved her before had resurfaced. "First, no one here knows about this and I want it to stay this was. How would I explain firing you? I could just force you to quit but I don't want to do that because, secondly, you have been doing good work and I have hopes for you in this business." Lisa's optimism soared at that, both from, seemingly, having been saved from being fired and from a very rare compliment from a harsh taskmaster.
"However, if for a moment you think that you're going to get out of this scot-free, you'rereallywrong. I've sat here all day, bargaining with a furious customer and thinking of how to punish you! I want to make sure that you'll learn that you must concentrate at all times at this paper! You're going to get a spanking that will make the last one look like nothing! Then, when that's finished, I have a way to remind you, every day, of this entire mess. This "make good" is going to take twelve weeks, three months, and you're going to be reminded of your role in it every single day. Now, get your clothes off and get ready for the spanking of your life!"
Lisa's heart plummeted again at his threat. All the good feeling that had buoyed her in the last minute evaporated at the thought of what was going to happen. "Oh, my God, he's going to spank me again....I can't stand it...I can't undress in front of him again...How did I get myself into this mess...." Then, a crushing blow, "He'llfuckme again....Oh, I can't stand it!" These thoughts flowed through her head as O'Conner pronounced sentence and, despite her mental refusal to accept that sentence, her fingers were undoing the buttons on her blouse. "I can't do it. I can't do it!" said her mind as those traitorous fingers loosened and removed her skirt. She stood there momentarily dressed only in her bra, panties and hose. She had dressed up today because she and George were to meet in town and have dinner to celebrate his birthday. She had worn her prettiest (and sexiest) underwear and stocking to prepare for "later" at home, but James O'Conner was the person who first saw her sexy display.
It's peculiar how women are, or perhaps it's just nature, but even at that extremely traumatic moment, Lisa was aware of his eyes on her and felt a perverse thrill. Without really being aware that she was doing it, she paused momentarily and posed, knowing how sexy her display was. Then, suddenly realizing what she was doing, she, blushing profusely, unsnapped her bra, removed it, and slipped her panties off. Then, wearing only her garter belt and hose, and without waiting for his instructions, she walked over to where O'Conner was sitting and draped herself over his knees. Her mind kept saying "I can't do this," but her body knew better.
The human mind is a wonderful thing in many ways, particularly in protecting us. Lisa knew that her previous spanking had hurt, but time had permitted her mind to forget how it actually felt. It didn't remember the actuality of the pain, only the memory of it. Lisa was soon reminded. O'Conner looked down at the unblemished skin of her bottom, skin covering the two rounded hills framed by the dark straps of her garter belt. While he had let off steam while berating her, he was still furious at the spot in which she had put him. None the less, he couldn't help but appreciate the curvy, feminine ass poised to receive his punishment and for which he had other plans.
After that brief admiring survey of Lisa's behind, he raised his hand and brought it down with a thunderingsmack, a smack which was followed by a barrage –smack, smack, smack...on and on. With that first blow Lisa recalled the agony that she had suffered before and she let out a shriek that would have alerted anyone in 50 yards that a woman was being beaten in Editor James O'Conner's office. 911 might have been called. Fortunately (actually, by planning) no one was about and, in any case, his office was virtually sound proof. Lisa was not about to be rescued.
After that first shriek, Lisa attempted to bear up and accept the punishment being meted out.Smack...smack...smack....SMACK....smack.....smack....SMACK. Hard slaps alternated with very hard ones, not letting her prepare herself or anticipate the timing or power. The skin that had been so unblemished at the start soon showed the impact of the slaps. Hand prints had shown clearly at first, but they now blended into one another creating a uniform crimson color. Gradually, even that uniformity began to be mottled with purplish splotches appearing.
Each smack became more painful as every spot was hit multiple times and, after what seemed to be an unending series of smacks, her stoic acceptance vanished. She began twisting and thrashing in a futile effort to avoid the spanking hand and her valiant efforts to not beg gave way to moaning and pathetic cries for mercy.Smack... oooh....smack....oooow...smack....oh, god.....smack....oh, please....smack....please stop! Her pleas had little effect and, in fact, the blows came harder if anything.Smack...ooooow.....Smack....oh, Mr. O'Conner, please...SMACK.... please....SMACK! Finally, even her beseeching words gave way to pitiful moans and she just lay, a dead weight, over O'Conner's knees.
That seemed to be a signal, for shortly afterwards he stopped the incessant spanking of her bottom and raised her to her feet. Oddly enough, she did not immediately react, still dazed by the painful ordeal which she had just gone through. However, as she was stood up, she leaned against him, crying piteously, saying, "Oh, it hurts. No more, please!" Unfortunately for her, the torment was not quite over. "Not yet, Mrs. McGreager. Bend over the desk. Yes, like that, but spread your legs." Lisa was, as months ago, resting with her elbows on the desk, her posterior raised high with her legs spread wide, exposing her most intimate areas to his gaze. His eyes took in, and he enjoyed, the delectable sight, but that was not his purpose in putting her in that position. Reaching past her, he took an eighteen inch, flat, wooden ruler from the desk. He brought the ruler back and then, without warning, swung it in an arc ending flush on her already aching ass....CRACK. The shriek this time might have been heard 75 yards away and she straightened up clutching her throbbing behind, the excruciating pain shooting through her like the proverbial knife.
"Please, no more! Please."
"Bend over the desk, Mrs. McGreager. You're not finished yet. I warned you that this would be worse than the last time. Now,bend over!" Lisa was beyond defiance at that point, and, with tears flowing, got back into position. Five more mercilesscracksfollowed, placed one below the other until a row of dark welts covered the crimson-purple skin of her ass. Each time, Lisa involuntarily straightened up in agony and, then, obediently bent over. Finally, O'Conner turned the ruler horizontally and brought it up directly between her legs directly onto her cunt. Rather than straightening up, Lisa was driven forward and, before she could recover, anothercrackhit the same area. The pain was piercing, causing her to almost faint as she lay across the desk.
When no more blows fell she gradually recovered her senses and realized that the beating was over. Still, she lay with her torso on the desk, bent at the waist, her legs spread wide, waiting for what she assumed to be next – her fucking by the man who had just spanked and humiliated her. A moment or two passed and nothing happened. Surprised and, she admitted, a bit disappointed, she raised up and looked behind her at O'Conner, wondering what was next. O'Conner was looking with avid interest at her exposed cunt and, as she turned around, her bare breasts. It was a tempting sight, but he wasn't finished with the program of punishment he had planned for her.
"All right, Mrs. McGreager, you've received a through spanking which has left your bottom very red and, I'm certain, quite painful. However, this is not enough punishment for two reasons: first, the redness and pain will fade away soon and your memory evidently needs more frequent jogging to force you to pay attention to your work, and, secondly, I'll be making up for your dumb error every week for the next three months, long after you'll have forgotten this entire episode. I don't want that! I've been thinking about this ever since I agreed, once again against my better judgment, not to fire you and to use physical punishment instead. So, there are two conditions that you have to agree to if you are going to stay. First, every Saturday evening for the next three months you will present yourself here in my office for a spanking. That way we'll each suffer each week. Do you agree to that?"
Lisa looked at him, wide eyed in shock, never having contemplated anything more than one vicious, painful spanking. Her mind was frozen at the prospect but, inevitably, she managed to stammer out, "Oh, Mr. O'Conner, this is awful. I.... I don't know how I'll manage to hide my bottom all that time, but...but I guess I have no choice. Will it have to be on Saturday every time?" Then, blushing, "I'll be, well, out of commission, sometimes, and other Saturdays I wouldn't be able to hide it from George."
"Don't worry; I know the problems of female anatomy. If you have a problem with that or with your husband, we can alter the day. Now, the other "reminder" that I came up with." Opening the drawer of his desk, O'Conner pulled out a peculiar looking soft plastic instrument and stood it up on the surface. It was like a small, red, six-inch high slim cone, starting narrow from its base and flaring upward and outward until it was about an inch or a little more in diameter.



"What on earth is that? Do I put that on my desk to remind me? Good heavens, it looks obscene!"
O'Conner laughed at her naiveté, saying, "No, you most certainly will not place it on your desk – maybe, indirectly, on your chair! No, Mrs. McGreager, this is what is called a 'butt plug' for a very good reason. Bluntly, you are going to insert this item into your "butt" each morning when you get ready to come to work and leave it there the entire day. You'll sit with it up you, walk with it up you, go to lunch with it up you. It will stay in you until you get home and remove it. It will be a continual reminder of what happens if you don't keep your mind on what you're doing."
"Oh, my god! You're kidding! That's indecent! Anyway, that thing would never fit into me! It's impossible!"
"Yes, I guess it is 'indecent' in a way – somewhat like you sitting almost naked in my office with a little ass that is red and sore! Oh, it'll fit and you're going to wear it or you're going to quit or get fired. It's up to you. Now, if you're going to continue as a reporter, bend over the desk again and spread your legs!"
This was almost more than Lisa could stand – forced to strip naked, be soundly spanked and slapped with a ruler and, now, faced with the complete humiliation of having her boss insert what looked like the Eiffel tower with a knob into her "little ass." Still, she was defeated and she knew that further protest would be futile. Reluctantly, she turned her back on him and, fearfully, bent over, legs spread, as ordered. She didn't know what to expect, but still she was startled as she felt his fingers separating the cheeks of her "little ass." She jumped as the cold knob of the plug touched her and was pushed against her opening. O'Conner had thoughtfully lubricated the instrument and as it was forced through her sphincter, it slid in without hindrance until it was firmly embedded in her rectum. The flat base filled the space between her cheeks, looking something like a round red flower planted there.
For Lisa, it was a most peculiar feeling. She was used, in her brief married life, of having something firm planted in her cunt, but never in her ass. She felt full, very conscious of something lodged deep inside where nothing should be. Involuntarily she contracted the muscles of her bowels to eject the invader, but the cunning design of the knob of the butt plug locked the device inside. It would not come out by accident or by the normal ejaculatory actions – only by hand. So, there she was, bent over the desk with an intruder firmly implanted in her ass.
Very shortly afterwards that intruder was joined by and almost as firm invader of her cunt as O'Conner's cock plunged into her. After seeing her stripped, spanking her and, finally, inserting the plug into her ass, his entrance was inevitable. He was too aroused by all those things to last very long, but he made up for brevity with intensity. His cock was like the piston in a cylinder, plunging in and out, faster and faster until the inevitable explosion took place, sending streams of cum deep into her passageway.
For Lisa, the experience was shocking and unbelievable. While she had anticipated being fucked immediately after the spanking, the thought had left her mind as time had passed, particularly the insertion of the butt plug. She no longer was under the mental haze brought on by the spanking (when she was most vulnerable) and she was startled by the sudden penetration by someone other than her husband, almost as if Mr. O'Conner hadn't screwed her before. That immediate reaction was quickly replaced by the appalling thought, "He's fucking me again!" She had expected, and feared it, but the actual act of adultery still dismayed her when her mind was functioning normally. Even that reaction was brief, however, as her sexual "buttons" were pushed as the cock slid in and out and her clit was teased by the impact of O'Conner's balls. That, however, is not what made the entire experience unique for her.
Each time O'Conner surged inward and smacked against her bottom, the base of the butt plug was hit, pushing the shaft inward, sending a completely new sensation through her. It was almost like being fucked in the cunt and ass at the same time. As he pulled out, the pressure on the plug relaxed and, as he pounded back in, both cock and plug surged pushed deeply into her inter recesses. Lisa had never experience any sexual stimulation in her ass – George had never even fingered her – and the new feeling of pleasure was totally unexpected. She went almost immediately from shock from being screwed when she hadn't expected it, to acceptance, to enthusiastic participant. She met O'Conner's inward thrusts with strong counter pushes of her own, intensifying the impact on the plug. As result, when he began the even more rapid insertions as he approached climax, she entered the throes of orgasm, grinding her ass and cunt against him as he shot into her.
They stayed there for almost a minute, his cock still embedded in her, both briefly exhausted by the force of their mutual orgasms. Lisa was in a sort of a blissful emotional daze as she stayed there bent over the desk, not thinking, just lost in the residual glow of sexual satiety. Shortly, of course, the real world forced its way in and the thought of George dampened her euphoria. Guiltily, she straightened up, all too aware of her nakedness, too embarrassed to look directly at Mr. O'Conner. She became all too aware, also, of the pain and heat coming from her bottom and, as she placed her hand behind her, she was quickly reminded of the butt plug still firmly embedded in her asshole. At that point, the real world was just too much for her and she started to cry.
"I can't believe this! I've been married for six months and here I am, naked in your office, spanked and, now," sobbing "you've screwed me for the second time! And now I've got to put this thing in my bottom every day and be spanked every week for the next three months! How am I going to hide this from George?"
She was a pitiful sight, blushing and crying at the same time, and she certainly appealed to the softer side of James O'Conner, the curmudgeon of the newsroom. Still, he wasn't going to let her off the hook – his own troubles that she had caused precluded that – but he wasn't immune to her appeal. Also, he had no desire to see an enraged, and cuckolded, husband coming through his door. So, with a combination of true altruism and self-interest, he put his arm around her and said, "Come on, Mrs. McGreager, it's not that bad. Your husband hasn't been hurt and we'll see to it that he isn't. He doesn't have to know anything about the mess you caused here or your punishment. Any week that he is likely to see your ass if I've spanked it on Saturday, we'll do it on a different day. As for the butt plug, any day that he might see it before you leave for work, you can put it in here at the office. If he'll be home when you get there on some days, you can take it out before you leave. I want your promise, however, that you will not take advantage of those changes! I want you to have that in every day to remind you of this whole situation and to keep your mind on your work. Now, as far as screwing is concerned, I'm sure that you won't tell your husband, and I certainly won't, so there's no way he'll find out. If you'll excuse the term, your cunt won't be any different by the time he is likely to see it! I'm certainly not intending to take advantage of you – things have just gotten out of hand these last two times – and all that sure to happen in the future is spanking. Unless you want it, of course!"
It most certainly an odd situation and Lisa McGreager, understandably, hardly knew how to react. Standing there, naked with his arm, her boss's arm, around her was peculiar enough, but hearing his rationalization about what was still adultery and his comment on the condition of her cunt left her speechless. Rationalization or not, however, his matter-of-fact dismissal of the "problem" did seem to ease her immediate guilt feelings. She knew those feelings would be back, but she felt better then. In addition, his effort to make things easier for her to conceal the evidence of her punishment made her feel a bit better. Maybe this would be painful, in a number of ways, but bearable. She would still have her valued job and the condominium which had let to her first sacrifice. George would never have to know of her gross mistakes at work or the moral indiscretions which had paid for those mistakes. She still had three months of payments to make, but she could bear it.
They held that position for a short time longer and, oddly enough she was not particularly self-conscious, even with his arm around her, even when he lightly squeezed her breast as he let her go. The embarrassment came as she reached for her panties and pulled them on as he watched. She suddenly was much more aware of the butt plug and how he had inserted it into her. Somehow, that thought was more traumatic that the spanking or, even, the screwing. Blushing profusely, she quickly fit her breasts into her bra, and reaching for her skirt, she hesitated. "Do you think I can walk down to my cubicle like this?" Blushing for what seemed the one-hundredth time, she continued, "I'm meeting my husband for dinner to celebrate his birthday and I brought a dress and shoes in a garment bag and left them hanging in the by my desk."
Surprisingly, her boss replied, "You go ahead and fix yourself up and I'll go get them. You can use my bathroom to get ready." Accepting his offer, Lisa went into his very fancy bathroom and began making some very necessary repairs to her makeup. She was able to hide the ravages that crying had done and, in general, disguise the visible damage done by the spanking. There was nothing she could do, of course, about the continual burning sensation from her bottom or the continued presence of the plug in her ass. Oddly, she had no real guilt feelings about being screwed at that moment – those would come later when she had time to think. Finally, she had made all the improvements she could make to her face, combed her hair. Finished, and without even thinking about it, she stepped out into O'Conner's office, still attired in nothing but bra, panties, garter belt and hose, just as her boss returned with her dress, shoes and., thoughtfully, her purse.
Not even blushing now, she took her "little black dress" and slipped into it while O'Conner watched the process with great interest. (Seeing a pretty young woman dress in front of him was hardly a common occurrence! A 50+ widower had few such opportunities.) When she had difficulty getting her zipper up in back, he automatically reached over and pulled it up. They acted as if this was all normal, all matter of fact. She put on her shoes and stood up, checking herself in the mirror on the bathroom door, and prepared to leave. It was quite surreal, each acting as if nothing had gone on before and that this was a routine event. As she reached the door she turned, and with another blush, simply said, "Thank You."Thank youto the man who had just spanked her and given her an odious schedule for the next six months! He smiled in reply and, sounding like a father sending his daughter off on a date, said, "Now remember, don't let your husband see your behind! It's a dead giveaway. And, don't forget that 'insert' Monday morning. But have a good time tonight."
Wow, fatherly advice and good wishes from crusty, rigid old James O'Conner! Lisa would have been shocked at another time, but she was shocked out. Blushingagain, she ruefully smiled at him, saying, "Oh, I'll remember my bottom....you made sure of that! You've given me a couple of things to keep from my husband and a spanking is probably the least important! And I'll put the 'thing' in Monday, I promise. Good night."
The ability to compartmentalize one's actions and thoughts is a talent of great value, a talent the women probably have more than men. Lisa showed that ability to a surprising degree that night as she and George celebrated his 25th birthday, the first he had as a married man. It was almost as there were two Lisas in the same body. One Lisa was happy and vivacious as she sat across from her husband in the restaurant, taking pleasure in the ambiance, the conversation, and what turned out to be a delicious meal. She obviously was enjoying the romantic evening they had planned, her mind uncluttered by the problems of the day. The other Lisa was all too conscious of those problems and their immediate impact. Every time she moved on the chair seat, pain radiated like extremely bad sunburn from her abused bottom. When she sat square on the seat, the pressure sent the plug slightly further into her rectum, creating a sensation that was impossible to describe and brought to mind the afternoon's "recreation." The two Lisas were in the same body, but that compartmentalization permitted a very pleasant, even romantic, birthday celebration.
As they drove home, however, the real world and Lisa number two came to the forefront. They repaired to the bedroom immediately upon arrival, George, particularly, eager for the next stage in the celebration. Lisa, all too conscious of dangerous revelations, moved carefully. She removed her dress and posed seductively in her sheer underwear, causing George's desire to grow even higher, and quickly went into the bathroom carrying a sexy nightgown. With the door shut, she finished undressing and, with some difficulty, pulled the butt plug out of her asshole. Feeling it gone, she felt empty, somehow, as if the hole were still open. She carefully washed it off and hid it in her "woman's supplies" drawer where it certainly would be safely hidden. She turned to the mirror and gasped as she saw the dark red-purple bruising covering her bottom cheeks and, worse, the even darker welts from the ruler crossing them. She covered the entire area with soothing lotion, put on her concealing gown, and went out.
While George was in the bathroom, she dimmed the lights until it was almost dark, removed her gown and lay on her back, hiding her back side and hoping that its injured state would go unnoticed. When George joined her, he discovered that little foreplay was needed since her cunt was already very well lubricated. Obviously, she was a ready as he so, raising her legs over his shoulders, he slid into her very slippery cunt. Lisa had not been thinking of the afternoon's screwing until that exact moment, but as he entered so easily, the thought... "My God, I'm still wet from before! Mr. O'Conner put his stuff in me!" The thought had conflicting effects, a quick burst of guilt and then, surprisingly, a surge in the sexual excitement built up during the evening. Perversely, the idea of having two men screwing.... no...fuckingher in the same day suddenly was stimulating, not repelling. It turned out to be one of the best and most successful sexual evenings of their first year of marriage.
Lying awake that night, after George had gone to sleep, Lisa replayed the day's events in her head and found them to be unbelievable. She had started the day happy and chipper, gone to the depths of despair, survived a monumental spanking, been screwed, had a wonderful birthday dinner with her husband, gone to bed and been screwed again. Adulterous and marital sex within hours of each other and both extremely satisfying in their own way. Obviously the spanking and subsequent sex with Mr. O'Conner had had no negative impact on the pleasure of sex with George and may have actually enhanced it. None of this made any sense to her, but as she drowsily recapitulated all of these events while slipping off to sleep, everything had ended up well. When she woke up Sunday morning, some things would appear less pleasant – guilt would resurface, remembering the butt plug and future spankings, wondering about her relationship with her boss – all would cast a cloud over her parade, but that was tomorrow.
In fact, Sunday went fairly well. Those threatening thoughts did haunt her a bit, but she was able to hide her bruised bottom from George and her naturally cheerful disposition let her see the good side, i.e. she still had a job, the apartment was still theirs and, certainly not least, Mr. O'Conner had actually included a compliment in his harangue.
Monday morning was something else. It started out as an unmitigated disaster and went downhill from there. One of their cars was in the garage, so Lisa and George were driving in together. George usually left earlier, so Lisa was rushed to get ready at the same time, and, as a result, almost forgot her "thing" (as she thought of it). Hurrying into the bathroom, she took it out of the drawer, put some lubricant on it and attempted to insert it to its proper location – but it wouldn't go in! The nervous tension, the need to hurry, the unique experience of trying to put it in, all conspired to convince her sphincter muscle that nothing should pass. She already was uptight about going back to the site of the newspaper catastrophe and facing Mr. O'Conner, and now she couldn't stick that damn butt plug up her ass. Then, George called impatiently, "Hurry, Honey, I'll be late for my meeting!" adding to her complete frustration. Wrapping the atrocious thing in a Kleenex, she stuck it in her purse, planning to try again at work.
Unfortunately, even that didn't work. The stall in the ladies room was just too cramped to position herself properly and, in any case, her stalwart sphincter was still guarding the entrance – it just wouldn't go in. At that point she was so uptight and aggravated that she would have given up and thrown the "thing" in the trash, except she was afraid that the consequences would have been even more disastrous. Finally, almost in tears from frustration, she did something inconceivable. Grabbing some papers from her desk as a pretext, she forced herself to knock on the door of Mr. O'Conner's office. He had his usual forbidding frown on his face as he looked up in surprise, but, seeing the strained expression on her face, merely asked, "Yes, Mrs. McGreager?" Normally Lisa was diffident when approaching her boss, but this time she was beyond being frightened by a mere frown. Walking up to the desk, she pulled the offending object from her purse, slammed it onto the desk and said, "I can't get this damn thing into me! It's too damn big to fit!"
Her actions and words were so out of character the O'Conner almost laughed (something he often did outside of the newsroom), but, seeing that she was almost at the breaking point, he restrained himself. With utmost seriousness he said, hiding an involuntary grin, "Now I'm sure we can fix that. Come over here." First checking to see that the office door was securely shut, he went into the bathroom and returned with a tube of some sort of lubricant. He got behind Lisa and bent her over the desk, lifted her skirt over her back and pulled down her panties. Squeezing a bit of the lubricant onto the end of the butt plug, he separated the cheeks of her ass with the fingers of his left hand and placed the knob of the plug against her asshole. With a slight twisting motion, he pushed inward. This time the guardian sphincter recognized the invader as a friend and let it enter. With the blunt end in, the shaft followed easily and, once again, Lisa was impaled. Giving her bottom a light spank, he pulled her panties over her hips, and, raising her upright, let her skirt drop into place. "There you are! No problem at all. Now, go back to work."
This was said with one of his rare smiles, but Lisa didn't even see it. If her face had been flushed with embarrassment Saturday, it was red now. Without question, this was the most embarrassing and humiliating experience in her entire life – and probably would continue to be so if she lived to be 100. Coming in angry and aggravated, being uncharacteristically assertive in her frustration, being treated almost like a child as her boss lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, used his fingers to open her up and, finally, sticking that "thing" into her asshole – impossible! Then patronizingly patting her on the bottom, like an uncle patting the head of his niece who has done something cute, and sending her off to work!



Cringing (mentally, at least), Lisa grabbed her papers from the desk and scurried for the door, not saying a word. Unfortunately, as she stepped out she stole a glance back, just in time to see a fleeting smile cross the normally stoic face of James O'Conner. That was the final straw – she amused him! Hiding her flushed face behind the papers, she hurried to her cubicle and dropped into her chair, being impaled further by the "thing" plugged into her ass. There really is no word for her mental state – embarrassment, humiliation, mortification – none are enough. The graphic pictures that flowed through her mind, the image that she had of herself in his office, were almost too much to bear. Fortunately, she had no major assignment to handle that morning, for it was past lunch time before she settled down to almost normal status.
However, even hours later as she was driving home, her mind continually flashed back to that moment when he inserted the butt plug and familiarly patted her bottom. The shocking thing that confused her and kept her mentally replaying the humiliating scene was the fact that she had been sexually aroused by the whole scenario. She hated what had happened but she was aroused at the same time. Being handled and controlled in such an amused, masterly way should have infuriated her – but it didn't! In fact, she admitted to herself that she had felt a real rush of sexual excitement in her cunt as he inserted the "thing." The idea that he might have seen her cunt get wet caused her face to turn crimson hours later. This was an unexpected indignity. It was one thing to be sexually aroused after being spanked (even if it hurt horribly), even having an orgasm, and having him know it. That didn't bother her particularly. This did! A very happily married woman, married less than a year, having her cunt literally dripping because another man did lewd things to her! Incredible!
Fortunately, Lisa did not have any direct contact with Mr. O'Conner for the next several days, so she managed to recover her composure but she was still, occasionally, haunted by the events of that morning. Tuesday of that week, George had his own car back so her preparation for work was not as harried since she left some time after him. As a result, she was able to insert the plug past her reluctant sphincter fairly easily although the whole idea of doing so still appalled her. She was, of course, continually aware of it inside of her, sitting walking, attending meetings, even, one time, interviewing a minister and a group of pious church ladies, all of whom would have fainted if they had known. She felt nervous, at first, afraid that it would fall out at the worst possible moment. It couldn't, of course, and that fear soon left her. After the first few days, it was just there and it did serve the purpose of reminding her constantly of the need to pay attention and not get careless in her work.
There was one surprising result of being impaled full time that shocked her. That was the realization that when shifting position while sitting from one hip to the other, the "thing" moved, giving her a bit of a tingle, both in her bottom and her cunt. She found herself, subconsciously, switching from side to side, the plug moving slightly in and out, sending pleasant tremors through her. When she caught herself doing this, she felt guilty and stopped, but it did feel good.
Inevitably, Saturday came again and she stood in O'Conner's, his scowling face telling her that she was going to be sore very soon. That afternoon he had made the first of many cancellations of charges as the agreed "make good" ads. He was prepared to get some vengeance on the person who had caused the catastrophe. "All right, Mrs. McGreager, take off your clothes and come here. Lisa never questioned that she had to strip naked to be spanked, she just did as ordered. Shortly afterwards, wearing nothing but her knee socks, the butt plug like a red flower in her asshole, she was draped over O'Conner's knees, being soundly spanked.Smack...smack...SMACK....smack..... Smack.....smack....SMACK. As before, hard slaps alternated with very hard ones, not letting her anticipate the timing or power. The skin that had by mid-week returned to its normal smooth, unmarked state, very quickly became mottled red, the red spreading until no white remained. As in her last two spankings, Lisa tried to be stoic, not struggling or complaining. That, also as before, didn't last long as she began twisting about to avoid the blows, while starting to moan and plead.Smack...Ow...smack...Ohooo... SMACK..... OUCH....smack.....God, please......smack....moan.....smack...groan....SMACK. Crying and pleading had no effect and the spanking went on and on, not stopping until O'Conner's hand became tired.
Lifting her onto her feet, he bent her over the desk, saying, "Spread your legs and hold still." Lisa, knowing what was coming, cried, "Please, not the ruler! It's just too bad!" Ignoring her, he brought the flat ruler down sharply across her ass, sending waves of a different pain through her. Three more times the ruler stung her bottom, followed by two directly up across her cunt. Her agonized shrieks filled the room until the last blow fell. The cessation finally brought relief to Lisa, but she made no effort to straighten up, knowing what was coming. With his cock rampant, O'Conner moved between her wide spread legs and easily slid into her well-lubricated cunt and proceeded to fuck her. At first she just stayed there, open and receptive for him to take her, but her own internal fires soon led her to become an active participant in the screwing. With the butt plug acting almost like a second cock, she was assaulted in both holes. Bucking back against him, ignoring the pangs from her assaulted ass, Lisa reached orgasm before he did, squirming backward, trying to get as much sensation as possible. The difference in timing was not great, however, as he ejaculated deep within her, staying rigid against her for several moments after, finally pulling out of her cunt and helping her up.
As expected, once again the atmosphere was somewhat strained as Lisa began to put her clothes on. In a way, however, she felt less embarrassed about the entire situation. It had happened three times now, and standing naked as she dressed was less of a problem. Even the pain in her bottom, while really agonizing, seemed less intense since she had been prepared for the punishment before she came in. Surprisingly, she was not, right then, anyway, plagued by guilt feelings for being screwed. Somehow adultery – the third time – was not as troubling. She certainly would have qualms later, particularly at night or when she and George had sex, but right now it didn't concern her.
O'Conner had no problem, of course. He had worked off his anger by spanking her ass. In addition, he had no difficulty admitting to himself that the entire situation had worked out very well for him. He still was angered when he thought of the money lost, and to be lost, by her mistake, but he was being personally rewarded. Seeing a pretty young woman naked, putting the butt plug up her ass, seeing and feeling her as he spanked her and, then, being able to fuck her – what more could he ask. In addition, she was happily married, so he had no risk of an entanglement as with a single woman! In addition, he had the real pleasure of assuring her growth in the newspaper field as he acted as her patron. It would have surprised her to learn that, despite the punishment and his gruff exterior, he really liked her and was being quite protective of her nascent career. His only real concern was to be certain that her husband continued to be ignorant of her sexual activities.
In any case, a pattern was set. Each Saturday she appeared in O'Conner's office, stripped, was spanked and screwed. A few variations did work in, however. For example, the fourth week of her sentence, Lisa, after undressing asked, "Mr. O'Conner, could you please not use the ruler on me tonight?" In response to his "Why," she responded, blushing profusely as she did so, "Last Saturday night George and I were.....well, making love [the blush became deeper] ...and his hand ran over my.....my bottom. He felt one of the raised welts the ruler leaves and asked if I had hurt myself. It was dark so he couldn't see, and he forgot it after we finished. But, I'm afraid if he feels it again that he will want to look and.....and he'll see how red and striped I am. Please don't use it." O'Conner naturally concerned about Lisa's husband quickly agreed. Consequently, he just hand spanked her that night and she was spared the ruler on her ass and cunt. However, when O'Conner was finished with the hand spanking and helped her to her feet, Lisa leaned over the desk with her legs wide apart without being instructed to do so. She received the usual fucking in the usual position without the usual ruler smacking. It left no doubt that she accepted, perhaps even welcomed, O'Conner's penetration of her cunt. That became the pattern from then on – to avoid the risk of the welts, and an outraged husband, the ruler was retired but the screwing went on.
Half way through her sentence of 12 weeks, a new variation developed. She had been faithful to her pledge to wear the "thing" every day, and putting it in each morning became an easy, rote procedure. As she walked around, sat down, everything, it had become almost a natural part of her daily life. Once in a while she became very conscious of it residing in her anal passageway, but most of the time it was just there at the periphery of her consciousness. When she came in for her weekly spanking on the seventh Saturday (over half-way there), it was firmly in place, as always. Almost routinely, she removed her clothes and, naked, lay over his knees. Usually, O'Conner began spanking immediately, but this time he ran his hand over the smooth skin of her ass, and, then, lightly pressed in on the plug several times, causing it to send tremors through her. Unexpectedly, he even ran his hand between her thighs and felt her cunt. This was the first time that he had done anything but spank and then screw her. Feeling and fondling was something new and created a different situation – a more personal one – for Lisa. That didn't last long, however, because the feeling of her cunt was followed by the first of a series of thunderousSMACKS! Coming immediately after the sensual fondling, theSMACKsurprised Lisa and caused her to almost lift off her perch on his knees. O'Conner gripped her more firmly and proceeded to belabor her bottom with some of the hardest blows ever.SMACK...Ow...smack....Ohooo, my God....SMACK..... OUCH....SMACK.....God, please......SMACK....ohoooo.....SMACK...groan....SMACK. The spanking seemed, to her, to go on forever. In addition, in a new wrinkle, the spanking hand, which usually had avoided the plug, now hit on it directly quite often, sending the most peculiar combination of pleasure and pain coursing through her. Soon, she was reduced to squirming and twisting to avoid the blows while arching up toward the spanking hand when the right hit sent a throb of pleasure flashing through her.
Abruptly, O'Conner stopped the spanking, stood her onto her feet and positioned her over the desk. Lisa was certainly ready to be taken as always happened at that point, but instead of immediately entering her, he, again, ran his hands all over her bottom and, even probed her cunt with his finger. Nothing like this had occurred before, but Lisa was tremendously aroused by his actions. Then, most surprising of all, he took hold of the lip on the butt plug and, without warning, pulled it out. Here before him was the opening into Lisa's asshole, dilated and beckoning, a round target begging for penetration. That, of course, was the next step. O'Conner leaned forward over her, his cock rigid, but instead of plunging into her cunt, it slid easily into her ass. She had never been penetrated there before, even by a finger, and it normally would have required considerable effort (and, perhaps, pain) to get in. However, after weeks of wearing the plug, her passageway was stretched so that it accommodated his cock with no difficulty at all.
For Lisa, the shock was unreal. She had expected, and, subconsciously, wanted, to be screwed, to have a cock in her cunt. She was still in the semi-dazed, submissive mental state, not really thinking after the hard spanking. At first, she was actually unaware of what was happening. She felt the plug being pulled out, of course, and was still absorbing that startling event when O'Conner replaced the inanimate object with his cock. Full realization of what was happening didn't really occur until he pulled out most of the way and plunged back in. Suddenly, like a flash of light, the reality hit – "He's in my......my ass! I'm being.....being.....buggered!" That was her last coherent thought as O'Conner continued to fuck her asshole, his cock going in and out like a piston. She was quickly lost in the surge of unique sensations that assaulted her as, for the first time, she was subjected to anal intercourse. Fortunately, she had not been required to think, "should I or shouldn't I", not had to go through any decision process at all. He was in her and fucking her before she was aware, and sexual arousal began before any censorious thoughts or of feminine modesty could diminish her pleasure. Shortly, she was meeting his plunges with surges of her own, being ass-fucked and loving it.
It wasn't long until O'Conner lost control of his thrusting, overcome by the stimulation, rushing to an irrepressible climax as he ground his pelvis to her bottom, pushing inward with tremendous force as his cum gushed into her rectum. Depleted and sated, he slumped down on her back, momentarily exhausted. For Lisa, it was a different kind of orgasm, more of a continual surge of intense pleasure rather than a sudden explosion, a pleasure she would want again.
O'Conner recovered quickly, and pulled his deflated cock out of her and stood back as Lisa straightened up and turned toward him. Unlike the other times that he had had her, when he had just stood back and watched her dress, he was clearly discomfited and ill at ease. Lisa, also, was uncomfortable, not knowing quite how to react as she turned to face him. It was a very awkward situation. Finally, O'Conner didn't something very rare for him – he apologized. "Mrs. McGreager, Lisa, I'm sorry about that. I'm afraid I got carried away and......well... Look, when I pulled the plug out I couldn't help myself. I just had to enter you that way. I hope you're not too upset or that I hurt you."
Lisa was startled out of her bemused state. Mr. O'Conner had unexpectedly apologized to her but, even more surprising, he also, for the first time, called her "Lisa." He had always been very correct when addressing her, even after screwing her! It's amazing what one word, or name, can do. In a way, it changed her whole perspective, made it more personal. It was hard to say it wasactuallymore personal – she was standing, completely naked, facing a man who had just sodomized her after giving her a sound spanking – but it seemed so. "Hesitantly, she forced herself to reply, "No, I'm not really upset aboutthat. I've never had anything like that done to me before, but you've had me every week lately and I guess using a different hole doesn't make that much difference." She was blushing profusely and smiling ruefully as she talked, coloring even more as she added, "It didn't hurt. I've had another hard thing in there for weeks now so a different one didn't hurt."
Reassured, O'Conner gave one of his rare smiles, saying, "Well, I'm glad the new experience didn't bother you. You and your husband had never done anything like that? I'm surprised in this day and age."
"No, we've never done anything......back there.That"thing" was the first thing ever to go into me back there." Blushing again, she added, "I guess you're the second!"
It was an awkward situation and neither seemed to know quite what to do. Rather than reaching for her clothes, Lisa just stood there naked, facing him, not even trying to cover herself as she normally did after they had sex. O'Conner, for the first time, really saw Lisa completely exposed. He had seen everything, of course, but not with her standing unashamedly three feet in front him, not scrabbling for her clothes. She was very pleasant to look at. Medium sized but perky breasts capped with small, pink and very erect nipples. A flat stomach which had at its base a triangle of auburn hair that pointed like an arrow head to the area between her legs where her cunt resided. Always before, after finishing screwing Lisa, he quickly put his cock away and closed his pants, but in the peculiar aftermath this time, caught up in determining her state of mind, he had neglected to do so. Seeing her standing there nude, everything on display, caused a very natural reaction – his cock got hard again and emerged from his trousers.
Time seemed to stand still for a moment with neither moving. Lisa looked with fascination at the other "thing" that had been in her and didn't move, waiting for whatever happened. O'Conner also stood, hesitating, with his eyes glued to her cunt hair at her crotch. Suddenly, the impasse was broken as he stepped forward, took Lisa by the arm and turned her around. Without any hint of indecision, she bent over the desk, spread her legs inviting him in. Within seconds, he was buried in her – in her cunt this time, not her ass. He fucked her vigorously, and she responded with equal intensity. As his hips flexed in and out, his hands squeezed her breasts, something he hadn't done before. Both were panting loudly with the expenditure of energy, building toward an explosive culmination. She began spasming in orgasm first, grinding back against him, triggering his climax as he pushed in even deeper. For the second time that evening he sent cum surging through her, filling her cunt as he had filled her ass.
O'Conner virtually collapsed onto Lisa's back in exhaustion as they leaned there, drained of energy. This was the first time in at least twenty years that he had come twice in an evening, much less in one-half hour. For her, it was the first time ever that she had been screwed twice in one night. The intensity of their sex acts left them both breathless and little was said after they straightened up from the desk. That intensity also made it a bit awkward again since they were not normal lovers. O'Conner, in particular, was confused, wondering what to say because, obviously, that evening had to change their relationship in some way. Finally, as she dressed, he said, "I guess you can stop wearing the butt plug now. You've been quite faithful in keeping your promise and I don't think you need that reminder to keep your mind on your work anymore. I think it did its job."
Lisa smiled and replied, "Well that would be a relief. I've been afraid that one of these days I would forget and George would see it." Then, with what seemed her one-hundredth deep blush, went on, "I guess it did its job, all right. It opened me up to new possibilities and opportunities!"
O'Conner actually grinned at her sense of humor, adding, "Don't forget, you still have five weeks to pay off your debt to me. I'll bet there'll be other opportunities!"
O'Conner was correct, of course, and in those next five weeks the hard spankings continued because he was annoyed, weekly, by having to sign off on free ads. The spankings, however, were all followed by sex with one opening or the other of Lisa's body receiving careful attention. Three times it was her cunt, twice her ass and once she was introduced to oral sex (i.e. cock sucking) when her monthly problem disrupted things. (Her spanking was held a different day that week, giving an extra helping of sex.) When the last ad had been paid for (by Lisa's bottom) and her sentence was over, O'Conner congratulated her on taking her punishment and on her new concentration on her job, and, reluctantly, saw her dress and leave his office after the twelfth week. It was the end, as he saw it, of an extraordinarily pleasant chastising of an employee – usually it was just a tongue lashing or a firing, not spanking and sex. Thus, he was surprised and taken aback when, after closing the next Saturday, Lisa came into his office, proceeded to strip naked in front of him and, without saying a word, bent over his desk with her legs wide spread. The spanking was over (for then, anyway), but the sex wasn't!



As time passed, the sexual relationship continued, but it remained just that, not an "affair" in the normal sense. Obviously the intimacy caused some changes, but not a great deal – she was a reporter and he her editor, with privileges! O'Conner began calling her "Lisa," which he usually did with established reporters, but it was a very long time before she could bring herself to address him as "James" or "Jim". He remained Mr. O'Conner. She never became so blasé the she had no qualms or guilt feeling when having sex with George, particularly when she was already freshly lubricated, but she reasoned (or rationalized) that he really wasn't missing anything and, anyway, the entire experience would not have occurred if she hadn't been protecting their livelihood and their home!
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I am going to describe a honeymoon experience that is beyond anything that I could have imagined even a month ago. Alan and I were married on Saturday, August 1, and immediately, after the ceremony and reception in Connecticut, departed for Belize where we had reserved a resort cottage directly on the beach in a relatively secluded area near Dangriga on the Gulf of Honduras. As it turned out, several small houses and condos lined the perfect beach, but we were far from the typical tourist areas and there was the feeling of solitude without feeling isolated. The scenery and climate were perfect, and we prepared for a whole month (a wedding present from Alan’s folks and my Aunt Agatha) of unalloyed pleasure. So, here I was, Mrs. Alan Stone, aka Anita Stone, nee Anita Simpkins, or just Nita, ready for a perfect honeymoon. However, nothing ever is completely perfect, and we had one major setback – Alan couldn’t have sex! He had suffered several, very painful, kidney stones in the months before the wedding, and, while the major stone was gone, he still had a temporary (we hope) production of “gravel” which had caused the doctors to insert a “stent” to prevent clogging the tube from his bladder through his cock. As a result, an erection was highly unlikely, and if it did happen, it would be quite painful. To prevent that from happening, he was prescribed some pills which would prevent an erection – a reverse Viagra! Needless to say, this completely dampened his libido and the normal ecstasy of honeymooners in paradise was lacking its driving force, i.e. sex. So, here we were in that love-makers’ paradise, and I, at the age of 21 and newly married, remained that 21st century rarity, a virgin.
Other than that minor problem, the situation was as flawless as one could ask. Beautiful water, smooth white sandy beach, sunny, cloudless sky – ideal. The cottage in the resort was of very high quality with a large bedroom (no cute “honeymoon suite” items), a larger living room-kitchen, with top-of-line furniture and appliances. Outside there was a lovely covered patio with chairs, chaises, tables, etc., and beautifully landscaped. Very luxurious. We were equipped with the latest digital cameras and two high-def movie cameras to record what was to be a delightful honeymoon in an exotic setting. Alan was an expert photographer, almost professional in ability, so we intended to have a full record of our activities to enjoy for years. We loved walking the beach, our feet in the clear water, me wearing the shockingly brief bikini bathing suit with which I had planned to keep Alan’s juices flowing and his cock hard. Ah, the best laid plans – no hard cock and I wasn’t being laid! Actually, things weren’t totally unpleasant in the area of sex. Alan was as disappointed as I was, but he tried to console himself, and me, that the stent would come out as soon as we got home and his normal physical reactions would return. Until then, he concentrated on giving me as much pleasure as possible through the use of his still active fingers and tongue. I did not lack for orgasms, just not the type coming from a cock embedded in my still virgin cunt.
There was one other condition that Alan suffered as a result of a second medication prescribed to cut down on the production of that infamous gravel. It was nothing serious nor of any real inconvenience, but, whenever he lay down flat on his back, he would drift off to sleep. The medication had no effect at any other time so he was alert and aware any time we were out walking or swimming, at a restaurant, or wherever – just when he was lying flat. It did mean that he was very well rested and it didn’t really bother me. I really noticed this condition for the first time the second day we were outside our cottage lying on mats we had spread on the sand. The view was beautiful and it was all very serene. There were people lounging on the beach and others walking along the shore, but we were mostly sheltered from view by low dunes on both sides. If I sat up, I could see hundreds of yards in both direction, but if I lay back, it was if I were completely hidden form everyone unless they looked up between the dunes as they walked by. We thought of as our “private place,” or just “our place.” It was shaded somewhat by a tree that sheltered us from the direct rays of the sun, but let enough get through to permit a gradual tan. A very pleasant place to lie and relax. Alan had been lying beside me, his head on several rolled up towels, reading the paper, but as I remarked to him about the perfect location, I got no reply. I looked over and realized that his eyes were shut. The rolled up towel he was using as a pillow had flattened out and, as his head went back, he had gone to sleep. I didn’t think anything about it right than, but it happened several more times, always when he was prone and, finally, we made the connection. After that, we purchased a mat with a built-in pillow extending its full width which made sure that he kept his head elevated whenever he lay down. So, once we figured out the cause of this narcolepsy and made corrections, it was no problem at all. In fact, he fell asleep that way only one more time, and that time wasn’t an accident and had a real impact.
Tuesday, August 4. The third day of our honeymoon, fourth of our married life started the same as the previous two, getting up, eating breakfast and running down our path and over the sandy beach to the water. The water was warm, the waves just enough to make it interesting and, all in all, it was just what a cottage on the beach should provide. After about a half hour of swimming and playing around, we ran back to our spot between the dunes, grabbed our towels, dried off and lay back on the fiber mats we had placed on the sand. Exhilarating! Alan read the paper, I had a romance novel and it was warm and comfortable and we were very happy just to be together and married. After about an hour, we went back into the water, more calmly this time, just floating and jumping over the waves. Then, something (or, really, someone) new appeared. It was a tall, reasonably good looking man about our ages who, it turned out, had the small cottage right next to ours. Actually, we had known that a building was there, but several palm trees and shrubs blocked it from our view and we hadn’t seen anyone about. He introduced himself as Bob Saunders from Cincinnati, but he was living in Belize while working for a boating company. He seemed very nice and the three of us quickly became friends. When we left the water, he came with us, continuing our conversation as we dried off and sat down. As we talked, I realized that his eyes were roaming over my body and, suddenly, I was very aware of just how little I had on.
When I had first put the suit on and was going out to the beach, I was shocked by how little it covered. In the dressing room in the store back home, it just looked daring, but going out in public seemed to have caused it to shrink! The bra covered my breasts, barely, and the pants were nothing but a small triangle in front and a slightly larger one in back! The bottom part did fit very tightly and did its job without coming off despite its limited support, but it still shifted enough that occasionally I would look down and see a little hair coming out. Actually, most people (women, anyway), would say that my triangle of cunt hair should have been shaved back, but I just hadn’t realized how small the pants were. In any case, Alan and I like my relatively hairy bush, and he even liked seeing the stray hairs peeking out! Still, I was a bit embarrassed when I saw myself in the mirror, but Alan said that I was beautiful and sexy in it and insisted that I wear it. In fact, after seeing many young (and a few older) women going topless, he even urged me to just wear the pants. I wouldn’t even consider that, but I had quickly become accustomed to what really was near nudity and by the third day, I felt quite comfortable. Now, however, with a strange man clearly fascinated by what was showing, my original embarrassment returned. I couldn’t think of any way to cover myself without being obvious, so I decided to hide as much as I could and lay face down saying, “I’d better turn over and get the sun on my back.” That left me with only a string holding my bra and a small triangle covering my bottom, but at least my front was hidden. Unfortunately, Alan warned me, “Nita, you’d better put some sunscreen on your back or you’ll be cooked!”
It was then that something totally unexpected took place. I put some lotion on my hands and rubbed it into my shoulders, but, of course, couldn’t reach my back, so I said, “I can’t reach any further, Alan, you’ll have to do it.” He was lying down with a towel of his legs – they had gotten a bit sunburned the day before – and Bob quickly offered, “Here, let me do it.” Suddenly, I felt his lotion-covered hand on my shoulder blades, slipping smoothly downward over my back. My first reaction to the soothing coolness was to relax, as it felt so good, but, unexpectedly, I felt myself tense up as, without any warning, he tugged on the bow holding my bra strap, pulling it loose, leaving my back bare. Actually, I usually did the same thing myself to prevent a line there, but somehow it was very different having an attractive man that I had just met do it – particularly since I had just turned over to avoid his searching eyes. I was further flustered as I, shockingly, felt a surge of heat in my cunt area.
Thatwas totally bewildering! Why on earth should I react like that to such an unimportant act? Still, the heat was there and I became hypersensitive to the massaging of my back, all the more so when his hand went down the middle of my back, past my waist until his fingers hit the little bit of cloth that made up the bottom of my bathing suit. He ran his fingers along the cloth, spreading the sunscreen over the exposed flesh – which I knew was much of my behind. It was funny to feel his fingers going over skin which was always hidden under my panties and very close to some very private territory! Then, I felt myself tense up as I felt his fingertips probing the edge of my pants, trying to ship under into that intimate area. Fortunately, while the suit was brief, it was very tight and his efforts were frustrated. I relaxed in relief when he recognized his defeat, starting to spread the lotion along my side at my waist and began to move back up. I was lying with my arms up under my head, my face toward Alan who was laying there, eyes half closed as he looked toward the sky. I have quite large breasts for my size, a D-cup, and while they tend to protrude straight out without much sag when I’m standing, as I lay on them, they were flattened under me with a large bulge outward on each side. When I had gotten in that position, they were relatively modestly hidden by my bra, brief as it was. Now they were exposed to his eyes and I could hardly raise up to put my arms to my side to conceal them. I had always been proud of what Alan referred to as my “titanic tits,” but right then I would have given a great deal to have had my arms securely clamped to my sides!
I relaxed for a moment (the difference telling me how tense I was) as his hand left me for a moment, but he was just getting more lotion to spread on. I became rigid as his fingers approached the swell of my breast, something he had to notice. The inevitable happened as I felt his fingertips touch the base of my breast and, without hesitating, began moving in small circles over it, feeling me gently but thoroughly, even cupping it a bit. I lay there in a stupor; not thinking for my mind was on overload. That heat in my cunt grew and I just lay there with a combination of shock, arousal, embarrassment, and fear – with probably a few more unrealized sensations coursing through me. One thing that bothered me later was the realization that my main concern was that Alan not see what was happening. He was lying on my right, the side where Bob’s hand was, and if he had looked sideways at all, he would have seen his new bride having her breast, or part of it, felt without any protest! Actually, I was beyond protest, enduring something I had never had done to me before.
As I said before, I was still a virgin, but my innocence (if that is what you would call it) went a great deal further than that. I’d had a very strict upbringing, not being allowed to date through high school except at well chaperoned functions. I never had any sexual encounters and, frankly I never had wanted any, until Alan and I met in college and it was almost a full year before he felt my breasts through my clothes! Obviously, with breasts like mine, a considerable number of boys had tried to get something from me, and a few had grabbed my breasts and gotten a quick feel, but Alan was the first to explore them – certainly the first in which I cooperated and enjoyed it. Things progressed much more rapidly after that and, ultimately, he had felt and seen everything and I had become well acquainted with his cock. However, since I was still a virgin, we decided that we might as well wait a few more months to take the final step – or, as Alan described it rather indelicately, “taking my cherry!” Now, three days after being married, my “cherry” was still intact and another man was rubbing the side of my breast with my new husband right beside me.
Actually, I think having Alan right beside me added to the heat between my legs! While I certainly wasn’t thinking about that then, somehow, it seemed more erotic and a very small helping of forbidden fruit with him right there. As I said, I didn’t think of any of that then. I was just lying there with no will power to do anything – shocked, dazed, stupefied and, surprisingly, aroused. For most women, this would have been nothing, hardly worth noticing, certainly not traumatic, but, for me, a first. There certainly was no question that where his hand was wasn’t anything but my breast – there was no way that he could have mistaken that round bulge for anything else – and his fingers lingered there far longer than necessary to spread sunscreen over my skin. Oddly enough, my first reaction was not to pull away, but to glance up to see if Alan were looking toward me. Fortunately, he was not, but a flash of guilt went through me as I realized what I was doing. My mind was in a muddle as his fingers left the breast and began, again stroking my back, commenting as he did, “Boy, Nita, your skin is pure white! You’ll have a bad burn unless you have a heavy coat of this stuff on you, reapplying it often, especially if you go into the water.”
At that point, Alan looked over, adding, “I told her that yesterday, but she wants to go home with a nice tan. I warned her that she’ll be burned and get wrinkles unless she’s careful!”
“Right! It’s amazing how many women, and some men, come here and want a quick tan, and end up in agony over a deep sunburn and can’t even stand their clothes against their skin! One of the biggest sellers in the market is Solarcaine, so they love to see red tourists!
They talked as if I weren’t there so I finally broke in, saying, “Ok, I get the picture! I hate that sunscreen, but I’ll put it on! I just don’t like the greasy feel it has until it sinks in.”
“You have to rub it in, not just spread it on. That’s the trouble with sprays. And, as I said, you have to reapply it often if you are going to be right in the sun. You’ll get a nice tan, it’ll just take longer. Now, I don’t think that I put any on your other side. You don’t want a lop-sided tan!” With that comment, he began spreading the lotion along my left side, slowly moving up my ribcage toward my breast. Once again, my mind was in turmoil, wanting on the one hand to move my arm down to cover it, the other anticipating the feeling of excitement from permitting something a bit wicked. Of course, I did nothing and, inevitably, his fingers arrived at the bulge of my breast, and in a circular pattern, smoothing the cool lotion over it. The circle slowly spread until his fingers were on the outer edge of the bulge, actually going slightly under it as it was flattened against the sand. His hand stayed there far longer than was necessary to apply the sunscreen, and each time the fingers completed a circle, they pushed further underneath, each time coming closer to my nipple. I wanted to let it go on and I wanted to stop it – both at the same time – but the decision was taken out of my hands when Alan suddenly set up and said, “God, it’s hot! Let’s go in the water again.” At his first motion, Bob withdrew his hand and the moment was over and I didn’t know whether I was glad or not. I hurriedly reached back and, with difficulty, refastened my bra without exposing myself, and we ran down to the surf.
Bob followed us into the water, joining in what probably would be called “frolicking” as we jumped over and through the incoming waves. Inevitably, the playing around degenerated into a battle of pushing each other under the water with, of course, me being the victim most of the time. Each time I went under, one or the other would grab me and set me upright – and proceeded to the next dunking! This was the usual boy-girl playing around, and, as might be expected, there was a considerable amount of boy-feeling-girl play thrown in. I was continually pulled up by my boobs, each man getting a real feel as they “helped” me. I was not surprised at Alan grabbing me that way, but the first time Bob got me I was suddenly aware that Alan had to have seen Bob’s hands on my breasts, and I was, naturally, concerned about his reaction. I was quickly reassured, however, as when I went under again, he deliberately pulled me up by cupping both breasts, saying, with a laugh, “These make fine handles, Nita! You’ll never drown with men around!” Alan clearly saw that as an invitation, and his next grab was anything but surreptitious, holding each boob firmly as he lifted me completely out of the water, calling out, “Boy, you’re right! With handles like these, there’ll always be help around!” After that, I had hands all over me, several times someone touched me around the crotch under the water, but I wasn’t even able to detect whose hand it was. It was really a free-for-all, with me being in the middle – and loving it.
However, suddenly a new element was introduced. Alan began teasing me by trying to grab the tail of the bow holding my bra on and, of course, Bob soon entered into the fun, making it almost inevitable that that I would lose, if that could really be called a loss. I, frankly, was hot after all the sex play, and as I “tried” to get away, squealing frantically as I plowed my way through the water, eluding the grasping fingers. Inevitably, of course, I lost as Alan’s fingers closed on the bow ends and, suddenly, I was topless! Surprisingly, after all that exciting activity and my expectation of having my boobs bare, I had an unexpected attack of modesty. I ducked under the water and tried to find my bra, but it was gone, leaving me exposed and, irrationally, embarrassed. Blushing, I covered my breasts with my hands and struggled out of the water and ran back to our spot between the dunes, and grabbed a towel to cover myself. Of course, Alan and Bob were right behind me, laughing like school kids and pulling at the towel, trying to complete my exposure. For me, it was a very odd situation: I really was embarrassed and I really was trying to keep myself covered, but I knew I would lose and knew that I really wanted to.
Of course, that was exactly what happened. Even if I had wanted to, I never could have held out against two eager men, and shortly, the towel fell away and I made one last, futile effort to hide my breasts by putting a hand over each one. That didn’t last long as Alan reached from behind me and forced my hands away, leaving me standing with both boobs bare. I was flushed and embarrassed yet secretly thrilled as I felt two pairs of male eyes seeing what only one pair, Alan’s, had seen before. My nipples were erect hard as rocks, giving away my real arousal, as I saw a strange man’s eyes focused fixedly on my exposed breasts. I just quit struggling to cover myself and just stood there as Alan joined Bob in looking at his new wife in a totally different way. Suddenly, I felt a surge of heat go through me and, without conscious thought, straightened my shoulders and pushed my breasts out, almost flaunting them before a very appreciative audience.



That bravado didn’t last long as suddenly the situation was too much for me and, once again, I covered them with my hands, saying, “Oh please, I’m embarrassed! I can’t believe this! Let me cover myself.” Shockingly, after all that sex play, having my breasts exposed for the first time, feeling guilty about enjoying it – it just got to be too much all of a sudden and I almost started to cry. I really couldn’t understand it myself: how I could go from a real emotional (i.e. sexual) high to being mortified in a few seconds, but it happened. My obvious distress put a damper on the high spirits the men had displayed, and Bob left shortly afterwards.
Alan was quite concerned about my reactions and he tried to reassure me when we were alone. “What’s the matter, Honey? You shouldn’t be embarrassed! You looked beautiful with your tits out! That was a lot of fun and there’s no reason for you to worry about showing them. Everybody else is doing it!”
That, of course was a bit of an exaggeration, but, as I wrote before, going topless on the beach was not unusual and, as he made that comment, he pointed toward the water line, saying, "Look there at those tits! Yours are bigger and better than those!” I looked out and saw two young women walking by, nonchalantly naked to the waist, their boobs quivering as they went. I had to agree with Alan that my breasts, or “tits,” were much more attractive and I felt my spirits rising as I thought, “Why not! Alan’s been after me to go topless and it was fun when Bob saw them.” Turning more directly toward him, I asked, “Doesn’t it bother you that other people, other men, will see them?” Of course, I knew the answer before he spoke, pointing out emphatically that, “Why on earth would I mind? I’m proud of you. Half the people on the beach, men and women, would get hot just looking at you, and you’re my wife! In any other situation even I would get hard just watching those tits bouncing as you walked! God, bothered! No way!”
Needless to say, I was hearing what I wanted to hear and I felt myself getting aroused again. Still, I was concerned about one thing. “What about Bob feeling me in the water? You seemed to be egging him on and he really took advantage of the situation. Did you like seeing him doing that?”
“Yeah, that was fun. I don’t know why I liked it, but it just seemed to be very sexy right then. Boy, he really did handle them, didn’t he? How did you feel about it? You certainly went along with it and seemed to enjoy it. You seemed to like having him rub the sun screen over you, and I think that caused me to encourage the play in the water.”
“Well, I’ll admit that I was caught up in the moment and, it’s hard to admit, I did enjoy it since you seemed to be pushing it.” Then, hesitantly, “It did feel very sexy when he was running his hands over me as he put on the sunscreen. He certainly was all over my back and legs. Did you like him doing that?”
“Yeah, that was sexy and, as I said, that was part of why I encouraged him to feel you and to show him your tits. I don’t know why, but I did like it! Damn, if I didn’t have this stupid stent in my cock, I’m sure that I would be hard as a rock!”
“Double damn! Right now I think I’d like your hard cock in me! It’s going to be hard staying a married virgin for three more weeks!” Then, very hesitantly, I added, “You know, when he was rubbing that sun lotion on me, he went down to my bottom and put the screen on my hips and I think he tried to get his fingers under my suit. The pants are too tight, but I think, no, I’m sure, he tried.”
“Isn’t that something? Can’t blame him for that, I guess. Feeling your ass probably got him a bit hot! You don’t have much covered there! What’d you do?”
“Believe me, I’m well aware of that! Fortunately, as I said, these brief suits have to fit very tight or they’ll slip off or move out of place. It was just a moment, anyway. However, there was something else. When he came back up my side, he had his fingers on the side of my breasts. I know it was deliberate because he stayed there far longer than he needed to. I didn’t know what to do, so I just lay there letting him do it!”
“Wow! That’s something! How far did he get – all around them?”
“Oh no, I was lying flat and it was just the part that bulged out on the side.”
“Damn, that’s something! Maybe you should have raised up a bit so he could have felt more!”
“Alan! Do you want him to actually feel me? Would you like that?”
“Oh, I don’t know about that, although, it does sound very sexy!”
“Well, he didn’t feel all the way, but I did raise up just as bit when he was on the left breast and his fingers almost got to my nipple! It was right then that you wanted to go into the water. I don’t know what I would have done if we hadn’t gotten up right then.”
“God, what lousy timing! If he comes over this afternoon, I won’t move and maybe you will get your tit felt!”
“Oh, come on! Do you really want me to lie here right beside you and let another man feel my tits?” My arousal was shown by my use of the word “tits,” something I never did. “That would be something: here on my honeymoon, married for four and a half days, here for three and one half, and being fondled by a man I just met this morning! Unreal!”
“Well, it may be weird and unreal, but it sounds like fun!”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, but I’ll admit I was intrigued by the idea. It was one thing to, surreptitiously, let Bob touch my breast, or even, in the heat of the moment in the water, have Alan really urge him to grab them, but for him to seemingly want Bob to actually feel me was something else. I was ready to admit that I might enjoy going topless and, obviously, I had joined in, happily, when wrestling around in the water, but I didn’t know if I was ready to have a real sexual contact with Bob. Gods, I hardly knew him! Still, I definitely felt a tingling in my cunt when I thought about lying there and letting him feel me with Alan’s complete approval! After hesitating for several moments, I finally replied, “I don’t know what I should say. Look, if you really want for me to let him feel me, I’ll certainly do it. I feel funny though. You’re the only one who has touched them like that. It’s one thing to have him do something as he did then, but it’s something else to plan to let him do it!”
“I think it would be really hot! Think how we could talk about it after we got home! That’d get us hot anytime we thought of it. It was wild watching him squeeze your tits in the water and saw him looking at them afterwards! Boy, what it would be like seeing him feel you bare tits! I’ll bet that you’d really get turned on!”
“Damn it, ok, if you really want me to be felt, I’ll go along with it, but I don’t know how I’d let him do it with you right there. In the first place, I’d have to raise up so he could get to my tits and he’d know I was letting him – and I don’t think he’d do that with you right there! It’s one thing to feel them over my bra in the water when we were all playing around, but this would be very different!”
“Yeah, you’re probably right about that. Look, I’ll have the paper up, reading, and I’ll be turned away. That way you can raise up on your elbows with your tits hanging down. I’ll bet that he will take a chance that I won’t know what he’s doing. I won’t be able to see much but you can tell me later.”
“Oh, Hon, I don’t think that I could actually raise up like that. If you really want me to, I’ll raise up enough so that he’ll be able to get his hand completely under me. That’ll be quite a bit and it’d be a lot less obvious. Gods, I can’t believe that we’re figuring out how to let a man feel my boobs! But if that’s what you want, I’ll do what I can! Come on, let’s go inside – I have a very hot cunt that needs attention!”
We hurried into the cottage, me still wearing nothing but my pants. As we had become more sexually active in the last few months, we had developed a pattern by which to satisfy each other while maintaining by virginity. Letting the steam out! For me, Alan usually started by lightly stroking my cunt area until I was aroused, followed, often, by fingering me, touching my hymen, frequently whispering something about my “cherry” which he was going to break soon. Usually at that point, when I was really hot and wet, I would draw my legs up until my knees almost touched my breasts and he would move in and begin licking me, his tongue running between my cunt lips up to my clit. The wetter I was the better he liked it and, when I was ready to cum, he would concentrate on my clit, flicking the tip of the tongue rapidly over it until I exploded. I always came vigorously and powerfully and he would continue lightly licking as I came down from my high. I loved coming that way and, having me respond so vigorously, got him hotter than ever.
I had become well acquainted with Alan’s cock – which had no trouble becoming hard in such circumstances before the stent and medications got in the way. I basically gave him a “hand job,” jacking off the cock while fondling his balls. He usually came relatively quickly with a veritable shower of white cum which covered my hands and, frequently, my face since he liked me to watch it closely. While he didn’t suggest it, I think he hoped that I would take in in mouth and suck him, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I assumed that I would do that someday, but not yet. These practices, really mutual masturbation, I guess, served their purposes and left us satisfied, but we looked forward to the “real thing.”
However, as I hurried into the bedroom, stripped off my pants and jumped onto the bed, I wasn’t thinking of anything but going off. I had had an amazing afternoon, crowned by my husband urging me to let myself be felt by another man. This time I didn’t even wait for the preliminaries, just flinging myself on my back, raising my legs and spreading them. When Alan touched my clit, I went an almost continual series of orgasms. I was writhing about, humping up and down in a perpetual state of excitement, almost throwing Alan away from my cunt as I thrashed about. That went on, unbelievably, for almost ten minutes before I finally came under control. I was shocked as Alan raised up between my parted legs, his face shiny with what could only be the flood of moisture that had poured out of my cunt.
He had a shocked look on his face, as he finally blurted out, “Good god, that was unbelievable! I thought that I was going to be either suffocated or drowned – or both. You were so wet and slippery that a baseball bat could have gotten into you!” He got up and a towel, saying as he dried his face, “You were so hot that you should have caught on fire! I think you liked what went on today – or,” a big smile coming over his face, “maybe the idea of having your tits felt set you off!” I just lay there limp as a dish rag. Alan began to slowly and lightly run his fingers over by cunt lips, and, then, gently, over my clit. It felt good, but I was exhausted and drained. With a sort of smile on his face, he asked me, “Are you going topless on the beach now?”
I wasn’t thinking too clearly right than, but I managed to mumble, “Oh, I guess so. I know that you want me to, and after today, I think I’ll be able to.” Then, with a little grin as I began to recover, “My tits are better than those two girls! I think I might enjoy showing them off!”
Alan laughed, happy that I was coming around to his point of view, adding, “You have better tits than anyone on the beach, maybe better than anyone in Belize! Anyone would be glad to see them – or, better, to feel them. Bob felt them through you bra this afternoon. Are you going to let him feel them bare tomorrow?”
He had such an eager look on his face, almost begging me to say “yes,” getting me to confirm the tacit agreement I had made earlier, but I wasn’t hot now, and I just couldn’t say it right then. “Oh, Alan, I don’t know. Let’s not talk about it now. I’ll see tomorrow how I feel and how you’ll feel after a night’s sleep. We were really playing around today and we got carried away, and maybe having your wife’s naked tits felt may not seem so attractive then. I’ll tell you what I’ll do now if you really want me to. I’ll take a shower, put the pants of my other bathing suit on, and we can go down to the beach café with me topless! How would that do?”
His face lit up like a Christmas tree, questions about having my boobs felt pushed out of his mind, temporarily, at least. “OK! Get you little ass off the bed and into the shower! People will be drooling over your tits! This is great!”
Truthfully, I didn’t see any drooling, but there was a lot of ogling! I wore another suit bottom that covered me a little bit more, but I actually walked down the beach for a half-mile with my breasts bare. It felt very peculiar. Obviously, I had walked around the house completely naked so I knew what my breasts felt like as I moved, but walking for a distance outside was very different. Each step caused them to jounce and quiver so that I always was completely aware of movement which was unfamiliar to me. I had looked with interest when I had seen other girl’s boobs doing the same thing as they walked by, but I had had no idea that the feeling would be so pronounced. Actually, I began to enjoy the feeling because it made me constantly aware that my “tits” were naked, and I thought of them as tits.

The ogling began almost as soon as we got down to the beach and I, for the first time, was half naked in public. As we strolled along the waterline, we saw a small cluster of young men (probably college students) sprawled on the sand some distance ahead near where the resort had beach umbrellas permanently emplaced. As we approached, three girls (18+) came toward us passed the boys, and as they sauntered by, they were looked over, but with no significant reaction – a few nudges, a few sly comments, but nothing more. As the girls passed us, I looked at their tits and realized that I was much better and that was confirmed by the way they looked at mine. That sent a wave of confidence through me as we went by the fellows. As we passed, I was startled by the gaping looks as their eyes ran over me. They didn’t say a thing as we passed, but their eyes never left my boobs. As we went on, past a small snack stand, I suddenly heard a cacophony of sound, each one seemingly having something to say about me and my tits. Alan grinned beside me, “How was that for a reaction? I’ll bet that there’s a bunch of hard cocks back there. Boy, talk about an impression!”
I honestly was startled. I knew my breasts were large and well-shaped, but I never before this trip seen other girls with their's bare. I really was surprised at the boys’ reactions – or, more accuracy, their total lack of reaction, other than staring – as I passed them. Then, to hear them erupt behind me! At that moment, I think I became something of an exhibitionist. I wanted to show them off, to know that I could excite others by exposing my tits. It was very heady, and Alan’s enjoyment of that exposure made it all the better.
When we got to the little café and sat at a small table on the terrace, the excitement continued. There were three or four other couples there, one of them with a topless woman, but all looked (some staring) at me as we sat down. I was in a peculiar mental state: topless in public, sitting at a table ordering food while the waiter and everyone else was focused on my tits – wow! Things gradually settled down and people went back to their food, but I’ll admit that I was on a high while we ate and, even later, as we strolled home. There was one more thing, though. As we approached the spot where we would turn away from the water toward our cottage, Alan suddenly pulled away from me and went a little further down the beach and bent down to pick up something. He came back holding something which he showed me with a grin, “Look, your bra washed ashore.” Sure enough, the top which the men had pulled off of me earlier had come back. Do you think you will want to wear it tomorrow?” We both knew the answer to that question.
Needless to say, I was really excited when we went to bed, and Alan set me off twice. I couldn’t believe that I had walked, half naked, down the beach with eyes glued to my breasts. Then, even more unbelievable, I had sat at an outside café, with people all around, and ate dinner as if I had done that all my life. Every time I looked down I was shocked again, particularly since my nipples seemed to protrude a full inch from the breasts! Alan admitted that he was surprised at the composure I showed and wished, probably for the fiftieth time that day, that he wasn’t taking that damn medicine!
Inevitably, the question of having my tits felt came up again, but I still put off committing myself, although I knew that he would convince me if he really wanted it. I still couldn’t understand his attitude, for he knew that I’d never done anythingbefore and he never had expressed any interest in me exhibiting myself, much less actually doing something like that. Still, neither of us had ever dreamed of doing what we already had done. Alan had, as I said before, urged me to go topless, but only after we saw so many others doing so once we got to Belize. I had to think that his inability to screw me contributed to his desire to expose me and, even, to urge Bob to feel me through my bra in the water. One thing led to another and, as happens when excitement overwhelms restraint, he got my bra off. It was a giant step from urging me to join the topless brigade, but it was another even bigger step to take my bra off so a specific man could see my tits! In a way it was like what can happen at a fraternity party when things get out of hand and you do things that humiliateyou the following morning! I certainly didn’t want our honeymoon ruined because Alan regretted letting someone feel me – or, even more, regretting setting up a situation where I could surreptitiously help it to happen. I could see that setting up your wife, actually, your bride, so another man could feel her could be something a man would really regret when he came to his senses! Still, Alan seemed really interested, but I insisted that I would not commit myself until tomorrow.
Wednesday, August 5th. When tomorrow became today, I really thought that sleeping on it overnight had brought him back to reality, because he never mentioned the subject as we got dressed. It was our 4th day in Belize, and we planned to drive into town and do a little shopping, so I wore shorts and a blouse but, to my own surprise, left off my bra. I don’t think that I ever had left the house without a bra since my boobs grew past an A-cup, but, for some reason, probably the sexiness of walking on the beach last evening, it just felt good. As we got out of the car and walked down the street, I felt that jouncing and quivering from yesterday combined with the feeling of my hard nipples on the fabric of my blouse. I noticed numerous glances, and a few stares from passers-by, all but a few being admiring or envious, and it turned a shopping trip into an almost erotic event. Alan, of course, loved it, eagerly drawing my attention, subtly, to the most persistent members of my audience. I was excited!
One thing I did want was one or two additional bathing suits – only the bottoms –because I hated putting on a wet suit and I didn’t like my second, much more modest, suit that I had worn at home, particularly after wearing the revealing one here. Belize, particularly in beach areas, has no shortage of shopping for clothing, and we went into several shops with me trying on a wide selection of bathing suit bottoms. Unlike many U.S. stores, selling bras and pants separately is the rule, but the problem was not finding bottoms, but finding one’s we liked. We finally entered a much larger women’s store where the selection was much wider, and I took several into the dressing room. I felt funny coming out wearing a blouse with no bra and a minimum pair of pants, but Alan loved the show, as I’m afraid, did several other customers. There were two I liked and looked good on me, but were just a bit too big. Alan couldn’t see the problem until I twisted a bit and the front triangle shifted, exposing an ample amount of cunt hair. (That’s when the audience perked up!) “See,” I said, “what happens? Remember what I said about these suits having to fit very tightly to prevent that. It’d probably fall off in the water!” Alan reluctantly agreed, although I don’t think he minded the idea of a little exposure.



There was another suit that did fit and that I thought was ok, and, just about to put my shorts back on, Alan came to the dressing room curtain and said “Here, look at these. I think that they are nice and I like the colors.”
“Ok, let me see them. Hey, Alan, these aren’t bathing suits, they’re panties!” They were pretty and I did love the bright colors, but they were panties.
“They don’t look any different and they are better than what you’ve been looking at. Try them on.”
I did as he said, and they did look nice and actually were a little bit more modest than the bikini I had been looking at. (It was a string connecting two triangles that either required some shaving or accepting some hair exposure!) But, still, they were panties. Nonetheless, I felt sexy in them and, when Alan called in, “Let me see“, I came out, a bit embarrassed by the other people seeing me in panties, but, actually enjoying it at the same time.
“Wow, those are the best things we’ve found here yet! Let’s get that other suit, but we have to have a couple of these!”
I didn’t argue, and we left the store with one suit and three pair of miniscule panties. I did warn Alan, however, that I couldn’t wear the panties in the water for they probably would fall off or, in the case of a pink pair, turn transparent. Neither problem seemed to faze him. Oddly enough, it didn’t bother me either. I couldn’t believe how my view of things had changed in about 24 hours. This was turning out to be a honeymoon to remember, but not for the normal reasons!
We had lunch and then headed back to our cottage, changed and headed for the beach. In my case, of course, “change” meant taking my few clothes off and putting on my bikini bottoms. We played around in the surf for awhile and, then, settled down in our place between the dunes. I flopped down on the mat and prepared to relax awhile with my book, but, before I could become comfortable, Alan stopped me with, “Turn over, first, Honey, we need to see how you should lie when Bob comes.”
I really was surprised because I was sure that he had changed his mind and wasn’t going through with the idea of having my boobs felt. Actually, my first reaction was to say, “What,” but I quickly knew what he meant and, without asking further, I just turned over, put my arms under my head and said, “This is the way I was yesterday. See how my breasts bulge out?”
“Yeah. I see, and he felt the sides of your tits but couldn’t get under them.”
“Uh huh.”
“Try crossing your wrists over each other and rest your chin on them. Yeah, like that. Now, see if you can raise up on your elbows. No, that doesn’t work. That’s awkward.”
“Darn it, if you really are sure that you want him to feel my tits, I’ll just rest my head on my hands with my elbows under me like I did before. Then, when he starts to put the sunscreen on them, I’ll either stay flat and lift up enough so he can get his hands under them or, if it’s what you want, I’ll just raise up on my elbows and just let him feel me. See, like I did yesterday, but a little higher, or like this.” As I said that, I demonstrated bowing my back and turning my side upward, opening the way for a hand to slide under and, then, as the alternative, just pulling my elbows inward and pushing down and raising up so my tits were off the mat and hanging down. “I’ll do it either way, depending on just how far you want me to go. Whatever you want!”
“Damn it, either would be very sexy, but I love the way you look when I can see the nipples! If you think that you can do it, raise up like that, on your elbows! Look, I have the two movie cameras set up, one on unipods placed at the side, one down where your feet will be. They’re very small and they are sunk into the sand. They’re really invisible among all our stuff, so we’ll have pictures if you do get felt! Now, I’ll be reading the paper, but I’ll try to watch as much as I can.”
I didn’t know what to think and I had mixed emotions, part of me shocked at what I had promised to do, the other feeling heat at the prospects of illicit sexual activity. I, also, couldn’t help being surprised at Alan’s almost perverse desire to have another man fondle me right beside him – and us married for only five days! Well, I thought, maybe Bob won’t come today, and I turned over onto my back and started to read, although, nothing that I read went in. That conjecture (hope?) lasted about three minutes, if that.
Bob arrived with a loud, “Look at what we have here! Last I saw, you were hiding under a towel, and, now, you’re just lying there topless!”
Alan replied, “Yeah, look at those tits! We walked down the beach last evening with them out and people were drooling as she went by! Now she likes it!”
“I’m not surprised! With tits like that, she would have a parade of hot men following her.”
“She passed a bunch of college kids, and they couldn’t even talk until she was completely past. Then, she sat at the café, tits out, eating.”
“I’ll bet that you had excellent service! Gods, I can’t believe those tits. I saw them last night for a minute or two, but this really is something!”
I lay there with two men fixated on my boobs, and a feeling of recklessness came over me as I broke in, “When you two are through talking about my tits, could you get me the sunscreen? They haven’t been out in the open before, and I don’t want them to burn.” I still can’t believe that I had the nerve to say that then, but I did!
Bob reached for the bottle, saying, as he handed it to me, “No, I’ll bet you don’t want that! They certainly are white!” Then, as I took the bottle and prepared to open it, he continued, “Do you want me to put it on for you? I’ll be real careful!”
With surprising aplomb, I replied, “No thank you. I’m quite capable of rubbing sunscreen on my tits without help!” I must have been in some kind of zone to say something like that since I had never even referred to my breasts as “tits” to Alan until yesterday, and here I was talking about them that way to another man! Alan commented afterwards that he was startled at my composure, and I still can’t believe it, myself. Totally out of character. But, I calmly sat there, with them both watching me very closely, and smoothed the lotion carefully on each breast, down over my stomach and, daringly, a bit under my pants, deliberately exposing just a little hair. I did my legs and lay back, nude except for a little triangle of cloth at my crotch, with my tits standing up like pyramids, crowned by erect, pink nipples. I was really hot and, unexpectedly, ready for more.
Neither of the men spoke the entire time that I was spreading the cream over me, both, I think, a bit in shock at my comments and actions. Alan was resting on one elbow watching me, while Bob sat beside me. Finally, Bob let out a breath, saying, “Man, that is some wife you have there!” Gradually, they began a conversation about something, but I have no idea as to what it was – probably sports. I lay there, my mind in turmoil, as they talked, knowing that crunch time was coming and not quite sure that I could do it. Finally, however, I knew that I had to make the move before I lost my nerve completely, and I looked over at Alan with a loaded glance. I waited until there was a lull in the conversation and turned over, saying something about the heat of the sun. I put my hands under my head as before, feeling my breasts squeezing out on both sides as they had yesterday. Bob immediately reached for the sunscreen, saying, “This is less interesting, but I guess you do want this stuff on your back.” Alan moved back off of his elbow and lay down beside me, adjusting his pillow and reaching for his paper.
Bob proceeded to spread the lotion on in the same way, starting at my shoulders and working down my back to my hips, lavishing attention to my exposed behind and, once again, futilely trying, innocently, to get his fingers under my pants. Then, the moment arrived as his hands moved back up on my side to the bulge of my breast. Then, before I could lose my nerve, I just raised up, resting on my elbows, until my tits hung free, my nipples off the mat. Bob hesitated just a moment, probably checking on Alan who was wrapped up in the paper, and just took my left tit in his hand and squeezed it before lightly fondling it. My mind was a tumult of conflicting emotions. I was wildly excited at being felt, there was an element of guilt, there was worry about how Alan would react now that it actually had happened, and a bunch of ideas and qualms I don’t even recall. Still, I didn’t move as he massaged my hanging tit, even tweaking my nipple. After what seemed like an inordinate time, he left the right breast, the one beside Alan, and moved to the other one which was more concealed. I just held myself on my elbows while he thoroughly explored it – fondling, squeezing, caressing. Even in my overwhelmed state, I couldn’t help but wonder what was going through his mind as he felt a married woman’s breast with her husband quietly reading the paper beside her. Finally, after what seemed like an hour (but probably was five minutes – still a long time to feel me in those circumstances), I lowered myself saying, “I can’t hold myself up any longer. This mat is hard on the elbows.” I had planned to just lie back down as if nothing had happened, but I decided to verbally acknowledge what was going on and that I was up on my elbows ready to be felt.
Alan immediately stepped in, adding, “Yeah, the ridging is uncomfortable to lean on like that. It’s fine for lying on, and it keeps the sand away, but I would prefer a smooth surface.” The conversation continued in a desultory way for awhile until finally, he added, “Let’s take another swim before going out to eat. Say, Bob, we’re going down to the café for supper again tonight. Why don’t you come along and see people staring at Nita’s tits. She‘d probably like to have two men with her to ward off all those admirers!”
Bob immediately accepted the invitation, saying “I’ll go anywhere those tits are going. Besides, you’re right. She may need protection if those college kids are still there.”
“Ok, fellows. That’s quite enough about my tits. It may come as a surprise to you two, but they’re not community property, so I’ll take care of them, myself! Now, let’s get wet!” We went in for awhile, with nothing really significant happening, i.e. no “handle” lifting. Both Alan and I, of course, were eager to get inside and compare notes on the afternoon‘s activities. Making arrangements to meet Bob afterwards, we hurried to the cottage where I had another wild series of orgasms as I recounted how he learned a lot about my tits! Before I could even talk about it, I ripped off my pants, flopped down on the bed and raised my legs – I even reached down and rubbed my clit I was so excited. Alan immediately knelt between my legs and proceeded to lick me while fingering my cunt. He even did something he hadn’t done before by flicking his finger over my bottom hole, sending me over the top into an unbelievable orgasm. It was much like the last time: when I had finished after going off twice he rose up from between my legs with his face covered with my cunt juices.
“Good god, Nita, you’re unreal! I couldn’t even stay with you a couple of times you moved so violently. They talk about a man “riding” a woman, but you would’ve bucked me off. Being felt certainly fires you up! Now, if you’ve calmed down for a moment, tell me what you did.”
“I did just what I showed you – as soon as his fingers reached the bulge of my right breast, I raised up on my elbows until my nipples were off the mat, and stayed there and let him feel me! Boy, did he feel me! He squeezed it, tweaked my nipple and just ran his fingers all over it. Then, he moved over to the left side, away from you, and did the same thing longer! He really worked it over. I think he would have kept it up all day if I hadn’t thought that it had gone on long enough. Somehow I didn’t just want to let it go as if nothing had happened, so I decided to say that I was up on my elbows and was going to go back down. I don’t know what you want to do next, but you don’t really have to pretend that you didn’t know that he was feeling me if you don’t want to.”
“Wow, I hardly can believe that you had the nerve to do all that! I couldn’t see much, but I could tell that you were up and, I assumed, being felt. I can’t wait to see if the cameras caught the action! Gods, that’s exciting! Obviously, a little extra-marital sex appealed to you!”
“I can’t believe it, but I think that I could have gone off while he felt me! I’ve actually had my bare tit felt by another man! Little miss conservative me. Married five days and I let another man play with my boobs! I can hardly believe it, but I know that the illicit or immoral side of it did make it better! If I were just resting on my elbows and you reached over and felt my breast, as you’ve done many times, it would feel good and, I guess, a bit romantic, but I wouldn’t react like this! My initial intent was to let him feel me because I knew that you wanted it, but I really got hot as soon as I knew that I was going to raise up so that he could get to me. When it was over, I really wanted to come right in as soon as it was over. Think how I would have blown up if we had been in here right after he finished! I‘d probably have broken the bed! If we do anything like this at home, you will have a hard time riding me! That’s a funny thought, being mounted and ridden – I wish I didn‘t have to wait until we get home. I‘d love to be mounted and ridden right here on our honeymoon!”
“Unfortunately, that would be difficult, but we’ll make up for it when we get home – unless Bob gets you first!”
Laughing at the absurd notion, I replied, “Don’t even talk like that! It’s bad enough that I’m walking around half naked and he’s felt my tits and, if you keep this up, will feel them some more, but I’m not quite up to discussing adultery on my honeymoon! I’ll go with your perverse ideas up to a point, but I do have my limits!”
Alan, with a great big grin came back with, “The way you bounced around just now, I wouldn’t put anything past you – even being screwed! Ok, unless you want to come again, go get a shower and we’ll go meet your lover! Why don’t you wear the turquoise panties instead of the regular pants? I think that we’d all like that!”
“Now, you stop that or I’ll start wearing a bra again to protect myself from a depraved husband! I’ve only got one cherry, and it’s going back home with us! Now, back to reality, do you really think that I should wear those panties like that? I thought that I would keep them for lying around here, not out with people around. I don’t know if I would be too embarrassed to go out in public wearing them, particularly without a bra. Gods, walking down the beach, naked except for a very brief pair of panties! I don’t know.”
“Take you shower and try them on and see. They certainly are no more revealing than the bikini pants, so I don‘t any problem.”
“Yeah, I don’t think that you’d have any problem if I were to walk down the beach totally naked! I’ll see.”
As it turned, both cameras caught the action, and despite the small viewers, we could see my tits really being worked over. That excited me all over again, but Alan said, “I‘ll download these movies to my laptop later, and we can take a peek at them! I think that we should wait until we get home to see the whole show so I can edit them, but a peek or two won’t hurt. You’ll be hot now anyway! They’ll heat you up then!
In any case, as might be expected, sometime later the three of us were walking down the beach to the restaurant area with me wearing nothing except a pair of turquoise panties that I probably would not have considered adequate coverage under my clothes. Certainly nothing that anyone but Alan could see, and that only in the last six months. Unbelievable. Needless to say, Bob was effusive in his admiration, commenting that he hadn’t seen that suit before. Then, to my horror and embarrassment, Alan calmly said, “Oh, that’s just a pair of panties we got in town. They just didn’t have many suits that fit or looked good, so she got several pairs of panties to wear when she wasn’t going in the water. They really fit and look good on her.”
“Alan! Why’d you tell him that! You said no one would know the difference and now you tell him!” Actually, I’ll admit that we had planned to tell Bob for we both thought that it would be sexy for him to know, so I pretended to be shocked and embarrassed and even blushed quite a bit!”
“Come on, Nita”, Bob interjected, “you look beautiful! I think it’s sexy knowing that you’re just wearing panties! But I really couldn’t tell, so there’s no reason to be embarrassed that I know! No one else will be able to see anything! It must feel very sexy, walking around like that and it‘s probably more fun if someone knows!”
“Damn it, you’re right that it does feel very sexy and I guess I don’t mind you knowing! Now, if my husband doesn’t spread the word any wider, I’ll be ok.” I loved it! Out in public wearing a very brief and very thin pair of panties – and very, very aroused! The looks I got from people as we walked by thrilled and excited me. Girls strolled along the beach wearing very little all the time, so there were none of the censorious looks I would have gotten somewhere else, but I knew that I was wearing panties out in public, even if they didn’t! The obvious admiration, and occasional lecherous stares, had me floating along on a sexual high. Wonderful!
In some ways the most exciting and, at the same time, the most traumatic part of the evening came when we got to the restaurant. It was in the same area as the café, but Bob wanted us to try it because of the view. It had an upstairs open air terrace that looked out over the beach and the water, and the view was wonderful. The only problem was that it was upstairs which required us to go through a very crowded downstairs lobby and bar filled with maybe one hundred people, all of whom seemed to be looking at almost naked me! In my entire adult life I had never been anywhere without being conservatively dressed. Even when wearing a bathing suit, everything was completely covered in the most modest way. Now, here I was, breasts bare, with erect nipples, and nothing below the waist except thin panties, which, I was sure, showed their real nature to everyone. I managed not to cringe as I walked through, and Alan and Bob were quite complimentary afterwards about my composure with all the eyes on me. When we reached the upstairs terrace, there were quite a few people there too, but I was past the crisis point and a feeling of exultation came over me and I felt fantastic!
The rest of the evening was delightful. I sat there with that fillip of continual excitement, the feeling that I was almost naked in public and loving it. Alan and Bob, several times, delicately pointed out people who were staring without showing it. As Bob said, “Think about it. People see tits all the time here, but none look like yours. Most are smaller, and if they’re as big, they sag. Yours stick out like artillery shells. I’ll bet that 90% of the people here, men and women, would love to feel them!” That last statement was accompanied by a very knowing grin that caused me to blush profusely. Both men laughed at my obvious embarrassment.
Bob said, “Any woman with tits like those should show them off and they should be felt! Man, Alan, you really have it made! A honeymoon in a tropical paradise with a woman like that! I’m surprised that you get out of the bedroom!”
“You’re right. Things couldn’t be more perfect – except I can’t use the equipment until we get home!”



“What? Why not!”
At that point, Alan explained his predicament. He described in detail the impact of an immense kidney stone and the gruesome insertion of that stupid stent. “Then, to reduce the pain and potential damage from getting hard, I have to take a damn pill that Nita calls a reverse Viagra! Add to that, if I lay flat on my back, I go to sleep until she wakes me up! I’d probably roast in the sun without waking up if she didn’t shake me! So, here I am on a honeymoon in a tropical paradise with a woman like that and I can‘t even screw her! The bedroom is just for sleeping which is why we‘re all over the place instead of doing what honeymooners are supposed to be doing!”
“This isn’t permanent, I assume?”
“God, no, thank heavens! As soon as we get home that damn stent comes out, the pill is stopped and Nita’s in for some real screwing!”
I chimed in with, “Alan! Stop talking like that! It’s embarrassing! In any case, it’s only a short time to wait and we’re really having fun here. Sex can wait – we have years for that!” I had been surprised about Alan discussing his physical problem, but it probably was good so Bob would understand our un-honeymoon-like actions.
The rest of the evening was perfect. When we left the restaurant, through the same gauntlet, I walked proudly, breasts out and enjoying the feeling of daring as I did so. It was still bright out, nightfall comes late there, and I really enjoyed the walk back between the two men. There were still many people out and it was fun being the center of attention with the sexual thrill of knowing that I was almost naked. I loved the feeling!
However, right after we passed several couples who really looked me up and down (despite the fact that the women were topless, themselves), I suddenly broke into gales of laughter. Bob and Alan stared at me in wonderment, seeing nothing funny that would cause such an explosion. I just couldn’t stop and actually fell to the sand and rolled over in a paroxysm of laughter that almost made it hard to breathe. Finally, I was able to get myself mostly under control, although my mirth still broke through with seemingly no cause. Obviously, the men wanted to know what was going on, but I knew that I couldn’t get through an explanation without exploding right then, so I just stammered out, “Wait till we get back! I can’t talk now.” They pulled me to my feet, but I was still staggering about – actually exhausted by my laughter seizure, so Bob put his arm around me for a few steps, “accidentally” letting his hand run over my tit as he “helped” me. Alan made some kind of joke about “handles,” but I didn’t hear exactly what, and I didn’t ask him to repeat it! Still, it signified that he saw Bob’s hand on my breast and didn’t object.
We got back to our cottage and I slumped down on a chaise on the little terrace in front. Bob and Alan sat down and waited for an explanation. I was just sprawled there, legs hanging loose, and started laughing again. I was more under control now, so I was able to tell something of my background.
When I was growing up, my Aunt Agatha, my mother‘s sister, lived with us. She was very conservative when it came to feminine modesty, even for a little girl. From the earliest time I can remember, she harped on being decorous at all times, even at home, and I can almost hear her directing, “Anita, keep your legs together” or, musically, “Anita, I can see your panties!” By the time I was a teenager, she had drilled it into me so that I tightened my knees together when she came into the room even if they already were together! Gods, the silly things you remember. When my breasts started to grow, I was about 12, she told my mother, “You’ve got the get Anita a brassiere. Her points are starting to show!” Of course, they really would have shown later, for I was a B-cup when I was 16, and I began wearing bras that were industrial strength and thickness by high school. Her training took and I became one of the most conservative dressers in high school and college. Actually, I do love her and I wanted to please her, so I guess I took on many of her traits.
That gradually changed after graduation. I was still conservative in my clothes, but I began to dress more like the people I worked with and, of course, Alan’s influence after we started going together liberated me even more. In any case, as we were walking back, Aunt Agatha came to mind and I actually thought I could hear her sing song voice, “Anita, I can see your panties!” Here I was, strolling along, in public, almost naked, wearing nothing but my panties! Everybody could see my panties. Everyone could see my “points” and the tits around them! It was so bizarre that I couldn’t stop laughing! Oh, if she could see me now! Here I am now, lying here in just the position she hated, legs open, showing my panties! I could almost hear her saying, “Anita, what on earth are you doing! Where are your clothes?” Since she had paid for half of our honeymoon and I do love her, I suppose that I should have shown her and her moral instructions more respect, but, right then, I was lost in my new hedonism!
As I thought that, I raised up and looked down at my bare breasts and past them to my panties and suddenly realized that I was revealing more than I knew. In the rolling around in the sand and the sprawling on the chaise, the panties had pulled aside and a generous amount of cunt hair was prominently displayed! Suddenly embarrassed, I pulled the panty elastic back where it belonged, saying, “Damn it, that’s why panties are dangerous to wear out! Unlike bathing suits, they don’t have any structure to keep them in place. And you two, you might have warned me!”
“Why would we do that? You looked very sexy lying there like that!” Alan replied.
Bob agreed, “Very nice! You can wear them like that anytime for me!”
“You two are just alike! Panties are underwear, not bathing suits, and, Alan, that’s why I can’t wear them in the water – they wouldn’t stay on!”
“What’s wrong with that?”
With that, I threw a pillow at him and got up, “That’s enough of that! I’m going in!”
That effectively ended the sexiest night of my life – up till then. I had loved every second of it, even the exposure of the cunt hair. When we were alone, I tried to wreck the bed again. We talked at length about the evening and, despite the excess exposure, or, probably, partly because of it, we agreed that we loved the direction our honeymoon was taking. While I didn’t say so, I pretty much committed myself to moving onward.
Thursday, August 6. The following morning was the fifth day of our honeymoon. It was amazing how easy it was to get dressed for the beach when all you had to put on was a pair of bikini pants. It’s also amazing how easy it was to accept going braless in public. I honestly never thought of how different it was until I was going out of the door! I got another chuckle out of it as I thought of Aunt Agatha! She never would have said, “Anita, go back and put your bra on“, because it would have been totally impossible for her to even think of anyone going out without one. It would be like her saying, “Anita, keep your feet on the ground and don’t float away!” You don’t instruct people not to do things that they couldn’t do anyway, and going outside without a bra just couldn‘t be done
We were quite venturesome that day, walking down the beach close to a mile, and I actually went parasailing. I was scared, at first, but I lost that fear once I was several hundred feet in the air. The view was beautiful and Alan, afterwards, said I looked like a Valkyrie, floating through the air with my bare tits cleaving the air. We also rode a jet ski, which Alan loved, but I didn’t. We ate in another café-type place, and trudged back home, tired and ready to just lie around. Later, we walked along the shore for awhile, and then lay down on our mats to read. Just then, Bob appeared and we talked about a variety of things, including last night and we agreed that it had been a lot of fun. Then, I turned over, and without being asked, he picked up the bottle of sunscreen and applied it to my back, down over my hips (unsuccessfully probing again to try to get under my pants) and back up on my side. When he got to the bulge of my breasts, I just raised up, as if it were nothing, and he fondled and squeezed them, one after the other as if that were a normal part of putting on sunscreen. It really was amazing. I just lay there, raised up on my elbows, my chin resting on my hands, while he felt me. Very matter of fact, and no attempt to conceal what he was doing. What had been yesterday a major erotic event was now accepted as routine. However, that doesn’t mean that it was not sexually exciting! Believe me, it was! In fact, as he did it, I squeezed my legs together surreptitiously, putting pressure on my cunt and clit. I had to control myself to keep from going off. This time there was no question that Alan saw what was happening and that he didn’t mind having his wife’s tits felt.
Friday, August 7th. His approval was confirmed the following day, when Bob joined us in the water after lunch. The water was rough with breaking waves, and the swim time turned into “dunk Nita and lift her back up by her tits.” They were felt under the water, on top of the water and, a few times well above the water. After one of those occasions when I was literally lifted out of the water by my convenient handles, I finally protested, “If you guys keep this up I’m going to have to go in! My tits are going to be covered with bruises! Come on, just feel them, don’t wreck them!” Obviously, the sex play had really fired me up to permit me to say such a thing – telling them, particularly, of course, Bob, to “just feel them,” certainly gave free license. Things did settle down, and they did feel me and tow me around by my handles.
When we finally staggered ashore after the exhausting, but enjoyable, sex play, I just threw myself on the mat and just lay there. I really was tired. Bob picked up the sunscreen and held it out to me, saying, “You’d better put this on. It was certainly washed off in the water.” Then, repeating his previous jocular offer, “Unless you want me to do it for you!” Obviously, he expected the same haughty refusal as before, but surprising myself (and Alan), I just said, “Why not. You’ve been handling my tits in the water for almost an hour. Go ahead and put the stuff on them!”
“Wow, that’ll be a pleasure!”
He proceeded to carefully apply the sunscreen all over the front of my body, feeling all of me, particularly, of course, my tits. Oh, it felt good. Alan said afterwards that he even felt a tingle in his cock as he saw Bob’s fingers touching every inch of me except that small area covered by my pants. Later, when I turned over, he did the same thing but this time, I didn’t even bother to raise up, just turning up a bit so his fingers could go under. When I turned back over later, he calmly reached over and squeezed my right tit as he got up to leave. So, on the 6th day of our honeymoon, another man was free to feel everything but my cunt right in front of my husband. The cameras caught every detail, so, at this rate, we were going to have a series of X-rated movies, me starring, when we got home! Still despite being wildly excited, I couldn’t help but wonder, "What next", and that caused a bit of trouble that night.
For now, however, I was fired up when we went in, jumping on the bed, eager for Alan to set me off. It didn’t take long the first time as he licked and fingered me to orgasm. I felt bad that I couldn’t do anything for him since I knew he was as excited as I was, but even if the medication hadn’t stopped his normal reaction, the stent would have hurt. He said that it wasn’t too bad since he was really turned on mentally. I don’t know if you can have a mental orgasm, but, as he said, he couldn’t do anything physical. His day will come, he said, and I’m sure he’s right. I can’t wait for real sex! Fingers and tongues work wondrously, but I want the whole thing! We talked at length about me just lying there face up, letting Bob feel everything, particularly my tits! How rapidly we had gone from being wildly excited because he surreptitiously touched the bulge of my flattened breasts to just letting him fondle and squeeze them right in front of Alan! We talked about that progression, and that is where the problem began.
We talked about how he continually tried to get a finger under the tight edges of my pants, laughing about how frustrating it must be for him. Even when his fingers ran over the crotch of my bathing suit, he still couldn’t feel anything. Then, Alan commented on how sexy I had looked last night: “That’s why the panties are better. If he felt the crotch of those thin panties, he would really get something out of it. I noticed yesterday that the nylon actually outlined your cunt lips, making it much sexier that the regular pants! Then, boy, when you were sprawled open on the chaise with cunt hair showing – wouldn’t he have loved to feel you then! Maybe you could wear the blue ones tomorrow.”
For some reason, my excitement emptied out of me like a drain had opened. “Oh, Alan, I don’t know. I’ll do what you want, but I think that we’re going to fast with this. I just don’t think I want him to feel my cunt – at least not this soon. I don’t know. We’ve been married for one whole week, and I love it. I love being married and I’ve loved being here, being with you and just doing things with you. Just lying around on the beach, talking, swimming, shopping – everything has been wonderful. Totally unexpectedly, however, we’ve gotten into this sex thing with Bob. We’ve only known him for four days and we both like him and he’s fun to be with, a friend, a close friend, we didn’t expect to find here. Both of us have really enjoyed the sex play and, while Aunt Agatha wouldn’t approve, I’ve become much more open and I’ve loved it. I can’t believe the things I’ve done, particularly wearing nothing but those panties Wednesday night. I was as high as if I had been drunk, and I guess I was on the euphoria caused by all I had done – and shone! I’ll even admit that I was pretty sure that my panties had slipped over and that he could see my cunt hair when we got home. I‘ve liked all of this and, of course, I‘ll do anything you want, but, I just think that we’re going too fast with it! The only thing he hasn’t touched and seen is my cunt, and, I guess, I would be more comfortable if we held off on that for a couple of days until I can adjust to all of this.”
“Look, honey, I’m certainly not going to push you to do more than you’re comfortable with. Maybe we got carried away by the excitement. I know, from your reaction in bed, that this all turns you on, but I suppose that there’s a limit. We certainly can take it slower and, I’ll tell you what, you set up a timetable! We’ll go on tomorrow doing what we did today, and you can decide when or if you want to do more. How’s that?”
“Oh, Alan, that would be perfect! I already have an idea that I think would be fun and sexy! Tomorrow is Saturday! We will have been married for one whole week, and I think we should celebrate. We’ll do the same thing we did yesterday. I’ll let Bob feel my tits in the water and, when we come out, I’ll let him put the sunscreen all over me. That way he can just feel my tits and the rest of me while you watch. We’ll both like that. Then, tomorrow night, let’s go out to that nice restaurant we saw to celebrate. We can ask Bob to come along, and I’m sure he will. This is a dress up place, so I’ll wear my garter belt and hose with my sheer panties and bra. We’ll tell Bob to come over when he’s ready, but I won’t be completely dressed when he gets here and I’ll “accidentally” come out without my dress on. I’ll be really embarrassed, but he’ll get to see me in my fancy underwear! What do you think?”
“Wow! That’s better than wearing the blue panties! It’s a deal!”
Saturday, August 8. And, that was just what we did. We spent the morning wandering aroundthe tourist area, people-watching and being watched – since I was topless. Actually, having a chance to be surrounded by people while my tits were bare was still novel and exciting to both of us, so it was fun. The afternoon we were at the beach and, of course, Bob showed up shortly after we lay down on our mats. We spent quite a bit of time in the water, and I think that one or the other of them had my breasts in their hands for 90% of the time. Once, each had one while the other held the other. Fun! When we came ashore and lay down, Bob, without asking, simply took the lotion and rubbed in on every part of my body while I was face up and repeated the performance when I turned over. All three of us enjoyed it immensely. Finally, we said we had to go in a bit early because we were going to dress up and go out to dinner in a fancy place to celebrate our anniversary. At that point, Alan, offhandedly, invited Bob to go with us and, unsurprisingly, he accepted and agreed to be at our place at 6 PM. The stage was set.
Actually, my plan worked to perfection, far better that I could have expected. Well before Bob was to arrive from his cottage next door, I had put on my makeup and put on my white bra, panties, garter belt and hose. I looked in the mirror and surprised myself. The bra and panties were as near transparent as you could imagine, and showed my nipples and cunt hair almost as if I were naked. The garter belt matched the bra and panties, and the hose came within two inches of my cunt, making my legs look even longer. I knew how I looked in the underwear because they were the ones I had worn at our wedding – Aunt Agatha would not have approved! However, I was surprised by how nice my skin looked in it, for the careful sun tanning had given it a glow that really set off that underwear. I even excited myself!
In just a few minutes after “dressing,” if that’s what you would call it, Alan called in to me that Bob was coming, five minutes early as I had hoped. I quickly turned on the water in the bathroom to, supposedly keep me from hearing his arrival, and prepared for my entrance. Then, looking down and combing my hair, I came through the door into the living room, saying, “How do I look? This is my wedding outfit!”
There was absolute silence at first, and then both men exclaimed, “Wow!”
I looked up with absolute (feigned) shock at hearing Bob’s voice, standing still in a shocked reaction, and then placing my hand over my crotch in a traditional September Morn pose, I shrieked, “My god, Bob, what’re you doing here? You’re early!” I then scurried back into the bedroom after giving him plenty of time to stare! I quickly put on the little white dress that I had laid out, and reemerged, still blushing (partly real, partly the result of judicious patting), saying, “I can’t believe this! I might as well have been naked! Alan, why didn’t you say that Bob was here?”
Alan didn’t say anything, of course, and Bob, with a big smile, flattered me with, “That is the virtue of being prompt! You never know when a beautiful nymph will pop up, and what could be nicer than the almost naked nymph I just saw!”
“Oh you! Oh, well, you’ve seen most of it before, so I suppose it doesn’t matter too much, but, if I’m going to put on a show, I would like to know the schedule!” The evening was off to a great start and Alan, later, whispered to me, “Man, that was an entrance! Thank heaven for that pill or I’d probably broken that stent – or my cock!” I had a delicious dinner and two men making me the center of the evening. They teased me throughout the evening about Bob seeing me and my underwear. Commenting about what all the people around us would say if they knew what I had under my demure white dress. Asking, “What kind of bride would wear things like that under her wedding gown?” “What would your Aunt Agatha say! “ Alan joined Bob in those jibes, almost as if he were just another man rather than my husband. I blushed, I simpered, I made silly, even sexy replies. I loved it, and was on a high all during dinner, and I was floating on air when we drove home!



What more could I ask? The answer; two men making me the center after the dinner! Things really heated up on the way home. I was in the center of three people in a two seat car, squeezed between Alan and Bob. As I slid over to the middle, my short skirt pulled up almost to my hose tops, exhibiting my legs, making them look sexy and long. Both men continuously glanced down, making me hotter as we drove. Bob finally broke the silence, saying, “I didn’t even know that women wore regular hose anymore! I hate pantyhose, but that’s about all you see. I love seeing a woman’s thighs above her stocking tops – I think all men do!” Alan joined him, agreeing, “I’ve always felt that way. Nothing is sexier than seeing supporter straps going up a woman’s legs!”
Those comments provided a wonderful opening, so I did the obvious thing – I reached down, caught the bottom of my skirt, and just pulled it all the way up, exposing all of my legs and, probably, the crotch of my panties. “There, is that what you meant? Oops, keep your eyes on the road, Alan! I never liked pantyhose either – they’re too confining and ungodly inconvenient. Panties, garter belt and hose are much nicer if I have to wear hose. They do make a woman’s legs look nice!” Needless to say, I got immediate agreement from each man, and I could feel eyes focused on my thighs the rest of the way home with Alan having to pay attention to me and the road! He said later that night that when I’m showing something like that, or when I’m lying there being felt while the sunscreen is being applied, it’s like looking at another woman, not his wife – but knowing that it is his wife, makes it very exciting! I didn’t quite understand that, but I really enjoyed being looked at (and felt), so I accepted his view without argument. In any case, if seeing me exposed like that was good for him, it certainly was good for me and I could feel safe in all this sex play because my husband was there! A very nice situation!
We got home about 9:00, and I slid out of the car with my skirt up over my panties, giving Bob an excellent view of thinly veiled cunt hair. The sun was just setting and was spectacular, as usual. I started to slump down on the chaise to watch it, but suddenly thought and said, “Darn, I don’t want to sit out here in this white dress! I’ll have to go in and change.”
Alan quickly responded, “You’ll miss it if you go in! Just take the dress off and stay out here!”
“Gods, I can’t do that! I’ve got almost nothing under it. I can’t stay out here like that!”
“Why not? No one else can see you and we’ve already seen what you’ve got on! Go ahead, take it off and lie down.”
That, of course, is what I want to hear, so “convinced,” I did just as he suggested. I unzipped the dress, stepped out of it, loosely folded it over the back of the chaise and lay down – sheer panties, sheer bra, matching garter belt and hose, all on view! It was now twilight and getting darker, but not so dark that anything was really hidden. I loved it – more naked than naked in some ways. Funny, almost naked but with sheer material masking me was almost sexier than if I were nude. Certainly, I had plenty of attention and the conversation was desultory since sex was on everyone’s mind. When I got up and took the dress in to hang it up, the disappointment was clear, but when I came back with drinks, still “dressed” the same way, euphoria set in. We set there, my exposure on everyone’s mind, talking about nothing. Finally, I got up and walked around a bit, knowing the garter belt and hose made everything different. Alan insisted that I have a picture taken with Bob and I felt very sexy being photographed like that! The moon was up, shining brightly, so I really was like a model on a runway! I was hot – and so were they! There was silence, as I put on my show, until I sighed, “Oh, this is a beautiful night! I wish I could walk along the beach with my feet in the water!’
Bob answered, “Well, why not! I don’t see anyone stopping you. I think it would be fun, too.”
Alan, got up, “Come on, let’s go!
“Oh, I’d love to, as I said, but I can’t go like this! I’d wreck my hose and I just don’t feel like changing!’ Obviously, changing would have meant taking off my underwear and putting on a bikini bottom, but, of course, that’s not I wanted.
Anan responded, “Oh, for heaven’s sake, take off your hose and garter belt and come on! It’s dark and no one’s around!”
Sufficiently convinced to do what I wanted to do, I sat down with an appreciative audience and peeled my hose down, unhooked my garter belt, and, for no logical reason, removed my bra. Standing up, wearing only my transparent panties, I ran down our path to the beach with the audience following me. Later, Alan told me that if he hadn’t known better, he would have thought I was naked. It really was fun. The waves were breaking a little off shore, so I was up to my knees when it came in, down to my ankles when it went out. When the moon came out, it was almost like daylight and the surf was beautiful. Naturally, the sedate strolling at the water line morphed into “catch Nita,” and I ran, squealing as expected, away from my attackers. When caught, of course, my tits got a real going over. Finally, half accident, half premeditation, I fell into the knee-deep water and required help getting up, lifted by my “handles,” of course. However, as I had anticipated, when I came up, my panties did not! I, naturally, was not immediately aware of the “catastrophe,” giving time for my bottom and cunt hair to be viewed! I then screamed in embarrassment at my exposure and quickly pulled the panties back up.
Shortly after that we left the beach and went back to our cottage where I grabbed a towel, saying, as I dried off, “See Alan, that’s why I can’t wear those other panties in the water, particularly when other people are on the beach! Panties just are not made for standing in the surf, much less for swimming!” All the time I was drying off and talking, I was standing facing Alan and Bob, conveniently “forgetting” that my transparent panties were soaking wet and invisible. I might as well have been standing there naked with every hair on my cunt clearly visible. Suddenly, I looked down and put the towel over my front, crying out in dismay, “God, these panties don’t hide anything! I hope you two are satisfied!” I hurried into the bedroom, showing my almost naked behind as I did so, calling back, “I’m not coming back out tonight!”
Bob left soon after, but not before he and Alan had a good laugh at my expense – but also sharing some very complementary comments on my body. I listened intently at the door to those comments and was very pleased with myself. When Alan came into the bedroom, I met him with a big smile, asking, “Well, did you like it? Was that the show you wanted?” His response was just what I wanted to hear.
“That was perfect! You looked wonderful in the panties and bra – they showed everything! The garter belt and hose made you look sexier than anything that Bob had ever seen. He couldn’t believe it! Every time we were alone, he couldn’t stop talking about how you looked. I couldn’t believe it when you stripped down to those sheer panties and went down to the beach – you certainly got you tits felt again! And then, having you panties come down so we saw you actually naked…I don’t know how you did it so naturally! But, standing here while you dried off showing yourself in the wet panties…well, as I said, you were perfect!”
“Oh, honey, I’m glad you feel that way! I managed to show everything but, still, we’re moving more slowly. I supposedly haven’t deliberately shown him my cunt, much less let him touch it. I feel better about that. As I said, I don’t want to rush things. Tomorrow, I’ll wear my regular swimming pants, without a bra, of course, and let him feel me again. But, up to now, when I let him spread the sunscreen over my legs, I’ve kept my legs together. I think I’ll open them tomorrow so that when he’s doing my thighs, he’ll see the crotch of my bikini and, probably feel my cunt area through the suit. He won’t get much of a real feel, but it another small step that doesn’t seem to be rushed. Maybe, if you want me to, I’ll make sure that some hair will have escaped my pants so he can see and touch it! How’s that for a plan?”
“That’s perfect! Nita, you are a wonder! You’re certainly better at setting things up innocently than I am! Boy, this is sexy! You really know how to turn a man on…gods, I can’t wait until that damn stent is out! It’s fun showing you off and, even, seeing him play with you, but nothing will come close to fucking you when we get home!”
Sunday, August 9. Another day in paradise, with clear skies and the usual warm temperatures. We did a number of recreational things in the morning – it’s amazing how many things these resorts have for their clients – and had a wonderful time. However, both of us were looking forward to the afternoon swimming and rest in our private area. We both had become addicted to the sex games we were playing, and we freely admitted this to each other. I, to my own great surprise considering my past, was really enjoying the exhibitionism, the exposing of my body to everyone by going topless, but, specifically, to Bob. I really wanted him to see everything, including my cunt! I didn’t actually know why, it was so foreign to me, but the last few days, less than a full week, had wakened something in me. I told Alan that I would do anything he wanted, but I didn’t necessarily want to know just what that was!
Alan was equally addicted, or even more so. As I said before, I think his inability to screw me somehow made him want to see me in sexual situations. Exposing my body excited him mentally, and seeing me being felt by Bob made that excitement far greater. He said that I seemed to be a different woman when I was showing off or being fondled – as he said, just a very sexy, intriguing woman who happened to be his wife. He saw me in a different way, a different context, and it made me sexier than ever for him. As tourists, we had been taking hundreds of digital photographs and many of them were of me topless with people around, particularly when I was out wearing those turquoise panties. However, more and more were of me posed with Bob and with me almost naked (like the ones taken after dinner Saturday night), and others of me being worked on by Bob when he was putting sunscreen on or just feeling my boobs. He even posed me down near the surf with Bob behind me with his hands holding my tits. The thing that probably would arouse us most when we got home was Alan setting up our very small movie cameras so that the action in our rather private area would be recorded in high definition. That part of the recording of that I had seen made me very hot, seeing me lying there with Bob feeling me. X-rated! But fun! I knew that Alan was eager to have my cunt exposed, but I still wanted to postpone that for another day, so I proceeded with my plan to let Bob feel my cunt through my suit pants first, and even that should make a sexy film!
It was peculiar, in a way, being the one making the decisions about these sexual contacts, because I never would have dreamed of doing any of these things just a little over a week ago. I was really shocked when Bob felt the outer bulge of my breasts, and, now, here I was arranging for him to come very close to my cunt! Alan had masterminded things at first and I’d just went along with what he arranged, and I was honestly embarrassed about some of his schemes. I couldn’t understand why he wanted his wife, his bride, to be exposed and, even, felt, but I had gone along – and enjoyed it! Now, I was organizing the next step!
We went into the water and played around for awhile before Bob turned up. Actually, Bob’s cottage was right next to ours but, as I said before, screened so that we couldn’t see it, or, of course, he see ours. He also couldn’t see us in “our place” or the path through the low dunes to the water. However, like our cottage, he could see the beach, so when we went down to the water, he could see and, inevitably, join us. The water was very flat that day, so I enjoyed just floating along. I still was new enough to having my breasts out, so I was fascinated by looking downward and seeing them jutting above the surface, the pink nipples projecting skyward. My exposure was not ignored and people swimming or walking through the water invariably gave them a long, if surreptitious, look. Bob, of course, stared at them, his interest undisguised. Ultimately, when I was standing, he enthusiastically felt them, even commenting once, “You have wonderful tits!” His obviously honest observation made the next step easier.
We left the water and headed for our mats and, after toweling off, threw ourselves down to relax. However, while drying off, I, as I always did, adjusted my bikini so that it was in its proper place. It’s something women do without thinking, pulling back out of their bottom crease, adjusting the crotch so it covers what it’s supposed to cover, etc. This was different however. I was wearing the new suit (i.e. pants) we had bought a few days before and its crotch piece was quite narrow between my legs. Instead of arranging it so that as much as possible was covered, I actually pulled it inward so that it sank into the slit of my cunt, leaving hair and part of a cunt lip on each side. In addition, I left the back sunk into the crease between my hips, leaving most of my bottom bare. Normally, having the crotch piece pulled in like that would not have mattered, because I had always kept my legs tightly closed when Bob was applying the sunscreen to my legs. Nothing between my legs could be seen. Actually, he had never even been able to feel the inside of my thighs and he had touched the crotch of my pants only at the top in front and the seat of the pants in back, Now, for the first time, I was setting myself up for a more intimate application of the cream.
Looking up at Alan with what was a conspiratorial smile, I lay flat and waited for Bob to take the initiative and cover me with sunscreen. I didn’t have long to wait as he covered his hands with the lotion and, immediately, began to smooth it in on my tits. He handled each carefully, not even concealing that his real goal was just to feel them. Alan was taking it all in while supposedly glancing at the paper. In any case, there was no longer, if there ever was, any question that he didn’t mind having his wife’s tits felt. So, I just lay there letting him run his hands all over me while protecting me from sunburn. He worked his way down my sides and along my legs to my feet. At that point, he usually came back up on the tops of my legs, trying “innocently” to slip his fingers between my legs onto my thighs when he passed my knees. Before, as I said before, I prevented that exploration by squeezing my legs together. This time was different!
As his fingers ran up my legs above, in pushed downward as usual, but instead of being repulsed as usual, they went right down to the mat as I unexpectedly opened my legs. It was almost funny as his hand stopped moving, probably in shock. However, he quickly recovered and ran his hand upward over my thigh, presumably rubbing sunscreen into that vulnerable area. He rubbed thighs well above my knee when, with great courage, I just let my legs spread, leaving a clear path to my barely covered crotch. Fortunately, the one camera that Alan had strategically placed caught the moment, and when I saw it later I was surprised at the amount of exposure. At the time, of course, all I knew was that he definitely could see all of my upper legs, the crotch of my bathing suit and a significant part of my cunt area. At that moment I had the most peculiar sensation, almost as if two people were battling in my mind! I could have sworn that I heard Aunt Agatha almost scream out, “Close your legs, girl! He’ll see everything!” At the same time, Alan was urging me on, “Open wider, honey! Show him your cunt!” I know that it was my imagination, but it seemed so real! In any case, Alan (and my own desires) won the battle and I did spread wider as Bob’s fingers reached the crease of my leg and the edge of my pants.
I was already aroused (and a bit scared), but when I felt his fingers going along the outside of my cunt lips, I actually moved a bit, a visible reaction I was able to dampen down, but internal tremors continued. The crotch of the suit was firmly in the groove of my cunt, but I was bare to his touch all along the hem; the hair covered lips were available for viewing and feeling. He certainly took advantage of the opportunity, exploring the entire, suit crotch and the exposed flesh and hair. It didn’t last a long time and he continued the fiction that he was merely applying sunscreen, and I just lay there, matter-of-factly ignoring that a very private area was being explored. When his fingertips ran along the edge of my cunt lips, I couldn’t help but react, but I did, barely, manage to restrain myself! Fortunately, my suit was still damp from swimming, or the moisture flowing out of my hot cunt would have proved that I was not so calm and matter-of-fact at all!
The whole scenario was repeated when I turned over and he applied the lotion on my back He started at the top, but very quickly got to my bottom – or, my ass as Alan refers to it, a term which, in some ways, seems more appropriate in cases like this, just as “tits” seems right. With the suit pulled up and firmly sunk into the division of my hips, there was practically nothing hidden. As he ran his fingers over the cheeks, he touched at least 95 %, leaving only that thin, embedded cloth that hid my…. well, my asshole! (I know I’ve never said or written that before!) With my legs spread as before, his fingers once again delved between them and re-explored the crotch area, probably hoping to find a path underneath the suit. However, my very private parts, my clit and cunt hole, remained securely under their protecting cloth. Still, having him feel almost my entire bare bottom and coming very close, again, to my cunt, was almost all I could stand without going off!
Bob spread the sunscreen over me for as long as he could and, reluctantly, had to stop when he had covered every square inch of my lower anatomy several times. The crotch material of my pants had been thoroughly explored as well as the hair covered lips that peeked out from under. All I could think of was, “Oh, gods, he’s feeling my cunt!” Then, “He’s feeling my ass! He almost got under the pants! Oh, I hope Alan’s looking! Damn, I have to wear regular panties so he can get under!”
That last thought was still with me much later when we finally got inside and I ran to the bedroom. “Oh, Alan, he felt me! Did you see how he ran his fingers through the hair on my cunt? I could feel then going right along the edge of my cunt lips right in the crease of my leg!” Alan, of course, had been looking the entire time. Actually, Bob was so fascinated by the chance to really feel me that he didn’t look over at Alan, freeing Alan to even raise up to get a better view a couple of times. When we looked at the replay on the camera, you could actually see Bob’s fingers right in the hair alongside my pants. Seeing that full size when we got home was going to be unbelievable. At that point, I was resolved to give in and just wear my bathing suit panties tomorrow if Alan still wanted me to.
That question was soon resolved as I gyrated on the bed, being fingered and licked to orgasm, gasping out how I loved having Bob feel my cunt and ass, even if the pants covered part, the most important part, of me. He did want me to. I erupted several times before finally calming down, but by then, the damage was done, if, in fact, it was damage. While in the throes of sexual ecstasy, I admitted that I loved it and that Alan could strip me naked if he wanted to. When sanity returned, I was committed to wearing the panties tomorrow and letting Bob really feel me! I decided that I would quit worrying about rushing things and just “go with the flow.” The only question was of exactly what to do first.



Monday August 10th. Monday came, as it always does, the ninth day of our honeymoon! We had been married for all of ten days and I was prepared to let another man see and feel me completely naked. Alan and I had worked out a complete scenario so it could happen – lying there in bed last night, scheming about how we could make it happen, was weird, but we both knew we wanted it. Once again, if Alan’s cock could have worked, it would have been a record breaking night, but we had to postpone that until we got home. That being the case, we planned to enjoy the illicit fun with Bob now and remember it then! As it happened, everything went as we had hoped, and it was even better than we expected – Bob even threw in something completely unexpected that really turned us on!
I’ll admit that, despite getting hot at the thought, I was somewhat apprehensive at the idea of actually having his hands on my cunt and being naked. As a result, we planned to leave less time for those things that day. So, we went scuba diving off of a nearby key, staying there into the afternoon. It actually was fun and I even was able concentrate on the fish and under water sights for most of the time. We got back to our cottage about mid-afternoon and, to no real surprise, Bob came over just as we were going in. Obviously, he had been watching for our return! Alan got them a couple of drinks and headed down to our place. As they left, I told them that I wanted to change suits and rinse out the one I had worn that morning, but that I’d be right out. I did change, and in a few minutes, I joined them wearing the pink panties we had bought on Wednesday.
“Wow, look at you,” Bob blurted out as I sat down on the mats. You look very sexy!”
“Well, I’ve had enough water for today, do I thought I might as well wear another pair of the panties we bought. I darn sure can’t wear panties into the water.” then, blushing, “I proved that yesterday, thanks to you two!”
Alan chimed in with, “Pink really looks good on you! Actually, I bet they’d look better wet!”
“Now, you just forget that! I’ll wear the panties on dry land, but not in the water! I’m not even sure about wearing these pink ones on the beach the way I wore the turquoise and blue ones. These are fine for lying here like this, but probably not when anyone else can see them. I shouldn’t be wearing panties out in company, anyway! Here, give me the sunscreen! I had a lot on while we were diving, but it’s washed off by now.”
As we had anticipated, Bob immediately offered to put it on me (a very safe assumption on our part), and I just lay back and let him do it. I was still a bit apprehensive about how I would respond if, as we expected, he went under my panties, but, honestly, I was looking forward to it! He put a large quantity of the lotion on his hand, quickly did my shoulders and concentrated on my tits. It’s amazing how rapidly feeling my tits became commonplace and I accepted his hands on them almost as if they were Alan’s – of course, not too long before, Alan feeling them had been traumatic! In this case, I felt relatively little as he fondled and squeezed them because I was internally atwitter about what he would do when he got down to my panties. First, the material was very thin if he felt me through them, and the elastic holding them on was not designed to keep fingers from exploring underneath them. We had planned on this, but, of course, there always was the possibility that he would be gentlemanly and not take advantage of the situation! Fat chance!
He smoothed the sunscreen over my stomach as he had done before, but when he reached the top of the panties, they didn’t resist as the bathing suit did, and his fingers went, unimpeded underneath and into my cunt hair. It took a great deal of nerve to ignore what he was doing and just lie there as if nothing unusual was going on! It didn’t last long, just a quick swipe through the hair and back out and down my legs. As he had before, he spread the lotion on the top and sides of my legs down to my feet, and started back up. This, of course, is where, until yesterday, I had kept my legs together, frustrating any efforts to feel my thighs and upwards. Yesterday I had finally opened them and permitted him to feel up to the crotch of my suit and the edge of my cunt. Today, however, there was only the extremely thin crotch piece of the panties and the relatively weak elastic protecting me. My previous desire to slow things down would have required me to keep my legs closed for another day, but that desire was gone! So, I opened my legs and welcomed his endeavors. However, yesterday I had actually spread my legs, giving him plenty of room to work on my entire crotch, particularly the partially exposed cut lips. This time I was more conservative (if I can even use that word in a case like this), and just opened up enough that his hand could go between my legs up my thighs. When he got to the top, it was easy for him to feel my cunt through my panties, but the leg elastic bands were locked in the crease of my leg where he couldn’t get to them. Still, the thin fabric was no impediment to his knowing the feel of my cunt! He stroked up and down, running his fingers through the groove between the lips and, even, wiggling the tips over my clit. He didn’t actually touch my cunt, but he certainly knew what it felt like!
This didn’t take long – actually, I clamped my legs together to cause him to move on – but, in addition to the unbelievable sensation of Bob’s fingers working on my cunt through the panties, I could actually see his hand moving as I peered down between my tits! I was too wrapped up in the whole scenario to go off, but if his fingers had tickled my clit a little longer, I might have! In any case, he finished and we all just lay there talking about mundane things. Mostly, I just lay there, not really trusting my conversational abilities after being felt and anticipating more. Finally, the time came for me to turn over and offer my other side to Bob’s manipulations.
As always, he started at my shoulders and worked downwards, hardly bothering with the bulge of my breasts – he had more important areas to touch! His hand ran all over my back and along my hips, over all the exposed areas. Then, without hesitation, slide the hand right underneath the hip level waistband of my panties, going downward almost to my cunt. My legs were together, so he couldn’t actually get to it, just to the beginning of the lips. Then, totally unexpectedly, he drew his finger back up through the division of my bottom, right over my…my.. Asshole! The finger actually paused there and rubbed it for an instant, and he pulled his hand back out and went on down my legs as if nothing had happened! I was in a state of shock! I had never even thought of being touched there – I thought he would just feel my hips but not to go in there! I suddenly had a different type of arousal which fired me up, but made me worry a bit about the next act in our planned scenario!
We lay there, casually talking and, as it was getting on toward supper time, I suggested that we probably should go in. Alan then said, “It’s still pretty hot. I’d like to take another dip before we go eat.”
I, of course, as planned, replied, “Go ahead if you want to. I’m not going in again, for I don’t want to go inside and change and I can’t go in the water wearing these panties. You two go ahead, I’ll wait here.” This, of course, was what Alan expected, and, after signaling Bob, he got up, reached down and put one arm behind my shoulder and his other hand under my knees. Bob did the same thing from the other side and, suddenly, I was lifted up and the almost ran with me to the water. I, of course, was kicking and screaming, demanding that they put me down, etc.! The beach was almost deserted, but the few people walking along the shore stared and laughed as I was carried into the water and, unceremoniously, dumped in over my head. I floundered around trying to get my feet under me and, finally surfaced, wiping the water from my eyes. “Unfortunately,” in the struggle and the battle with the waves, my panties had slipped down, revealing my entire triangle of cunt hair. I stood there with the water at my thighs, saying nasty things to Alan and Bob, when a chorus of whistles and appreciative calls alerted me to my exposure! I dropped down under the water, jerked my panties up while turning beet red, and swam further out away from shore.
Actually, I had expected to have my panties down, but not so early and, certainly, without an audience! Thus, my blushing and flustered reaction was legitimate. I was embarrassed which worked well with our plans – I didn’t have to act! In fact, when facing them after recovering my composure, I was able to rant at them with real sincerity. They, definitely, merely laughed and began a game of “swimming under water and pulling Nita’s panties down!” They loved that game (and, of course, so did I), and both availed themselves of judicious fondling as my panties went up and down. For the first time, Bob actually had his hand, briefly, on my bare cunt. I loved it, although I got tired of being dunked under water. So, I signaled Alan that it was time for the next step in our scenario. As he swam toward me and I “attempted” to get away, I pushed my panties down my legs until they were below my hips. When Alan caught me, he grabbed the panties by the crotch and easily pulled them off. I screamed in horror, yelling, “Alan give them back! Come on, that’s not funny, give them back!”
Needless to say, he ignored my commands and swam away with a naked me following. I didn’t know if anyone on shore could see my naked bottom as I swam vigorously after him and, frankly, I didn’t care. He led me a chase, dangling the panties from his fingers as I got close, then swimming away. Then, we proceeded with our plan (which I actually had suggested) to turn the chase into a keep-a-way game, or “throw Nita’s panties over her head to the other man and drive her crazy” game. I would get to the guy with the panties, struggle while he held them over his head, and, after an appropriate time of wrestling (and feeling), he would throw them to the other. Finally, exhausted, I gave up. Waiting until I could see that there was nobody nearby on the beach, I cried, “Keep the damn panties! I’m going in!” Leaving them, I waded ashore, falling once in the surf, and, bent over to hide what I could, darted toward our place.
There was no one nearby, but I still had the feeling the eyes were upon me as I ran. However, a week ago I could never run across that beach naked if there was no one in fifty miles! Alan and Bob were still struggling through the surf when I reached the mats, so I had time to quickly grab a towel, run it over my body and, then, tie it around my waist. I could have run to the cottage immediately, but that was not in our plans. I waited until they were almost on me before I turned up the path and “tried” to escape – of course, I didn’t make it! I barely got to the edge of the mats before they caught me, Alan yelled, “Here, Nita, you forgot your panties!” Bob saved his breath and caught the loosely tied towel as I turned to run. As I tried to pull away, needless to say, he ended up with a towel in his hand and I ended up naked! I grabbed one corner of the towel and we began a struggle over it, me so worked up and angry (supposedly) that I ignored my nudity. If anyone had been near it would have been quite a sight. As I said before, when I lay down, I was concealed by the low dunes on both sides of out mats, but when I sat up I could see all up and down the beach. Of course, anyone out there could see me when I sat up. Now, I was standing, naked, fighting over a towel!
Obviously, that was not a battle that I was going to win, even if I wanted to, and eventually, the towel slipped from my hand as I lost my footing and fell, unceremoniously, to the mats. I lay there, flat on my back, saying very unkind things about both men, so furious that I wasn’t concerned about my exposure. Suddenly sanity returned and I hastily attempted to cover my pubic area with my hands. “Come on, you guys! Stop this! Let me put something on!”
Alan laughed, “Why do you want to put something on? You look good this way! What do you think, Bob?”
“Right, bare is better!!”
“You clowns! Damn it, let me up!“ I started struggling again, requiring me to remove my sheltering hand, exposing myself completely. I got partway up and fell back down, my legs going up and spreading as I hit the mat, giving a good, if quick, view of my cunt.
“Wow, honey, there’s nothing better than fighting a nude woman. That was a great view, huh Bob?”
“Yeah, the more she fights, the better it is!”
Finally, I gave in and just lay there. I looked up at them and began another tirade and, suddenly, really gave up, saying, laughing as I did so, “Ok, go ahead! Look! You’ve seen it all now, anyway!” Our scenario had come to its conclusion and I was naked in front of Bob, which is what we’d planned. Oddly enough, I wasn’t even nervous of embarrassed – in fact, I felt like preening and displaying myself!
However, that equanimity vanished when Bob grinned and said, “It’s nice to see that you’re a real blond!”
Before I could react, even realize what he had said, Alan chimed in with, “Yep, every hair is blond!”
With that, I was embarrassed and I reflectively slapped my hand over my triangle of cunt hair and drew my legs up to hide as much as possible. Almost immediately, I recovered, took my hand away and, with mock anger, squealed at them, “If you two are going to talk about my hair color, I’m going in!” Then, without hurrying or covering myself, I sedately walked away.
My haughty exit was hampered, however, when Bob called out, “That’s a nice little ass!” I broke and ran, feeling a blush of historic proportions washing over me.
That evening really was fun as the three of us tried another restaurant, one that was off the beach so that I had to cover up. All evening there were sly comments from each of them about various parts of my anatomy. Bob seemed as free as Alan, even specifically mentioning my blond hair several times. I loved it; like a schoolgirl being attended by two attractive men and being teased like schoolgirls like to be teased – getting to act kittenish and shyly embarrassed when any subtlety sexual allusion is made. As we walked home down the beach, the men seemed to take turns putting their arms around me, giving my tits a delicate squeeze, even commenting one time that my tits feel really nice through a shirt, but not as good as bare! I honestly don’t recall which one said it, but, in any case, the other agreed. It really was almost as if I wasn’t married to Alan, just out with two men who acted as fraternity brothers rather than a husband and a friend, a new friend at that. Thus, our scheme for our day’s activities has gone perfectly. Bob’s fingers had been in my cunt hair and he had felt my entire ass, even touched my asshole. I had been naked just as we had planned – me being innocent and, despite my struggles, being stripped by them. My cunt hadn’t been felt yet or, for that matter, been seen close up, but that was to be part of tomorrow’s activities! First, however, I needed a session of sex from Alan’s tongue and fingers to calm me down for today!
Tuesday, August 11. Another perfect day in paradise, and Alan and I had made plans for more sexual activities involving Bob. It’s funny how your perspective can change so quickly. We came to Belize for a honeymoon, just the two of us with no thought or interest in other people. However, most honeymooners are wrapped up with each other because, at least in large part, of sex. Unfortunately, that was postponed for us (except for Alan working on me), so our experience was different. We did all of the tourist things, like everyone else, but that important element that makes honeymoons different from regular vacations was missing form ours. The first three days were fun but quiet, and then we met Bob.
Somehow, he seemed to bring something of the missing element, in part by his obvious interest in looking over my body. As I said before, I always was very conservative in dress, showing little or nothing until I met Alan, and, even then, my exposure was private. Now, suddenly, I was on a beach, somewhat secluded but not private, wearing a bikini much briefer than I had ever conceived of. Then, Bob not only scanned my body in a way that made me very self-conscious, but surprisingly for a newly married woman, not unpleasantly so. Then, when he felt the sides of my breasts, my mind was really in a tizzy. But, the sex play in the water, the blatant feeling of by boobs by Alan and Bob and, then, of all things, going topless in public – suddenly, a relatively sexless honeymoon took on a completely different aspect! Things just pyramided after that with both Alan and me doing things that would have been inconceivable two weeks, or for that matter, a week ago. Somehow, and inexplicably, as said before, the sexual element that was missing was found in a kind of threesome.
Alan obviously was turned on by exposing me and putting me into sexual situations with Bob, situations which became more and more erotic. He wanted for Bob to see and feel me, going further each time. Even more surprising, I liked it, going along with each new step, each new exposure! As I detailed above, I had that sudden feeling that we were going too fast, but I never suggested that we should do anything but slow things down. Certainly, I never suggested, or even mentioned stopping, just going a bit slower. When Alan agreed to that, I was, in effect, given control of our timetable, and Alan and I became co-conspirators, not just him acting and me going along. So, we planned the sex games in which I wore panties instead of bathing suit pants so Bob could feel under them! We planned the games in the water that led to me being naked! Somehow, the issue of how fast to go no longer concerned me. So, here it was, Tuesday, married for eleven days, and I was preparing to be naked and fondled by another man, a man I had just met a week ago! And, perhaps the oddest thing, my husband of eleven days was eagerly looking forward to watching!
I should say that sex was not all we were thinking of, for we went golfing Tuesday morning, August 11. I know little about the game, but the resort included golf among its amenities and Alan wanted to try the course. We had lunch at the clubhouse and returned to the cottage in the early afternoon. Wearing my regular suit bottoms that were not as daring as the bikini pants I had bought locally or, of course, the panties I had worn before. Thus, I was, relatively, conservative despite having bare breasts. We were surprised, and disappointed that Bob did not show up immediately, so I put sunscreen on myself (with Alan doing my back) and we headed for the water, just as he arrived. He joined us, of course, and the three of us plunged into the incoming waves. There were quite a few people on the beach and in the water, but the area directly in front of our cottage and “spot” was still pretty unoccupied, letting Alan and me proceed with the “plan for today!”
We played around, jumping over the waves before they broke and, particularly me, floating in the quieter water away from shore. However, a major part of my floating was me being pulled through the water with my “handles” grasped firmly by one or the other of the men. I couldn’t help wondering how much the people on the beach could see. That became more significant when I was being floated by Bob’s grip on my tits and Alan, standing at my feet, reached up, grabbed the top of my pants, which was low on my hips, and pulled down. Suddenly, my pants were whipped down my legs, and before I could even react, even to protest, they were off in Alan’s hand as he swam away. There I was, held up by Bob’s hands on my breasts with my now-naked body floating on the surface! I gasped and struggled, pulled away from Bob, and finally got my feet under me.



“Alan! Give me my pants back! Alan, there’re people here! Please!” I was frantic (seemingly) to get my pants back and was (actually) concerned about what other people might have seen the instant that I was floating naked with my cunt hair above the surface! Of course, the exposure was brief and I saw no reaction by anyone, but that part of the situation was worrisome. In any case, the game of “keep-away” was started and continued as my pants flew through the air, and that, I’m sure was noticed. This game went on for some time, as before, with naked me struggling with the pants-holder, whichever it was, while being thoroughly felt. All three of us enjoyed that while the charade went on and my tits and cunt were explored under the water. Eventually, the game got old for me, and my pleas became more insistent.
“Come on, Nita, do what you did last time. Run to shore and we’ll follow!”
“Damn it, Alan, you know I can’t do that! There are people all over the place! Give me my pants!”

“No, we want to see how fast you can run!”
This went on for some time, with me becoming more desperate as the relaying of my pants became more tiresome.
“Ok, Nita, I’ll give your pants if you’ll promise to take them back off when we get back to our place.”
“You’re kidding! I can’t do that! Please, come on, Alan. Give me my pants!”

This went on for some time, with Bob chiming in, saying, “Do what your husband says! Remember, you promised to obey!”
“Damn it, I didn’t promise to obey and even if I had, I’m not going to do it!”
“Well, I think I’ve been in the water long enough. What do you think, Bob? Should we go in?”
“Yeah, I’m getting waterlogged.”
“Don’t you dare leave me here! Give me my damn pants!” Finally, as they started inward, I thought that I had held out long enough, and I yelled out to Alan, “All right, you…you…whatever, bring them back and I’ll do it!”
“Promise? Say what you’ll do!”
“I’ll get you for this, damn it! Ok, I’ll take my pants off when we get in.”
“And stay that way!”
“Oh, Alan, I can’t do that!” Then, as he turned away and started inward, I continued, “All right, blast it, I’ll stay that way! Give me my damn pants!” He turned back with a big grin and threw them to me – fortunately, I caught them, put them on, with difficulty, and headed for the next stage!
I’m sure I was blushing as I walked up on the beach, certain that everyone there knew what was going on. Obviously, while they might have caught a glimpse of my naked body as I struggled with Alan and Bob, they couldn’t know that I intended to lie naked on our mats right on the other side of the low dunes. However, as I got to our place, I “tried” to cheat and run up the path to our cottage. Of course, Alan, with Bob’s help, grabbed me and said, “Oh no you don’t. I thought you would try to get away! You made a promise, and you’re going to keep it.”
“A promise that was made under duress! I’m not going to take my pants off!” I began a struggle to get away with, obviously, no expectations of doing so.
Alan grabbed me by my arms and held me still while saying, “Come on Bob, take her pants off.” Without hesitation, Bob did just as Alan said, pulling them off and leaving me naked – just what all of us wanted! Unfortunately, standing up like that exposed me above the top of the low dunes protecting our place, so anyone looking our way from the beach could see me. I quickly dropped down on the mats while struggling and protesting.
“Come on, fellows, let me go! Other people can see me!” When I managed to get down, I continued, “If anybody looks up our opening to the beach, they’ll see me here naked! Let me cover myself!” My efforts and complaints were futile, and, shortly, I was lying, face down (to hide part of me), completely naked. That was exactly what I wanted, but I was still embarrassed despite having been nude yesterday. Then the comments began.
Bob started by observing, “That’s still a nice little ass!”
“Yeah, nice and curvy! Say Nita, you are getting a decent tan without burning. Your bottom is pure white compared with the rest of your skin. Your suit didn’t cover much, but you certainly can see where it was. You’d darn sure had better cover that with sunscreen or you’ll have a sunburned ass for sure!”
“When you two perverts are through discovering the condition of my anatomy and referring to it in that vulgar way, put some sunscreen on me! I don’t even want to turn over! If someone should come up this pass, I’ll kill you! Damn it, I’m naked and there are people right down there on the beach!”
Bob picked up the lotion bottle and looked at Alan, “Do you want to do the honors?” Seeing Alan’s head shake negatively, he proceeded to pour a generous amount into his hands and rub it on my back, starting at the shoulders. He rapidly got down to my hips, saying “Boy you are white here! Interesting problem. If I put a heavy coat of the sunscreen here, it’ll be protected and stay white. If I put a thin coat, it may burn quickly. I’d better put a thicker coat on now and gradually cut back as your skin gets use to being out.”
“Just put it on! I have no intention of having my bottom out bare often enough for it to burn! That is, if you two will let me keep my pants on!”
Alan jumped in, “I don’t know, Nita! You look nice this way. Think of having an allover tan when we get home! We may have to find a nudist camp for you!”
“Yeah, and I may have to look for a new husband who won’t strip me in public and let my delicate anatomy be fondled by other men! Bob!”
While the discussion was going on, Bob was carefully, and very slowly, smoothing the lotion over my bare bottom, the region he had felt under my suit yesterday. When I made the comment about being “fondled by other men,” he deliberately drew his slippery fingers between the cheeks of my bottom from it starting point on my back, down over my asshole and to the start of my cunt lips and back up! He even deliberately pushed in momentarily at the hole itself as he went by it! “Bob, stop that!” I squeezed my ass cheeks together as tight as I could while both Bob and Alan laughed uproariously at my reaction. I was genuinely embarrassed by this unexpected exploration and I imagine that I blushed red all the way down to my hips! He went on down my legs then and, since I kept my legs tightly closed, there was no more sexual contact.
It’s funny how a traumatic experience can rapidly fade and become ordinary. After being stroked and felt, even having my intimate areas touched, I calmed down and just lay there just as if I were covered. The extraordinary becomes mundane very quickly. So, after a few minutes, I entered a normal conversation and, while certainly not forgetting my nakedness, I felt reasonably comfortable and, still, sexually aroused. That equanimity faded, however, when it was time to turn over. Bob had seen my front yesterday and joked about my blond cunt hair, but was different from just lying there, knowing that he was going to feel me. I was looking forward to it, of course, but I was still uneasy. However, the time had come.
I acted normally reluctant to turn over and expose everything, even pulling a towel over my middle, but that was immediately removed, and there I lay – Aunt Agatha would have died of shock on the spot, as well as, when I think about it, so would almost everyone I know! Actually, if anybody had told me ten days ago that I would be lying completely naked in broad daylight with beach goers all around the area, I would have been shocked that they had even thought of such a situation. Then, if you added to that idea that a man, almost a stranger, was not only looking at me but was about to run his hands all over me, including my cunt area, I might have joined Aunt Agatha! Still that was the situation!
Bob made a pro forma offer of the sunscreen bottle to Alan, asking, “Do you want to apply this?” Alan just waved him to go ahead. Interestingly enough, no one suggested that I do it myself since I certainly could reach everything in front. I remembered just a few days ago I said, “No thank you. I’m quite capable of rubbing sunscreen on my tits without help!” Now I wasn’t even asked and I made no protest, even knowing this was going to involve more than just my tits.
It was the most peculiar situation. Alan and Bob talked almost as if weren’t there and as if they were just two guys discussing a woman, not one the husband of the woman. Bob started at my shoulders as always and then reached my breasts. He fondled and squeezed them as he spread the sunscreen, saying, “You know, I think that these are the best tits I’ve ever felt! Hard and soft at the same time. And the nipples are unreal!”
“I know what you mean. I had no idea what they were like when we started to go out together. She always wore blouses and shirts that hid them. I’m glad she’s letting them show – so is everyone else on the beach!” With that, he reached down and squeezed my breast and tweaked a nipple!
Bob continued, inexorably, down my body until he reached my hair line. “She certainly is a true blond! Boy, I’d better put plenty of stuff on that white area! Look, you can see the white skin right through the hair.” I must have been bright red by this time!
“Yeah, she has a lot of hair, but it’s very fine and light. It really feels fluffy and soft and doesn‘t really hide her cunt!”
Bob took that comment as a suggestion and ran his fingers through my cunt hair, ending with his index finger rubbing my clit. “Boy, you’re right, it feels really nice and I’ll bet her cunt does too!” Surprisingly, he didn’t really go much between my legs, just quickly over the lips but not between them. I kept my legs together, but he could have forced his fingers in, but he stayed in the hair and on my clit. I was glad and disappointed at the same time!
He continued sort of fluffing up the hair, obviously fascinated by it. “You know, I’ve always liked a woman with a nice triangle of cunt hair. I’ve never understood why some men prefer a bald cunt! It just doesn’t look right.”
“I feel exactly the same way. I just don’t know why a shaved cunt is considered to be attractive. Why would a man want a woman who looks like a 10-year old girl! If she needs to remove some hair to wear a very brief suit, I can accept that, but I don’t understand why a man would want his girlfriend, wife or, whatever, to look like she wasn’t old enough to grow hair. In any case, Nita’s hair is nice to look at and feel!”
I knew that they were baiting me as they talked, but I couldn‘t hold back. “Damn it, quit talking about me! It’s bad enough having two sex fiends feeling me, but stop talking about it! I knew that if you got my pants off that this would happen. Here I am, an innocent woman, married for less than two weeks, being molested by you two brutes. A husband is supposed to protect his wife, not help debouch her! Quit talking about my tits and cunt or I‘ll damn sure keep them covered and out of your hands! Where’s Aunt Agatha when I need her!”
That brought gales of laughter as they finally got a rise out of me. The result was a wonderful feeling of comradery and closeness and the acceptance of me being naked with them as being natural and normal. Finally, after being covered with sunscreen and lying there for a brief tanning session, I said, “I think I’ve been out long enough. I’m going in, have a shower and lie down awhile before we get something to eat. Give me my pants. I still say that this could be very embarrassing if someone just looked up here as they walked pass on the beach. Me lying here completely naked!’
They both agreed with Alan’s statement, “They’d probably love it! The way people look at you when you go down the beach topless! Hey, there’s an idea, walk down the beach naked and see their reaction!”
“Oh, sure! And get thrown out of the resort! Walking around in public wearing nothing but panties is enough for me. I don’t want a bigger audience – two is more than enough!”
The “conversation” went on for some time before Bob asked, "What are you two doing this evening? There’s a thing with music, dancing and some contest type stuff tonight at Jancie’s. Maybe you’d like to go there. Food’s pretty good, too.”
“Where’s that?”
“It’s further down the beach toward the harbor. Walking distance. It’s a nice little place if you haven’t been there. Lots of college kids go there, but mostly our age.”
“Ok, sounds good, but what should I wear,” I asked.
“Most people wear casual clothes, shorts, bathing suits. Very informal. You could wear those blue panties and a tee shirt and be right in style. That’s what a lot of the girls wear – well, not panties, I guess, but they‘d look good!”
Finally, we agreed that Jancie’s would be fun, and that Bob should come over about six and we’d walk down. It turned out to be a wonderful and very different evening, but before we could get ready, I needed to go off after all the sexual activity of the afternoon. Stripped naked in the water, forced to agree to take my pants off on shore! All planned, of course, but very exciting, anyway! Then, lying there, there, completely naked, while Bob felt just about everything! He had even poked at my asshole, pushing the tip of his finger slightly into me while Alan watched the entire performance. When I turned over, having my tits felt while they talked about my nipples, leading up to Bob running his fingers through my cunt hair! Even more, they talked about the hair, referring to my cunt, a word that had not been used before – and I was able to say tits and cunt! I think I went off three times with Alan working on me while we talked, me gasping most of the time! Alan was equally excited, mentally, about everything that we had done, but he had no physical relief. However, he loved seeing me being played with, and urged me to continue – but at my own pace. We assumed that nothing more would occur that night, but we looked forward to tomorrow when I might let Bob actually see between my legs. For now, however, we were ready for a pleasant evening out.
As I got ready, I chickened out and wore the new bikini suit pants instead of the panties. Actually, the panties covered more, but they were panties and this was a new place. Over them I wore a cover-up that buttoned up the front and went down over my hips. Relatively conservative compared with what I had been wearing. It was a pretty long walk along the beach, but it was pleasant going along the water line.
Jancie’s turned out to be very nice. It was a combination restaurant, dance floor and stage where a small band played while we ate. Afterwards, we watched several acts (mostly local talent) on the stage while quite a large crowd collected, standing behind the table area. Bob had left us for a short time and came back carrying a thin white tee-shirt which he handed and told me to put it on. I had seen a number of girls wearing those shirts, but I hadn’t thought anything of it, but now I had one in my hand. “Why should I put this on, Bob? I can’t put it on anyway. I don’t have a bra on under my cover-up, so I couldn’t do it here! What’s the deal?”
Before Bob could reply, Alan jumped in, “Come on, Nita, put it on! Everybody’s looking at the stage and won’t pay attention to you!”
“What’s going on? What are you two up to?”
“Just put it on! You’ll see!” Bob said as Alan nodded confirmation.
“All right, but you two had better have a damn good reason!” With that, I calmly unbuttoned my cover-up and, unbelievably, took it off, sat there naked to the waist with dozens of people right around me, and struggled into the tee shirt which was at least two sized too small. Looking at Alan and Bob, and ignoring the audience that had just seen my bare tits, I said, “Ok, it’s on! I feel like a sausage in it. I need a lot bigger size if you want me to wear this thing – it fits like the skin!”
However, before either could reply, an MC type jumped onto the stage and, through a microphone, announced to the crowd, “Ok folks, this is what you’re waiting for! All you girls in the tee shirts, come on up on the stage!”
I looked in utter consternation at Alan, getting only, “Go on, Nita! Go on up to the stage!” I saw at least twenty girls, all dressed in those shirts, wending their way through the crowd, propelled by thunderous applause. Before I could even think of protesting, both Alan and Bob had pulled me to my feet and pushed me toward the stage, and, as I stood there, other hands helped and, almost in a daze, I found myself on the steps and, then, on the stage. Ridiculous as it seems now, I had no idea as to what was going on – I think my mind was still on Alan and Bob and what they were up to. Suddenly, two things happened at once – like a flash, I thought this is a wet tee shirt contest, and, at that instant, I was hit on the chest by a blast of frigid water!
Nothing gets your attention faster than having a stream of water hit you, nor does anything cause nipples to stick out so well. I looked down a long line, it turned out, of twenty-one girls with forty-two nipples trying to get out of their now transparent shirts. Mine, of course, made forty-four. All down the line, you could see curvy breasts, mostly visible, crowned by those very visible nipples. The MC made some racy comments about all of us, and called out the names of three judges, one female TV actress form the US, and two men who evidently were well known locals. Those three walked slowly, carefully scrutinizing each pair of breasts and making notes. When each stopped in front of me, I had the most complicated emotions – both embarrassed and competitive at the same time. Then, after a brief consultation with each other, ten girls were eliminated. I was still there. Then, we were wet down again, very thoroughly, and the whole process was gone through again. At that point, seven were removed – and to my honest surprise, I was still there!
With each elimination, there were yells of approval and dissent, and at this last grouping, the place was in an uproar. Finally, after one more, even more thorough wetting down, the MC announced that the winner would be named by the verbal support of the crowd. Each of us was required to parade across the stage, tits visible and bouncing, and he brought us out, one by one. I was really out of it mentally at that point. I not only had never done anything like this, I had never even thought of anything remotely like it. In any case, the MC held his hand over the first girl and received tepid applause, the second girl got the same response, but when he indicated me, there was an unbelievable reaction. It was as close to unanimous as was possible in a crowd like that.
Overwhelmingly, I was voted as having the best tits in a wet tee shirt contest! I didn’t know how to react, of course, but I was giddy and I still don’t know exactly how I reacted or what I said. So, I got a trophy crowned with a nymph with embarrassingly large breasts, and a shirt with “Winner of Jancie’s Annual Wet Tee Shirt Contest” printed on the front. I still have both of them, but no one sees them! Alan got some very explicit pictures, and no one sees them either! I loved the whole thing and when we headed home around 11:00, the walk was shorter because I was floating!
We were talking all at once as we walked, all in a weird state after the surprising victory. We were all drunk on the events of the evening, each having something to add about his or her experiences and feelings. Bob had known of the contest, of course, and had run the idea of entering me by Alan before we left home. Actually, they admitted, they hadn’t really thought that I would win, figuring that some unbelievable pair of tits would show up, but when they saw us all up there with our shirts wet, they were sure that I was better than anyone. Filled with exuberance and excitement, I took off my shirt and danced along bare breasted. It was a lovely night, the moon so bright that you could see almost the full length of our beach as we neared home, the water was very calm, very little surf, and we walked in the water up to our ankles. When we approached our path through the dunes, I stopped and said, “I don’t want to go home yet! I want to go in the water!”



As might be expected, the idea met with an enthusiastic response. There was no one in sight, so, not even hesitating, I pulled off my pants and stood there naked, saying, “You’d take them off in the water, anyway! This way they won’t get lost! Come on!” Not waiting, I ran into the small waves and waded up to my waist, looking back in time to see the two men dropping their pants and shorts and following me, nude, into the water. For the next half-hour we floundered around in the water, chasing around with me, of course, being the quarry. I had hands on my tits, on my ass and all over my cunt. For the first time, Bob had my naked cunt to feel and he made the most of it. Actually, he managed to not only feel my ass and cunt, he was actually able to penetrate both a bit! He couldn’t really get deep into my bottom, but there was no question that his finger was pushing in at the hole and might have been up to the first knuckle. He had more success with my cunt, and was able to insert a finger into it several times and actually finger-fuck me a bit! There was nothing surreptitious about Bob’s exploration of my “charms!” The most obvious time was when the three of us were right together, me floating on the surface with Alan holding me up by my tits with Bob having his hands between my legs! There certainly was nothing secretive about that!
Gradually, we calmed down and left the water. It was something, standing on the beach, completely naked, with two naked men, and not caring. Actually, there was no one nearby, although with the moonlight I could see several figures further down. Anyway, it felt wonderful and, as we walked up our path, carrying our clothes, I had my arms around both men – almost as if I had two husbands. Still, where the path separated, Alan and I went one way, Bob the other. However, I kissed Bob goodnight as we split up, and, as I did so, I felt something poking into my stomach which gave me the idea that he would have liked to take me with him!
After we left Bob and went in, I was so hot that I think that I was going off as I hit the bed! Alan was excited too, of course, and in different circumstances, he would have been on me in a second! Still, he got pleasure out of working on me, and, even if his cock couldn’t get hard, he had everything except the actual act! That’s a big “except,’ of course, but the mental part of the whole thing worked for him. He felt and licked me and, as before, I moved so violently that he had to work to stay in place. After I had come twice, I was finally able to settle down and talk about the evening.
“I can’t believe that I was in a wet tee shirt contest, much less that I won! Oh, I hope the pictures come out – even if no one back home can see them! Gods, what would they think! And, boy, you and Bob really worked me over in the water! He certainly knows what my cunt feels like in the water – my bottom, too!
“Yeah, that was something, seeing his hands between your legs! Did he finger-fuck you?”
“Yeah, he got in, probably an inch or so, and maybe a fingertip in back. He pushed in right at the holes, but the angle probably was wrong to get in any deeper. He certainly tried both places, though! It really felt good to me, being touched! It must have really felt good to him!”
“Damn, that must have been something! I’ll bet he was hard!”
“Oh, he was hard, all right, very hard!”
“Wow, how do you know? Did it touch you?”
“Touch me! The whole time we were together it was rubbing against me, and….and..
he put my hand on it while you were holding me up by my tits! While he had his hand on my cunt, I was holding his cock!”
“My god, how did it feel? Was he really hard?”
“It felt nice, very much like yours. About the same size, and very hard! When he put my hand on it, I started to jerk away, and I thought, ‘why,’ and just held it and even rubbed it a bit! I just can’t believe I did that, but I did. And, when I kissed him good night, it was hard against me then!”
“And you were talking about not going so fast! Man, he must be hot for you! I’ll bet that if he had you alone, he’d put his cock where his finger was!”
“I’m sure that he would try! That’s why I am not going to be alone with him anytime I’m undressed! I know you like all of this and, I’m shocked to admit, so do I, but I’m not going any further down that road! I’ll strip for the two of you, let both of you see and feel everything, but my cherry’s going back home with us! Don’t even think of leaving me alone with him!
“Ok, ok – I won’t leave you alone, but you sure are going to be very well explored by the time we do get home! It’s going to be fun for both of us, actually, all three of us, when you open your legs when he’s rubbing sunscreen on you! I‘ll bet you‘ll go off one of these times when he‘s working on you!”
“That would be embarrassing! It might be fun, though! We’ll see.”
Wednesday, August 12. I woke up, like any other morning in Belize, and suddenly remembered what had happened last night! I won a wet tee shirt contest! The whole experience hit me suddenly, and I felt a wave of heat flow through me as I pictured myself up on that stage, hearing the roar of approval from that crowd! I had never even dreamed of that kind of public exposure or the almost unanimous support from everyone there! The heady feeling that only stage performers ever get was mine! Unbelievable! Then, almost as an afterthought, I remembered holding Bob’s cock while he felt me! That was not quite unalloyed pleasure, for I could foresee complications. Oh, I really enjoyed the whole experience, but I was worried that things could get out of hand if I wasn’t careful. One thing I knew: I was not going to be undressed and alone with Bob! I was going to stick to Alan like a second skin when I was naked! Actually, I really wanted to be naked, wanted to be felt and explored, but no more! I knew that Alan was almost certainly right when he said that Bob probably wanted to put his cock where his finger had been last night – in my cunt! That wasn’t going to happen! There was no question, my cherry’s going back home with us! I was a virgin bride and my husband was going to take it, not a man we had met about a week ago!
That thought got to me! We had met Bob on August 4, and it was now August 12, eight days ago, this would be the ninth, and in that time I had gone from an almost untouched virgin bride to a woman who had walked in public wearing nothing but a pair of very brief panties, been stripped naked by her new husband and another man, won a wet tee shirt contest, and, finally, had her tits and cunt felt by that other man, plus holding his cock! Had any inexperienced woman had so many sexual occurrences in such a short time? Gods, and I had wanted to slow things down! This would be our eleventh day in Belize, leaving nineteen more! I had better put the brakes on this thing before we really went too far! I had to admit, however, that Alan was enjoying everything that we were doing, and certainly wasn’t jealous! Good heavens no! Anything but! Just last night he held me up in the water while Bob felt my cunt! And, I did say what we were doing! Alan started it, but I became a co-conspirator almost immediately – in fact, I started it in a way by letting Bob feel the sides of my breast that first day! In case, for my own peace of mind, I really needed to slow things down and draw the line at I guess would be very heavy petting!
In the meantime, I was very hot and, I’m ashamed to admit that, while Alan was in the shower, I put my hand on my cunt and masturbated to orgasm, thinking of all that had happened yesterday! When I came, the triggering thought was Bob’s cock in my hand! That was embarrassing! I was really going to have to cool things off for awhile. However, Alan was still very upbeat about everything that had happened yesterday and, when I mentioned that I felt a little funny about touching Bob and having him fingering me, he laughed it off, saying, “Come on, Nita, we were all having fun last night! Your tits won the contest, it was a beautiful night, all three of us were hot – what are you worrying about? We both want Bob to play with you. That’s why we planned to take your pants off in the water, and everything has worked out just as we wanted! Here, look at this.”
He opened up his laptop and brought up the pictures that he had downloaded from yesterday showing me lying on the mats, face up, and Bob running his fingers through my cunt hair! He had downloaded the movies from the cameras before, but we had decided to wait and look at them at home in order – although we had peeked at a few scenes like this. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing! It was like looking at a porno movie, or how I assumed a porno movie would look! It was very graphic and you could clearly see his fingers fluffing up the hair and then concentrate on my clit. As I watched that scene, I got so excited that I actually played with my cunt right in front of Alan, something I had never done before.
“See, he said, “you do like it! You like him feeling you and there’s no reason you shouldn’t. I approve, so it’s not being unfaithful or whatever you are worrying about! And, I know that you enjoyed holding his cock last night and I’m glad you did! So, what’s the problem?”
I had to admit what was clearly evident – I did really like the sex play we had had yesterday (and before) and was really excited about it. Probably at a more conservative time I might have argued with Alan’s rationalization of our illicit sexual conduct, but right then I embraced it with enthusiasm! It was what I wanted to hear, so both of us were committed to continue – although neither of us articulated where we thought it would end up. Nature would take its course, but I did repeat, emphatically, “I don’t want you to leave us alone, particularly if I’m naked. My cherry’s going back home with us! Promise you‘ll stay with me!”
“I promise! Any time you’re naked and available, I’ll be right there!”
“Ok, then do what you want! I’ll go along with it, and we‘ll all have a good time!”
We hadn’t made any arrangements with Bob for that morning, so we took a ride through some inland areas, plus seeing several other beaches with more violent surf. That was fun and allowed me, and Alan, to come down a bit from the excitement of last night. We had lunch at a nearby restaurant and returned home for our next adventure. We hadn’t really discussed any plan the way we had before, but it was just understood that I would open my legs to let Bob see my cunt. Of course, he had felt between my legs last night, but things just don’t feel the same under water. It was funny, calmly assuming that I was just going to lie there, probably naked, and let a man see and feel me! I, who had never done anything (except lately with Alan) of a sexual nature and who had absorbed Aunt Agatha’s teaching without question! Weird!
Actually, it turned out to be quite an interesting day with me doing something I had joked about not long ago, going off! We rested awhile and went down to the beach about 3:00, with Bob joining us shortly afterwards. I think that he must have stood at his window waiting for us to arrive. We were in the water for about 45 minutes, playing around as usual, except that they let me keep my pants on. Still, both men managed to get their hands under them, so my cunt and bottom were well felt, as was true of my tits. (Interestingly, I now thought of them as “tits” most of the time, not breasts or, even, boobs!) It was fun and the sexual play no longer was the least bit traumatic. By the time we left the water, we were cool, and I welcomed the heat of the sun through the cover of out shade tree. I started to flop down on the mat after toweling off, but before I could do so, Alan suggested, “Why don’t you take off your pants, Nita?” His question was immediately backed up by Bob, “Yeah, we both like you that way – very sexy!”
“You two are sex fiends! I can’t just lie here naked! What if someone came up the path or, for that matter, just looked up here?” However, as both just stared at me, waiting for me to strip, I gave in, saying, “Oh, ok, but if anyone comes this way you had better be prepared to cover me!” Of course, I had intended to take my pants off, anyway, but doing it after a protest made it easier. So, there I was, completely naked as I turned face down to be less blatant – or, at least, to pretend to be so!
Bob immediately began spreading the sunscreen lotion over me despite the shade. I didn’t make any protest as he worked down my body. It did feel very good as always, and I lay there comfortably and enjoyed the gentle massage. However, when he reached my hips, he just ran his fingers up and down the cheeks, getting closer and closer to the division. Finally, the fingers delved between and ran down the entire furrow until it ended in my cunt. I had relaxed my thighs and, for the first time out of the water, he felt the lips of my cunt and, even, the groove between the lips. One finger actually went into me a bit and, then, slowly came back up, pausing momentarily at my asshole before going on up. Then he reversed and went all the way back between my legs and up again. However, this time, he pushed in slightly at the hole before going on. This happened five or six times, each time his finger became lubricated by the moisture developing in my cunt and transferred that moisture to my asshole, pushing in further each time. For some reason, I became somewhat embarrassed by this penetration and, after the finger went in, probably, to the first knuckle, I protested, “Bob. Stop that!”
Obviously Bob knew what I was objecting to – and Alan, watching avidly did too – but he asked, “Stop what, Nita?” As he asked the question, his newly moistened finger came back to the hole and he just pushed in, impaling me up to his second knuckle and quickly moving in and out, finger-fucking my ass!
“Bob, for heaven’s sake, you know what I mean!” As I said that, I pulled away from him and rolled over on my back, actually blushing as I did so. “That’s indecent!”
Alan asked with a straight face, “What’s wrong, Nita? Bob is just putting the lotion on to protect you from sunburn!”
“I don’t get sunburn there! You’re as bad as he is. You’re probably egging him on. Now I don’t dare lie on my stomach! You’re both incorrigible!”
“Ok, Nita, I’ll concentrate on protecting your skin on your front.” Then, as he cupped and squeezed my breasts, he commented to Alan, “Boy, these are perfect tits! Those other girls last night must have turned green with envy when they saw them revealed in that wet tee shirt! There just was no contest! I’ll be most of the people in that crowd, men and women, would have loved to feel them like this!”
“I don’t doubt that! The looks on their faces was priceless. I’ll bet that 90% of the men had hardons and the women had wet cunts!”
There they were again, talking about me as if I wasn’t there or couldn’t hear them. “Alan, what are you saying? That’s embarrassing, talking about me like that!”
“Come on, Nita, Alan’s right. You could see it on their faces. When your shirt got wet, there was a moment of awed silence and, then, the applause started! I know that my first thought was, ‘Gods, I’ve felt those tits!” As he said that, obviously sincere, he squeezed hard, sending a wave of pleasure through me.
“Well, I guess I’ll have to admit that I’m flattered, but if what you say is true, I’m glad I was up on the stage, not down within reach! I wouldn’t want everybody feeling me! Now, stop talking, it‘s embarrassing.”
That’s when everything changed. Leaving my tits, Bob worked down until he reached my cunt hair. He was just feeling me, making no pretense that he was applying lotion. He ran his fingers through the hair, ruffling it up as he had done yesterday, and moved directly onto my cunt. As he reached my clit, I just opened my legs, giving him full access to everything. He ran his hand all the way between my legs back to my ass and back up. He did that several times, letting his finger trace the way between by cunt lips and slipping a bit inside as he passed my cunt hole. He paused at my clit and went back again, actually letting his fingertip enter my asshole for an instant with no verbal opposition from me, and then into my cunt with the same finger. I was lost, beyond opposition. He finger-fucked my ass and cunt lightly, with me raising my hips to make things more assessable. I wasn’t even aware of it at the time – I really wasn’t aware of anything other than my body – but I had begun moving my pelvis up and down in rhythm with his fingers. I really was in a different world, doing something I never would have conceived of – letting another man set me off, building me up to a tremendous orgasm! He had stopped finger-fucking me and was concentrating exclusively on my clit, finally sending me into a paroxysm of pleasure, twisting and squirming against his hand as he brought me to orgasm.
I lay there, comatose – breathless, heart racing, mind closed down – slowly coming down from the peak. Dimly I heard Bob, gasping out, “Good god, I’ve never seen anything like that! I could hardly keep my hand on her at the finish! You’ll need a seat belt when you’re screwing her. Wow, that was fun, though!”
Finally I recovered enough to say, breathlessly, “Oh, you shouldn’t have done that to me! Heavens, going off right out here on the beach in broad daylight. That’s humiliating! Oh. I can’t even look at you.” As I managed to get that out, I pulled a towel over my head – leaving the rest of me exposed, of course. They wouldn’t permit me to hide, so, shortly, my crimson face was revealed no matter how I would try to cover it. I genuinely was embarrassed because going off like that was completely unexpected and more personal than the nakedness that I had come to enjoy. It was one thing to be seen physically, much more to be seen in that most intimate moment. I had intended to show my cunt and let Bob feel it, but I was totally unprepared for my reaction! It was quite awhile before I could compose myself, but, finally, my shock at what had happened wore off a bit and things returned more to normal. At that point, Alan and Bob felt free to tease me and, while that was somewhat embarrassing, it felt good. At the end of the afternoon, when we prepared to go in, I was able to admit what was obvious – that I had really enjoyed it and, when pressed by Bob, I agreed that we probably could do it again! Shocking!
When Alan and I went in, we began talking about the afternoon’s activities. I was still feeling peculiar about doing such a private thing with another man, but Alan tried to put it in perspective by pointing out that the whole thing was relatively innocent – just three friends playing around with no emotional attachment. “Look, I’m your husband and I was right there watching. Bob set you off, but you probably could have had the same result using a vibrator or, for that matter, your own fingers. Obviously, this was different from those because it was another person working on you, but the result was the same. I certainly didn’t disapprove – in fact, I thought it was very exciting! It was like watching a porno movie except that I knew the actors. Watching my wife having an orgasm while another man played with her was wild! My cock won’t get hard until we get home, but sex is in the mind and I can get hot watching a movie without going off! You were wonderful – just letting yourself go and exploding! You heard Bob’s comments! We all three loved it, so you should forget being embarrassed and think how sexy you looked. Here, I’ll download the pictures and you can see yourself!”



Once again, Alan’s reasoning, or rationalizing, was what I wanted to hear, so I embraced it and put my reservations aside. When the picture was downloaded, however, I had another bout of shocked embarrassment as I saw how completely graphic it was! I knew from past experience that I really do get completely out of control, but actually seeing myself lying there with Bob’s hand on my cunt, his fingers busy in my slit and on my clit was beyond my wildest thoughts. Then, when I actually began humping up and down and writhing around, I was stupefied. Amazingly, I found myself tremendously aroused as I watch myself approach orgasm, and I actually began to understand why Alan, got hot as he watched me going off. I even began to understand why he could really enjoy watching someone else, in a way, having sex with me! I was fascinated to see Bob’s reaction as I was worked up – his face showed his own excitement and surprise as my gyrations became more and more powerful. Clearly, this was not just a fun thing – it was sex!
“Good heavens, Hon, I can’t believe I looked like that! No wonder it excited you! I’ll admit that seeing it excited me! It is like watching a porno movie, and, as I watched it, it was almost like someone else was in it, not me! Gods, what Bob must have felt,” laughing,” other than me! I don‘t know, though – it‘s one thing to see it as a movie, but another to know that it is me! I don‘t know if I could do that, go off, after seeing myself looking like that! I‘m afraid I‘d be too embarrassed to let myself go! Particularly, knowing I‘m being watched.”
“Come on, Nita, you’re probably ready to go off right now after watching yourself. That was one very hot go-off, and I’ll bet you’ll want to do it again! All you have to do is relax and enjoy knowing that we are watching, particularly Bob. I’ll bet his cock was so hard that it hurt! He‘s probably jacking himself off right now, picturing you lying there!”
“I’ll bet it was hard, too! In fact, I’d be insulted if it weren’t! Do you really think he’s doing that? That’s sexy! That makes it even more important that the three of us are together if we’re going to keep on doing this, you damn sure had better be right there to keep his cock where it belongs!”
“Don’t worry. I said that I would be right beside you, protecting your cherry!”
“Ok, you’d better. Now, there’s something else. Go back to the beginning when I was lying on my stomach – yeah, right there. That’s where Bob is feeling my bottom…right there…see his finger is going down to my cunt and coming back up through the division, pausing and going the rest of the way up. Every time he pauses, he pushes in. Here’s the place…listen….’Bob. Stop that!’….see, when I said that he pushed his finger all the way into my….my..asshole and finger-fucked me for a second! I didn’t know what to do, so I turned over to stop him.”
“Did it hurt?”
“Oh, no, his finger was well lubricated from my cunt, but it felt very strange – wrong, somehow. That’s what he did yesterday, but he stopped then. This time he pushed right in.”
“Well, if it didn’t hurt, no damage was done. It depends on how you feel. I saw his finger going up and down between your ass cheeks, so I expected that he would push in. It looks very sexy on the picture!”
“Look, I know that you liked watching him feel me and, now, set me off, so we’ll certainly do that again if you want me to. I’ll admit that if I can get by being so embarrassed, I’d enjoy it, so we have no problem there. I don’t know about him fingering my ass, but if you’d like to watch him do it, I’ll certainly let him. At worst, I’ll just have to lie there and let him do it and, maybe, if I know that you’re enjoying watching, I’ll enjoy it too!”
So, things were settled. The discussion went on for some time, and I was assured that Alan liked watching his wife being played with sexually by another man, even finger-fucking her ass, making it easy for me to relax and go along. It was quite a transformation from a prudish bride, inculcated with Aunt Agatha’s teachings, to what could only be seen as a wanton married woman who walked around almost nude and lay naked while being manipulated by a man she met only nine days ago. And, all of this with her new husband’s approval and assistance!
Thursday, August 13. Here I was, a married woman for less than two weeks, and I was looking forward to more of the same. However, it was different in that our conversation had cleared the air of any lingering hesitation. Alan had explicitly said that he liked me to engage in these sexual practices with Bob, including playing with both my cunt and ass. Far from having husbandry jealousy, he eagerly encouraged me to participate as fully and actively as possible. I had agreed to make myself as open as possible, and, truthfully, I was looking forward to spreading my legs for Bob to explore and fondle me. Whether the 13th was a lucky day or not depends on your point of view. It was certainly different!
Thursday was another beautiful day – they all were – and we decided to swim first before going anywhere. We were in the water when, of course, Bob joined us. (Actually, we now could make arrangements by phone which was, of course, much better than having Bob watch for us going to the beach. The phone in his cottage had been out of order for a week, but now had been replaced.) We played around awhile with the sexual aspect being more explicit, i.e. my pants were pulled off right away and both men felt and fondled me with, once again, me floating, held up by Alan, while Bob played with my cunt and ass. There were a few people on our section of the beach, and it was very exciting to be held at the surface, floating over the swells, with my cunt hair clearly visible. Anyone looking our way had to see that I was naked. In addition, Bob had his cock out and I had it in my hand several times and once, it actually touched my cunt when he was holding me up by my tits. By the time we were ready to come in, my sexual fires had been thoroughly stoked. I put my pants back on (they had been held by Alan) and headed up the path to our place, accompanied by the eager men. Actually, all three of us were eager and there was no question that we were all eager for the same thing.
We got to the mats and, standing there with the low dunes coming up to my knees, completely exposed to anyone who looked, I calmly pulled my pants down and stood there naked for a moment before lying down. Quite a change – no one had to wrestle with me to get my pants off, no one had to tell me to do so – I just stripped and lay down. Without hesitation, I turned over and lay face down with my legs parted, welcoming Bob’s hands and fingers. Nothing was said as Bob began spreading the cool lotion over my back, heading quickly for my bottom and cunt. He ran his hands over my hips, but almost immediately began slipping his fingers up and down the groove of my ass. He reached in and fingered my cunt, but, as yesterday, started the probing of my asshole as his finger went over it. Slippery from my cunt and the lotion, the fingertip went in quickly, followed by slightly deeper penetration each time it reached the opening. Not receiving the negative reaction of yesterday, the penetration gradually went deeper until I could feel his palm against my ass cheeks. At that point, he stopped the stroking and just began to finger-fuck my ass.
My head was resting on my arm facing Alan, and I saw his eyes riveted on that probing finger, an intense, excited expression on his face. Obviously, he was very aroused by seeing his wife having her ass finger-fucked by another man right in front of him. No one was saying anything, but the silence was filled with tension as we were intent on what was happening to my asshole. Counter to what I had expected, I was not just lying there, being worked on for Alan and Bob’s pleasure – I had no thought that I could be aroused back there, but waves of pleasure began to flow through me. The finger went in and Bob wiggled it deep inside me before pulling back and going back in as deep as it could go. I quit thinking and just began reacting to the pleasure, my hips rising to meet the penetrating finger, dropping as it left. I loved a finger in my ass!
Suddenly, Bob pulled the finger out completely, leaving me feeling let down and the pleasure incomplete. Almost immediately, however, I felt something thicker pressing in, forcing its way past my sphincter and all the way in. It was his thumb, and as he began to finger-fuck (thumb-fuck?) me, his fingers found my cunt! Now, I really began to move! His thumb seemed to go deeper as it pulled against me as he stroked through my slit, a finger finding my cunt hole. For a short time he held me like a two finger bowling ball, actually lifting me a bit. Then, reaching past the hole, he began to tickle my clit and that really set me off. I wasn’t even aware of what I was doing, but I was surging upward toward his hand, trying to force myself against it to get even greater pressure on my cunt and ass. When I saw the picture later, I was astounded at seeing myself completely out of control. Finally, the tension in me reached a climax and I surged upward toward his hand as he pushed downward against me. I writhed around against his firmly held hand – and dropped onto the mat, face down, totally exhausted, mentally and physically.
That orgasm was totally unexpected by any of us and the two men exchanged startled, and erotic, comments about me. I didn’t even hear, or, at least, understand anything for a time but I finally tuned back in, moaning as I turned over and looking up at two eager faces. “My god, what happened to me? I don’t believe any of this!” At that point, I was besieged with comments about me and my unbelievable reactions. I was still a bit lost, still gasping for breath from my exertions.
Bob speculated that, “Nita, you must be the sexiest woman in the world! Nobody goes off like that from having their ass finger-fucked!” (I didn’t even notice the language at the time!)
Alan concurred, “That was unbelievable! I know that you blow up when your cunt is worked on, but you didn’t even expect to like ass-fucking!” (I also didn’t pick up the reference to ass-fucking, not finger-fucking, at that time!)
The talking went on for some time, with me saying practically nothing, just lying there, legs open, totally naked in view of anyone who might look up our narrow path! I had just had an extremely violent orgasm in a most unusual way, and I was scandalized, embarrassed, dazed, mortified – and probably a few other things. They were talking to me in laudatory terms, but, other than that first question, I just couldn’t respond.
Finally, Alan, recognizing my traumatized condition, said, “Come on, Nita, don’t be embarrassed! You were unbelievable! I know that you’ve never had anything like that before, but obviously your body liked it! That was one of the most exciting things I’ve ever seen!”
Bob concurred, “Yeah, Nita, that was outstanding! I can’t believe that you went off like that with just a finger or thumb in there! Gods, what would you do if you had a cock up your ass!”
Once again, the language didn’t register as anything unusual, but hearing him talk about a cock in my ass did. Suddenly, somehow, that shocked me back to normal (whatever that would be in a case like this), and my mind was able to focus and I sputtered out, “Well that damn sure isn’t going to happen! I still haven’t had a cock in my cunt and I don’t intend to ever have a cock in my ass!” I still find it hard to believe that I said anything like that – and I think both men were shocked – but my mental censors must have been neutralized by the trauma. In any case, I was able to function again. It must have been a weird scene, me lying there, totally naked in broad daylight, recovering from a totally unexpected sexual experience, with two men, one my husband, looking down at me while casually talking about my wild performance! Finally, the session was broken up by Alan noting the time and reminding me that we had a scuba lesson scheduled for 1:00 PM – something I had been looking forward to, but it suddenly seemed quite mundane. I forced myself to sit up and put on my pants as we prepared to go in. When we got to the cottage, Bob, starting to go through the separating foliage, said, “That was fun! I’ll do that anytime you want, Nita!”
Before I could respond (I don’t know what I would have said) Alan startled me by casually saying, “We’ll be back sometime late this afternoon. Maybe you can work on her cunt then to see how it compares to her ass!”
“Alan, what are you saying? I think I have had just about enough of sex for today! You two are going to corrupt me completely – particularly my husband. Come on, let’s go!”
We didn’t have much time to discuss the morning’s actions, but Alan continued to reassure me: “Look, Nita, that was pretty way out, and I certainly had no idea that it would turn out the way it did. I thought that Bob would play with your ass, probably put his finger up you, and I was looking forward to seeing that. I expected that he would do that for a minute or two and then work on your cunt to set you off. It was very sexy when he started, but I couldn’t believe it when it obviously turned you on! You started moving almost immediately and Bob really began working on you rather than just putting his finger in. The big thing was when he pulled his finger out and inserted his thumb! I wondered about that because his thumb is much thicker than his finger, but your asshole took it in with no trouble. Boy, when he began fucking you with his thumb while playing with your cunt, I thought that you had gone wild! That was better than any porno movie I’ve ever seen! You face was hidden, of course, but your body, particularly your ass, looked like a movie star! I know you’ll love the movie when I download it! I think that you should be proud of yourself!”
“It still feels as if I’m doing something wrong, going too far. I know that Bob likes to play with me – and that you like to watch him do it! Obviously, I love it physically! But it just seems that its – well, vulgar or coarse, I guess, not something a nice woman would do.”
“Honey, nice women do everything bad women do – you have the same equipment, the same urges and the same reactions to stimulus. Was anyone hurt by Bob doing that to you and you reacting the way your body wanted? We’re having fun, new experiences – everything that we’ll probably never get to do again. A honeymoon to remember! We’ll be looking at those movies of you in action for years – a private porno show any time we need stimulus! I’m loving it, you’re loving it and I know Bob is loving it! The really good thing about all of this is all of the sexual experiences you are having with no threat of too much involvement. If we were home and you were having an affair, it would be dangerous – you might become too involved emotionally. Here, it’s just fun – for all three of us!”
Once again, I accepted Alan’s evaluation (rationalization) of the situation – because that was what I wanted to hear! However, I made a point of telling him about Bob’s cock being out and against me in the water, saying, “I’ve got to be careful when he has it out like that. It touched my cunt and, an accident could happen. I held it in my hand for several minutes this time, and he was moving against it! Last time I was a bit worried about touching him, but this time I wrapped my fingers around it and actually moved them back and forth like I did yours at home.”
“He didn’t go off, did he?”
“No, but he really did move! I think if there had been a little more time, he might have!” Then, as I giggled, “Wouldn’t it have been something if I had set him off and then he did me! That would have been something!”
“Maybe you can do that next time. If you let me know when you’re working on his cock, I’ll make sure that I don’t interrupt.”
“Ok, I’ll try. I did like holding it while he moved, and it would be fun to have it in my hand when he went off!”
We went and had the scuba lessons, and to my surprise, I was able to concentrate on them, not the morning’s activities. Probably it was good to have something like that so that we could put sex behind us for awhile. It was fun, and we made arrangements to continue the following morning. We got back to the cottage around six, and immediately went to the water. Since we had just spent some hours in the water, that might not seem attractive, but it did. Neither of us said so, but it was obvious that the appeal of the beach and water was the prospect of another sexual encounter, not swimming! We called Bob a few minutes after we arrived, he joined us, and that sexual encounter started right away. I had my pants off already (Alan acting as caddy), and the “feel and play with Nita” game began without delay. Both worked me over and, as before, Alan held me up by my tits as I floated with Bob working on my cunt.
Finally, I was standing by Bob when I felt his hard cock pushing against me. I reached down and took it in my hand, fingers wrapped around it, and began slowly going back and forth. He began to move with me, acting like he was screwing my hand. I managed to catch Alan’s eye, letting him know what was going on, and he conveniently moved away. Bob began to move more vigorously and I increased the speed of my manipulating. I looked up and saw that his eyes were closed and his face had an intense expression. I watched in fascination as he began breathing heavier, actually panting a bit with his mouth open. Suddenly, he really surged against my hand, almost spastic in his motions, and, from my experience with Alan, I knew that he was coming. I continued pumping his cock, holding it very tight, until he sort of slumped against me. We separated, and his only comment was “Wow!” I swam over to Alan and got my pants, put them on, and headed for the beach. I was excited by what I had done, and I wanted my cunt played with! I don’t know when, if ever, I had been more ready!
We hurried up to our place and, without hesitating or worrying about being seen, I stood there and took off my pants and lay down. Both Alan and Bob dropped beside me and Bob began immediately to feel me all over. Very quickly, his hand reached my cunt and, as he started to play with me, Alan, said, “Spread your legs, Nita! Open up!”
I was lying flat with my legs parted, but hearing that, I drew my feet up toward my hips which raised my knees up. Then, I moved my feet wide apart, opening my entire cunt area completely. I opened my eyes briefly and saw Bob leaning forward, looking intently between my legs. Everything was on display and he was studying it – I had no secrets left in that area, or, for that matter, anywhere else!
I was already extremely aroused before he touched me, but Bob raised the intensity level as he slid his fingers along my slit, sliding through the lubrication that was flowing out of me. He put his finger up my cunt as far as my hymen and finger-fucking me as I moved. He withdrew his wet finger and moved it back to my asshole and penetrated me there causing me to raise up to intensify the feeling as he went in and out. He managed, somehow, to get his thumb into my cunt and had both holes, the opposite of the way he did it when he was ass fucking me with his fingers. By now, I was humping up and down, able to do so much more vigorously with my feet drawn up for leverage. As I obviously was reaching to point of climax, he pulled out of my cunt and ass and concentrated on my clit while reinserting a finger into my cunt. Suddenly, I exploded – when I saw the picture later, I couldn’t believe the way I surged up, twisting and thrashing about as if I were having a convulsion! At the end I was jerking up and down against Bob’s hand in a spasm-like movement. Finally, all motion stopped as I welded myself against his hand, my clit pressed hard against his fingers – then I collapsed!



There was complete silence for several moments, and then both Bob and Alan began talking at once about my unbelievable orgasm. “Good god,” Bob gasped out, “I thought that she went wild the last time! She almost broke my hand! She must have the hottest cunt in the world!”
Alan was also awed, saying, “I’ve seen her go off many times, but this must have broken the record! I don’t think that anyone could have stayed in her – she’d have bucked them off!”
Their comments went on and on, going from the intensity of my climax to a discussion of my anatomy, particularly, my cunt. I was just lying there, still recovering, listening but not talking. In a way it was shocking to have two men, one my husband, making observations about my cunt – how it looked, how it felt, how wet it got, how easy it was to penetrate, etc. At the same time, I was feeling very mellow and satisfied and, after listening to them for a few minutes, I finally broke in, “I’m certainly glad that you two approve of my cunt! It certainly seems to be readily available for seeing and feeling these days, so I would hate to disappoint you! Feel free to make use of it!” That last point became the source of a great deal of amusement and questionable propositions, but that was fun, too.
As might be expected, it was quite a while before we settled down once we went in to the cottage. The first topic was my unbelievable climax while Bob was playing with me. Bob had been extremely excited as Alan told me to spread my legs and, as the picture showed, every detail of my cunt was clearly visible. He really enjoyed watching Bob lean over and study me between my legs, knowing that absolutely nothing was hidden. He couldn’t believe how quickly I began moving, actually humping up and down, until I told him that I had played with Bob’s cock and actually set him off!
“Are you really sure that he went?”
“Oh, there was no doubt of that! I was standing on his left side, partly in front, as I was working on it! When he was ready to come, I was more in front as I was really pumping it fast and, when he went off, it was right against me! I could feel him going off, shooting on my stomach. I didn’t feel much in the water, of course, but there was no doubt! That was very exciting, so I was really ready when we came in!
“Wow, no wonder you were hot! Him, too!”
“I’m sure he was! I’ll tell you something – it’s a good thing you were there! I was so hot that he probably could have gotten on me right then! If we had been alone and he had tried me, my cherry might not have gotten home!”
“Boy, you were hot! What do you think triggered it – anything in particular?”
“You know, I think it was just playing with his cock. Last time I wasn’t really comfortable with holding it, but this time I really enjoyed it. I almost tried to reach his balls, but his pants were not the whole way down and it would have been awkward anyway. I don’t know, it was just right, very intimate, and I really liked it! Do you feel funny about that? Yours is the only cock I’ve ever touched before, so maybe it’s just because his is a different one. When I think about it, it is pretty far out. Here we are, discussing why I was so hot when another man set me off! And the reason is that I really enjoyed holding his cock and pumping it so that he would go off! Gods, that sounds weird, even immoral – damn, of course it’s immoral! Just married and playing with another man’s cock! It’s depraved!”
“Depraved, but fun! I can’t see that’s anyone’s hurt, certainly not me, your husband, and I’m the only one who could be. My wife felt another man’s cock and jacked him off and I’m glad! I just wish that it could have been above the water so I could have seen it! Or, better, that you had done it at our place so we could have a movie picture of it! That would be good! Listen, Honey, we said that we wanted a honeymoon to remember. Well, damn it, we’ve got one! You’ve done things you (or we) never conceived of, we have gigabytes of movies showing you in action, movies we’ll look at for years! And, heaven knows, you are much more open sexually than we would have thought possible and that’ll help us when we get home!”
“Well, whether it’s immoral or depraved, we’re in it, and I don’t want to quit. I love being naked, being felt and, while it’s embarrassing, I love having you two talk about my cunt, tits and ass! And, this is very hard to say, I’d love to be in our place and rub his cock and watch it erupt! I always liked that when we did it, but it would be very different doing it to someone else!”
Inevitably, we agreed that our sexual activities with Bob would continue, depraved or not. Actually, the question of stopping never came up! Aunt Agatha, back home, was undoubtedly having a feeling that something was wrong (like having your ears burn when someone is talking about you), but her teaching were long gone, and her niece was now quite wanton and thoroughly corrupted. The corruption was to continue!
Friday, August 14. The following day was, two weeks of marriage – our two-week anniversary! Also, half-way through our long honeymoon! I couldn’t help wonder if the second half could match the first – I assumed that exceeding it was impossible, but I was soon proved wrong!
Our scuba diving took all morning and, by the time we had lunch and rested awhile, it was almost 3:00. We had plans, with Bob, to go back to the fancy restaurant to celebrate the anniversary but were eager to go in at our beach and see what would happen today. In some ways, Alan seemed even more fervent than I, but both of us wanted to see if yesterday’s activities could be repeated. We called Bob and he joined us, clearly as eager as we, for, I suppose, obvious reasons. However, the waves and swells were much higher than normal, and while it was fun to jump over the waves and to play the “feel Nita” game, it was impossible to do anything more than to hold Bob’s cock several times. We just couldn’t stand still in any one spot long enough to really work on it. I surprised myself by really being disappointed – I realized that I wanted to repeat that experience more than I thought.
In any case, we headed back to our place where I, without even thinking, took off my pants and lay down. Alan lay down beside me on my left, half reclining, half resting on his elbow, watching avidly as Bob began playing with my cunt. Somehow, all of seemed eager to get started on working on me without any preliminaries like feeling my tits. I was lying flat with Bob’s fingers running through my cunt hair and probing for my clit. In a replay of yesterday, Alan said, “Spread your legs, Nita! Open up!” Then, “Pull your knees up to your tits, Honey, and show your cunt!”
Bob had begun really working on my cunt, running his fingers from my clit through the slit and back up. I wasn’t as hot as yesterday to start, but the heat began building quickly. When Alan directed me to pull my knees up, I didn’t hesitate and they actually touched my nipples. Bob had moved down and set up to see everything better, and, as I raised my knees, he could see me exposed from my clit to my asshole. Taking advantage of the position, he slipped a finger into my cunt, lubricated it and pushed it easily into my asshole and finger-fucked me while teasing my clit with his other (left) hand. His thumb was at my cunt hole, dipping in and out, all three motions synchronized in a steady rhythm. The triple action really got me going, causing me to move in unison with his fingers. I wasn’t humping up and down in that position, but my legs were flailing about as I got closer and closer to orgasm.
Suddenly, things changed! Bob’s steady rhythm was broken and, then he stopped with his hands just against me. Looking intently beside me, he asked, “Will he wake up?” I had no idea of what he was talking about. I was still in the throes of my sexual buildup and it took several seconds to wake up and look where he was staring. Finally, I followed his eyes and glanced to the side and, shockingly, saw Alan lying flat. His head was further down the mat so that the built-in pillow was above, not under, him – and he was sound asleep! Before I could react, Bob asked again, “Will he wake up?”
I faced a real dilemma – if I said “yes,” Bob would continue working on me and I would have the tremendous orgasm that was building. If I said “no,” I was inviting, really asking, for adulterous intercourse, or screwing! I don’t know if I even thought of it in those terms – or even thought at all. I just said “no!”
In less time than it took to write it, Bob had his suit down, his cock out and moved over me. My legs were already in screwing position as he came down, and I felt his cock touch my cunt. “Put it in,” he ordered and, without hesitation, I reached down, grasped his cock and placed it at my hole. It started in, and, as it reached my hymen, I said, “I’m a virgin,”
“I know! Shall I break it?”
“Yes! Take me!” And, he did!
It’s amazing how the mind works – I can remember those events and words as if they are indelibly engraved in my mind, but the actual physical act is just a mass of feelings and reactions. Nothing really stands out except the fact that I was screwed, my first adulterous intercourse. I remember a minor twinge when he broke through my virginal barrier, but after that, it’s a blur. I was already built up toward climax when he entered me, and, while the interruption and seeing Alan was like a cold water bath, that cooling vanished almost immediately as the in and out action of screwing began. That first time didn’t last long, of course. I think that I started a long orgasm as soon as he penetrated me, and he was quickly overcome by the physical act of taking me. That is what I don’t remember, for I wasn’t thinking. I was lost in the emotional and physical experience and my conscious mind was immersed in sensations I hadn’t enjoyed before.
The cameras were running, so I have seen myself in action in my first complete sex act, and I really did go wild. With my legs up over Bob’s arms, held up almost perpendicularly, I was limited it my motions, surging up to meet his plunges into my cunt and falling back as he withdrew. I did do some twisting and squirming, as his cock drove in, trying to get more contact on my clit. The ending was fascinating, his plunges deeper and faster, my moves more uncontrolled, until abruptly he slammed against me, welding himself to me between my legs as he ejaculated inside me. I was in an almost continual orgasm, so I joined him as my climax matched his. As I said, mentally I was out of it, and seeing myself at such a significant time, was wonderful. Thank heaven Alan had set up those cameras!
After Bob went off in me, his cock stayed almost as hard as ever, and he remained in me, moving slowly and easily. It felt wonderful and, as my mind cleared, I was able to enjoy the physical sensation of having the cock going in and out without the overwhelming pressure of an oncoming orgasm. I actually looked up at him, fascinated by the intensity in his expression. His eyes were shut, so I was able to study the face of the first man to have me. I suddenly thought of Alan, and turned my head to see him, still lying flat and asleep while another man had his wife right beside him. Wild thoughts ran through my mind, thinking, “I’m cuckolding my husband before he ever screws me himself! I wish I could see the horns growing on his head!” At that point, I had absolutely no feeling of guilt and the sensation of feeling another man’s cock moving into and out of me felt wonderful!
Gradually, the screwing mounted in tempo as Bob recovered from his first climax. He began pounding me harder, causing me to respond vigorously. Once again I was lost in the physical and mental excitement of being screwed and my body responded wildly. Oddly enough, one thought did come through my clouded mind – “I’m being fucked!” I’d never used that term in my life, never verbally or, as well as I can remember, mentally. Somehow, it now seemed just right. I think I thought “fuck, fuck….fuck me….fuck me,” a hundred times as Bob did fuck me! I can’t explain it, but the word just added something and helped me go over the top in a massive orgasm! Bob was still shooting in me as I finished, and I actually felt the heat of his ejaculation. He slumped down on me for a brief period, then lifting off me, he pulled his softening cock out of my cunt. He collapsed beside me, and we just lay there recovering – and thinking of the magnitude of what we had just done. After several minutes of silence, he raised up and looked down at me, “That was wonderful, but I’d better go”
I didn’t say anything. I just looked up at him and nodded. He quickly pulled his pants back up, got to his feet and left with no further comment. I just lay there, knees bent, legs still spraddled open, a weird feeling between them. I was aware the anyone walking by and looking up between the dunes would see me, but I didn’t care. I was looking over at Alan, postponing waking him, yet, eager in a way to do so. Finally, I reached over and roughly shook him, causing him suddenly to come to as if he had never gone to sleep. He glanced over at me, took in my nakedness and rather graphic position and said, “Well, it looks like you were busy while I was asleep!
I responded very explicitly, “My cherry will not be going home with us!”

I couldn’t tell from his facial expression as to what he was thinking or his reaction to seeing his adulterous wife lying there, obviously just having been screwed. Suddenly, he got to his feet and reached down to me, saying, “Let’s go inside!” He helped me to my feet, and, not even reaching for my pants, I walked nude, and in view of anyone looking over the dunes, up the path to our bungalow. I lay down on the bed, awaiting what he was going to do or say. He had picked up one of the movie cameras as we left, and said, “Put your legs up and show me your cunt!” I did as he ordered, pulling my knees almost up to my tits and opening myself as much as possible. He stood back and recorded the view, gradually moving in until he had a real close-up of my used cunt. Afterwards, when I saw the picture, I was astounded at how open it was, both lips puffy and pulled back, showing the inter lips and the cunt hole. However, what was really obvious was the stream of white cum leaking out of the clogged hole. That was a cunt that had been fucked very recently! After recording the obvious evidence of my adultery, he went into the bathroom and returned with my hand mirror. Giving it to me, he said, “Look!”
It wasn’t as easy to see as it would be later in the movie, but close up I saw the graphic evidence of what Bob had done to me. I couldn’t believe the amount of cum leaking out of me, running out from my cunt hole all the way to my asshole, with, seemingly, an unending supply still inside. I was shocked but, at the same time, perversely pleased at seeing the result of my first real sexual experience! Somehow, seeing it made it real. I wasn’t really aroused by the sight, somehow just pleased. I hadn’t said a word while Alan told me what to do and took the picture, but, looking up at Alan, with a sort of smile, I finally was able to talk, “You cheated, didn’t you? You promised to stay by me anytime I was naked with Bob, and you did, but you went to sleep – right beside me! You just ‘accidentally’ slid down the mat so that the pillow wasn’t under your head and you ‘accidentally’ laid flat and went to sleep. You wanted Bob to fuck me!”

“Ok, ok, I did deliberately go to sleep! I don’t know if I really wanted him to take you, but I’ll admit I thought of it! I just decided to let nature take its course – I figured that he would either set you off as he did yesterday or that he would screw you. That way we wouldn’t have to make a decision. Obviously, we had both thought of it and your insistence that “my cherry will be going home with us,” told me that you were thinking of where we were going with this! So, I didn’t decide to let Bob fuck you, I just made it possible! I decided to make it possible and you decided not to stop him!”
“You’re right, I could have stopped him, but I never actually thought of doing so. I was stunned when I looked over and saw you asleep, but I could have said ‘no’ or pulled away, but I didn’t. Also, I knew instantly that by going to sleep you had given me permission and that you really wanted me to give in – which I did!” Talking like that began to heat me up, and, with my legs up and my cunt open, that heat built up. In addition, as we talked, Alan’s eyes were focused directly on my freshly fucked cunt, and he had a most desiring look on his face as he stared at it. I don’t know exactly what impelled me, but I simply said, “Lick me if you want to!” I don’t know why I thought that he would want to lick my cunt when Bob’s cum was pouring out of me, but I instinctively thought he did. My instinct obviously was right, because he immediately leaned forward and began using his tongue in my slit, starting at the bottom at my asshole and licking right up to my cunt hole. He ran his tongue around and into the hole, and went back again. That continues for a few times and then, he stayed at the hole and licked and sucked at it for a long time. I became wildly excited and had at least one orgasm, moving so hard that he couldn’t stay in place.
Alan finally pulled away, his face shiny with Bob’s cum and my lubrication, looking a bit shame-faced from what he had done, but saying, “Damn it, I wish my cock could get hard! I’d loved to have put it in after Bob really filled you up! He must have put a quart in you!”
“He came in me twice, so I should have been full! I wish you could have screwed me when we came in – that would have been wonderful! Maybe we’ll get another chance after we get home!” I have no idea as to what made me say that! It meant that I was thinking of having someone else screw me in the future which certainly was something that should never have crossed my mind. Even more surprising, Alan’s response was, “Gods, I hope so!” We left it at that, and we didn’t say anything then about his licking Bob’s cum off of and out of me. We went, instead, to me giving a detailed description of everything from the first instance of penetration to the withdrawal. It was a long discussion, only ended when we realized the mundane fact that it was getting late for our dinner reservations.
At that point, we also remembered the extremely awkward fact that Bob was supposed to join us! How were we going to handle the situation with the man to whom I had given my “cherry” right beside my sleeping husband? Obviously, there was no jealousy problem (odd in itself), but the issue of broaching what had to be an uncomfortable subject for all three of us caused some considerable consternation. We finally decided that the best solution was to be as natural as possible until I could quietly let Bob know that Alan knew – and was not a jealous husband. So, when Bob called about (supposedly) the time to get together, I simply jumped to the real question and said that there was no problem or any secrets. Bob asked for assurance several times and, finally, I just said, “Alan knows about you screwing me and thinks that it’s fine! No problem of any kind and things should go on just as before!” After that blunt statement, he was sufficiently reassured and I could almost hear a sigh of relief as he said that he would be over in thirty minutes. When he came over, I eased the situation by being dressed in garter belt and hose that I had worn the last time – and nothing else! Being greeted by a nearly naked woman made things easier as he reacted with a “Wow,” and Alan laughed, saying, “How’s that for being met at the door! Come on, Nita, put on your clothes so we can go.” As they watched, I put on the same sheer white panties I had worn the last time, put on my skirt and blouse (no bra) and said, “Ok, fellows, shows over – at least until we get back!” With that, we headed for the car, all relieved and in good spirits – and all looking forward to later!



As might be expected, the atmosphere was still somewhat strained as we drove along, each of us dancing around the 300 pound gorilla of adultery which certainly was on everyone’s mind but not being mentioned. Dinner was excellent and, with a little wine to loosen things, the evening became more and more convivial. I went to the ladies’ room, and when I returned, I couldn’t help but notice that Alan and Bob seemed more light-hearted and “together” than when I had left. They seemed, somehow, to be sharing a joke, leaving me wondering what they had talked about while I was gone. Still, I couldn’t complain since the comradery that we had shared seemed to be back. However, that equanimity took a blow as we finished eating and were preparing to go. Alan picked up his wine glass and said, “I want to propose a toast!” Of course, both Bob and I raised our glasses as he continued, “A toast to Nita’s lost virginity!” Bob joined in with “Hear, hear!”
I sat there with, I’m sure, utter shock on my face as I cried out, “Alan!” I put my glass down and covered my face with my hands, stunned and embarrassed by that sudden revelation of my “deflowering!” Obviously, this was no secret being revealed, but I just wasn’t prepared for such a blunt public statement.
Alan laughed at my mortification and futile efforts to hide. “Come on, Nita! I think a momentous event like that requires some kind of ceremony!”
Bob chimed in with, “Yeah, when something of that significance passes away, it should be commemorated!”
They were both laughing at my reaction, and, in a burst of bravado, I raised my red face, picked up my glass and said, “Ok, since you’re being so thoughtful, damn it! Here’s a better toast, ‘To losing my virginity and earning Hester’s A at the same time!’” The looks on their faces was priceless, but each quickly raised his glass in acknowledgement, and the approving, “hear, hear,” came from both of them! I had shocked them in return, but I certainly had cleared the air!
As we left the restaurant an observer might well have thought that we had had too much to drink. Actually, I think that we really were drunk on relief that everything was out in the open and that there were no recriminations. Even a flat statement by me that Alan knew and was ok with it couldn’t have completely relieved Bob’s concerns that lingering resentment remained. Alan now was positive that his acceptance was unmistakable and that he fully approved of Bob having me. On my part, I had blatantly described my position, and both men applauded. There also was an inevitable erotic atmosphere as we kidded and talked on the way home, and I think that all of us were anticipating some kind of sexual intimacy when we got there. There certainly a real freedom of comment and physical contact as we drove. Both men kidded me about my red letter A, and if I was going to wear it out so people could see it. My skirt was up to my crotch, and Bob made no secret that he was feeling my cunt through my thin panties. Actually, both men were feeling me and I even took off my blouse so my tits could be worked on. I think that Alan’s driving was a bit erratic, but the road was empty.
It’s amazing how the inconceivable can become commonplace. We pulled in at the cottage, went inside, and without comment, I simply took off my skirt, removed my garter belt and hose and said, “Are we going down to the water?” Not knowing if the beach were empty, Bob went to get his suit and Alan put on his – I just kept on my sheer white panties! Once again, it was late evening, but the brilliant full moon made it almost as light as day, so everything would be visible to anyone nearby. As it turned out, the beach was empty, so we all just went in naked. Needless to say, I was the object of both men’s ardor, and I don’t think that there was a full minute that one or the other, or both, was feeling something. In addition, I had Bob’s cock in my hand for much of the time. It was really weird and exciting to be working his cock up and down through my fingers, while both he and Alan felt me! There was conversation and, somehow, the subject of movies cropped up. I think that Bob had an ulterior motive, for he brought up the subject of the movie “From Here to Eternity,” saying that he always had been aroused by the scene where Burt Lancaster screwed Deborah Kerr on the beach with the water coming up to them. As we were getting out, Alan said, “Wait.” He left the beach and ran quickly up to the cottage and hurried back, one of our cameras in his hand.
“Ok, action!” Bob looked at him in wonderment briefly before the meaning of his comment came through. I was startled and not sure what to do, but Bob quickly understood Alan’s offer, and pulled me down on the sand right at the tide line. Suddenly, I realized what was happening and I had the most unbelievable conflict of emotions, but I wasn’t given an opportunity to protest – although I surely would not have, anyway. I found myself lying on the beach with Bob half over me, his hands alternating between feeling my tits and my cunt. He obviously was ready – I had worked on his cock all that time – but he first he came down beside me and we exchanged a series of very erotic kisses (which he said they had done in the movie). Then, he pulled back and, as I raised and spread my legs, he moved in and, without hesitation or the least amount of resistance, slid into my cunt.
That, unquestionably was one of the most unusual, perhaps unique, experiences that I will ever have. A virgin that afternoon, here I was being fucked on a public beach with the breaking surf running over my feet. On top of that, my husband had engineered the entire event, and was eagerly recording it on our movie camera, fortunately the one with great low light capacity! Here I was, committing adultery again, this time with my husband watching! I was lost in the entire immoral situation, so different from anything I had ever even thought of doing. Actually, I had stopped thinking about anything as Bob began pounding into me, his cock penetrating me until his pubic area flattened my clit, followed by pulling out preparatory to smashing in again. Once again, I was startled later when I saw the movie of us screwing, watching me lose control and eagerly meet each inward plunge, falling back as he pulled up. Any thought that I was just letting myself be fucked because Alan and Bob wanted it was quickly dispelled by my vigorous participation. I was giving as much as I was getting! Obviously, it couldn’t take long to reach climax – we were both too aroused for that – but it was wild while it lasted. I think that I must have come three times before Bob’s increasing speed signaled his incipient orgasm. That additional pressure caused me to build up again, rising faster to meet him as his motion became quicker and shorter, ending with him trying to push completely through me. We met at the climax point, grinding together to get the last of the sensation, before we just collapsed with him dropping on me between my widespread legs. We just lay there, the tide coming in higher on my legs, adding a final cooling touch as I wound down.
I can’t remember what thoughts cascaded through my mind at that point, but I know that I was in turmoil of conflicting feelings – oh, I felt wonderful, but what did Alan think, watching me get screwed. How did all of this happen on my honeymoon, married for two weeks, etc.! After we were finished, there was, as might have been expected, an awkward period as no one knew quite how to react. I lay there, legs still spread, as Bob got to his feet, not looking at Alan as he stood up. He reached down to me and took my hand and helped me to my feet, and we both, finally, faced my husband. With the sexual arousal gone and reality upon us, the idea that we had just fucked, violently, in front of him was enough to bury us in qualms. Seemingly, he had the same problem, not knowing what to say as he looked at his adulterous wife and the man who had just had her.
Finally, Alan broke up the strange silence by saying, “I’ll bet that that was a better fucking scene than Lancaster and Kerr ever put on! That was great! Now Nita can wear two ‘Crimson Letters!’” With that, he pulled me to him and gave me a resounding kiss while squeezing my tit! His comment, and his obvious approval, broke the floodgates, and everyone began to talk at once. The relief was palpable, and both Bob and I babbled on about how good it felt, how exciting it was doing it on the beach like that – on and on! Actually, in the euphoria of knowing that it was all acceptable to Alan, we probably said things that we wouldn’t have in calmer times. Bob talked about what a wonderful cunt I had and how active I was while being screwed and, “Boy, how I liked being in you! I‘d love to do that some more!” I rued it a bit afterwards, but I blurted out that, “Gods, that was wonderful! I could get used to this! I loved having your cock in me and, wow, did you pound me.” Then, giggling, “I guess I have been mounted and ridden – and I loved it!” There were other remarks that in retrospect might have been better left unsaid, but Alan took it all in stride and was not the least bit offended when Bob pulled me over and kissed me hard, several times as we prepared to go in for the night.
Actually, Alan didn‘t say a whole lot while Bob and I gushed on and on, but, as we said good night, he made his position quite clear. Talking to Bob, he said, “Well, I enjoyed watching the two of you in action and, obviously, you both really loved it, so I can’t see any reason you can’t keep on screwing Nita while we’re here. As she said, mount her and ride her! She loves it, so give it to her! We said that we wanted a honeymoon to remember and I think that we already have that, so, let’s make it even more memorable. She can have a drawer full of crimson letters when she gets home!”
I could hardly believe my ears when I heard Alan say that, virtually giving Bob his permission to “ride” me the rest of the time that we were in Belize, actually encouraging him to do so! However, still in the aftereffects of the last screwing, I shocked myself by blurting out, “I’ll find room for them! Maybe a couple of drawers!” I still can’t believe I said that, but it felt right at the time, and I’ve never regretted saying it. It was a very pleasant and sexy “good night!”
I was already naked, of course, so I just fell onto the bed when we got in and Alan dropped beside me. I had the weirdest thought as we lay there, both of us hot but his cock was still limp. I felt guilty, but right then I wished that Bob were there so that I could see his hard cock ready to fuck me! I still hadn’t actually seen his cock – I had felt it with my fingers, of course, and I certainly knew what it felt like inside me, but my eyes hadn’t seen it! I mentioned that to Alan later and he wasn’t the least concerned, saying, “Don’t worry, Nita, I’m sure you will get plenty of chances to see it, and do things with it, in the next two weeks while we’re here!” That conversation came later, however, and other things came first.
Without saying anything, Alan moved down to my feet, his intentions obvious, and I immediately raised and spread my legs, opening the path to my cunt. He looked intently at it before leaning forward and licking around and through the lips, teasing my clit several times. Then, he slid his finger into me and moved it in and out, commenting, “Gods, you’re slippery! Here, put your finger in and feel it!” I did as he said, and I knew what he meant. I had used my finger on myself many times (as most women do) but I had never felt so much lubrication. “See, that’s why I want to fuck you when you’re full like that! It must be unbelievable!” He then began licking me again, even sucking right at the cunt hole, saying, “Boy, stuff keeps coming out! His balls must be empty!” I knew, of course, that he was licking Bob’s cum off of me and sucking it out, and, somehow, knowing that excited me. I started moving up and down, panting and moaning, and, finally, erupted in an unexpected orgasm. Now as big as sometimes, but I had been fucked not many minutes ago.
When I finished, we lay there talking about all that had happened and that was when I expressed my desire to see Bob’s cock, even see it go off. Alan understood and said, again, “I’m sure you will get plenty of chances to see it,” as mentioned above. He went further, and said that, “You’ll probably be right there, working on it, and getting it to go off by sucking it!” I actually was shocked when he said that, for I never had gone beyond lightly kissing the tip of Alan’s cock, and now he was calmly suggesting that I probably would suck Bob! I didn’t even get to protest at the idea, when he went on saying that he really wanted to fuck me when my cunt was full like that. “I can’t believe how wet and slippery you are after being screwed! I really want to feel that with my cock! I can’t believe how much stuff he put in you! Just like the first time, it was running out all the way back, and it kept coming out the whole time I was licking! When I sucked at your cunt hole, it just poured out! I’ll tell you something. It’s a darn good thing that you’re on the pill! It would be hard to explain how you got pregnant on our honeymoon when I can’t screw you!”
“Oh my god, I hadn’t even thought of Bob getting me pregnant! The whole things too new. It just never crossed my mind, but, boy, are you right! It’s a darn good thing that you thought of that. My current month’s supply runs out in a couple of days, and, while I’m on that system that starts a new month’s worth of pills immediately to avoid having a period, I’m not supposed to have intercourse (the term on the instructions) for three days afterwards! They’re not sure about the protection. We’ll have to not let Bob have me during that time. Thank heavens, you thought of it!” It’s interesting that whether or not Bob should continue fucking me never came up! It was a given that my adulterous activities would continue.
As might have been expected, things did not go quite that easily mentally. I went to sleep on a high, reveling in the glow of my sexual exploration, but about 2:00 AM I woke up, thinking, “What on earth am I doing? I’m on my honeymoon, married two weeks and I’ve had sex with another man three times in one day! From virgin to adulteress! Here we were, planning further debauchery – my new husband as co-conspirator and, indirectly, participant! I could hear Aunt Agatha screaming in the background – “ADULTERY! INFIDELITY! SIN! DEPRAVITY!” In the dark at 2:00 AM, everything is magnified: moral teachings come back to haunt and a lifetime of conservative sexual admonishment pound at the brain. I even cried for a time, regretting the loss of my sexual purity, lamenting the loss of my virginity to someone other than my husband. I finally fell asleep again, and, the following morning those dark thoughts were put more in perspective, but I certainly wasn‘t completely at ease.
Saturday, August 15. I was still apprehensive, of course, because yesterday I was Alan’s virgin bride, but I had given that virginity, my “cherry,” to another man. At the time, Alan had been at least partially responsible and loved what had happened, but how would he feel the next day? As it happened, my fears were soon dissipated, for his feelings were the same. We talked again, and, with his approval, even active encouragement, I once again agreed that no one was being hurt and we both really wanted to continue our wicked new life style! So, the third week of our marriage began, and both of us were ready for more, and new, adventures!
I think that Bob had some of the same qualms as I did, because when we saw him he was a bit uncomfortable and hesitant, not free with his comments and actions as the evening before. Considering that he had fucked a man’s wife three times just the day before, I guess his uncertain and hesitant manner made sense! However, he was soon put at ease by Alan’s casual attitude as if nothing had happened, and the atmosphere lightened quickly. After a few comments about my tits and a few double entendre, we went into the water, where a new game clarified any questions about my availability. I had taken my pants off immediately, as was expected and both men felt me thoroughly, one at a time and at the same time. Bob had his pants down and I had worked on his cock until it was really hard. We then, spontaneously began what became known as the “torpedo Nita” game! We were in the water above our waists, and I was floated by Alan holding me up by my boobs. He was pushing me through the water, running into Bob, me laughing as I bumped into him with my feet. Suddenly, a bigger swell came through, causing me to twist a bit, and my legs came open just as we got to Bob. As a result, I was up against him, my cunt nicely available, and Bob said, “You’d better be careful, you’ll get torpedoed!”
Alan pulled me away, and then pushed me back while I held myself rigid with my legs spread. Bob immediately got the idea and, as I was moved closer, he said, “Torpedo ready, target in sight!” His cock touched my cunt, “Torpedo locked on! Torpedo entering! Torpedo in!”
I joined in, “Torpedo penetrated me! Prepare for explosion!” Bob pushed inward, his cock completely in, and, then, Alan pulled me back causing it to retreat. Alan immediately pushed me back on as Bob surged forward. This continued for some time, the cool water delaying action. Alan was actually fucking me with Bob’s cock. Suddenly, Bob grunted out, “Explosion imminent!”
I was really excited by this time, although it was difficult to react since the only real movement was in and out with none of the slamming, hard banging on my clit that would set me off. I actually didn’t go off, but I felt Bob beginning to shoot into me and I cried out, “Torpedo exploding inside me!” Then, as he pulled out and my legs went down, I said, “I really like that torpedo! It goes right where it belongs!” At that point, the real world returned and I blurted out, “Oh, my heavens, was anyone watching us?” I looked at the shore and couldn’t see anyone staring right then, but I was all too aware that much of my body had been above the water, and the screwing motion would have been obvious. Fortunately, the beach had few people on it that morning, but I still felt a wave of embarrassment go over me. “That was fun, but we’ve got to be more careful! If I‘m going to be torpedoed right off the beach, we have to watch for observers!”
Both men laughed at me and, I suspect, neither of them would have minded having an audience. Alan even kidded (I think), “Say, I have an idea! We’ll sell tickets! Can’t you just see the crowd if we advertised, ‘Come see Nita, the wet tee shirt winner, being fucked?’ Boy, we’d get rich!” Bob joined in, “We’d better find a better location, somewhere where the audience could see everything! Maybe in front of one of the big dunes that would be like grandstands!”
“Ok, you two clowns! You may think you’re clever, but if Bob is going to fuck me, it’s going to be private – and I mean private! You‘ve turned me into an exhibitionist, but, screwing is private!” Then, I laughed, adding, “I wouldn’t put it past you to enter me into a sex contest on a stage if they had one!” I saw a look go between them and continued, “Don‘t even think about it!”
We walked down the beach to the little café for a drink and, it was fun sitting there looking out at the ocean. I had a most peculiar feeling, sitting there between Bob and Alan – it was no more than one half hour since Bob had screwed me in the water, and here we were, sitting calmly, having a Coke. How could such a momentous even become so commonplace so quickly? Just yesterday, I was a married virgin – now, adultery was just a casual incident that we tease around about it! Both of them, actually, all three of us, blithely assumed that I would continually be available for more adultery – it was going to be a fun two weeks!



My availability was quickly proven, for as we walked back along the beach to our place, it was pretty obvious that Bob and Alan were anticipating another penetration before lunch. We reached our mats and Alan said, “Go ahead and lie down, Nita. I think that Bob has something for you!” I briefly protested (as I took off my pants and lay down) that we had just done it in the water, but he said, “That was over an hour and one-half ago!” Actually, my protests were pro forma, since I was expecting it – and wanted it!” Still, it was a bit, well, traumatic is too strong a word, but it was only yesterday that I had lain on the same mat and lost my virginity while Alan slept. Alan had seen Bob having me last evening in the semi-darkness and, of course, in the water, but this different! Broad daylight, Alan wide awake and watching – I was just nervous! Nonetheless, I lay back and raised and spread my legs, reached down, and put Bob’s cock into my cunt! I glanced sideways for a moment and saw Alan’s rapt stare, his obvious excitement clear on his face. Then, I just quit paying any attention to anything except the hard cock plunging in and out of me. Later, when we downloaded the picture, I couldn’t believe the thoroughly wanton look on my face – mouth opening and closing, eyes wildly staring at nothing, grimacing as I tried to get every bit of pleasure out of being fucked. I was shameless and lustful, I wanted to be taken and pounded – I was mounted and being ridden, and I loved it! It seemed to go on forever, but it also was too quick as Bob poured his semen deep into me. He collapsed on me for a moment or two, exhausted from the exertion and his climax, and then pulled out and lay beside me. 
It was a weird moment for Alan. He had just seen his new wife actively engage on adulterous intercourse right beside him, and now she and her lover (fucker?) lay side by side, almost touching him. Bob’s cock was softening, but still was covered with a combination of his and my combined fluids, clear evidence, if it were needed, that consummation of our love-making had taken place inside me. In addition, as he leaned over to look, my cunt was clogged with Bob’s cum, just beginning to seep out! As he said later, all he wanted at that moment was to have his own cock hard so that he could stick it in me and feel the slipperiness. As it was, however, that pleasure would have to wait and, in the meantime, he wanted to get back to our bungalow and lick my cunt. That, of course, is exactly what we did. We made plans to meet Bob that afternoon and we went in. I still had that peculiar feeling brought about my concern for Alan’s reaction, but his behavior soon removed my worries.
I got up from the mat and, with a towel wrapped loosely around my waist, I hurried inside. Without hesitating, I lay back on the bed and pulled my knees up and parted my legs. Alan looked at me, startled, saying, “God, he fucked you in the water and now in our place not too long afterwards. I don’t know how he could have produced that much cum in such a short time. It’s pouring out of you as if he hadn’t come in a month! It’s a damn sure a good thing that you are on the pill!” He put a finger into me and pulled it out, covered with cum, adding, “And he really lubricates you! Boy, that would feel good on my cock!” With that, he knelt between by legs and began licking. As before, knowing that he was licking Bob’s cum off of and out of my cunt really turned me on – I didn’t understand why it did, but it sure did! He was there for some time, the physical and mental titillation worked, and I finally erupted in an orgasm that, once again, almost smothered him. While I always (in my very brief experience) came with a cock in me, my orgasms from being licked and fingers were even better!
So, I had been fucked five times in two days and was ready for more. Alan and I agreed that we both enjoyed it, had no recriminations or guilt feelings and saw no reason not to continue our degenerate and depraved celebration of our honeymoon. Alan said that he really found watching me be screwed excited him, and certainly would have his cock rigid except for his problem. He even removed my negative thoughts about getting excited by his licking Bob’s cum. He said he liked doing it because the cum was part of my being screwed and licking made him part of the whole experience. He said he didn’t mind the taste or knowing where it came from – in fact, he admitted that he enjoyed licking where Bob’s cock had touched me. He had no interest in the cock, itself, just what it put on and in me. As I said before, for some perverse reason, I really enjoyed knowing that it was Bob’s cum that he was licking and tasting – maybe because it really made him part of my adultery, or maybe I just enjoyed knowing that he was tasting the evidence of his cuckolding! In any case, with that concern out of the way, I looked forward, without any qualms, to frequent fuckings in the rest of our honeymoon! That I was going to get!
In any case, we did get together with Bob later that afternoon, and, as might be expected, I ended up on my back with Bob on top of, and in, me. It’s odd, but it was if we had done that forever. We came to our place after swimming, I took off my pants, lay down and Bob got on. He vigorously pounded me to a very satisfactory climax for each of us and I ended up with a cunt full of cum. However, there was one significant difference – I suddenly realized that while being fucked, my knees were driven almost to my tits as Bob moved hard on me. When that happened, my legs from the knees down were sticking straight up, with at least my feet and ankles protruding above the sand dune wall of our place. Anyone looking that way undoubtedly saw my feet waving back and forth, announcing that a woman was on her back being screwed behind that low barrier! I was mortified and set up quickly and looked over the low dune and I’m certain that several people turned away as I did so. Bob and Alan laughed at my crimson face, saying that anyone who knew who lived in the cottage (and whose path it was) would just assume that the honeymooners were enjoying themselves. Alan grinned and said, “Of course, they’re right! We are enjoying ourselves, although they can’t know that Bob’s the one enjoying your cunt!”
“That may be true, but if Bob’s going to continue screwing me, I want it to be private! Even if it were you screwing me, I’d want it to be private! It’s not a spectator sport as far as I’m concerned! I’m still concerned that someone will look up the path from the beach and see me naked – that’s bad enough – but I don’t want anyone to see me being fucked!”
“Ok, Nita, calm down – no public screwing! We’ll be discreet! Still, we’re pretty well concealed here. Just don’t stick your legs straight up. No one will likely notice if it’s just your feet that are visible. In any case, you don‘t know anyone here and they can‘t really see anything if they do look. Still, we‘ll be careful.”
Bob joined in, “Sure, Nita, we’ll be careful. No one can see what we’re doing in the water or here if we stay low. Actually, the most visible thing here is my backside if I raise up too much – we’ll both have to be watchful. In any case, maybe we‘ll avoid doing it here if the beach is crowded or people are real close.”
“Yeah, if there is a crowd, we could go in and you can screw on the bed. That’d be more comfortable, anyway.”
I was somewhat reassured by their reply, seemingly taking my concerns seriously. In addition, the idea of Bob having me on our bed sent a few tingles through my cunt – exciting despite having just been screwed. “Ok, as long as you’re careful. Gods, I’ve walked all over this place wearing nothing but a pair of panties and, I have to admit, the idea of someone seeing me naked doesn’t really bother me now, but lying there being taken by someone other than my husband has to be private! What am I saying, as I said before, even if it were Alan, I would want it to be private!” In any case, Alan and I went in, he licked me to another, smaller, orgasm, and we rehashed the afternoon’s activities with considerable pleasure. We had planned to meet Bob and walk down the beach to the café for supper – and, probably something else afterwards!
As might be expected, the idea of screwing me on our bed germinated and, despite the urge to do it again on the beach, we ended up in our cottage. I don’t recall who proposed it that evening, but it was obvious that we all were aroused by the idea, and that was where we ended up. Very shortly after arriving, I was naked on our bed, spread-eagled before two admiring and excited men. Both were naked as well, and, while I didn’t say anything, of course, the difference between them was dramatic. Alan was obviously intrigued by the situation, and he had the movie camera operating. Unfortunately, his cock remained small and useless, a significant difference from Bob whose erection was exceedingly prominent. I never had seen it in that condition before – I had felt it under the water and had it in me, but I never had the opportunity to actually look at it. It protruded out straight from his body, more than ready to enter me, and, when he lay down beside me and started to feel my tits, it stood up like a flag pole.
I, also, was ready for it to enter me, but the more personal surroundings, a bed instead of the sand or a mat, made the situation different – not just a wild “quickie,” but a more leisurely experience. He felt me all over, playing with my clit until I was moving against his fingers. While doing this, he rubbed his cock against me, encouraging me to hold and work on it. For the first time I was able to feel his balls, which he obviously enjoyed. I thought at that point he would move over me and take me, but after a few very intense kisses, he moved up and I found his cock at my mouth. I had, on a few occasions, kissed the tip of Alan’s cock, but nothing more, but now I just opened up and took it in! I wasn’t sure as what to do, but he began a slow in and out motion as if he were fucking my mouth, so I just kept my lips tight around it, and let him do the work. It actually felt nice and the cock, itself, was smooth with a soft texture that sort of excited me. This lasted only a minute or so and he pulled out and mounted me. I reached down and aimed the head at my opening, and he slid in all the way, and I could even feel his balls against my raised ass. We began a vigorous screwing, the action becoming more and more forceful, with him pounding against me and me rising to meet him. I really was lost in the action, and I have no idea as to what actually happened. Once again, seeing the picture of us fucking when it was downloaded was an eye-opener, for I could hardly believe that the wild woman under Bob was me! It didn’t last too long – we both were too hot for that – but it was intense! Bob exploded in me, and just flopped over beside me, both of us sated – for the moment! 
It was very different after we recovered. Lying there in our bed, naked and touching each other made the entire situation quite strange. Screwing in our place or on the beach was mostly a physical experience which was finished and done. Now I was lying against Bob, very conscious that we’d just had sex and that we were relaxing together, coming down from a mutual high together. It’s just that in the previous screwing we were, of course, together physically, but, somehow, separate mentally. Bob had fucked me, but I felt no real attachment to him or him to me – we each were, in a way, using the other. Now, it was different. It also felt strange, lying nude beside a man with whom I had just had sex while my husband was on the same bed, but not directly involved.
In some ways, the situation soon got stranger. There had been a bit of desultory conversation, Bob and I remarking how good it had been, Alan commenting about how sexy we had looked, speculating on how the movie would look and both Bob and I saying how nice it was to be on a bed. Much of the time we were just lying there without talking. My mind flitted from one thing to another, not really able to settle on one thing. I was still shocked and amazed at what I was doing, still aroused by lying in our bed with another man, wondering what would happen next, etc. The last question was soon answered as Bob began running his hand over me and turning me toward him and beginning a series of increasingly deep kisses. Suddenly, I was aware that he was pushing me down so that my face was on his chest and, gradually lower. All at once, I realized what he wanted. His cock was half hard and somehow it found its way into my mouth again.
Instead of a rigid rod, I now had a semi-limp, flexible cock between my lips. This time, Bob was not fucking my mouth as he had before, although he was moving gently back and forth. It was a peculiar feeling, having it in my mouth like that, and I began moving my head, matching his movements. I closed my lips firmly around the shaft, going all the way to the base of his cock and sucking gently as I pulled back. As I started that, I felt it beginning to get firmer and, bit by bit, it grew in my mouth. I found myself really enjoying what I knew was cock-sucking, excited myself by how I was causing it to grow. I continued sucking until it was completely erect, a cock that had lay limp in my mouth now was going into my throat. I wasn’t actually paying attention, but I was aware that Alan was recording again, making a video of his wife sucking a cock.
Obviously, Bob liked me sucking, but as soon as it was hard, he wanted to be in my cunt. However, rather than mounting me, he stayed flat and drew me on top. Of course, I’d never been there before, but I quickly got the idea and straddled him, moving so that his cock lined up with my cunt hole. Slowly I lowered myself until the head touched the hole, and, then, gradually impaled myself, letting the shaft sink into me. When I had it all in, I squirmed against Bob’s public area for a moment before beginning to fuck myself on his cock. I was resting on my arms, moving up and down more and more vigorously as he pushed up against me. Then, I lowered myself down on my elbows and we moved together while kissing wildly. In that position, my ass was raised up and my legs open, presenting a perfect view of Bob’s cock pounding up into my cunt while I matched his thrusts. It also presented a startlingly clear view of my asshole each time I shoved back. (Again, I wasn’t aware of that at the time, but the photographic evidence was graphic.) For Alan, the sight was unbelievable – his wife’s cunt wide spread with another man’s cock firmly embedded in it, every detail of her being fucked displayed in the most explicit way possible. As the pictures later showed, the lips were pulled back, grasping the cock. Everything was shiny with excess lubrication and that same lubrication made erotic squishing sounds, almost a splat each time the cock and cunt met. It was unbelievably exciting to watch, but Alan was driven to participate.
Running his finger through some of the bountiful lubrication flowing from my cunt, he placed it at the hole of my ass and pushed in! He entered slowly, bit by bit, the fluid coating the finger greasing the way, and, soon, was in completely with his palm against my ass. He started finger-fucking my ass, matching the rhythm Bob and I were maintaining. He said that it was the strangest thing that he had ever felt. Not only had he never ass-fucked me with his finger, which was a new experience in itself, he could actually feel Bob’s cock through the thin membrane separating my ass and my cunt! He was actually feeling another man fucking me! For me, I hardly knew exactly what was going on at first, but when I realized what was happening, the new sensation but me over the top and I had a monstrous orgasm, grinding against Bob, writhing about to intensify the myriad sensation coursing through me and, from my position on top, moving my hips up and down in a blur. Actually, I moved so vigorously and erratically that Bob had a hard time keeping his cock in me. However, as I calmed down a bit, he was able to reestablish control of the rhythm, pounded up into me violently a few times, and ejaculated deep into my cunt. All this time, Alan’s finger was still embedded in my asshole, providing a very strange feeling. As Bob finished and I slumped down on him, Alan made a few more finger-fucking movements and pulled out with an audible sucking noise. In a way, both men had had me! 
The aftermath was very different from our past sexual activities. Each of the other times, Bob just got off of me and the experience was treated as if we had a joint exercise. This was, as I said, very different. First, Bob had come in me on two separate penetrations, we were on Alan’s and my bed, and, instead of just getting up and going on to something else, we lay there together, cuddled up, still totally naked. Alan was there, of course, and he had participated, in a way, in the last fucking, but it was really Bob and me. In a number of ways, this was more “love making” than before, with a lot of kissing, fondling and, in general, a feeling of closeness. Oh, I still had no romantic feelings toward Bob, but, still, it was something more than just fucking. We lay like that for about another 15 minutes, saying very little, basking in the aftermath of a real sexual high.
Finally, Bob got up and dressed – it was weird, watching him put his suit on over his cock, the cock I had sucked and which had been in me twice – and left after we arranged to get together tomorrow’ He was hardly out of the door before Alan was between my legs, licking my sperm filled cunt. He licked and sucked me until I had another, small, climax, and, when he raised up, his face was wet all over from my emissions – and probably some of Bob’s. Needless to say, we talked, seemingly for hours, about the experience, particularly how he loved seeing me suck, seeing me on top bouncing up and down, and how he loved having his finger up my ass while I was being fucked. Actually, as it turned out, he had two fingers in at the end, and my asshole was as open as my cunt. Obviously, I enjoyed having my ass worked on and penetrated and we agreed that he should do that anytime my ass was available. It was fun to lie there, and later to sleep there, where Bob had had me – a bed of sin, and I loved it! 
< b>Sunday, August 16. This day was a bit different because it was not bright and sunny. In fact, it was a bit stormy from a tropical depression in the Gulf, making the water much rougher than usual. Still, we went down to the beach to watch the waves breaking higher than usual with whitecaps showing further out. Bob was with us, of course – actually, his frequent trips over to our cottage from his had beaten a path through the undergrowth, so he could just come over when we called. There were very few people on the beach that day, so we had the water to ourselves. The rough water was fun and, as expected, Bob and I were soon naked, ready for action. Alan was designated as the official pants holder, and he contented himself with tit squeezes. Meanwhile Bob and I really worked on my cunt and his cock, but it was too turbulent for anything except playing around. Finally, we had had enough of being buffeted by the waves and we headed in, floating through the breakers and struggling through the surf. I managed to get to my feet, still naked, and without waiting, ran across the beach to our path and our place. I looked back and saw Bob following me, also naked, with his cock rigid and swaying as he ran. (Later, I laughed, thinking how funny it looked, bobbling back and forth!) Behind him came Alan, carrying our suits and trying to look nonchalant as he followed his naked wife and her naked lover. He said, afterwards, that, while the beach wasn’t crowded, it also wasn’t empty!



At the time, I never even thought about other people – the beach had been empty except for a few people further down, but I was shocked and embarrassed when he told me. However, behind that shock and embarrassment, I also found the thought of having been seen to be rather exciting! At the moment, however, all I was thinking of was getting to our place and being screwed. I threw myself onto the mat, turned over on my back and raised and spread my legs. By the time Alan got there, coming with less urgency, Bob was already on me and inserting his cock. Both of us were primed and ready, the action in the water had been more than enough foreplay. Any hesitation about being screwed by another man certainly was gone, and I entered into it with fervor, my cunt wide open and available. Bob slid in me up to his balls with no hindrance, and began pounding me with passion, slamming into my clit with punishing force. Not to be outdone, I met his inward thrusts with upward surges, maximizing the force of the contact. I was almost in an orgasmic state right from the beginning, grinding my cunt against him to increase the contact. He moved faster and faster, approaching climax, increasing the sensations coursing through me as he did. Abruptly, he smacked in tightly against me and came, hard, in me, sending me over the edge. We held together for a few moments, writhing against each other until the feeling of euphoria passed and our energy just vanished.
With the passion abated, Bob pulled out of me and collapsed beside me, relaxing after the massive expenditure of energy. Alan didn’t say anything, just sitting beside us, watching us with an intense stare, his eyes roaming over his wife‘s nude, freshly fucked, body. We lay there recovering for some time, close beside each other with Bob lightly fondling my tit. Finally, after our breathing had returned to normal, he broke the silence by saying, “Damn, that was good! Boy, does my cock love your cunt! Too bad you‘re not staying in Belize! I could fuck you all day! ”
Alan spoke up, “Let’s see, today is the 16th. We got here Sunday, August 2, and leave late on Sunday 30. Today is exactly one-half of our month here. So, you only have two weeks left to fuck her. You had better get busy!”
I was really surprised by Alan’s comment, really telling Bob, not only was it all right to screw me, but he should do more of it! I was surprised, but not displeased by it, for it was exactly what I wanted. I think that I had turned lustful and shameless! While we had been lying there and talking, my hand somehow found its way onto Bob’s cock. I don’t know how since I was too innocent to do such a thing deliberately (that’s my story), but my fingers were fondling it. As it began to harden again, my hand moved more purposely, encouraging its growth. As Alan made his last comment, Bob agreed, “You’re right! Come on, Nita, get your legs up! You’re husband said I’d better get busy, and he gives the orders!”
“Yes sir,” I said as I put myself in the classic position, “my cunt is ready! My husband says to fuck me, and, maybe, I promised to obey, so take me!” That, of course, is exactly what he did. This screwing was less violent than the previous one and longer since we were able to build up slowly. I had time to feel the sensations more, to consciously be aware of the feeling of Bob’s cock in me, even to feel his balls against me as he came into my cunt. Somehow, it was more personal, more Bob having Nita rather than just two people screwing. We were kissing and, in a way, making love this time. It was very much like last night on the bed and that added to the pleasure. I also watched Alan as he stared intently at us as our passion mounted, wondering how he was dealing with the mental intimacy as well as the physical side. Soon, however, I quit being concerned with that, or anything else except going off. The finish was very good, partly because of that different intimacy.
We lay there for a short time, getting our breath back and calming down. I wouldn’t have minded staying longer, but I knew that Alan probably was impatient to go inside. Finally, I said, “This has been very nice, but I think that I will go in and get cleaned up a bit. We’ll call when we decide what to do this afternoon, Bob.” What a casual comment for a married woman who had just committed adultery twice! In any case, when we got in, the usual activities took place. I lay back, raised and spread by legs, and the “cleaning up” was done by Alan‘s tongue. Once again, I had two infusions of cum in my cunt, so he was licking and sucking me for some time. It felt good, particularly when he was around my clit or, surprisingly, my asshole, but while I had some mild tremors, I didn’t really go off.
Alan finished licking me and, his face wet as usual, said again, “Damn my stupid cock – if it would work, I could put it in you after you’ve been screwed like this! Gods, you were wet! I can hardly believe that he could put that much in you! I don’t know how we can do it, but I really want that!”
Finally, I broached a subject that we had avoided up to now. “But, Honey, when we’re home, Bob won’t be there to screw me. How will we get my cunt full like that then? Are you going to want someone else the fuck me when we’re back? How would you arrange that?”
“Damn it, I don’t know! I know that I want to feel your cunt around me after you’ve been fucked, but having someone back home do it is hard to picture. You’re right, of course. Bob won’t be there, so it’s someone else or nobody. I think it’s going to be up to you and how you feel. This is all so new that’s it’s hard to think! Who would have dreamed about what we’ve already done – impossible! Yet both of us are enjoying it and, I think you agree, we want to go on with it! We’ll just have to see what develops later when we’re home. It may be that you’ll want someone else to fuck you then.”
“Well, right now that sounds unlikely, but no more unlikely than that Bob has had me ten times, I think, now and that we both love it! We’ll just have to see, but if you want to have me fucked, I‘m sure I‘ll go along with it, but I can‘t picture me instigating anything!”
The weather had improved some by the afternoon, so the three of us drove to another beach 10 miles away to see some much bigger surf. That beach was noted for its waves because it faced the Gulf directly and waves had a long distance to build up. There was a lot of surf boarding going on and Bob and Alan tried it without much success. I tried using a body board and it was fun, just riding in to the beach after the waves broke. We had brought a blanket to lie on and a picnic lunch and it was nice lying there watching the surfers. After we ate and lay around a while, Bob started playing with my tits under my shirt and sliding his hands into my pants, “Come on, Bob! Stop that! People are all around and they’ll see you!”

“Look, Nita, a lot of people are making out and no one cares! Look up there!”
I looked where he was pointing, and it really appeared that two people were either screwing or the next thing to it. Not far away was another couple where the guy was feeling the girl’s tits. I didn’t want to stare, but he was right that no one seemed to paying attention. All (or almost all) eyes were on the surfers. “Well, that may be, but I’m not going to put on a show here in the middle of the beach even if the audience isn’t paying attention!”
Then, Alan joined in with, “You’re right, this is very public – too public. But, look over there past those rocks. I don’t think that anyone is there, and it would be private behind them. Let’s go over there.”
So, without further conversation, or protest from me, we picked up our stuff and moved. It was a very nice and protected area, so we spread out our blanket and sat down, partly hidden from the land side (although the surfers were still in sight). As I sat there, Alan helped me remove my shirt and I lay back with my tits out. The men fondled and squeezed them, taking turns, while the one not handling the tits played with my cunt through my pants. Inevitably, over my protests, the pants came off and I was naked. While we were mostly hidden, I was too aware that we were not completely so and, certainly, the surfers could see everything.
“Come on, Nita, no one can really see and the guys out there are only interested in staying on their boards. They’re not paying attention to you.” Taking Alan at his words, I relaxed and let things happen, and I have to admit, I felt very sexy lying there on a public beach completely naked. I couldn’t help but wonder who was watching and how much they could see! The two pair of hands playing with me had the normal effect, and I became more and more excited – actually close to orgasm. Really, I had quit thinking about my exposure and who might be looking when Bob took my legs, spread them, and put them over his shoulders. In that position, I was completely open and available and he took advantage of the situation. Before I could even react, much less protest, he was deep in me, pounding away like a trip hammer, almost driving me into the sand. I was already hot and ready, and I was lost in the sensations immediately. I was vaguely aware that Alan was working on my breasts, tweaking my nipples, but my mind really was located in my cunt. We worked harder and harder together, moving to a crescendo of plunging cock and receptive cunt. I think the circumstances – the semi-public area, the nearby people – made it more exhilarating than usual for both of us. The explosion was not long in coming, but it was powerful when it did. I felt Bob coming inside of me, causing me to grind my cunt against him in my orgasm. The exertion was brief but heavy, and we rolled apart and lay there, panting.
Relaxation didn’t last long, as I suddenly became aware of whistles and some applause! It quickly became evident that Alan was wrong in his belief that the surf board riders had no interests but staying on their boards. Several that had reached the beach were clapping and whistling in appreciation of our show. In addition, upon hearing other applause, I looked sideways between our sheltering rocks and saw a group of young to middle-aged couples looking back at me, mostly with broad smiles on their faces. There I sat, completely naked, having just been screwed to orgasm, with a largely appreciative audience. If I could have dug a hole in the sand, I would have, but all I could do was turn beet red and grab my shirt and try to cover myself. I had twenty thumbs and no fingers and the shirt wouldn’t cooperate. Alan and Bob were laughing at me in my futile efforts to hide myself, Alan saying, “Give up, Nita! They’ve seen everything already! Obviously they enjoyed seeing your performance, so there’s no reason to hide now!” Bob, the strutting stud who had just publicly fucked me, was proud, not embarrassed, not ashamed of having his cock seen – and he was laughing at me, his “victim.” Men!

However, their laughter and my total inability to hide myself caused something in my head to snap, and I simply dropped my shirt, stood up, naked, and pirouetted, giving everyone a clear view of everything, even my cunt. Then, I just bent over, legs apart, as I reached for my pants. Without hurrying, I stepped into them and pulled them up. Again, with no attempt at rushing, I took my shirt, folded it carefully, and said, “Ok, fellows, I think everyone has seen enough of me now! Pick up the blanket and let’s go.” Unbelievably, I kept that air of poise and self-assurance as we walked, my tits bare, around our non-concealing rocks, waving regally to the surfers, who were now actually cheering, and the party of couples, who merely clapped as we walked by. I even managed a genuine smile as I waved to them! Such sangfroid! Such composure! Such aplomb! Such a pose that disintegrated when I got into the car and dissolved into a mortified woman who not only had been naked in public, she had been watched while being screwed! I had never shown anything of my body until this unbelievable honeymoon, and now I had put on a porno show on a public beach!
Needless to say, Alan and Bob had a great time kidding me on our way home as I cringed at the thought of such a public display: “Wow, Nita, we should have charged admission!!” “I wonder how many people had cameras. I saw several people taking pictures of your tits as we were leaving!” “Heck, I saw a couple of movie cameras running! They probably have the whole show! You’re a movie star!” “I can see the headlines, ‘Anita Stone Fucking On the Beach!’ or ‘Local Woman Putting Out On Camera!’” Those remarks went on and on, but there also were admiring comments that, bit by bit, made me feel better: “I couldn’t believe how calm you seemed! The way you turned around showing everything and then just walked by everyone, smiling as if you weren’t concerned!” “I’ll bet those surfers will remember you for years! You certainly took their minds off of their boards! I couldn’t believe how poised and composed you were, actually waving at them!” “I’ll bet that there were some very hard cocks out there and on the beach!” “Probably some very wet cunts, too!”
Actually, their comments, even the teasing ones, made the whole experience less traumatic and I, surprisingly, found myself remembering it with less humiliation and more exhilaration. Gradually, the latter began to dominate as I joined in the hilarity, saying, “Well, no one can say that I’m frigid! Getting fucked by another man…on my honeymoon…on a public beach…with an audience! Talk about being depraved. I wish that I had a recording of what went through my mind when I realized that all those people were watching! I don’t know where I got the nerve to act so composed and calm – almost as if I did things like that regularly!” The really interesting development from this conversation was that I gradually lost the feeling of embarrassment and began to be really aroused by having done such an outrageous thing. Obviously, I never would have dreamed (or even have a nightmare) of doing such a thing, but, after the fact, the excitement overcame the feeling that I had done something disgraceful. Suddenly a thought occurred to me and I broke out with a hilarious thought, “I don’t think that Aunt Agatha would have approved! I think that if she had been in that crowd, she’d of had a heart attack!”
By then, it was obvious to all that any recriminations that I had about our outrageous behavior was gone, and I entered the increasingly erotic comments about how I looked, what I had done – and what I was going to do. By the time we got home, all of us were hot, and we almost ran into the house where Bob and I screwed violently while Alan watched and filmed our sexual endeavors. We were too excited to last long, but it was very satisfying. However, one very good fucking didn’t really dampen our ardor, so after a brief rest, I calmly moved down and sucked Bob’s cock to full erection, and, getting on top, inserted it up into my very wet cunt! I began moving up and down, feeling the shaft going deep into me. Bob was flexing upward as I came down, sending a thrilling sensation through me as my clit was squeezed between us. Alan was running his fingers over me, fondling my tits, stroking over my back, etc., sending a different stimulation through me. As we built up, Bob reached up and pulled me down so that my tits were against his chest, my nipples rubbing against him. I rested on my elbows with his hands on my back as me began to kiss me with real ardor.
Meanwhile, Alan had moved behind me and was concentrating on my hips, running his fingers through the crease to my asshole. He had gotten up and grabbed some cream from the bathroom and, wetting his forefinger, he began working it into me until I was open enough for it to finger-fuck me. It felt wonderful in me as it penetrated me to his palm. As he told me later, he worked it in and out in rhythm with my movements until I was stretched wide enough for a second lubricated finger to get in. Then, he really began to finger-fuck me vigorously, still matching Bob’s and my movements, sliding in and out like a piston. That, combined with the screwing cock, began to send me over the top and my hips were almost a blur as I bounced up and down. Amazingly, as I started to climax, he actually stuffed a third finger into my asshole and pushed against me as I ground my cunt down on Bob. Seeing it later in the movie, it was unbelievable! Bob’s hips were flexed off the bed, holding his ejaculating cock hard against me, I was grinding downward, seemingly trying to engulf his cock, and Alan’s hand was frozen against my ass, his fingers buried in the hole! We held that position for what seemed to be forever, but actually was about 30 seconds, and I just fell forward on Bob’s chest with Alan’s fingers still embedded in my asshole and the softening cock still in my cunt. We were all connected!
I started to draw away and Alan pulled his fingers out, saying, “Wait a moment!” He reached over and grabbed the movie camera from its miniature tripod and aimed it at my asshole. I couldn’t believe it when the movie was downloaded – there was a hole at least an inch and one-half in diameter going up my ass. As I fell sideways, my legs were spread, and for a few moments, two open holes leered at me, a sight I never could have imagined. The cunt hole remained swollen and open, but the asshole slowly returned to normal. It was fascinating watching it gradually close until there was only a reddish, wrinkled area where the opening had been – and I was sure would be again!
When we finally calmed down, we all went down to our beach and played around in the water. Amazingly, or maybe not considering that we had fucked five times already, there was no real sex play in the water, and we didn’t even stop at our place on the way in. Our libidos were worn out – at least for a time. However, after such a unique afternoon, we wanted to do something to other than eating and going to bed. It was Bob that came up with a very different idea. For some unknown reason, a nearby tourist town had introduced a peculiarly American recreation – drive in movies, even a double feature! Actually, that fad had passed, long ago, in the U.S., but someone thought that it would appeal to tourists. Surprisingly, it had, and we liked the idea! After being in the water all of Bob‘s cum was washed away, so there was no reason for Alan to lick me, so we just rested awhile, ate supper and got ready to go. So, Bob came over about 7:00 and we drove the ten miles to see whatever was showing – we didn’t care what! We pulled in and parked, finding it pretty crowded, primarily, I suspect, with people like us who just wanted the ambiance, the nostalgia, rather than the movie. We were talking about never having attended a drive-in movie at home and, inevitably, that we had missed the traditional petting sessions.
It was then that Alan brought up something that I had been reluctant to mention – my upcoming non-fucking period. Now that the issue had been raised, I had to explain to Bob that the birth control people recommended that when going from one session of 28 pills directly into another regime, no sexual intercourse should take place for two or three days. The chance of getting pregnant was elevated for that time period. Therefore, I would not be available for screwing for Monday and Tuesday, maybe Wednesday! As would be expected, Bob was devastated – even after having me five times that day, the thought of no sex tomorrow and Tuesday was crushing. We discussed the disappointing news until, suddenly, the movie, an ancient James Bond spectacular, began. It was still fun to watch, and it kept our attention for the whole show. Then, there was an intermission between movies so that we could visit the snack bar – they had the whole American experience down! Just before the second movie began, Alan suggested what he had intended to propose when he brought up the pill problem. “Look, you two, unless you really want to see this second movie, which I doubt, we can leave or you can do what people did when drive-ins were popular – make out in the back seat!”



Needless to say, Bob embraced the back seat option and, I’ll admit, so did I. We quickly got out, the door lights revealing to anyone whose attention was drawn (probably everyone), what we were doing. It was a very funny feeling – totally new, unlike lying there and letting Bob screw me or, even, me getting on top. Getting in the back seat for no reason except to “make out” was, somehow, more personal, like a date. I think that both of us felt that way, for, instead of proceeding to the inevitable fucking, we really began petting – feeling me through my few clothes, kissing lightly and, then, passionately – working up to real sex rather than jumping right in. It certainly was more romantic, and I felt very different, more vulnerable, when Bob gradually removed my clothes. It’s silly, but I felt like I was defenseless maiden who had been seduced and subject anything he wanted to do to me. This from a newly married woman who had been fucked many times by this same man! It’s silly, but that’s how I felt! I honestly forgot that my husband was in the front seat, trying to keep his mind on the movie while his wife was being seduced in back!
It was different, but it ended up the same way, me on my back, mounted by Bob! The back seat was cramped and the positioning was awkward, but he got into me and we fucked. The slower buildup had really stoked the fires, and we had a very vigorous screwing, causing the car to sway a bit as the activity grew more forceful. Alan said later that we were very noisy; breathing hard, gasping out inaudible words, grunting as cunt and cock came together with a slapping noise. The closed quarters magnified those noises, making it very obvious as to what was happening, particularly the wet, squishy sounds from my cunt! Alan wasn’t watching – it would have been very awkward – but he had put the low light camera on the console between the seats so we had a record of the events to view later. When we looked at it later, I was astounded at some things we did that I hadn’t remembered at all and which I would denied having done, e.g. I sucked on his cock and played with his balls, he licked my cunt and kissed all over my body, he even bent me more than double and licked my asshole! The whole thing was just blended and blurred in my mind, and I was very thankful that we had the picture so I could relive the experience. As with some of the other pictures, seeing myself reacting so wildly and doing things I would normally never do, was sometimes embarrassing, but it was worthwhile.
As I said, I did things I didn’t remember, but the most shocking thing of all was finding out that we had been in the back seat “making out” for over an hour! They say time goes fast when you’re having fun, and we certainly were having fun, but that was ridiculous! What I hadn’t realized in the passion of the moment (or many moments), was that we had fucked twice! It was like the first time when Bob came in me quickly and then kept screwing me with his cock still pretty hard. In the film, you could see us petting – feeling and kissing – for some time. Then, Bob entered me and we had a wild fucking session which ended in a pounding climax. But, instead of pulling out and moving off of me, he just stayed in, lying flat on my boobs, slowly pushing in and pulling out. While he did that, I had my arms over his back, holding him against me as we kissed continually. Bit by bit the tempo increased and we actively started fucking again, taking a long time as we built up. The final climax was violent, seemingly each trying to outdo the other in the violence of our motions. The finishing surge was fascinating to watch on the computer, for we ground against each other in a paroxysm of matching orgasms. When we finished, we just stayed together, him lying on top of me, for almost five minutes, occasionally kissing, but mostly relaxing from a very intimate experience.
We finally broke apart and separated, but I could hardly move. I had a difficult time straightening out, shifting my body which had been in that curled position in that cramped back seat for over an hour. My legs didn’t even want to go together, my cunt felt swollen and my back thought that it was broken. My mind thought that we had been together for a reasonable time, but my body said otherwise. When I saw the movie our camera had made, I understood why!
Actually, we had finished just in time, for suddenly, the floodlights in the parking area came on as the second feature ended! The glaring lights lit up the inside of the car as if it were daytime, revealing that I was half sitting there, completely naked. Bob pulled his shorts and pants up quickly, but my clothes were somewhere lost and I couldn’t even cover myself as cars drove by. As people do when passing other cars, particularly in a drive- in where they think something might be going on, they glanced in, the person who spotted me first pointing me out to others in the car. Leering faces seemed to surround me – probably not as many as it seemed then, but more than I needed. Actually, that was over pretty quickly and, as we drove out, I finally relaxed.
Bob and I just stayed in the back seat, me, still naked, cuddling against him as Alan was able to comment about the evenings performance. You two are incredible! Bob, when I said this morning that you’d better get busy fucking her, you certainly took me at my word! Do you realize that you actually did it seven times today? I wouldn’t have thought that that was possible! Nita’s going to have a very sore cunt tomorrow! Even if it weren’t for the pill problem, I doubt that she could stand you putting it into her! Damn, that has to be some kind of record!”
“Well, I damn sure never did that before, but, I’ll tell you, Nita has the best cunt I’ve ever had. When I said I could fuck her all day, I guess I was right! There’s a good chance that her cunt won’t be the only sore thing tomorrow!
I lay there in the back seat, half reclining, against Bob, listening to the masculine banter, doing some calculations in my head. Finally, in a very shocked voice, I interrupted, “You two and your talk of sore cunts and cocks and fucking me! I’ve done some figuring, and I am totally aghast – on Friday, I came out of the water and lay down on the mat, a married virgin! Bob fucked me three times that day! This is Sunday! Friday, Saturday and Sunday, three days – and I figure that you’ve had me 15 times! Fifteen times in three days! At this rate, I’ll need a trunk to hold my scarlet letters, not a drawer! My cunt won’t be sore, it’ll be worn out! It’s a good thing that I can’t do anything for three days! My god, I think that you two want to see how many times I can be screwed on my honeymoon!”
“My god, you’re kidding! Fifteen times? That’s not possible is it? Boy, Alan, when you said that you didn’t mind me fucking Nita, you certainly didn’t expect this! We’d better slow down – she will be worn out!”
“That does seem like a lot, but Nita is good at keeping track of things, so if she says it’s 15 times, it probably is. Still, today was very unusual – you certainly won’t have her seven times in a day very often. Even today, she seemed to be quite happy with the seven times. I know that I didn’t hear any complaints from the back seat at the drive-in. In any case, her cunt is off limits tomorrow and Tuesday, maybe Wednesday, so it will have time to recovery. After that, we’ll see.”
Monday, August 17. After the clouds of yesterday, things were back to normal in the weather department – bright and sunny with sun screen required. My cunt was a bit sore, but nothing special, just a bit swollen and tender. Still, I thought that a little rest might be in good order to simply slow things down. That 15 in three days had shocked me, although I did have to admit that Alan was right – I hadn’t complained during the seven yesterday! However, I did not want to risk Bob getting me pregnant, so my cunt was off limits until Wednesday to be safe! That did not preclude having fun, so, when we went into the water late Monday morning, there was plenty of feeling and fondling going on. They couldn’t torpedo me, but fingers could still get in! More importantly, considering what went on later, I could play with Bob’s cock, even asking, innocently, “Is this sore today? I hear that it had quite a workout yesterday, and I don’t want to hurt it!” While saying this, I had my fingers around the cock and was busy working up and down on it, planning to have it go off in the water.
Before that could happen, however, Bob pulled away, replying, “Oh, it’s not too sore! It was used a lot yesterday, but it was in a very well lubricated cunt, so there was no damage. Let’s go in and I’ll prove it!”
I didn’t know what he meant, for he certainly was not going to fuck me, but I put my pants on (Alan had taken care of them) and followed him to our place. There, lying down where I usually lay, he removed his pants and I saw a very hard cock sticking straight up! “See, it’s in good shape! But, it’s all excited and it needs is someone to make it feel good so it can relax!”
Alan added, “Come on Nita, you got it in that condition! You have to undo the damage and help it calm down!”
Actually, I wasn’t the least bit reluctant, but I put in the necessary show of shyness that was expected of the chaste woman I was a few days ago. That didn’t last long, and soon I was kneeling beside Bob, the fingers of my right hand pumping on the cock while my left hand fingers played with his balls. He obviously was excited before we started after the playing in the water, and he began moving with me very quickly. That was when something unexpectedly occurred. Alan was sitting on Bob’s other side and suddenly began running his hand over my head through my hair, lightly pushing downward. It felt good on my head, but I was concentrating on working Bob’s cock and thinking about setting it off. Suddenly, the pressure from Alan intensified and, like a bolt of lightning, I knew what he (probably they) wanted. I’d had Bob’s cock in my mouth before, but I just hadn’t thought of sucking him then, but obviously Alan wanted to see me do it. So, I didn’t resist at all and, opening my mouth, I went down on it. It went all the way into my mouth, even a bit into my throat, and, slowly, I pulled back, letting my lips pull gently on it as it came out. Then I went back down, pulled back out, went back down and pulled back out – matching his timing as he began to fuck my mouth. I continued to play with his balls as we matched rhythms, moving more and more rapidly.
I was holding the cock at the base with my right hand, my mouth moving up and down. Suddenly, he surged up against me, his cock embedded in my mouth, deeper in my throat, and ejaculated. I pulled back a bit, instinctively, as the cum filled my mouth, but kept my lips wrapped around the head as I swallowed the first surge. There were at least five or six such gushers, tapering off until he finally slumped back, depleted. I had attempted to gulp it all down at first (some still escaped my lips), but as the flow slowed, I held it in my mouth before swallowing more slowly, Then, surprising me and Alan, I reached over Bob and kissed him with my cum covered lips. He was startled at first, but quickly returned the kiss. I was shocked by both by my unexpected action with Alan and, also, the ease with which I had sucked Bob’s cock to completion. I hadn’t hesitated to suck, even when I knew it was going off, and I didn’t mind the taste in my mouth when it did. I’d never thought of pulling back at the crisis time, or of spitting out the cum – I just swallowed it with no thought of doing anything else, and I still had held a fair quantity in my mouth after he was finished, which, as I said, I had swallowed slowly. I guess that I’m a natural when it comes to cock sucking!
Bob interrupted my momentary introspection by blurting out, “Wow, Nita, that was good! I love your cunt, but your mouth is not far behind!” He obviously agreed with me about my talent when he continued, “I can’t believe that you’ve never sucked the whole way before! I really liked it when you used your mouth to get me hard that time, but I never thought that you could take it all so coolly! Alan, you have a real gem, here!” He seemed almost excited by how I had performed as he had by my sucking!
Alan looked with me with pride, responding, “She certainly is a gem! She’s taking to sex like the proverbial duck takes to water. Here we thought that she would have to gradually adapt to having real sex, but she’s a natural! Boy, Nita, you really do have talents! I can’t wait to get you home – in the meantime, keep practicing! Develop those talents!”
“If I know you two, I think that I’ll do a lot of practicing before we go home! Bob’s cock seems to like the exercise – look, the darn thing is getting hard again! If this keeps up, I’ll have both a sore cunt and a sore mouth! Let me rest awhile before doing it again!” Then, before anything else was said, I stretched out beside Bob, adding “My cunt can’t be fucked today, but it certainly is hot after doing that! You two can work on me now!” They proceeded to just that, Bob stroking and tickling my cunt, while Alan fondled and kissed my tits. They worked on me face up, arousing me to the point where I drew my feet up to my hips and opened my legs to give full access. Bob used his thumb on my clit while inserting his finger into my cunt, starting to finger-fuck me. I responded by raising and lowering my hips, with him matching my rhythm, until I was bucking up and down against his hand. I was already aroused by my cock-sucking, so it didn’t take too long until I was jerking and squirming around, finally ending up with my shoulders and feet touching the mat, with the rest of me arched up against his hand! I loved the feeling, and they loved watching me! Afterwards, I couldn’t help but think how I would have reacted a week ago if anyone had seen me in that intimate situation – but now I actually enjoyed letting them see me go off!
Temporally sated, we slowly strolled along the beach, exploring further down the white sand to an area where large rocks protruded up through the water. We hadn’t been there before, and it was fun getting out to them and climbing upon them. It was a very pleasant, perched atop them with the breeze blowing over us. It was a quiet, restful time, just talking and relaxing. Concerned about getting too much sun, we trudged back to our place, surprised by how far we had walked as our legs protested a bit. It was very companionable, just lying there recovering and speculating as to what we should do for lunch.
However, there was one more thing I wanted to do…and see! For the first time, I was the one that initiated some sexual activity as I said, “Ok, you enjoy watching me get excited and come, but I want something, too.” Looking at Bob, I continued, “I’ve played with Alan’s cock and really liked watching it go off – usually all over me! I did the same thing with your cock in the water, and felt it shoot against me, but I couldn’t see it. I want to see you come!” I’m sure that Bob was a bit taken aback by my comments, although I think that Alan was less surprised because we had talked about how I’d like to see it. He was surprised by my having the nerve to make such a request, but, as he admitted later, he was interested in seeing it too.
Somewhat reluctantly, Bob took his pants off and lay down – I think that men like to be the aggressors, and it was different having a woman ask to see him come. Also, I think that he was hesitant about doing it in front of another man. However, his cock was already half-hard and, this time, I really got to inspect it. It was very similar to Alan’s, but as I fondled it and his balls, it grew to be a bit longer than his. When it was fully erect, I wrapped my fingers around it and began the process of “jacking” him off. It was very sexy, watching my hand slipping up and down the shaft while, at the same time, lightly squeezing his balls. Gradually, he began lifting up and down a bit and I matched my stroking rhythm to his motion, manipulating his balls at the same time. It was fun, looking at the pictures later to see the rapt, intent look on both Alan’s and my face as Bob clearly was getting to the explosion point. As I said before, I had done this to Alan, but instinctively, I felt the difference in what increased Bob’s pleasure as compared to Alan. I noticed, for example, that he responded with more movement when I squeezed and pulled on his balls – they, like his cock, got harder and harder as I worked on them. As he really began to move, I squeezed with greater and greater force, causing ever more and stronger undulations and upward surges. When he started to go, I moved my hand in a blur up and down the shaft while grasping his very hard balls and squeezing as powerfully as I could!
The result was startling! As I gripped and squeezed, he erupted, sending a fountain of cum straight up into the air. Both Alan and I were watching closely and we were surprised at the suddenness and quantity of cum that shot out. I swear that the first shot went three feet into the air, the rest going all over the place, some even landing on Alan. Cum continued pouring out, splattering my face and collecting on my hand and wrist. Without consciously thinking about it, I continued squeezing his balls in rhythm with the ejaculations until he finally slumped back, obviously exhausted from the violence of his climax.
I sat there, almost stunned by the experience, when Alan reached over and kissed my cum-covered face. It was a fervent kiss, ending with him actually licking the cum from my chin, cheek and forehead. Then, even most surprising, he pulled my hand away from Bob’s cock and licked my fingers clean! We talked about it went we got home to our cottage, and he said that after that first spurt, some landed on his arm and he had licked it off. He had licked and sucked Bob’s cum off of and out of my cunt before, but this was different and he felt an absolute compulsion to do what he did! As he said, having licked me before and then having me kiss him earlier with cum on my lips after sucking Bob, made him want to really taste it – which he certainly did! It was thick on my fingers, and he got all of it!
I really had enjoyed the whole experience and Bob said that it was one of the most satisfying climaxes he had ever had. For me, I really enjoyed being the one who controlled the entire act and set him off, watching the mounting arousal and causing it with my hands! I particularly liked the feel of his balls, especially when I was able to really squeeze them. It was funny, in a way, that he seemed somewhat embarrassed by the experience, just as I had been that first time he and Alan had set me off! I enjoyed it! Also, for some reason, licking and sucking Bob’s cum turned Alan on, and I decided to make sure that he got more of it!
That ended our sexual activity for the morning, but it was far from the last time that day. In fact, we were back at it just after lunch, lying on our mats, secure (probably) in our place. This time, they started with me lying face down, legs spread, with Bob rubbing my clit with his fingers while his thumb was firmly planted in my cunt. He worked me up to the place where I was flexing up and down to match his finger-fucking thumb (thumb-fucking?) As I got hotter, Alan reached in and began playing with my ass, slowly working his finger into my asshole until it was completely embedded in me. He started finger-fucking, my ass, matching the rhythm that Bob and I had set. Once he was established in me, he introduced a second finger, stretching my asshole as they plunged in and out. At that point, I really began my pre-orgasmic movements, almost jerking away from them as I moved violently. Suddenly, Alan forced a third finger in, and that was the trigger that caused me to explode. I raised my ass up, pushing against the fingers in my cunt and ass, and, finally slumped down, completely shot. As I lay there, I realized that Alan still was slowly going in and out of my ass, not hurting or, really, exciting, me, but I really felt stuffed. “That’s enough Alan, just let me rest. Gods, how many fingers do you have in there? It feels like your whole hand!”



Bob, who had moved beside me answered, “He just has three fingers, Nita, that‘s all. You certainly have no problem taking them in your ass.” As he said that, Alan pulled his fingers out, leaving me with a funny, empty feeling. Bob continued, “By damn, look at that hole! I’ve never seen anything like it. Gods, Alan, that’s got to be a full inch or more in diameter, and you can see right into her ass! That’s wild!”
Alan quickly grabbed one of the cameras and photographed what looked like a cavern in the middle of my behind. When I saw the film later, I couldn’t believe it! It was like the first time, but it still really startled me that I could be opened like that! As happened the first time, the hole gradually closed, but before it did, it was really shocking, just the smooth opening into a smooth tunnel going inward. I didn’t know exactly what it looked like at the time, but it still was very embarrassing having two men looking at, and into, my ass, while making lewd comments about what they were seeing. Finally, I forcibly turned over, saying, “Ok, fellows, that’s enough! Shows over!” Then, seeing Bob’s very hard cock, I added, “From the look of that,” pointing to it, “I think that Bob needs some relief after doing lewd things to me!” Actually, I was still pretty hot myself. I was embarrassed but still aroused by their attention, and I was more than ready for another cock sucking!
That, of course, is exactly what happened. Everything was much as the last time, me kneeling between Bob’s legs, sucking and playing with his balls, squeezing and pulling on them as before. That position left my cunt and ass exposed, and Alan played with them as I sucked, adding an extra bit of pleasure for me. When Bob came, I was better prepared than the last time, and I was able to swallow more of the cum as it shot out, with only a little escaping through my ovaled lips. When the spurts slowed and became smaller, I was able to retain quite a bit in my mouth as I finished by slowly going up and down the cock.
As Bob collapsed at the end of his climax, I leaned over to Alan as I had done before, kissing him with cum on my lips. Obviously, he had enjoyed that then and was prepared for that wet kiss. However, this time I went further – I pushed my tongue out between his lips, his mouth opened a bit, and all of the cum I had saved was transferred to him! Instead of pulling back, he intensified the kiss, actually inserting his tongue into my mouth! The whole thing was short and we broke apart, but obviously he has swallowed a considerable quantity of Bob’s cum! As said before, Alan admitted that he was turned on by tasting Bob’s cum by licking me and sucking it out of my cunt or, that one time, off of my fingers and face. He also had enjoyed kissing me with cum on my lips, particularly knowing what my lips had been doing! However, he never thought of me transferring so much cum from my mouth to his, but he liked taking it from my mouth too. It was much like taking it out of my cunt, because my mouth was a cunt in this situation. As said before, he had no interest in Bob’s cock, itself, just where he put it and what he put in me from it – the way things were going, he would have many chances to have that experience!
The next step in my descent into a total lack of inhibition came later that afternoon after a brief swim. We all came up to our place and rested a minute or two under the slight shade of our tree. I was stretched out, face down, when Alan began spreading a light coating of sun screen on my back. It felt good, and I suspected that it would lead to a more personal massage. My expectations were confirmed when Bob took over for my lower half and spread the lotion over everything down my legs and back up to, surprise, my cunt! Alan’s fingers joined his, and they collectively, played with me. My legs were spread, and Bob moved between them and was able to use both hands, one concentrating on my clit and the other finger-fucking my cunt. I started moving as it felt better and better, but Alan interrupted my growing excitement by saying, “Raise up, Nita, so I can get this pillow under your hips. We’ll be able to get at you better if your bottom is higher in the air.”
I didn’t think anything of it, because the elevated position did make my cunt easier to for Bob’s fingers to get at my cunt, and Alan began, once again to probe my asshole. The fingers on my cunt and clit did their usual magic, while, at the same time, I could feel my asshole being stretched as first one, then two, and finally, three fingers began to finger-fuck me. Then something that felt strange happened – Bob’s fingers left my cunt and were replaced, from a different angle, by Alan’s. So, Alan’s fingers were deep in my ass and, at the same time, his other hand was working on my cunt, creating a rather awkward reach for him. Suddenly, the fingers in my ass were withdrawn and something bigger and longer replaced them – and Bob’s cock slid easily into the gap left by Alan’s fingers. My first reaction was confusion, not really aware of what was happening for my mind was lost in the pleasure of approaching orgasm. Then, like a lightning bolt, it flashed into my head, “My god, that’s his cock! He’s buggering me! I’m being ass-fucked!” There was no hesitating by Bob – he pulled part way out and plunged back in, pulled back out and went in deeper. He continued, each penetration deeper and harder, until I felt him hit bottom in me, grinding around a bit against my ass, and then he concentrated on just fucking me!
It never hurt at all, and I could feel his balls banging against my cunt and, even, his hair against my ass, each time he plunged into me. Alan had moved up beside me, and, as the film showed later, he stared intently at the cock ravaging his wife’s ass. While it was going on, however, I wasn’t concerned about Alan or, for that matter, anything but except the cock pistoning into my ass. It was very different from a regular fucking, but that fact probably contributed to my wild gyrations as Bob pounded me. I was matching his rhythm, but twisting and surging, trying to get even deeper penetration. Finally, Bob began moving in and out like a mad man, hitting my ass harder each time, before welding himself against me and ejaculating deep into me, grinding against me to get every ounce of pleasure. I could feel the heat of his ejaculation deep inside me, but very different from my cunt. I didn’t have the same kind of orgasm I normally had – more a long, sustained intensification of the pleasure of having his cock in a very unusual place. In a way, the sheer perversity of being sodomized made the whole experience even more exciting.
You would have thought that having ass-fucked me for real would have been enough, but Bob pulled out and lay beside me, giving me a quick kiss. Then, unbelievably, he moved up so that his cock was right at my mouth, and obvious invitation, or request, that I suck it! I looked closely at the half-hard thing at my lips, saw nothing revolting on it, and, raising up on my elbows, actually took it into my mouth. It was different, knowing where it had been, but, just adding to the perversity of the moment, I began sucking gently on his cock – the one that had just buggered me! There was a different flavor to the cum coating it, more acrid, but nothing that bothered me, just different enough to make the experience distinctive. To be honest, the strange flavor just added to my growing pleasure. I really began enjoying this depraved act! Unexpectedly, since he had just gone off, the cock almost immediately became erect, and Bob began moving with me. As this was happening, I suddenly felt something shocking and exciting – Alan was licking my ass!
Alan had picked up one of the movie cameras from its tripod and had been photographing my asshole. Once again, when I saw it later, I couldn’t believe the size and depth of the hole in my bottom. It was gaping open and the inside was shiny and wet, the flesh around it very red. As the hole started to close, a stream of white cum began to pour out, the hole becoming clogged as it gradually shrank. Suddenly, the close-up of my ass vanished, and the camera just ran on, obviously just dropped onto the mat. When the lens was focused on my asshole again, it was almost closed and the area was still red, but the cum was gone. As Alan told me later, when I started sucking Bob’s cock, he just lay flat, cutting off his view of Alan and my rear end. Alan was staring at the hole, recording its appearance, but when the flood of cum began coming out, he was overcome by his own cravings. He dropped the camera and began to lick and suck my asshole!
I, of course, knew exactly what he was doing, and, as I said, it was shocking and exciting. I spread my legs as wide as possible and, since I still had my ass raised on the pillow, I was as open as I could get. He said that he had licked all around the hole, even pushing his tongue as deep as it would go. It felt very good, and I began squeezing and humping my ass as I became hotter. He said that when I squeezed my ass muscles, gobs of cum came out to be sucked up. The timing hardly could have been better, for I was getting hotter and hotter from Alan’s efforts, and Bob was doing the same thing from my sucking. He hit his climax first, sending a torrent of cum into my mouth, and that, I think, sent me over the edge into orgasm, actually bucking Alan off as I came. I collapsed flat and he got the camera focused again on my now clean and almost closed asshole!
It was unreal – I had been ass fucked by a man not my husband, sucked the cock that had been in my ass, and my husband had licked and sucked the cum that other man had put into my ass! You can’t get much more perverse that that combination of sex acts! All three of us just lay there for some time, not talking, until, finally, I was the one who broke the silence. “Well, you did find a way to screw me, didn’t you? I should have known that there was an ulterior motive to all that stretching of my asshole! You two were in cahoots – Alan stretched me open and Bob put his cock in! Here I was going to have two or three days of no sex, and Bob’s had me in the mouth and in the ass! At least you left my cunt alone!”
Bob replied, “We never said that no screwing would go on, just not in your cunt! Anyway, from the way you acted, it’s pretty obvious that you enjoyed yourself.”
“Yeah, Nita, if you had been on a bed, I think that you would have broken it! The stretching really seemed to work, because Bob’s cock went in with no problem – you were wide open and ready!”
“Oh, I’m not complaining, but it was sneaky! He was in before I knew what was going on. One thing, I don’t have any more virgin holes! My cunt has been very thoroughly screwed, I’ve sucked a cock all the way and, now, I’ve been buggered! There’s nothing new left!”
Bob interjected, “That may be, but we can do all of them a lot more times before you leave! I love your cunt, you suck divinely and your ass is perfect for fucking! I have less than two weeks left to use them, so I’ll take every opportunity!”
“Well, one thing is sure; I’ll be completely broken in before we get home!”
Bob’s intention to use all of my “charms” certainly was straight forward, and it didn’t take long for him to do so. We walked down to the beach front café for supper, and, when walking home, we stopped along the water line before going up our path. I was just wearing my panties and feeling sexy from the admiring glances I had received. Bob, without any explanation said, “Nita, take off your panties.”
I looked up at him, surprised, and then looked to see if we were alone. There were a few people in sight, but no one close, so I did as he said, wondering what he had in mind. I found out quite quickly, as he pulled out his cock and simply ordered, “Suck my cock!” Almost without thinking, I meekly knelt at his feet and took his cock in my mouth and began sucking, drawing it in as far as it would go, and lightly pulling at it with my lips as it came out. It was very hard, and began hitting the back of my throat and even going down it a bit. The penetration became more insistent, his hair brushing touching my lips on the inward path, and he moved faster and faster. I reached in and began to lightly squeeze his balls, the extra stimulation causing him to push even more powerfully into me. His tempo speeded up as I sucked and squeezed, gripping and pulling his balls harder and harder. He put his hands on both sides of my head and really began to fuck my mouth, finally driving completely inside and ejaculating down my throat. After the first blast, he pulled back slightly and the rest of his cum flowed into my mouth, most of which I swallowed. As before, I kept the last emissions in my mouth as he pulled out, liberally coating my lips as he did so.
Rising up onto my feet, I turned to Alan who had been watching his wife on her knees while sucking another man’s cock. Without hesitating, I kissed him with my cum-coated lips, while using my tongue to force the rest of the cum in my mouth into his. He accepted it eagerly and, as before, inserted his tongue into my mouth to make sure he got it all! So, in one day I had sucked Bob’s cock four times, and he had fucked me in my ass once! Not as many sex events as yesterday, but still quite a lot. Alan and I talked about the new things I had done and the fact that Bob had taken my virginity in all of my openings, leaving none for him. He admitted that he would have liked to have had me first in some way, but the excitement of watching Bob use me in my mouth and ass mostly made up for it. He also confirmed that he really liked getting Bob’s cum directly out of my mouth after watching me suck. He had, amazingly, enjoyed stretching my asshole, getting it ready for Bob to fuck and, licking and sucking cum from my ass afterwards was a real turn on. I loved having Bob take me, and he loved watching me being taken. So, since he and I both got pleasure from letting Bob have me, in any and all openings, I would really be broken in by the time we got home!
Tuesday, August 18. Another day of sexual excess, with Bob wanting as much as he could get and with Alan urging him on. I began to have the feeling that Alan wanted me to be fucked in as many ways as possible and as often as possible. As a result, Bob was either in my mouth or my ass as often as he could get hard and, naturally, after he had me in my ass his cock was in my mouth! We had a quick swim as soon as we got up, phoning Bob to let him know when we were going down, with the usual sex play in the water. There were few people in sight, so once again we ran ashore naked and headed for our place. I lay face down, knowing what to expect, with Alan immediately beginning to stretch my asshole so that Bob could fuck me. My cunt was already wet from the playing around in the water and he used that to lubricate his fingers, but, in addition, he had brought some KY jelly that really made me slippery. It was a weird feeling, knowing that my husband was preparing me so that Bob could fuck my ass, opening my asshole so that Bob could get in easily. In any case, he stretched me enough so that his fingers went in with no problem and, moving aside, he said, “Ok, Bob, she’s ready! Stick it in!”
That, of course, is exactly what Bob did, sinking into me right to the hilt, his pubic hair brushing my ass as he began the ass fucking. I was well open and wet, so it felt good from the start, and soon I was matching his rhythm, surging upward to meet his inward plunges, dropping down as he withdrew. Somehow, it was exciting, lying face down, my ass being used. The fucking, itself, was very pleasurable, but the “being used” part was a real turn on. The moving became more passionate, the pounding in and out more intense, and soon, I felt him exploding deep in my ass. I, again, didn’t have a real orgasm, probably because my clit wasn’t being hit enough, but I did feel a real surge of pleasure when I felt him come. He lay on me for two or three minutes, his partially deflated cock still in my ass, and then he rolled off beside me.
Almost immediately, he moved up to my head and placed his cum coated cock at my mouth to be sucked. Obediently, I opened up and took it in and began a very light sucking, drawing it in and letting it slide out to the tip before pulling it in again. I was doing it all, as Bob just lay back and let me work on it. It was rather soft and relatively small after just going off, so it felt quite different in my mouth. In addition, it had a strange taste, certainly not the usual cum flavor that I had come to expect – more acrid – and I had the idea that I was tasting my ass as well as his cum! Oddly enough, I didn’t really mind that thought and, to a degree, found it to be exciting – being used in a different way. (Alan, actually, confirmed my suspicions when we talked later, telling me that Bob’s cock definitely was not pristine when it pulled out of me, which explained his failure to lick my ass as he had the last time!) The cock gradually began to grow in my mouth, and pretty soon it was rigid enough to begun fucking in and out. I became more of a receptacle, just keeping my lips tight around it and letting my tongue run alone it, as he took me. Finally, he erupted. As might be expected, the amount was much less, having just come in my ass, making it easier to gulp it down. However, once again I retained a good quantity as he finished, which I, in turn, transferred to Alan’s mouth in an open-mouthed kiss.
I would not have expected it, but sucking was something I quickly had come to enjoy. I think that, normally, women suck cocks for the pleasure of the man, not for what they get out of it themselves. However, I certainly was definitely aroused by feeling it in my mouth as he got hotter and hotter. However, while I did like the feeling of his cock in my mouth, the real turn-on for me was playing with his balls. When I jacked him off that time when we watched him go off, I had, as said before, observed that he liked having his balls worked on when they were hard. After that, I paid attention to how the balls changed as he built up. They started loosely hanging down, each ball separate, and I knew that they were very vulnerable. Then, as he became more excited, they gradually drew up until they were a small, tight bundle and, for Bob, at least, much less likely to be hurt. That first time, I had acted mostly from instinct, squeezing them harder and harder as he moved more powerfully, matching his rhythm. At the end, I was squeezing as hard as I could, getting more excited myself as I did so. I found that I really liked the way they felt and, as I became more confident that it really wasn’t painful for him, I let myself go and squeezed, twisted and pulled on them as he got to the final stage before orgasm. Obviously those things enhanced his pleasure and I’ll admit that I actually went off a few times just from the mutual excitement!
So, in any case, before 9:00 AM I had been ass fucked, sucked a not-too-clean cock to completion, and given much the resulting cum to my husband. Quite an early start to a busy day! The three of us then walked down to the café for a late breakfast, just as if we had done nothing unusual. I’m sure that most of the other patrons would have been shocked! The rest of the day was relatively uneventful sexually in the sense of doing something new. However, I sucked Bob off three more timesand he fucked my ass twice more. There was one difference in location, however, for the last ass-fucking (and sucking) took place in Bob’s bedroom.
Oddly enough, we had never been in his cottage, and he wanted to show us how it differed from ours. It was very nice, and the bedroom was actually larger with a king sized bed. As soon as we were in the bedroom, of course, the idea of screwing me came up automatically. We had been in town, so I was dressed, and it was strange to be stripping in another house to be screwed, somehow more erotic. When I was naked, Bob and Alan put two pillows on top of each other and I lay over them with my ass straight up in the air. This also was different from the spur of the moment fucking on the beach, more of a planned, studied preparation which was both exciting and embarrassing! There was very little conversation, each of us doing our regular activities. Bob got on the bed in front of me and put his cock in my mouth. I sucked it slowly as it grew in size and rigidity. Alan, once again, had the function of getting my asshole ready for penetration, an almost impersonal chore except that it was preparing his wife to have her ass fucked. He soon had me stretched open enough and he moved aside and watched Bob’s cock entering me.



It was different being ass-fucked on the bed, for, unlike the hard surface of the beach, I was driven downward into the pillows and mattress. However, it still felt very good, and, now that I had been buggered three times before, the whole process was familiar. Each of the times before, I was still adjusting myself to having my ass used, and my reactions, while vigorous, were largely secondary to Bob’s. Now, I concentrated on my own pleasure as an equal, not simply as a vessel for him to enjoy. I managed to get my hand down so that I could play with my clit, something made easier by being on the bed, and worked myself that way while Bob took care of my ass. It’s a funny feeling, having a hard cock going in and out of your ass, somehow seeming more licentious or wicked than ordinary screwing – even adulterous screwing. Suddenly, the thought, “I’m being sodomized,” ran through my mind, for some reason acting as a trigger, sending me into a frantic orgasm! The combination of being ass-fucked, playing with my clit and the sin of “sodomy,” caused me to heave back against Bob and almost unseat him, my surging against him igniting his climax, filling my ass with cum.
It was a wild moment while we hung together, he firmly planted in me, both of us overcome by our mutual explosions. Finally, Bob pulled out of me and flopped down beside me, completely sated, lying there, his cock limp from his exertions. For some reason I have never understood, I deliberately moved down to his hips, leaned over, and took his cock in my mouth. It was soft and getting smaller, but I gently sucked on it, running my tongue all over it – it had been deep in my ass, stirring up my insides and tasting like it. Obviously, I knew where it had been and, certainly, I knew what I was tasting, but I didn’t care. At any other time, I would have been appalled, and probably revolted by such an act, but right then I relished the strong, pungent tang. I think that my totally unexpected act rekindled Bob’s ardor, for, despite his very recent climax, his cock regenerated, becoming erect far more quickly than would have been a normal recovery. He surprised himself, I’m sure, by building up until he was fucking my mouth rather than being sucked. I just held my mouth on him, while squeezing his balls, until he filled it with a mass of cum, but not swallowing this time. I just held there, a receptacle that he filled to overflowing. Finished, he fell back flat, and I turned to Alan, my mouth filled with the entire ejaculate, and, once again, gave him an open-mouth kiss, transferring the entire load into his mouth. He obviously was startled by the mouthful he received, being forced to swallow twice before using his tongue to clean out the rest from my mouth.
By that time, both Bob and I were “sexed out,” and Alan and I returned home. We, of course, had a long discussion on the day’s activities, concentrating on my multiple ass fuckings and suckings. We were both a little bit uncomfortable at first, me because of my voluntary sucking of the cock that had just been in my ass, and Alan because of his obvious pleasure and excitement from having Bob’s cum in his mouth. That feeling soon passed as we found that neither of us had any negative feelings about what turned on the other. Alan admitted that he had enjoyed watching me take Bob’s cock in my mouth when it was very apparent that it had been in my ass. He found it very erotic seeing me so hot that I would do something that normally would have appalled me. I told him that in principle, the idea repelled me, but after being freshly ass-fucked, or sodomized, I really liked it, even the pungent taste! Surprising myself, I even admitted that I even liked knowing what was on his cock!
In turn, I admitted that I really liked sucking Bob’s cock and deliberately putting his cum in Alan’s mouth, making him, in a way, suck Bob’s cock along with me. As I knew, he liked licking the cum from my cunt or ass, and that taking it directly from my mouth really turned him on. He had no interest in actually sucking a cock, but he loved taking the cum from me. The idea of another man using his wife and then licking or sucking that man’s cum off of or out of her, was extremely arousing! So, we had cleared the air and had agreed to go on doing what we both enjoyed!
Wednesday, August 19. It was the third day of the new pill cycle, but I was still a bit hesitant about being screwed in my cunt, so we continued the other means, particularly sucking. There was one interesting variation, however. We were in the water, fairly far out (just barely able to stand, and we were using air-filled floats, which the resort provided, to drift around outside the breaker zone. I had been thoroughly explored, of course, and I had played with Bob’s cock under the surface. Whose idea it was, I have no idea, but he got up on the float, sitting with his feet hanging down – and his cock sticking out. We moved in toward the beach a little way so that I could stand comfortably, and, with his back to the shore, I began to suck him. The beach was crowded that day, with quite a few people in the water, but that only added to the excitement! To make it even more stimulating, as he approached climax, I rotated the float so that my back was to the beach and he, with his cock being sucked, faced it. I don’t know for sure if anyone saw what was going on – I saw several people staring at me when we went in – but I got the whole way around just as he exploded in my mouth. I stayed there, his cock buried in my mouth, until he was completely finished, saving the last burst for Alan in a quick kiss. I’ll admit that I actually hoped that I had been seen, and, as I said, I got some strange looks as we came in! When we got to our place, I dropped down on my back, spread my legs, and let the two men fondle and probe me until I erupted in my own orgasm. That, in itself, was sexy – having two men working on me and watching me go off!
The rest of the day went much like the past two – Bob had me twice in the ass, followed each time by a cock sucking and giving Alan a mouth full of cum. It was a veritable orgy, fed by the inevitable end of our honeymoon. Bob was insatiable, as might be expected – when would he ever have an opportunity like this. A young married woman on her honeymoon who was putting out every time he wanted it, and whose husband not only permitted it, but he helped get her ready! As Bob said after the last time, “My cock is going to be worn out before you leave, but it’ll recover – and if it didn’t, what a way to go out! I love your pussy, your ass and your mouth! I won’t need any sex for a month!”
My reply was succinct, “Well, if your cock is going to wear out, think of me! My cunt, or pussy, was brand new just over a week ago, nice and tight – now you slide in so easy that I can’t believe it. My mouth and ass were virginal two days ago, and now both have been used more times than I can remember! Talk about breaking me in! I’ll be so broken in that I’ll suck and fuck in my sleep! Come on Alan, tell this satyr that he’s had me enough for one day!”
“Ok, ok, Nita. It’s time to head home [we had been at Bob’s], and, anyhow, you need the rest because tomorrow your cunt will be ready for use! Hey, stop it!” The last comment was because I clobbered him with one of the pillows that had been under me when I had just been buggered!
Thursday, August 20. Today I had exactly what might have been expected, a very busy cunt. It started with a torpedo attack in the morning, Bob coming inside of me, I figured, for the 16th time.
He had me two more times during the day, once in our place and once in our bed before the three of us drove to a little town nearby to try a different restaurant. We got there about 6:00 PM, me wearing a short skirt with minimum panties that showed blatantly as I swung my legs out while Bob held the door open. Seeing my spread legs and panties, Bob grinned and said, "That is quite a sight! That would get any man hard – look!” With that, he opened his pants and pulled out his very rigid cock. “Here, suck me off before we go in.”
“Oh, Bob, I can’t do that now! There are people all over the place! You can wait until after we eat.” He just stayed there with his cock projecting toward my mouth, ignoring my protests and just waiting. I was still sitting on the edge of the seat, my legs outside the door, somewhat concealed, so I gave up, saying, “Damn it, ok. Alan, you stand guard and tell me if anyone is coming.” Reaching out, I took Bob’s cock and put in in my mouth and proceeded to suck him off. I felt awfully exposed, hearing cars moving around and people talking right next to me (at least it seemed that way), but the danger probably worked for both Bob and me. Under the circumstances, it wasn’t too long before he filled my mouth with cum. He pulled out, put his cock away, and I stood up, letting my skirt, which had been all the way up, drop into place. Getting up and moving away from the door, I gave Alan a nice kiss, rewarding his job as watchman. Then, “That certainly was not the drink I planned having before eating! And I certainly had not planned to put on a show in broad daylight in a public parking lot! Bob, you’re insatiable, and Alan, you’re an enabler! It must be nice to have me along as a private sex toy everywhere we go!”
It was a nice restaurant with circular booths along the wall with round tables, permitting us to sit side-by-side on the curved seat. Bob sat on one side of me, Alan on the other, with me like the meat in a sandwich. In no time they had my skirt pulled up and, over my low-voiced protests, my panties taken off. The area was reasonably private, but it was still embarrassing (but, I’ll admit, exciting) to sit there, barely covered by the table overhang. I couldn’t help but wonder how much the people at regular tables in the center of the room could see under the table. In any case, throughout the meal, one or the other was feeling my legs or cunt, even managing to insert fingers and relishing showing me how wet they were. I was wet, and when we finally finished and we got back to the car, it didn’t take any real persuasion by Bob to get me into the back seat. In short order, I was stripped naked, flat on my back, legs in the air, with Bob pounding my cunt!
It was wild, driving along, car lights flashing in, jouncing over the bumpy road – with my husband driving. He said afterwards that he could hear the squishing of my cunt, hear the moans and unintelligible words growing more intense as orgasm approached, followed by the pregnant silence as we lay exhausted and sated. He couldn’t see Bob fuck me, but he certainly could follow it by ear. Fucking in the back seat of a moving car is cramped and uncomfortable, but those things are unnoticed in the passion of the moment. In any case, we still had a long way to drive, and when I had recovered, I moved down, knelt in the foot (very cramped), and took Bob’s soft cock in my mouth and sucked it to rigidity again and stayed there gently sucking until he was ready. Then, I moved back up, straddled him, and lowered myself onto the hard cock. I then began a long, increasingly vigorous riding the cock, bouncing up and down, fucking myself on it. After having just having me, it took quite a while for Bob to reach his climax, but I think that I went off at least three times. It was wonderful! Then we really collapsed! Actually, I hadn’t even noticed that we had arrived home and, after he pulled in, Alan was able to turn around in time to see the finish. Finally, we recovered enough to get out of the car and go in, me still completely naked. Bob left shortly afterwards, and Alan was able to lick and suck my cunt that was filled with two loads of cum!
Friday, August 21 and Saturday, August 22. Bothdays were much of the same. Bob screwing me in our place, the water, his bed or our bed, with cock sucking in between. There were two variations of interest. On Friday evening, after Bob had thoroughly fucked me on our bed, Alan went down on me and licked and sucked me to a real orgasm with Bob still there. Then, Bob had me again after Alan had cleaned me up. Previously, we had waited until we were alone for Alan to lick up Bob’s cum. From there on in, Alan didn’t hesitate and usually repeated the act immediately after I was fucked. Saturday afternoon, Bob had me on his bed and Alan went down on me right away, but we expanded our repertoire as I sucked Bob back to hardness while Alan worked on my cunt!
The other variation was Bob having me right on the beach after we came back from the café. When we left the café, I was wearing a top and shorts with panties and no bra. Alan suggested that I strip down to my panties, which, of course, I had done before, so I did so with no hesitation. It was fun, and sexy, walking along in public with just my sheer lace panties on, carrying my top and skirt over my arm. We were about half way home and sat down on a dune to watch some sailboats which were maneuvering off shore, and, as might be expected, the two men began to concentrate on me as well as the boats. Alan took hold of my panties at the waist band and, before I realized what he was doing, he pulled them down and off, leaving me completely naked. This was very different from being naked in a secluded area like our place or at night on the beach. I was embarrassed and tried to get my clothes, but, of course, I was unsuccessful. It was about 7:00 PM, which is still afternoon in Belize with the sun well above the horizon and, of course, there were still many other people on the beach – not right next to us, but certainly close enough to see what was going on, and the struggle undoubtedly attracted their attention away from the sailboats. Unbelievably, Bob took his cock out and, as Alan held my legs up, he mounted and entered me. I was in a state of shock, protesting vehemently about other people seeing us, but my protests were ignored. Bob began a real pummeling of my cunt and clit, the situation unquestionably spurring him on. I quickly gave up my objections and, overcome by the situation, matched his rhythm, working up to a real climax. In fact, I came before he did but still enjoying the pounding as he shot inside me.
Finished, he rolled off and we lay there, getting our breath back. I was lying flat in my back with my legs sprawled open, still under the spell of a big orgasm. Recovering somewhat, I raised up on my elbows and, suddenly, reality hit me and I blurted out, “Good god, there are people watching us! Where are my clothes? Oh, my god, I don’t believe this!” I sat up, all too aware of my nakedness, as I looked around, feeling eyes all over me.
Alan stood up, reaching for my hand and pulling me up beside him. Bob got up, too, and the two of them, holding my hands, began running down the beach, half dragging me as I was forced to keep up. Alan, I discovered later, had my clothes, so, there I was, running down the beach, completely naked! I have no idea how many people saw the entire performance, but I’m sure that dozens lost interest in watching sailboats tacking around and watched me being fucked instead. Certainly, my naked run was well viewed! When we finally got away from the onlookers, we dropped to a walk, and I probably lit up the area with my all-over blush. Still, as we strolled along, me still nude, the men were really high from the situation, laughing and kidding me, and gradually, the absurdity of it all got to me and I reluctantly at first, joined in the hilarity. Amazingly, by the time we reached our path, all of us were aroused again and, taking off his pants and shorts, Bob had me again right on the beach! It was still quite light, but I was really hot and I just didn’t care if more people saw me being taken! Actually, this was different since we were on the beach near our cottage where people knew us by sight, but I was beyond caring! We fucked to a tremendous climax, and then Alan went down on me and licked and sucked a cunt full from two screwing! Unbelievably, after that we calmly got up and walked up our path. I didn’t even look around to see if anyone had watched. So, in two days I had been screwed nine times and sucked Bob to completion six times!At least, my ass was spared!
Thinking about those numbers, it almost sounds as if Bob was some kind of superman in his ability to screw me or to go off when I sucked him. Actually, his “readiness” probably came from the situation as much as anything else. It was an unbelievable opportunity. He had a young, attractive newly married woman who was ready, with her husband’s approval and encouragement, to put out for him at any time. He was in a beautiful, exotic environment with circumstances presenting different erotic surroundings in which to have sex. Add to it, he knew that his time with her was limited, causing a, perhaps unconscious, feeling of urgency. As has been said, the most effective aphrodisiac is the mind, and often, with Bob, the body said “no” after a day of sex, but, mentally, he wanted more. The result was a session of me sucking a semi-limp cock until it was erect and ready. Then, I would get a long, slowly built-up screwing before his depleted quantity of semen came into me. There was only so much cum his balls could produce in a day, but, again, his mind wanted more. He didn’t care about how much went into me, just that it had done so! I couldn’t help noticing that if I sucked him early in the day, I simply couldn’t swallow fast enough to get it all. However, later, after several ejaculations, I was able to easily gulp it down. As I said, it was the act of having me that was important. So, long after his ammunition was nearly exhausted, he wanted more – and I cooperated!
Sunday, August 23. The action was much the same during the day, the only real variation was one ass fucking, followed by immediate cock sucking, and, later, another regular cunt screwing. This was just the morning round! I was torpedoed in the afternoon and fondled to orgasm later. Up till then, this was a very mild day, but we planned to make up for it at the weekly drive-in movie. We got there early, just as they opened the gates, and parked in the center, near the refreshment stand. The place was almost empty, so Bob and I got into the back seat and started. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, so I was immediately available and, within ten minutes of our arrival, I was on my back, legs up and spread, as Bob screwed me. It was unbelievably sexy as he took me, lying there, being fucked, as other cars began to arrive. Anyone glancing in our direction had to see my feet waving in the air, and the feeling of exposure really fired me up. Actually, the two (maybe three) experiences where people undoubtedly saw me being screwed had removed much of my nervousness and had, to a certain extent, turned me into an exhibitionist. My exposure of my tits was now a matter of course, as was my wearing nothing but panties as a bathing suit. The next step to real exposure, on the beach, “hidden” by the rocks, a week ago, had removed most of my fear and, I guess, what was left of my modesty!
In any case, the nearness of other cars and hearing voices did not deter either me or Bob, and, after a quite satisfactory hammering of my cunt, he came into me, matching the orgasm that I was having. Somehow, lying there, under Bob, cramped and a bit uncomfortable, added to the pleasure, probably because it made the whole experience more decadent or wanton! As he pulled out of me and sat up, I just stayed there, skirt up to my waist, legs open, exposed to anyone who walked by and looked in – and at least two people did! It had gotten dark enough for the movie to start, so we sat up, looking past Alan at the screen. However, we continued making out, with Bob opening my blouse and feeling my tits, running his hand up and down my legs and playing with my cunt. His cock was still out, so I stroked it lightly and, even, bent down and lightly sucked on it every now and then. Alan had turned around and watched Bob fucking me, and, after we finished, he joined in the post coitus hilarity. Having him there, watching me commit adultery for the thirty-second time (I learned the total later), added greatly to the pleasure. I had learned by then that I liked him seeing me acting in a wanton manner, being shameless and immodest. He had watched me being fucked in the cunt and ass and really losing myself in the pleasure, not just letting myself be used. Now, I cuddled up with Bob in the back seat, petting, kissing and, in general, acting degenerate – and loving it!



After the movie finished, the lights came on for the snack bar intermission, and we got out to go in to the restroom. My tits were still exposed through my open blouse and my skirt was up as I slid out of the door, causing a number of people to stare and, in a few cases, nudge their companion. I buttoned up and went in, knowing that eyes were following me, a slut (in their eyes) who left the back seat – you know why she was there – thoroughly exposed! It felt very sexy, running the gauntlet of their stares as I went in and came out – and got in the back seat again! I was so hot that I fell into a clinch with Bob, and, before the lights dimmed for the second movie, by legs were waving in the air, this time wanting them to be noticed! Actually, Bob had a hard time staying with me as I blasted into orgasm shortly after he entered me. I stayed at that high level while he built up, and went off again as he climaxed. When he got off of me, I quickly took his softened cock in my mouth and gently sucked – more for my pleasure than his! I loved the taste of his cum and my cunt lubrication as I sucked, and, after a short time, I leaned over the front seat and kissed Alan. Later, on the way home, I sucked one more time, managing to extend it until Alan pulled in to the parking spot. I was able to hold a large quantity of Bob’s cum in my mouth and I transferred it to Alan as we stood by the car. It had been a delightful evening.
Monday, August 24. The following day, was the first day of the last week of our honeymoon, and we continued my sexual odyssey in a very different way. Alan woke up with some kind of stomach upset that made him stay in near the bathroom. At his urging, I went down to the beach with Bob, the first time that I had been alone with him like that. I felt a little funny playing around with him in the water, but I soon overcome my hesitancy and we really explored each other. My tits were bare, of course, and he had my pants down below my cunt very quickly. I cooperated fully with his playing with me, and soon put my hand down on his cock over his suit and then, with the suit down, on the cock, itself. We worked on each other while bouncing over the swells, stopping short of causing him to go off. At one point, I took my pants off, he lifted me up and, while I held my legs open, managed to get into me. What we were doing was probably rather obvious to anyone looking in our direction, but we didn’t care. We couldn’t really work up in that position in the water, but the idea excited us. As you would imagine, it didn’t take long before we left the water and went to our place where I took off my pants, lay back and raised and spread my legs. I was hot for it. He quickly took me and we had a very vigorous fucking, him filling my cunt after a relatively short in-and-out cycle. He pulled out and we lay together, me still completely naked, kissing and petting. I had gotten over worrying about anyone looking up the path and seeing me, even when I was being screwed. In addition, I actually had come to enjoy knowing that my legs stuck up above the low dunes beside our place. In fact, I was certain, by the looks that I had received, on a number of occasions, that my display had been observed.
In any case, neither of us was really satisfied by our first “sexual intercourse,” and shortly afterwards, we were at it again. I went down and sucked him to a full erection, which didn’t take long, and he had me again, putting another load of cum where the first one had gone. We walked back to the cottage, me still naked, to see how Alan was doing, and I was very conscious of Bob’s cum running out of my cunt and down my leg – a very sexy feeling! It was fun, and a bit exciting, to walk, naked, into our cottage to see my husband with my cunt and legs wet from another man having me! Alan normally would have been eager to lick and suck me, but, as he said later, while he enjoyed seeing me “messed up” like that, he didn’t want to do anything! He didn’t even want company, so I put a dry suit on, without wiping my cunt or legs, and Bob and I walked down to the café. I’m sure no one noticed the dry cum on my thighs, but it made me feel sexy!
After eating, we walked part way back and sat on a dune and watched the activity in the harbor. There were always boats going in and out, and, usually a race of some kind. I enjoyed people-watching and just relaxed, lying under one of the resort’s beach umbrellas. Bob was resting on his elbows, watching the water activities when he drew my attention to a couple further down the beach. The girl was braless, and the man had pulled her pants aside and was fondling her cunt. It was sexy to watch, and I glanced over to Bob to comment, and I saw that his cock was out and that he was working on it. It was fully erect and ready, so, shocking myself, I simply moved over and took it in my mouth! Later, I couldn’t believe what I had done, but I didn’t really think at all then. I began a real cock sucking, working it with my hand the way he had done, going up and down on it. He quickly became wildly aroused, actually fucking upwards into my mouth while my hand and lips moved with him. It didn’t take too long before he put his hands behind my head and held me still while he fucked my mouth. He sent a blast of cum down my throat, followed by several additional jets into my mouth. I swallowed everything, and held the cock between my lips until the last drop came. Finally, I pulled back, licking my lips, and realized that we’d had a very appreciative audience.
As I lifted my head from Bob’s cock, my eyes suddenly focused on another umbrella not twenty feet away where two couples were staring at me with varying expressions, ranging from shocked to delighted. I was speechless as I scrambled to my feet, my expression, as Bob described it later, indicating absolute horror. I didn’t even wait for him as I almost ran through the sand to get away from the gawking eyes – seeing, as I did, several other observers of my cock sucking performance! I was half way to our path before Bob caught up with me and put his arm around me, trying to console me. The odd thing about it was that I was crimson with embarrassment, but I also was excited in a perverse way. I was absolutely mortified – particularly since I saw at least one couple that had to know that Bob was not my husband – but, at the same time, the very depravity of what I had done in public, caused my cunt to tingle! I was startled, and embarrassed anew, by my action when we reached our place. Unbelievably, I ripped off my pants and flopped down on the mats and actually began to masturbate by rubbing my clit! Bob dropped down beside me and replaced by hand with his, stroking my cunt with one hand while concentrating on my clit with the other. In almost no time, I began surging up and down, pushing against his hand, raising my hips off of the mat in a continual series of orgasms that must have lasted for five minutes.
Finally, I slumped down, exhausted and satiated – but then reality came back and what I had done crashed down on me. I actually began to cry as the enormity of all those people seeing me voluntarily suck the cock of a man they (some, at least) knew was not my husband. Suddenly I was completely humiliated again, gasping out, “I can’t let any of those people see me again! I actually sucked your cock right in front of them! What am I going to do?” That went on for some time, Bob trying to console me, telling me that I hadn’t done anything wrong – even that everyone grinned at him as he ran to catch me! I finally simmered down, although I still couldn’t bear the thought of walking down the beach and encountering any of my “admirers!” Eventually, with Bob cajoling me, I began to see the other side of it, admitting that it would have excited me to watch another girl do the same thing. I had been turned on by watching the guy on the beach feeling the girl’s cunt, which certainly contributed to my wild act. Still, walking down the beach was going to be hard, thinking of what probably was in other people’s minds.
At that point, I was sexually depleted, not thinking of doing anything else, but the day had been very different because Alan wasn’t involved. For the first time I had been alone with a man and let him screw me, not once but twice. Then, I had sucked him in public and I had let him set me off – that was very personal! Obviously, I had committed adultery with him many times before, but my husband had been there, being part of it. Now, we had done it without him – and I’ll admit that that made the same acts very different. Still, for right then, I wasn’t going to think about that or engage in more sex with him. After I had sufficiently calmed down, and I went in to see Alan – and describe my day!
However, before I could embark on my story, I could see that Alan was no better, if not worse, so I put in a call to the resort’s resident doctor. He arrived shortly (try that at home), examined Alan very quickly, recognizing the problem immediately. “Unfortunately, you have a bacterial infection that is very common in Belize. In fact, this is the third case in the last two days. You can get it at almost any time, because it is very infectious. The good thing is that it is not at all serious, your symptoms will disappear in twenty-four hours and you will feel as good as new. The problem is that you will remain infectious for another twelve hours after that! That’s how this damn thing propagates – patients feel and look fine, but they spread the germs for another day! Now, this is Monday, meaning that you will feel well by tomorrow afternoon, but you can still spread it until Wednesday, particularly anyone you are close to, like your wife. Mrs. Stone should avoid any close contact with you until sometime Wednesday morning to be safe.” Then, turning to me, he went on, “The problem for you is finding a place to sleep tonight and tomorrow night. I can probably arrange a room in the hotel since you are one of our guests. Of course, if you have a friend to stay with it might be more pleasant for you. You really shouldn’t stay here.”
I started to speak up and accept his offer of a room in the hotel – they were very fancy – but Alan, despite feeling miserable, still had his sexual objectives in mind, and said, “That’s no problem, Doctor. Anita can stay with our friend that has the cottage right next door. That way she can look in on me once in a while. This is going to be very boring!”
“Ok, that would be excellent. However, she should look in no closer than the door! You can talk on the phone, anyway. One thing. As I said, you’ll feel fine and, really, will be over it tomorrow, so you can do things like swimming or sunning, as long as you stay ten feet or so away from anyone else. Ok, give me a call if you feel worse, but I’m sure you won’t. Here, Mrs. Stone, hold this over your face while you get the clothes and other things you will need for the next two nights.”
As ordered, after the doctor left, I held the medicated mask over my face, got my night gown, a few clothes for tomorrow along with my toothbrush and makeup, and went to the door. I stopped there, safely, I assumed, and talked to Alan. “My god, Alan, do you really want me to sleep with Bob tonight and tomorrow night? That’s really going pretty far and I’m afraid that you will be over here regretting it. It’s one thing for us to enjoy my having sex with him when we’re together, but, gods, I’ll be in bed with him alone all night! Are you sure that it wouldn’t be better if I let the doctor get me a room?” I really was concerned, but even then, I’ll admit, I felt a real wave of excitement run through my cunt as I thought of as almost the ultimate adultery – sleeping with another man for two nights on my honeymoon!
Alan’s reply was brief – he really was not up to talking – “Nita, I’m fine with it! Go sleep with him, get fucked and then tell me about it. Pretend that you’re married to him and enjoy yourself. Wait, take one of our movie cameras on the little tripods and put it on Bob’s dresser, aimed at the bed. It’s motion-activated with gigabytes of memory, so it can record all night – tomorrow, too, for that matter. Then I’ll be able to see you really put out with him alone! Call me later.” So, I was instructed to do what I really wanted to do, so, with an clear conscience (if I still had one), I left and went over to break the news to Bob that I was his wife for two nights!
There was the theoretical possibility that Bob had other plans or just wanted to be alone – oh, sure! As might be expected, he was surprised to see me and at my news about Alan, he very quickly made it clear that I was in for an amorous night. The odd thing was that I had unexpected qualms. I was with a man who had screwed be over thirty times, had me in the ass and, not an hour ago, whom I had sucked in public! Yet, somehow I felt strange, almost as I would have three weeks ago. That wave of excitement that had swept through me back in our cottage disappeared as thoughts of propriety, modesty and faithfulness made it all seem wrong! Why those thoughts plagued me then, I don’t know, but I actually felt like pulling away as Bob embraced me. However, and I think, fortunately, those doubts faded away as he pulled me to the bed, kissing and fondling me.
We didn’t screw right then, only the kissing and playing around – he’d already had me twice in my cunt and once in my mouth, and was going to have me in bed all night, so there was no feeling of urgency. Sex could wait. In any case, after a few minutes of making out that held promise for a full night, I called Alan and talked for awhile. I don’t know why, but I didn’t tell him than about the cock sucking – I really felt shy and uncomfortable about it. It wasn’t because of Bob being there, for his presence made telling Alan that I’d been fucked twice that morning even more titillating. I guess that there’s no logic to those things. Regardless, Alan obviously was more than willing for me to sleep with Bob, reminding me again to set up the camera. Bob, of course, knew about Alan’s strategically placed cameras at our place – we’d shown them to him by the second or third time he had me there – and in our cottage, so he certainly had no objection to having it set up aimed at his bed. I put it on the bureau, focused on the bed, and promptly forgot it as it recorded every movement made there that night – and that was a lot!
After talking to Alan, Bob and I went into the water for a while with the usual sex play. Then, we walked down to the little café restaurant to eat, giving me a very funny feeling when we walked past the umbrella where I had sucked him this afternoon. The whole experience, doing things with Bob without Alan, was very peculiar, making me extremely conscious of the strange man–married woman relationship. While Alan knew what I was doing, and approved of it, I still had this weird feeling of doing something wrong. That feeling wasn’t helped when I saw a couple sitting several tables away that had been in the audience this afternoon! I didn’t think that they had noticed me, but I was hypersensitive the whole time. Once again, however, I had that ambivalent feeling of wanting to hide and, at the same time wanting to flaunt my sluttish activities! My savoir faire was seriously tried, when, without warning, the couple got up to leave and walked right by our table, grinning and nodding to me as they went by. Since they had the cottage three or four down from ours, there was no doubt that they knew that Bob was not my husband. However, I surprised myself and simply smiled and nodded back!
Somehow, that confrontation relieved the pressure that I was feeling, and the rest of the evening was very pleasant. We walked slowly back, deliberately pausing for a few moments at the infamous umbrella and, at our path, sat awhile on the beach, making out in preparation for a night together. Actually, we went up the path to Bob’s cottage, which gave me a funny feeling and all my qualms returned. Somehow it suddenly became real – I was going to sleep with another man. It was the actual “sleeping with,” not the sex, that got to me! Not long afterwards, it became even “realer’ as we lay naked on the bed with Bob playing with my tits – I suddenly felt like an adulterous woman! Under the circumstances, that seems silly, but the mind is a peculiar thing. In fact, I shortly afterwards actually committed adultery, and enjoyed it tremendously. It was that odd feeling again – guilt and sinning combined, feeling guilty and wildly excited because of it! So, Bob fucked me for the thirty something time, both of us having an explosive climax as he came in me again.
The really excruciating sense of adultery, however, came just as Bob was pulling out of me. The phone rang and it, of course, was Alan! Now, he probably would have been delighted to know that I was freshly fucked, but, unbelievably, I was struck with such an unexplainable rush of guilt, that I couldn’t tell him. For no reason that I later was able to understand, I lied and said that we had just gotten in. I didn’t and don’t know why. That, naturally, made me more up tight, particularly since I was lying naked beside a naked man who had just had me! I got through the conversation, neither of us discussing the 300-pound gorilla in the room – that I was going to spend the night with Bob. Alan said later that he, too, had this strange and uncharacteristic uneasy feeling. It was not about me sleeping with Bob and having sex with him. It was talking about it with me on the phone! So, we danced around the subject, discussed how he felt (much better), our dinner at the café, etc. Finally, he said, his comment dripping with meaning, “Have a good night,” followed by “I love you.” I replied, “I’m sure I shall,” and “I love you, too.” That was weird, saying “I love you” to my husband and turning over and receiving a potent kiss from my lover for the night!
I don’t know if it was the deliciously guilty side of the erotic activities or just the different circumstances, that was the most sex filled night of my life up to that time. There was that element of sheer sinfulness that fired me up, thinking of my sick husband over in our cottage while I lay naked in bed with another man. In addition, being with Bob alone like that was peculiarly romantic, almost like a different honeymoon, and the kissing and cuddling was more than just pure sex. I certainly wasn’t in love with Bob, but I was in love with the wicked and immoral sex and the result was the same! It was like the first night on a real honeymoon – kissing, affectionate statements, loving stroking – real love making, not just sex! Oh, the sex was there! I sucked on his cock, he licked my cunt and from there on, everything went. He had me in the assand I sucked his cock immediately after he took it out – it was quite messy, but I relished knowing where it had been and what was on it! (It’s funny, I really seem to enjoy committing what is a very perverse act, despite being a clean freak the rest of the time! I even liked the taste despite being revolted by the idea later!) My sucking and the circumstances soon had a firm erection again, and I got on top for a vigorous fucking session where I controlled the timing, bringing myself to another climax. We rolled over with Bob, still hard, doing the work, resulting in another massive orgasm. All of this sex was interspersed by periods of rest, cuddled against each other, kissing, panting out words of love (as people always do in a period of passion) and, in general, building up for more. Finally, about midnight, I sucked his cock for almost twenty minutes before he filled my mouth with one last burst of cum!



It’s interesting how being alone with a man, having sex with no one else around can become intimate in unexpected ways. We discovered, by accident, that being spanked turned me on. We were playing around, wrestling playfully, when I ended up over his lap and he automatically slapped my bottom. I squealed and fought against him, and he did it several more times, turning my ass red and my cunt on. He really spanked me hard for a few minutes, actually stinging and hurting, but really exciting me. That led to one of the best ass-fuckings we had.
I, on the other hand, discovered that when his balls were really hard, he not only liked me to squeeze and pull them, he also wanted me to slap and, even, to hit them. As I’ve said, I had really squeezed them when I jacked him off and, actually, most of the times when I sucked him if his balls were available – but this was more than squeezing! I was fearful, at first, picturing him in agony, but, at his urging, I even hit them, several times, as hard as I could with my fist! Oh, that was exciting and felt very good! Of course, those intimate things were revealed by the cameras and Alan has spanked me occasionally since we returned to Connecticut, but, somehow, it‘s not the same! I haven’t tried hitting his balls, but I know that I would love to do it.…if it wasn‘t really agonizing….for I still remember how good it felt when my fist smacked into Bob’s balls!
It was the most peculiar feeling, getting ready for bed. Washing, brushing my teeth, etc., preparing to sleep with a man who was not my husband. I put on my nightgown, the one I wore on my wedding night, and came out of the bathroom, inexplicitly feeling quite shy. I don’t know why, but I was nervous and, ridiculously, apprehensive about his reaction. However, Bob, who had used the bathroom while I was getting my things out, gave a loud whistle of approval, grinning as he said, “That’s what I want in a bride! Alan is one lucky fellow!”
I felt a bit funny about the “bride” term, under the circumstances, but I bravely replied, “Well, this is my bridal nightgown, and I’m your bride for tonight!” He eagerly reached for me and pulled me down on the bed. His cock, which I had assumed to be exhausted for the night, was sticking out like a spear and, without pausing for anything, he pushed the gown’s skirt up over my waist, raised and spread my legs, and took me! I was shocked, but, without hesitation, joined eagerly in the screwing, welcoming the unexpected penetration and pounding. He mounted and rode me and, rare for me, I was very vocal, panting out, “Oh, Bob, fuck me! Fuck me in my bridal nightgown! Oh, yes, take me, take me! Harder, harder! Fuck your bride – I’m your wife tonight! Fuck your wife!” I’m never verbal when I go off, either with Alan playing with me or, up till then, having sex with Bob, but that time I was. My cries gradually subsided into panting and gasping, but I had never been that aroused! I hadn’t remembered saying those things until I saw the camera’s record later with Alan, and I was really embarrassed and apprehensive about his reaction, but, fortunately, he took it in stride.
That explosive sexual intercourse (and that term more accurately reflected my feelings) led to some really intimate kissing and hugging and the exchange of some words that fortunately were not caught by the camera. We cuddled close and soon dropped off to sleep, spoon fashion with Bob’s arms around me. I didn’t remember any of it, but we partially woke up several times that night and exchanged half-aware kisses and hugs, snuggling closer each time. The motion activated camera caught it all, recording a scene that could have come from a real wedding night – sex, but accompanied by tender, loving togetherness! I know that if the picture had been one of Alan acting the same way with another woman, I would have been wildly jealous. Bob and I clearly were lovers, and that relationship picked up early in the morning.
Tuesday, August 25. I can’t describe the feeling of waking up, still half-aware as I snuggled closer to Bob whose arms were still around me. We lay like that for a minute or so until I rotated against him and we exchanged the first kiss of the day. Hydraulic pressure finally forced me to pull away and hurry into the bathroom and pee, not even thinking of shutting the door – I knew he could see me, and I didn‘t care! I did my teeth, rinsed my face, ran a comb through my hair, and hurried back to bed. I waited while Bob did the usual necessary things – while I watched without embarrassment – and welcomed his return with my legs up and spread! He was in me the whole way with one push, and our first screwing of the day was underway. It didn’t last long, we were both more than ready, but it was exhilarating. I know that it was a very good thing that I was on the pill, for he must have pumped a quart of cum into me.
It was wild, but despite the power of his climax, Bob’s cock never lost its rigidity, and almost without pausing, he turned me over, put a pillow under my hips, and took me up my ass! I would have expected some pain since I hadn’t been stretched open and he added no lubrication, but his cock slid in as if it were my cunt. Probably our combined fluids had flowed down over my ass hole, but, whatever, he immediately began pounding me like a trip- hammer, going completely in with each surge, his balls banging against my clit. Both of us were still high from our first fucking, so our movements were vigorous, almost spastic in our efforts to get as much contact as possible. I’m sure that I went off several times while he fucked me, but he lasted longer, after just having come in my cunt, before filling my ass with another blast of cum. Exhausted, he slumped down on my back, his cock gradually shrinking in my asshole. Finally, he rolled off, beside be and lay there on his back. Without hesitation, I raised up and looked at his cock. It was coated with a combination of his cum and, from the color, the very clear evidence that it had freshly been in my ass. Still, without hesitation, I took it in my mouth and gently sucked it clean. Then, I just moved up beside him and, shortly, both of us were asleep again.
Our exertions had tired us enough to sleep for almost another hour and it was still strange to wake up, naked, next to another man. Good heavens, just three weeks ago I had never slept with anyone and now, married, I was in bed with, I guess, a lover! What other married woman slept with a lover, was screwed by him in various ways, many times, before her husband had made her? It must be rare! I certainly had no regrets or remorse, and indulged in a bit of petting before hunger drove us to get up. It was strange, but nice, to get ready and dress in front of Bob just as I did with Alan. Even my regular, non-sexual modesty seemed to have vanished! We had some cereal, the only thing Bob had, and, almost as an afterthought, talked to Alan on the phone. I didn’t go in detail, but I let him know that we had been quite involved last night and this morning. He felt that he was over the whatever it was, and planned to see us on the beach, at a distance, that afternoon. There was no question as to whether I was going to sleep with Bob again that night, which was what I expected and, I’ll admit, wanted.
We headed down to the beach and played around in the water for awhile – me playing with his cock and him with my cunt and tits. Finally, we left the water and headed to our place, Bob’s arm around me, grasping my tit in full view of anyone looking our direction. Then, we did something very exciting and daring that would have shocked me a week ago! I took off my pants, lay down in my normal screwing position with my legs in the air. Bob crouched down and made his way to the top of the path and circled around to the next way down. He could see the low dunes bordering our path and, to no real surprise, could see my legs, at least my caves and feet, sticking up. He looked around and saw that quite a few faces were turned in my direction, several people nudging each other and commending to each other, undoubtedly making lurid (and accurate) guesses as to what was going on! Bob quickly returned to our place, took down his trunks, and did just what those people assumed was going on – he fucked me! I would have expected to be humiliated, but, instead, I was really fired up by knowing that I – at least, my feet – had an audience! Even more, some of those people had to know that the man they had seen me with was not my husband! In the past, I would have crawled along the path, out of sight, and hidden in our cottage. Instead, I bucked and squirmed under Bob, my feet gyrating and pumping up and down, as Bob pounded my cunt. We had an explosive finish, and I received the third blast of Bob’s cum deep inside of me.
Then, for the second time that day, he turned me over and took me in my ass. I had not expected that, but my libido was well fired up by the realization that a lot of people undoubtedly knew that I had just committed adultery. Oddly enough, the thing that really got me hot, even after just being screwed, was the idea of calmly walking with Bob, out of our path, onto the beach and just parade past my audience with a smile on my face! The vigorous ass fucking I was getting kept the flames alight, and, surprisingly soon, I felt a surge of heat in my ass as Bob went off. I was so hot, floating on a cloud of sexual euphoria, that when Bob rolled off of me, I hardly looked as I engulfed his cock with my mouth and began to suck and clean it. I was immediately aware that it really needed cleaning! I pulled back for a moment and saw that it was coated, not just colored, with the residue from my ass. Still, I was so hot that I didn’t even hesitate – I held it between two fingers and actually began licking it like a lollipop! Obviously, what I was licking came right out of my ass, diluted with Bob’s cum, but I didn’t care! I licked it clean and, then, took it the whole way in my mouth and sucked. By this time, Bob was hard again, and I sucked and played with his balls until he went off – not much cum this time, of course, but he obviously enjoyed my menial, servant girl, endeavors!
When we recovered, my strange feeling of bravado remained, and after putting my pants on, we casually walked down the path to the beach and sauntered past the people who had been attentive to my leg display. I’m sure that they all knew that I had just been screwed in my cunt – but couldn’t have seen the rest – and the regulars, those who were also resort guests, knew that Bob was not my husband. It felt good, strolling along the beach with my lover, virtually flaunting my adultery. I even had the colossal nerve to glance over and wave to several people I was familiar with, smiling broadly as I did so. I knew that I would be embarrassed later when I thought about it or saw them again, but I loved it right then! We went on down the beach to the café and had lunch, followed by sitting under an umbrella on the way back – not the umbrella – looking at the water and talking. When we finally got back, I was delighted to see Alan waiting for us by the path.
Oddly enough, as before, I felt no remorse over my actions despite having more than just sex with Bob. However, I did feel a significant pang of guilt when I saw him. Being screwed by Bob, even in the ass, certainly was not a potential problem emotionally, but the intimacy of last night and this morning was more than just sex. I might have had some real trepidations, as well as guilt, if I had realized just how detailed and inclusive the camera recording, both visual and auditory, was, but, fortunately, I didn’t think of that then. Alan couldn’t come really close to us, of course, but we were able to talk. He was fine, and probably it would have been all right for me to sleep in our cottage by bedtime, but the doctor had said Wednesday morning, so it was just assumed that I would sleep with Bob again. I’m afraid that I was a bit dishonest for I said that I would have liked to sleep at “home,” while I really wanted to sleep with Bob! I got the impression (accurately, I discovered later) that Alan, and, needless to say, Bob, felt the same way. Fortunately, the doctor had said Wednesday morning!
We went into the water, Alan still keeping his distance, as we talked and jumped over the swells. We all enjoyed it, but it was far from our usual three-way sex romp, torpedoing me, four hands groping me, etc. Bob and I played with each other as if we were on our honeymoon, while Alan, actually my new husband, watched from a distance. I even put my legs up around Bob with his cock in me as we had done yesterday. That must have looked good from the beach – me wrapped around Bob, obviously screwing, while my husband watched from ten to fifteen feet away! I liked that with him, just as an observer, seeing me involved in sex play with another man, particularly with the chance that we were being observed! I even ramped up the heat of the situation by initiating and vigorously participating in a long and passionate kiss! I was really turned on by the situation, and, right then, I would have loved to be laid down and fucked in public and have everybody watch me cuckold my watching husband!
That thought stayed with me as we made our way to shore, Bob’s arm around me, his hand cupping my tit as before! Normally, I would have shrugged off his arm (and hand) so that no one would know what we were doing, protecting my reputation and modesty, but I did just the opposite! I had permitted the same public fondling that morning, but many more people were around now. I wanted to be seen! I imagine that a number of people who knew us by sight as honeymooners must have been startled to see me waving good bye to my husband and going up a different path with another man holding my breast! Here I was, a young woman who had been so uptight about innocently going topless, now walking calmly up a path (primrose) to go to bed with man I hadn’t even known three weeks ago – and savoring the fact that other people probably knew about it! There was a small tingle of guilt in the back of my mind, but I dampened that down without difficulty.
It was midafternoon when we went in, and Bob was in me shortly thereafter. We were both turned on by playing in the water and, I think, Alan watching us. Bob even admitted that the idea of people knowing that he was having me was exciting. So, our first fucking of the afternoon was very vigorous! We lay there quietly for awhile, recovering from our exertions, just cuddling and playing with each other. Finally, I moved down and began really working on his cock and balls, concentrating on their looks and feel as the cock became harder and harder. I had played with Alan quite a few times while we were going together, but I never had studied what his cock and balls looked like except in a general way – I just was too shy and nervous to really look! I had looked at Bob’s equipment when I had set him off by hand, but this time was different because we were alone. So, it really excited me to deliberately study every detail before I got carried away and took his cock into my mouth. This was a long, gentle to start, cock sucking, building up to a rapid jacking off with one hand, and ball pulling and squeezing with the other. I slapped them a few times, but mostly just worked on them. Of course, he filled my mouth with cum again and I delighted in swallowing it. I think that both of us dozed off for awhile and we dressed and drove to a nearby restaurant, one that Alan and I frequently used, for supper. It was fun going out with him, sitting across from him like on a date – and wondering what other diners, some of which I recognized, thought of me being with someone other than my husband!
When we got back, I called Alan, and he met us down on the beach for awhile. We weren’t particularly careful about distance, for he was probably past the contagious stage, so it was almost like the threesome from before. It was fairly dark and most people had left the beach, so Bob and I made out for awhile with Alan watching. Finally, I took off my pants and Bob played with my clit and cunt until I bucked up against his hand and went off. As I said, Alan was watching, and as I finished, he commented, “Boy, that was a big one! Hey, Bob, are you giving her enough sex? She should go off like that with a cock in her, not just fingers!”
“Don’t worry, I’ve had my cock in her quite a few times since yesterday! This is just warming her up for later!”
“Yeah, Honey, don’t worry! I think that he wants to wear my cunt and ass out! He’s had my cunt three times today and my ass twice! Add sucking to that, and I must have a quart of cum in me! I hope he can keep it up tonight!”
“Wow, I guess that you are doing a good job on her, Bob. I’m going to have a hard time measuring up to all of that when we get home! We may have to take your cock home with us!”
My final comment as we went in was, “Gods, wouldn’t that be something – you and I could fuck as often as we wanted, and we’d have Bob’s cock to use when we wanted to! I’d like that – two cocks to fuck me!”
Bob and I headed for his cottage where we began an unbelievable night of sex. Bob was in one hole or the other for hours, not always going off in me, but just enjoying being in me! Obviously, there is a limit on how many times a man can shoot into a woman, but if his cock will stay hard, he can stay in and screw her as long as his energy holds out. A woman can go off any number of times because the stimulus is the same – the sensation of being penetrated, the feeling of the cock going in and out, the titillation of her clit. So, it was a night of wild passion, particularly for me. His cock was in my cunt, my ass and my mouth, each one exciting me in a different way. When I saw the picture later, I could hardly believe that the wild woman in the movie was me.
In addition to the regular sex, we also indulged in the, well, offbeat, things we had discovered last night. This time Bob grabbed me, without any real protest, and draped me over his knee and gave me a thorough and painful spanking – painful and exciting for some perverse reason – followed by a very successful fucking. I don’t know why being spanked turned me on, but it certainly did. Actually, I think that I went off while he was doing it, and it certainly got me ready for a fucking!
Then, perhaps more startling to most men, I spent some time really pummeling Bob’s balls! This happened after a long session of fondling, kissing and cock sucking. I could tell as I sucked him that his balls were getting harder and harder, so I squeezed them with more pressure than usual, and he reacted with gasps and moans of pleasure. Finally, as he moved more vigorously, I pulled my hand back and slapped them, getting more favorable reaction. I stopped sucking and pulled back so I could slap harder, causing him to flex upward toward my hand. Then, in a barely audible voice, he whispered, “Hit them! Use your fist!” I wasn’t sure at first if that was really what he wanted, but I shifted down between his legs and hit the balls with a somewhat fearful punch, still, even after last night, afraid of hurting him. “Harder, hit them harder!” At that point, I did what I really wanted to do – I raised up to get more leverage and, with all my might, brought my fist, pounding into the center of his balls! I was sure that he would cry out in agony – I remembered when I accidentally hit Alan one time – but he just let out another moan of arousal. Then, shockingly, he raised his knees up and parted his legs, presenting his balls in the most vulnerable way possible, and gasped out, “Hit them hard!”



I couldn’t believe it, but I did as asked, and punched directly down into him. He sighed or moaned or something as he jerked upward, obviously not hurt. Then, I’m ashamed, in a way, to admit that I lost control of myself. I straightened up, made a fist, and smashed as hard as I could into his balls, a man’s balls, something that, by rights, should never be done. However, he absorbed the blow and kept his legs up and spread, his balls making a perfect target, as I rained punches on them. They should have been crushed, but they weren’t and I finally stopped because, really, my arm got tired. I reached for his cock which was as hard as rock and began to pump it up and down and was, very quickly, inundated by a massive ejaculation of cum that hit me as if it came from a fire hose. I was covered from my tits to my hair, with a lot on my face.
It was unbelievable, and Bob said that he’d never had anything like that before. He always liked having his balls played with and, when hard, they felt good when squeezed or slapped, but he’d never had them hit before, certainly not without hurting. He was shocked and, if he had known, in advance, what was going to happen, he would have been petrified! However, he said that it would be interesting to see if he would ever get that feeling again, but he would certainly start very slowly! For myself, once again, I’ll admit that I loved it, loved losing myself in belaboring his balls, feeling their soft-hardness give away under my fist! Alan couldn’t believe it when he saw the recording and even the thought scared him. Still, secretly, I know that I would love to see his balls presented the way the Bob’s were, and just bring my fist in as hard as I could! I hate to admit it, but the unbelievable excitement and feeling of power I had with Bob that night makes me think that I would love to hit his balls the same way! It’ perverse, but while I normally would ever do anything to hurt him, if he were in the position that Alan was in, legs up and spread with his balls available, I’d hit them regardless!
Other than the spanking and the ball hitting, the evening was much as the night before. As I had last night, I vocalized my feelings loudly as I was taken in my ass or cunt. I said things that embarrassed and humiliated me later, but it was all part of the passion. Once again I told Bob that I was his bride and wife, to do whatever he wanted to me. I cried out that I loved his cock, loved the way he fucked me. At one point I said I wanted him to come to Connecticut and fuck me there, that I wanted to sleep with him in my own home! He didn’t talk much and, when he did, it, fortunately, was not clear on the movie. I don’t remember all that was said, but I was very happy that much of our conversation, when cuddling together, was inaudible. I remember enough to know that I wouldn’t want Alan to hear what we whispered to each other! It was very intimate and very private!
In any case, he was in my cunt three times (as seen in the movie) and in my ass twice. Both time when he left my ass I immediately cleaned his cock with my mouth and tongue, the second time required a lot of work followed by a quick trip to the bathroom – it was like I’d had an enema! That really embarrassed me when I saw the movie, but, I admitted when I saw it that it really turned me on to clean his messy cock as soon as it came out of my ass. I normally am a most fastidious person, turned off by anything dirty, but, reluctantly, I admit I liked it then, and, as I said before, that I had even liked the taste at that time. Counting those two times, I had his cock in my mouth five times during the evening. However, he didn’t come in my mouth – that was saved for my cunt or ass.
We finally ran down and decided that it was time for sleep, so I went into the bathroom to get ready. This time I wanted to take a shower first, thinking, correctly, that parts of my body could well do with a thorough cleaning, particularly those two parts that were still leaking cum! I looked at myself in the full length mirror, and was astounded at how much stuff was on me or coming out! I felt, and, maybe, smelled, better afterwards as I got into bed. Bob followed afterwards and, when we eventually turned the lights out, we cuddled for some time, just enjoying the other’s body snuggled close. I suddenly had a revelation – the strange intimacy, I had noticed last night and this, came about because both nights really felt like a wedding night! Oh, I had loved the first night with Alan, going off with his fingers and tongue, hugging close, etc., but I had missed the crowning aspect of a first night – being screwed by my new husband! That, I figured out, was why I kept thinking of Bob as my husband, why I felt like his bride! He always would be the one who took my virginity, took my “cherry.” I didn’t love him the way I did Alan, but he still had earned a special place in my life, at least for then! In any case, this night we were both exhausted and, as the camera showed, we slept through.
Wednesday, August 26. Once again, it was strange waking up beside Bob, but that strangeness disappeared almost immediately. In fact, I was very comfortable being in bed with him, and I snuggled closer and dozed a bit. It’s amazing how quickly one can become accustomed to sleeping with someone other than your husband – and I assume that men have no trouble getting used to another woman in bed with them. In any case, I had slept naked all night, so I just got up, did the usual bathroom things and came back to bed. Bob did the same, and, after a bit of fondling and feeling, he gave me my first screwing of the day. We were in no hurry, so we just lay there and played around, talking a bit, until I started the next round by playing with his cock and balls, enjoying seeing his cock grow. I sucked it to complete readiness, and climbed on top, letting it sink into me. We were well into it, when the phone rang and, without hesitation, I reached over and answered it, still moving up and down on the shaft. It was Alan, of course, as I had assumed, and I said, “Hi, honey, how are you doing? “ He said that he was fine and he was glad that the quarantine period was over, and when would we meet, adding that he’d like to go out somewhere to have breakfast to celebrate his release.
“Oh, that’s good idea, dear! Look, we’re late getting up so I’ll have to dress.”
“Yeah, I have an idea as to what kept you in bed late! I don’t believe that Bob had you in bed this morning without screwing you!”
I hesitated as what to say next, but, getting my courage together, I went on, “Oh, you! You’re right, of course, and, the truth is, I’m sitting on Bob’s cock right now, fucking myself on it. This is the second time this morning!”
“You mean that he’s in you right now?” The excitement in his voice settled my qualms, for it was obvious that he liked the idea.
“Yes, honey! He’s in me and I was almost ready to go off when you called. Here, listen!” I took the phone and put it down, face up, between Bob’s legs, near where cunt and cock met. There was the liquid sound of fucking, a squishing sound when I came down, a sucking sound when I came up. That clearly recognizable sound of cock penetrating cunt became louder and more frenetic as our tempo built up. Toward the end, Bob grasped me by my hips, holding me as he surged up into me, pounding my cunt from below harder and harder. The explosion came as he welded himself to me, his cock shooting upward, sending cum toward my womb. I was squirming against him, grinding downward as I joined him in coming. We just collapsed for a few moments before I remembered Alan and the phone. I got it out, saying, “What did you think of that, honey? Did you like hearing me get screwed?”
He was ecstatic, saying that it was one of the sexiest things he had ever heard and he hoped that the camera recorded it. Actually, that was the first time that I had remembered the camera since early yesterday, and that’s when I suddenly tried to remember what we had done and, more importantly, what I had said! Oh, well, it was too late to worry about it – but I did! In any case, we hurried and dressed and met Alan at the car. It may seem silly, but I was actually concerned about both his and my reaction when getting back together, but everything fell right into place with no real awkwardness – primarily, I believe, because Alan defused any anxiety or embarrassment by immediately saying, “Look at the two honeymooners, sleeping together for two nights, screw all day, and still can’t get out of bed in the morning!”
That lightened things up, and we began kidding – Bob’s stamina (“he shoots like a fire hose“; “like a Boy Scout, always ready“), my sluttish availability (“Alan could rent me out when we got home“; “Alan could be my pimp“), my changed body access (“holes are so open that someone could fall in“; “I suck like a vacuum cleaner“), Alan “cuckoldness” (“got anthers like an elk“; “he would make a wonderful coat rack“), etc. We hardly could stop laughing, making it very clear that the comradery was still there. I recounted, with considerable embarrassment, some of my misadventures of the last couple of days, particularly me sucking Bob under the umbrella – with an audience. I also described, with Bob’s help, how I had deliberately made sure that people were watching my raised legs while Bob had me in our place – and then walking down the beach with him, smiling at that audience! Those things plus having Bob hold my tit in public made it certain that my adultery was pretty well known around the area of our beach.
I was a bit concerned about Alan would react to such a public display of adultery and, more important to him, I feared, the relatively widespread knowledge of his cuckoldry. I wasn’t too worried, but I still was relieved that he found the whole idea of my public display being sexy. He even commented, “We may have to go back to that idea of a sex contest on stage! Nita would be good at that! We could sell tickets!”
“Now, that is enough of that! People saw me being screwed on that other beach and they certainly saw me sucking on our beach, but no stage!” I didn’t know even half serious he was, but I wanted to nip that idea before it even became a bud!
“Ok, ok, I was kidding! However, today is Wednesday and we leave Sunday – four days after today! Whatever we’re going to do, we don’t have much time! I can’t believe that a whole month is almost gone! Still, in five more days I intend to put my cock where Bob’s has been for the last three weeks – I hope he hasn’t opened your holes so much that I won’t be able to feel it!” I had some ice water left, and promptly threw it over him and ran, giggling out of the restaurant, him chasing me, leaving Bob with the check. He caught me as I got the car door open and tried to get in. Before I knew what was happening, he had jerked my pants down and began spanking my ass! We were on the side away from the street, but my bare, reddening behind must have stood out like a beacon.
Bob finally got there, saw my belabored bottom and said, “Wait! Hold her in that position!” I had no idea as to what was going on until I suddenly felt Bob’s cock between my ass cheeks, searching for my asshole. I was horribly shocked, here in a public parking lot outside a restaurant, but as I loudly began to protest, he found his target. I must have been stretched, for, without difficulty and with only a little discomfort, he sank the whole way in! He fucked me hard, the pleasure quickly outweighed my fears, and I was soon totally into it. As he told me later, Alan stood beside the door, sheltering us from anyone in the restaurant, and watching his wife being ass fucked. It must have been quite a sight, me with my feet on the pavement, bent double over the car seat as Bob pounded into me, quickly worked up to a forceful climax and filled my ass with cum. Showing that I was lost in the circumstances, as Bob pulled out of my ass, I stood up, turned around, dropped to my knees, and took his cock into my mouth and cleaned everything off of it. Getting up, I reached for a Kleenex and wiped my face and lips. Then, putting several Kleenex in the division of my ass, I pulled my pants up and calmly got in the car! Looking back as we drove off, it was obvious that we had not been totally unobserved!
It was a riotous drive home, none of us quite sure of how we could have done what we did, particularly me. However, as I explained, I did not ask to be spanked, I certainly did not ask to be ass fucked in a public parking lot, but dropping down and sucking was just automatic after an ass fuck. Why, I don’t know, and I still don’t know, but it just seems to be part of ass fucking – clean the cock that had just been in my ass! It’s against my makeup, but it seems right, somehow, a natural part of an unnatural sex act. I know that I tend to comment excessively about that part of the action, but that’s because I still am shocked at myself every time I think of it. In any case, both men thought it was wild and approved and really laughed when I said, “The first thing I’m going to do when we get home is to wash my bottom! It feels very wet and messy!
I did just as I said, and it was wet and messy (and I shuddered to think about the cock that had caused it). Then, we went for a long swim and play time in the waves. Somehow the idea of our stay in Belize coming to an end made us aware of how much we enjoyed the water. There was a great deal of the “feeling Nita” game, and we capped the morning, actually early afternoon) with a frenetic climax of “torpedoing Nita,” with Bob, as always, winning – his torpedo exploded deep inside the Nita boat! I have no idea of just how much of our games were obvious from the beach, but me floating, with Alan holding me up, my legs spread and around Bob, probably caught some people’s attention! Admittedly, my body was underwater from my tits down when Bob was in me, but the fucking motions and the positioning – Alan holding me up while Bob moved in and out of me, had to be conspicuous. By that time, none of even cared what people saw, but we did get some incredulous stares when we came ashore!
Oddly enough, we didn’t do anything much during the afternoon. However, by then Bob had had me in my cunt three times and my ass once! Even his cock needed a rest once in a while, so we just drove around looking at some of the places we had visited, even that nefarious surfing beach where I inadvertently put on a show. They teased me a lot about it, but I admitted that, in retrospect, I had enjoyed the performance. That led to kidding me about how much fun it would be to deliberately give a stage show. “Remember how much you enjoyed winning that wet tee shirt contest!” “Think about the attention you would get if you were screwed on stage!” “I wonder what kind of trophy you would get!” “Picture it, a cunt with a cock rampart!” “Headline, with accompanying picture, ‘Married Woman Commits Adultery on Stage While Husband Watches!' That might even be picked up by out-of-country newspapers!” “We could put it on Facebook – you’d get a lot of ‘friends!’”
“Ok, wise guys, I get the picture! I just wonder what you would do if I said that doing that would be a good idea! Gods, that wet tee shirt contest seems like a year ago! And so tame! I think that you two have turned me into a confirmed exhibitionist – there’s absolutely nothing I have that other people haven’t seen, and I’m not even embarrassed! Just think! A few weeks ago it was a real trauma to show my tits, now they’re almost never covered! I got hot when people saw me walking on the beach wearing panties as a bathing suit. Now that is nothing. Add to that, I’ve been fucked just about every way it can be done and other people have watched the performance – and now you guys talk about deliberately doing it public! Even kidding about it is beyond belief!”
“Who’s kidding? I’ll bet Bob would enjoy having you while a crowd watched! Think, Nita, how that would build up his reputation!”
“And, boy, what it would do to mine! Oh, yeah, what about you – everybody in the resort would know that your wife, on your honeymoon, was putting out for another man! That’d fix up your reputation!”
“I have a feeling that almost everybody already knows – if they don’t, they haven’t been paying attention! In any case that certainly doesn’t bother me.”
“Oh, you’re incorrigible and he’s insatiable! I don’t know which is worst! Regardless, I am not going to be fucked on any stage! Forget it!” I practically yelled those last words, drawing an unfortunate turning of heads and satanic laughter form my two harassers!
“Ok,” Bob said, grinning widely, “we’ll just have to do it someplace nice where a reasonably responsive crowd could watch without organizing a stage performance! That might be more fun, anyway!”
“Damn it, you guys don’t give up, do you. Let’s go home before I kill someone!” The fascinating part of that comment was the secret thrill that went through me, a tingle in my cunt, when Bob said it! I couldn’t see my participating in any such public demonstration voluntarily – but the idea still made me feel funny!
We walked down the beach to the café, me remarking as we did so, that I was going to miss it. “Just think, a week from now we will be home in our own condo, probably having supper at our own table! That will be fun, but I’ll still miss this place – in fact, this whole place is going to have so many memories that we’ll treasure. We said that we wanted to have a honeymoon to remember, and we certainly have! We‘ll have enough pictures to keep us watching for weeks – and we‘ll bore all our family and friends by making them watch, too!”
“Oh, I don’t think that the pictures of our adventures will bore people! We can make a whole slide show of your individual performances, not to mention a whole series of fascinating movies starring our own Anita Stone! Who ever heard of Linda Lovelace? We’ll list the series, “Anita Stone, the Adulterous Honeymooner!” I bet that we could syndicate them and get rich! I’ll be the producer, you the star and Bob as featured performer. We’ll get rich!”
“Hey, good idea! What does a ‘featured performer’ get paid? I put a lot into the role – and a lot into the star!”
“Don’t you guys ever stop? In any case, if I’m the star and you two are only producer and featured actor, I’ll get the big money! You two can split 25% – I think that’s generous!”
“Oh, no, I think that my cock should get separate billing! It did most of the work. Without it, Nita would still be a virgin! I‘ll get a cut as featured performer and my cock get special billing – we‘ll have to think of a title for it! We‘re entitled to 25% each, but we‘ll settle for, say, 35% together!”
“Gods, he’s right! Think of that, Nita, you’d be going home Sunday a virgin! He’s saved me a lot of work, opening up all your holes, so he should be entitled to a reasonable amount, maybe 30%. As producer, the one who actually made the films and will edit them into a blockbuster, I certainly am entitled to a large payout; probably 40% would be fair!”
“Ok, wise guys, just remember, it’s my cherry what was broken, my cunt, mouth and ass which have been the real stars of this opus. Who goes to the movies to see a producer? No one! Who would go to a movie to see a cock? Not too many! But who would go to a movie to see me suck that cock or have that cock in my cunt or ass? My cunt, mouth and ass are the real stars and should get the big money. I’ll be generous and take only 50% and you two can battle over the rest! Twenty-five percent each would more than pay for your contributions. I‘ll bet that there are a lot of cocks and voyeurs out there who would work for less!”



“Listen to the girl! She puts out, enjoys the fruits of our labor, and she becomes a diva! Any attractive woman can lie on her back and get fucked, but she needs a cock to have it done! In addition, I’m your husband and I permitted you to enjoy that cock. Without Bob’s cock and my forbearance, you would be nothing but a frustrated bride who would have to go home, a month after marrying, with her cherry still intact. Bob and I have earned the bulk of the income – but, you won’t be cheated. Well give you a generous 35% as the ‘star’ and split the rest.”
This ridiculous byplay went on all the way home after eating and continued as we lay on the beach, in the twilight, near our path. We talked about fucking me, me sucking and all variation of that theme, and, what would have shocked me a few weeks ago, I wasn’t the least bit embarrassed. The whole absurd discussion of an imaginary movie deal ended up with me naked on the sand, on my back, being fucked (and filmed by Alan’s omnipresent camera), completely ignoring several couples engaged in less extensive sexual playing around. A number of them paused in their explorations to watch, a fact revealed as the camera swept over our rapt audience. I wasn’t being fucked on a stage or in front of a large audience, but it was in public! The observers were treated to a wild performance with me having several vocal outbursts as my excitement mounted. Finally, Bob blasted into me and our show was over. Astoundingly, we actually received a smattering of applause as we got up, me still naked, and went up our path.
We separated at the top of the path, and, for the first time in three days, I went in to sleep with my husband. It actually felt strange for awhile, but that feeling quickly dissipated as we went over the events since Monday. Before we talked, however, Alan licked and sucked by juicy cunt, something he had missed doing since Sunday. We both enjoyed that! It was a long time before we went to sleep!
Thursday, August 27. It had been a long night, for Alan and I had talked for hours about out adventures, particularly my sleeping with Bob and having sex in public, particularly when people seeing me knew that the man having me was not my husband! I admitted that I had really enjoyed spending the night sleeping with Bob and having sex with him alone. I also admitted that I got turned on by other people knowing that I was committing adultery! I didn’t, and still don’t, know why that excited me, but it did. Even more surprising, I actually liked cuckolding Alan and being with people who knew about it! It was fun sitting at the restaurant with him and having them knowing that his wife had put out for another man. It excited me to be on the beach in public with Bob holding my tit with Alan right there. I was really concerned about acknowledging these terrible secrets to Alan, but, to my happy surprise, he liked everything that I had been afraid to admit! In fact, he didn’t understand it himself, but he was turned on by a public demonstration of my infidelity, if that’s what you would call it since he approved! He also had enjoyed being alone in our cottage, knowing that I was making love to Bob next door. He actually said “making love, not making out, fucking, or, whatever! He didn’t know what we should do when we get home, but he did want to put his cock in my cum filled cunt sometime. We finally went to sleep after agreeing that we both loved my illicit sexual activities, and that we still had time for more adventures before we left!
We only had three days left, and we intended to make the most of them. It may seem strange, but we did do some things that had no sexual content, including scuba diving. Actually, we had had several sessions in the last two weeks, but I didn’t bother to discuss them – sex was our prime interest. This time, however, we combined our interests! Bob joined us and we rented a boat and cruised around until we found an area near a small sand bar. We had been there before and knew that the water was crystal clear with plenty of beautiful fish. Actually, this was a popular area because the water was calm. It really was a lagoon, surrounded by several sand bars, some were actually small islands, and where boats could anchor or pull ashore. We beached the boat and donned our gear with me, at the insistence of the fellows, nude except for my mask. There were a few boats nearby and their occupants undoubtedly saw me, but I didn’t care – or, to be honest, I liked showing off!
It’s amazing the difference a pair of swimming pants (or panties) makes in the water. I felt so much freer – maybe it was the feeling of the water on my cunt when I opened my legs or, of course, it could just be psychological, but it was exciting. There were other swimmers in the area, and I saw one underwater with tanks and fins taking pictures of me. I made sure that he got some good shots, including some with my legs open. It was fun and really exciting! We swam around for close to an hour and, getting tired despite the fun, I signaled to the guys that I was ready to get out. I swam to our sandbar and struggled to shore, removing my mask and snorkel as I did so. I was very aware of being naked and probably having some people looking at me – certainly those who had been underwater with me as well as those who had seen me go in when we arrived. I was really enjoying my exposure, partly, I think, because our sandbar surrounded by water and had no connection to where the boats were – like a stage separate from the audience. Subconsciously, I think that on the beach I had been afraid of being naked where people could reach me. So, now I was freed of that fear – out there in the middle of nowhere my new-found exhibitionism took over, and I glanced around to see if anyone was looking!
I almost froze mentally as I realized that the few boats that had been in the area had grown to at least ten and that rather than being spread over the entire lagoon, they had collected within easy viewing distance, eyes and cameras focused on me! I can’t tell you what went through my shocked mind as I saw all of those people, at least forty, maybe more, seeing me standing there, totally naked! My normal reaction, certainly even a week or two ago, would have been trying to cover myself, maybe jumping into our boat to hide or, maybe, just fainting! Instead, after a startled moment or two, a rush of heat, of sexual excitement, rushed through me and I just straightened up to better display myself.
But, by far the most shocking thing of all, I turned to Alan and Bob and said, “Well, you two have been kidding about fucking me on stage with an audience! Well, there’s the audience and this makes a good stage – fuck me! Saying that, I dropped to the sand, lay back and spread my legs! I still have no idea of how I was able to say or do such a thing, but Bob didn’t hesitate, and had his cock out and in me before I could change my mind. It was wonderful, the bright, warm sunlight, the soft, cool sand just making it easy to lose myself in the experience. This was the first time that Bob had fucked me in broad daylight, right out in the open. This time I knew that lots people were there and watching closely (and, of course, photographing us), and that turned me on even more that the screwing, itself! Our action was really frenetic, thrashing about and grinding together, culminating in tremendous orgasms with Bob filling my cunt with a blast of cum. We lay there for several moments, and Bob rolled off of me and I just lay there, wide open and happy.
We figured out later, from the pictures that that was the 50th time that Bob had fucked me – unbelievable! As I sat up, keeping my legs open to display my freshly fucked cunt, there was a round of applause along with whistles of approval and mingled with some cheers. I felt a surge of real excitement and, even, pride in what I had done, and I sat up straight and, smiling broadly, waved to my admirers! My excitement doubled when I recognized several people who had been in our scuba class and, obviously, knew that Bob was not my husband!
Alan, later, said that he was really aroused when he saw those people and knew that they were watching his wife being fucked by another man while he watched! He had loved sitting there, watching with them, as Bob pounded my cunt and I reacted so strongly! He thought, afterwards, that it would have been fun to get between my legs and lick Bob’s cum from my adulterous cunt in front of them. He didn’t think of it in time, but I’ll bet that we would have enjoyed it! In any case, I had deliberately let myself be fucked in public, with and audience, in what really amounted to a stage!
(Something that would have been unbelievably humiliating a few weeks ago, but now was extremely exciting, occurred the following Saturday when we were eating lunch at the cafe. One of our observers of our show on the sandbar had used a movie camera to catch all the action, from the beginning where I walked into the water naked to my triumphant wave at the end, and was kind enough to copy it onto a DVD disc and give it to us! Needless to say, I blushed quite profusely, but accepted it with real pleasure and anticipation! It has remained one of our favorite souvenirs of our honeymoon!)
Basking of the obvious approval of our audience, we quickly picked up our stuff and got in our boat, me still naked, and headed back. We received another round of applause as we pulled away, and, once again, I acknowledged it with a smile and a wave. We were still hyper as we sped along and, after some banter, I knelt down and sucked Bob’s cock, swallowing most of his ejaculation, but sharing some with Alan, who was steering.Boy, did I get kidding, not only on the way in, but the rest of the time we were in Belize, particularly quoting my unequivocal rejection of public sex just yesterday, “I am not going to be fucked on any stage! Forget it!” Both Alan and Bob admired my nerve and composure, but they weren’t going to let me forget. Still, we really were giddy at having committed such an outrageous act, particularly since I initiated it! Needless to say, that became a topic of conversation when Alan and I were alone later! Approaching the dock, I put my pants and coverup on, and we turned in the boat and gear, heading for a nearby restaurant for lunch. It had been quite a morning!
The most amazing thing, however, was that my public display of my nude body and my subsequent deliberate decision to have myself screwed before on what amounted to a stage before dozens of people, some who knew me, was not the most memorable event of that day! I would have expected that a deliberate public fucking would be the only thing we talked about for the rest of our honeymoon, but another, outrageous experience at least matched it! That happened that evening, but actually, several things exciting happened before that!
Bob had an early afternoon appointment, so, after a long discussion about the morning experience, Alan and I drove around to some of our favorite places after lunch. We came home and swam for awhile before lying down and reading in our place. Bob returned in mid-afternoon and found us there, me wearing only my swim pants. They both began to work on me, feeling and squeezing my tits, rubbing and fingering my cunt, until I was hot. Then, Bob turned me over and stroked my cunt while Alan briefly stretched my ass hole. Actually, it didn’t really need any stretching, only some lubrication, before Bob’s cock worked its way in. Shortly, we were engaged in a very vigorous ass fucking – it’s funny, my ass doesn’t have anything like my clit or any other physical erogenous element, but having a cock in it causes me to react as if it were a cunt! Of course, my clit was massaged somewhat by Bob’s balls hitting against it, but I think that the real arousal is physiological. I’m being buggered, sodomized – ass-fucked! The act is perverse, wicked, immoral or depraved – pick your term any of which makes the act exciting! In any case, Bob pounded my ass while I humped back, giving him a firm and ready target. Inevitably, he sent a river of cum deep into my rectum, staying locked against me until our passions subsided and he pulled out. As usual, I immediately turned over and buried his cock in my mouth, licking and sucking until it was clean.
I put my pants on and the three of us ran down into the water until we were waist or shoulder high, depending on the swells. We bounced around awhile, slowing working our way up the beach toward the umbrellas and snack stand. When we were parallel with the stand, we decided to go in and have a coke, but as we headed for shore, I stumbled, and Bob caught me, his hand conveniently grabbing me by my tit. We walked on to the beach that way, Alan beside us with Bob having a firm hold on my breast. There were lots of people around, but I made no effort to pull away until we were right at the counter. We got our cokes and some chips and looked for a vacant umbrella, and, fortuitously, that umbrella was available. For some reason, I was very hot, probably from people seeing Bob holding my breast added to my history with that umbrella! We lay back and watched people walk by, saw some boats leaving the marina and just relaxed.
I looked around and saw that no one seemed to be paying any attention to us, and said for Bob to move further back so we would be more sheltered from view. Then, I moved over and leaned against Bob, asking Alan, “Is anyone looking this way?” He casually glanced around and indicated that no one seemed interested. “Ok, why don’t you move out a bit to shield us?” I think both men were startled by my assertiveness, but Alan did as I said, and Bob quickly took out his cock. I pulled the crotch panel of my suit over, raised up and straddled his legs and lowered myself down on him, the cock sliding easily up into me. Bob was lying almost flat, and I bent over from the waist and began fucking myself by flexing up and down, grinding against him in wild excitement. The physical act plus the circumstances had me approaching orgasm in no time. The same stimulus affected Bob, and he was soon bucking up into me, holding me by my hip bones to get deeper. Quite quickly, probably only two or three minutes, no more than four, I felt him shooting up into me and I pushed down as hard as I could, getting as much pressure on my clit as I went off. I collapsed down onto him and we just lay there, his deflating cock still embedded in me. At last, I sat up and dismounted, slumping down beside Alan, asking, “Do you think anyone noticed!”
“The couple in the next umbrella certainly did, but they’re not complaining!” I looked over, and that couple was wrapped in a firm embrace, her tit being tightly squeezed. She had a two-piece suit on, but the bra was down and his other hand was deep in her pants! We watched, fascinated, as he worked his hand on her cunt, her pants slipping down showing a patch of blond hair, until she obviously had an orgasm. As reality set in, she pulled back and covered her tit and pulled up her pants, clearly embarrassed as such a public display. They got up and hurried off, she hiding her face and he grinning in our direction. I said, “Look at her hand – a brand new wedding ring! Honeymooners!” I felt a funny feeling go through me. “Do you realize that a month ago I would have reacted exactly like that? Gods, how things have changed! I was horrified when someone saw my tit, much less having Bob feel it. Now, I sit here under an umbrella and a public beach right after being fucked, not only fucked, but by another man!
“Still, I’ll bet your honeymoon will be more memorable than hers – unless she has some adventures, too! When we get back home, you’ll have all sorts of things to remember, movies of you in action to watch! She’ll probably go back remembering that she was screwed here by her husband, had a good time as a tourist and, maybe, the real highlight being set off, with her tit and cunt hair showing, on the beach with others watching! A little sin on her honeymoon may be more exciting to remember than anything else!”
“Yeah, Nita, I bet that all the things we’ve done will stand out better than a humdrum ordinary honeymoon! Do you think right now that you’d rather still be a virgin, untouched and pure? Most girls don’t even get what that girl did. Like Alan said, I’ll bet that her little beach display will stick in her memory longer than most of her tourist excursions.”
“Oh, I know that you’re right, but we may have gone to one extreme while others go to the other. Still, no, I wouldn’t rather be a virgin. I’m glad that you’ve fucked me – in every opening! And, Alan, I’m glad you permitted and encouraged me. We’ve had a really good time, and I know we’ll all miss it next week. Of course, Alan has a month’s worth of screwing to get in! Gods, Bob, you’ve worn my cunt and ass out here and Alan will want to do the same when we get home!”
“Remember, Nita, Alan can take his time and screw you at a more leisurely pace. I’ve had only three weeks to get all my fucking in! Now, if I were seeing you regularly, we could space it out better, but I only have a couple of days left! Thinking about it though, I’ve had you in the cunt twice, and your ass and your mouth once each today so far! I bet that my cock will be limp as spaghetti for a month after you’re gone, but it’ll be worth it!”
“Hey, I wonder how many times you can get in her before we leave Sunday! Look, your record is screwing her seven times in one day! Let’s see if you can tie or break! If we count her cock sucking, you’ve already had her four times – let’s try for three more!”
“Damn it, Alan, I think that you’re trying to kill me! If you want me to be in decent shape when we get home, we’d better not turn this into a Guinness Book of Records performance! But, come on – let’s head home for our next presentation. I think that we’ve had enough public exposure for one day!”
We went back to our cottage, Bob to his, for a rest period and cleaning up. I really wanted to take a shower and relax for awhile, but Alan insisted on looking at and licking my recently fucked cunt. He even had me turn over and show my asshole, slipping his finger into me with absolutely no difficulty. “You know, Nita, I could still tell that you had been ass fucked even if I hadn’t watched it. The ocean water washed off the outside signs, but stuff is still seeping a bit and you are very slippery inside. And, boy, cum is really leaking out of your cunt! Turn over again and I’ll lick you!” He proceeded to do just that, licking Bob’s cum out of my cunt and, even, running his tongue over my asshole, commenting when he took a break, “Ye gods, he must have put a quart of cum in you! It’s still oozing out of your ass and positively dripping out of your cunt! It’s a damn good thing that you are on the pill or you’d be going home pregnant for sure!” With that, he went back down on me – by the time he quit, I didn’t need a shower down there. I took one, anyway.
Bob came over about 5:30, suggesting that we go to dinner at fancy supper club on the other side of the marina, an idea that appealed to Alan and me. Alan pointed out that we’d need reservations for that place and, after calling, told us that we were scheduled for 7:00 PM. “It’ll take us about twenty minutes to get there, maybe a half hour or so for Nita to dress – that leaves plenty of time for screwing!” Since all I had on was a pair of panties, it didn't take long for me to be on my back on the bed with Bob in me. We had a vigorous fucking session, culminating with another deposit of cum deep in my cunt. Bob hurried to his cottage to change clothes while Alan did his usual licking and sucking.
Afterwards, I washed and put on makeup, but I was still naked when Bob returned. It was fun having him there while I dressed. Of course, he had seen and had everything I had, but it felt sexy as he watched me putting on garter belt and hose (I hate pantyhose). Very intimate. I started to reach for my panties and bra, but, as I did so, Bob said, “Damn, it’s too bad you can’t go like that! That would cause a commotion!”



I replied, “Well, I certainly can’t do that, but I guess I don’t need underwear! Will that do?” Both men thought that being naked under my clothes was a good idea (shocking!), so I put the panties and bra away. I really felt good about going to a fancy restaurant, so I even wore a dress – a pink, short silky that buttoned down the front. With the bottom button undone, my hose tops would flash as I walked! Very sexy!
We had an excellent dinner in relatively elegant surroundings and, to top off the evening, we found that there was to be a fireworks exhibition over the marina, a show that was to be visible from the deck of the restaurant. It was a very pleasant area with lounge chairs lined to facing the harbor. While it wasn’t crowded, there were several other couples already there, but we found a large double lounge and a single one with a clear view if the harbor. It was a convivial group and we all introduced ourselves and talked while we waited for the show to start. Bob was on the single lounge and Alan and I were on the double, with a honeymoon couple, Jeff and Suzanne Brown, beside us. We talked with them for a few minutes, exchanging honeymoon and background talk. Further down the deck, probably ten feet or so on the other side of Bob, was an older couple, with others past them. The talk was free flowing and it turned out that the older couple, the Jamisons, collected science fiction books, which was Alan’s mania – our house was going to need an extra room for his collection. The three of them started talking, at some distance, over Bob, so finally, I suggested that they change seats. Alan got up and dragged Bob’s lounge down beside the Jamisons and they were soon deep in a conversation about their obsession.
Bob, of course, sat with me and, as would be expected, put his arm around me. The Browns were cuddling and, surreptitiously, doing a little fondling and petting. That’s when things began to get a little wild. Our lounge and theirs were turned a bit toward each other and away from the others, so our conversation was with each other. It was dark enough that the roving hands were not too obvious, but light enough that you knew what was going on. It didn’t take long for Bob to join Jeff in in the petting, moving his arm so that his hand was firmly on my breast. I knew that if I could see Jeff feeling Suzanne, they could see Bob fondling me. My short skirt was up quite a bit, and with the open button, my hose tops were clearly visible. With Jeff and Suzanne so close, I attempted to get the skirt down, but Suzanne had noticed my legs and stopped me by saying, “You’re wearing hose instead of pantyhose! Did you buy them here? I’ve been looking for a garter belt for months and just can’t find one that’s worth while! I don’t like pantyhose, and neither does Jeff, but that’s all they sell. Don’t pull your skirt down – your legs look so nice, even in this light!”
“Oh, I brought them with me. Alan and I are like you, we just like hose and garter belts so much better than pantyhose and – I probably shouldn’t say this – Alan says that nothing is sexier than seeing a woman’s bare thighs above her hose tops!”
“That’s exactly what we think! If a woman has nice legs, the shorter the skirt the better and with stockings to show them off! Not very political correct, I guess, but,” giggling, “Jeff and I think that a woman should enjoy showing her legs even if more shows that is modest! Oh, pantyhose are safer if you’re really worried about someone seeing up you skirt, but, and, like you, I probably shouldn’t say this, I actually enjoy the ‘danger’ – if that’s what you call it! I shouldn’t say this either, but both Jeff and I enjoy looking up another woman’s skirt! It’s exciting! Yesterday we were in town at a café, sitting across from a woman who had her legs open under her table, and we could see her panties very clearly!” Giggling again, “We had wonderful sex when we got to our room afterwards!” Then, “From the way Jeff is looking at your legs, it’ll probably happen again tonight!”
Startled, I shifted my eyes away from her to Jeff, and I saw that he was staring fixedly at me, and I realized that while listening to Suzanne, I had, without thinking, shifted my legs toward them and that my skirt was high enough for my bare thighs to show above my hose tops. I involuntarily started to pull it down, but Suzanne stopped me, saying, “Oh, don’t do that! You have lovely legs!”
Actually, I didn’t want to cover myself! I loved having both of them looking eagerly at my exposed thighs, and I felt a strong tingle go through my cunt. To have another woman say that she liked to look at me was exciting, so I just took my hand away and stretched out a bit, showing more leg. That’s when Bob stepped in. “Come on, Nita, they said that they like to look up a woman’s skirt, not just look at her legs. Here, look at this!” The last comment was made to Jeff and Suzanne as he reached down and unfastened the next button on my skirt, opening it so that I was exposed almost to my crotch. They both gasped as his unexpected act, leaning forward to see in the dim light.
Now a real surge of heat went through me as I made a pro forma protest. “Bob, what are you doing? Stop that!” Needless to say, my feeble objection had no impact, and both Jeff and Suzanne were obviously trying to see the rest of the way up my legs. Bob persisted, opening my skirt wider and, then, reaching for the last button below the waist, causing me some real concern since I wasn’t sure how they would react to my complete exposure. I struggled with him to keep the button fastened, I whispering, semi-privately, “Bob, stop it! You know I don’t have anything on under there! That’s enough!” At that moment, the fireworks started, the boom startling all of us and turning our eyes to the sky. Bob took advantage of the situation and the last button was undone and my skirt fell completely open, exposing everything below my waist. I “didn’t notice” what he had done, and concentrated on the fireworks, but between explosions I heard a gasp from Suzanne and looked down and “realized” that everything was showing. I started to cover myself ineffectually, of course, and Bob held my hands away. The next explosion was a brilliant display that lit up the whole harbor and, of course, lit up my cunt for them to see! From then on, I was the center of attention, the fireworks being of interest only in that they revealed everything below my waist! They obviously were wildly excited by what they were seeing, and I loved it!
Not satisfied with exposing my lower half, Bob began unbuttoning the rest of my dress, and, in short order, it was completely undone and, for practical matters, I was naked before an enraptured audience. They didn’t talk coherently, just gasping out one or two word exclamations as more and more of me was revealed – “My god, look at that!” “No panties!” “Oh!” “Look at her tits!” “She’s beautiful!” Their unbridled admiration removed any slight reservations I had, and I just lay back on the chaise, legs parted, letting them see everything in the flickering firework light. Then, something totally unexpected happened. Bob had been running his hands all over me from my cunt to my tits, and the excitement of being seen naked and having them see me being felt, blanked out any self-control that I might have had. I was just lying there, letting Bob handle everything. Suddenly, I wanted Alan to be there and see me being exposed and fondled in front of another couple, and, panting, I managed to ask, “Where’s Alan?”
I didn’t think, of course, of how that would be interpreted, but, naturally, they thought that I wanted to know where my husband was so that he wouldn’t know what I was doing! Jeff quickly looked up over our lounge and said, “Don’t worry, he’s still down with the Jamisons! I’ll watch for him!” That was not what I meant, but the idea of cuckolding him in front of Jeff and Suzanne sent a wave of excitement through me. I lay back flat on my back and raised and spread my legs in invitation, and Bob unhesitantly pulled out his cock and took me, beginning a frantic fucking which led to what might have been the biggest and longest orgasm of my life! Fortunately, the continuing crackling and booming of the fireworks drowned out the sounds of Bob’s cock pounding my cunt and the gasps and moans that accompanied it! We were both wildly excited by everything that had happened and what we were doing, so it didn’t last long, but it was unbelievable! Finally, Bob shot into me, pulled out and sat up beside me as I just lay there in a stupor.
Then, however, something even more unbelievable happened. I came to enough to hear a sotto voice encouragement from Suzanne, “Go on, honey, take her! You’ll never get a chance like this again! Go on!” At that point, to my utter shock, Jeff came over me, picked up and spread my legs, and sank his cock into me! Bob, right beside me, was also shocked, of course, but the idea of seeing someone else fuck me reinvigorated him and his cock returned to rigidity and he moved up and put it into my mouth. I didn’t really suck him, just held it there while he moved, but I got my hand up to hold it as he fucked my mouth. Meanwhile, Jeff was pounding in and out of me, his motions rapid and almost spastic as he completely lost himself in screwing me. He didn’t last long – how could he with all that had happened – but it felt wonderful as he finished by blasting a tremendous load of cum deep inside of me. Surprisingly, Bob wasn’t too far behind despite having gone off a short time before
This whole series if action was unbelievable, as I said before, but there was still another even more shocking occurrence. As Jeff finished in me and pulled out, he was immediately replaced between my legs by Suzanne! At first I was hardly aware of what was happening, but, of course, I felt her tongue on my well fucked cunt and, looking down, I saw head bobbing against me! I had never thought of another woman going down on me, but I had enjoyed Alan’s licking and sucking after Bob had had me. This was no different except for the psychological impact of knowing that it was a woman down there! That, I’ll admit, added to the pleasure and I held my legs up and spread, reacting to her tongue and mouth by flexing up and down, actually having several strong tremors which really were minor orgasms! Then, just as it seemed that those tremors were over, I felt a tremendous surge of passion as I thought, “My god, that’s a woman licking my cunt!” Of course, I had known it before, but suddenly it hit me as reality, “That’s a woman between my legs!” Suddenly, it hit me and, without thinking, I reached down and pulled her head tight against me, her face buried in my cunt, as I rocked up and down and ground against her licking tongue and sucking mouth! I went off like the rockets that were still exploding in the sky.
That surge ended and I collapsed back on the chaise, utterly spent. It still wasn’t quite finished as Suzanne moved up from between my legs and embraced me, giving me a strong and passionate kiss, holding it for almost a full minute, her tongue that had been in my cunt now entered my mouth! I responded eagerly, tasting a combination of cum and my own cunt juices. Her face was wet with the same fluids, shining in the glare from the sky. Both of us were lost in the totally unexpected experience of lesbian love, and both of us knew that we would want it again!
We stayed together for a brief time, our closeness shattered by overhead lights coming on. Shockingly, that extreme sexual activity had occurred during the display in the sky and we hadn’t even noticed that it was over. We, of course, had lost all sense of time, and we were fortunate that our end of the deck was away from the other occupied lounges and the standees who had assembled to watch the show. Otherwise, they would have been privy to a different kind of show. It was hard to focus at first, but Alan was still with the Jamisons, talking eagerly about books, and most others were departing. At our end, however, I was still lying, naked for all intents and purposes, Suzanne was beside me, wiping her face and looking dazed and Bob and Jeff were quickly putting their cocks away. It was a totally bizarre setting, and no one seemed to know just what to do.
Unexpectedly, it was Suzanne who reacted first, saying, “Good god, Anita, close your dress! Your husband could come over here any second! Come on everyone, get straightened up – your fly’s open Jeff.” She went over to their chaise and picked up a napkin and finished wiping her face. Then, quietly, “You screwed her! And, my god, I licked her! I don’t believe this!” Then, in a mundane end to that bizarre experience, she said, “It was very nice meeting you, Anita, and you, Bob. Maybe we’ll see you again.” Then they just left, stopping to say goodbye to Alan and, I discovered later, got our local phone number and promised to call.
I managed to get my dress pulled together and buttoned up before anyone looked our way, but I was still in a somewhat dazed condition. Heavens knows, I had been screwed many, many times in the past three weeks, but this was totally different. I had been seen virtually naked by Jeff and Suzanne and loved it! That wouldn’t have done anything but excite me. But, first, Bob had me in front of them, and, unbelievably, Jeff had fucked me! Gods, I had just met him less than an hour before he was in me! Sex with Bob had become a part of my daily life and I accepted it without any scintilla of guilt now. As I’ve said before, I actually enjoyed other people knowing about it or, amazingly, even seeing him take me! But this was different. They were right there, two feet away, people I had talked to just moments before. That was very different from distant, unknown observers, like those on the boats, who happened to be watching! That was bad, or good, enough, but to have Jeff mount me right after Bob and fuck me while his new wife watched – again, unbelievable! Then, equally unbelievably, she had licked and sucked me right after Bob and Jeff came in me – lesbian sex and I really liked it! The whole experience was just too much to absorb immediately and my mind simply was in a cloud.
Still, the mind plays funny tricks, sometimes. After I got my dress buttoned up and my sinful behavior was physically concealed, Bob and I walked over to where Alan and the Jamisons were sitting. I felt like a zombie, but, somehow, I seemed to be on cruise control mentally, and I spoke calmly and pleasantly, even commenting, laughingly, about how crowded our apartment was going to be. Even Alan had no idea that my normal behavior was artificial – my mind was split, a small part going through the mundane social niceties, the bulk still immersed in my outrageous behavior of a few minutes ago.
Shortly afterwards, the three of us headed to the car where I blurted out what we had done. Alan, of course was shocked by what had happened within ten to fifteen feet from he was talking and watching the fireworks. “God, you set off some fireworks of your own! I can’t believe that Jeff got into you like that! And Suzanne – that’s unreal! You know, she got our number as they left. I wonder if she’ll call! And, let’s see, Bob. You had Nita in her cunt and in her mouth, which, I think, is seven times today, tying your record. Do you think that you can get it up one more time tonight?” Bob did, as you might expect, fucking my cunt in our bed when we got home, setting a record of eight times – five in my cunt, twice in my mouth and once in my ass! Of course, I had nine, plus Suzanne!
As soon as Bob left, Alan went down on my cunt, lapping up Bob’s cum, plus whatever would be left from Jeff, and I couldn’t help but compare him with Suzanne! In a way, I liked her doing it more, partly because of the unique circumstances with her and partly because she was a woman! As would be expected, Alan and I were talking late into the night, reliving that unbelievable experience. He was enthralled by my enjoyment of female-female sex, and we both wondered if I would like to go down on a woman. I honestly couldn’t say, but even discussing the idea was more than had ever crossed my mind. He was also fascinated by my being fucked by Jeff. I really couldn’t say how I felt at the time – more startled than anything else, although I had been aroused as he did it. I had been just a bit uneasy about Alan’s reaction to Jeff having had me, but that was not an issue. Actually, I think that he was pleased that it didn’t bother me, for I know that he wanted me to be open to having an affair when we got home so that he could use my freshly fucked cunt! I’ll admit that I had wondered about having someone else screw me at home – it was one thing to do it on our honeymoon where we were anonymous, but another back where we knew people – but I no longer had any real qualms.
Friday, August 28. This day opened with a surprise. We had been talking very late, and, as a result, had slept until almost 9:00. We were up and dressing when the phone rang. I assumed that it would be Bob – he was the only person, other than the resort office, that I thought had our number – and I was startled to hear a woman’s voice….Anita! As she spoke, I remembered that Alan had given her our number, but, of course, I was still surprised and had a very funny feeling when last night’s activities flowed through my head. “Hi, Anita, this is Suzanne Brown – remember from last night! Jeff and I are just going down to the beach café for breakfast and wondered if you would like to join us. Bob, too, if he wants to come.”
Oh, I remembered her all right! I had an amazing surge of conflicting emotions flash through me, but I was able to respond normally while my mind was in a muddle. “Of course I remember you – it was very nice last night.” I don’t know if I had any special tone in my voice, but I heard her giggle as I said it! “Wait a second and I’ll see if Alan has anything planned.” Of course, Alan was more than willing to meet them, knowing what had happened during the fireworks and wondering what, if anything, the Browns had in mind other than breakfast. “Hi, Suzanne, Alan thinks that having breakfast with you would be very pleasant. We can be there in a half hour, if that’s suitable. We‘ll call Bob, and he may come, too.” Alan called Bob while I dressed, and he was also curious about any clandestine ideas they might have.
Bob had just been going to call us, and he, too, was curious about the invitation. “There’s no way they called the next morning just to have breakfast – they must have something else in mind. I have no idea as to what it might be, but it may be interesting!”
“You’re right, of course, and I’ll bet that they want more action with Nita! Look, they don’t know that I know what happened last night. I’m sure that they think that you and Nita are having a secret affair. I’ll bet that they’ll try to set up a private meeting – shopping or whatever – so that I won’t be around. In any case, come on over and we’ll meet them.”
Turning to me as he hung up, he asked, “Would you want to do that, Nita?”
“Well, I’m a bit nervous about it, but I think that it might be fun. I did enjoy it last night. Maybe we should just tell them that you know about it and don’t mind. That would remove all the covert business.”
“No, I don’t want to explain my problem again! I’d rather that you go ahead as if you’re getting away with something and tell me about it later. Look, I know! If they do propose getting together with them, you can bring them back here to “swim.” I’ll have an appointment in Belize City that will take most of the afternoon, giving you plenty of time to do whatever you want. That would be better than going to their hotel room. And, I’ll be able to set up the cameras so that we’ll have a record of what happened!”



“Well, that certainly should work. Ok, if they ask me to get together with them, I’ll suggest that they come to our cottage! She specifically mentioned Bob, so they probably have him in mind, too. Now, are you sure that you want to do this? Where would you go?”
“Of course I’m ok with it! It sounds like a perfect setup – this would really make the honeymoon memorable! Don’t worry, I’ll be ok. You can call me on my cell phone when the coast is clear. Gods, it’ll be disappointing if they just want breakfast and conversation!”
Bob joined up and we headed to the café, filling him in on our plan. Needless to say, he was enthusiastic about the idea and certainly understood Alan’s reluctance to have to explain his problem. When the question arose as to where Alan would spend the time while we “played around,” he offered his cottage. That, of course, was perfect – near and private, hidden from view from our cottage and even providing a place to park our car where it couldn’t be seen. So, the only question was what the Browns would propose, if anything.
We were a bit late arriving, but Jeff and Suzanne were waiting at a table on the deck. We had a very nice late breakfast, conversing easily on many things – last night’s fireworks, where things were located in Dangriga, things they might enjoy like the outdoor movies, etc. No comment the least bit suspicious or furtive was made by Jeff or Suzanne, nor was there any veiled hints about last night’s activities. Then somehow, and I don’t remember how, Alan managed to casually insert the information that he would be gone all afternoon since he had an appointment in Belize City. It was about 50-60 miles of mediocre to bad roads, so he probably would have four hours of driving for an hour appointment – he was very disgruntled!
The first sign of a nefarious scheme came then as Jeff and Suzanne exchanged meaningful glances. “Well, look, Anita, if you’re going to be alone all afternoon, we can get together and talk about things. It was very pleasant last night and I’m sure that Jeff and I would love to pick up where we left off. Bob could join us if he’d like to – we enjoyed his company last night as well!” She looked very knowingly at me as she said that, making it quite clear what they had in mind. Responding in kind, I responded that I had enjoyed everything last night – emphasizing everything, leaving no doubt that I had received her message. Bob chimed in, indicating that he had enjoyed everything last night and that he certainly would like to be included. The emphasis was so heavy from both sides that Alan, or anyone else, could hardly have missed the strong under currents, but, of course, he saw nothing unusual in the comments! So, as simply as that, a rendezvous was proposed and, quickly, accepted, the Brown’s agreeing enthusiastically about coming to our cottage! Since Alan was “leaving” about 1:00 PM, they agreed to join Bob and me shortly afterwards. I was all atwitter and had a hard time concentrating on the conversation after the plans were made. I had no idea exactly what would happen, of course, but I couldn’t wait to get started!
Promptly at 1:00 PM, Alan got in the car and drove down the main road out of town. Very shortly afterwards, Suzanne and Jeff arrived, giving me the impression that, as we suspected, they had been watching our cottage! Bob came shortly after that, so the group was together, ready for action. (About 20 minutes later, Alan drove by, saw their car and went on to Bob’s cottage to wait.) As might be expected, things were a bit awkward, at first, no one knowing quite how to get things started. Finally, I broke the stalemate by saying, “Suzanne, you said that you like garter belts and hose, but can’t find them anywhere here. Look at these that I brought with me.” I went to my lingerie drawer and pulled out a black lace garter belt and a pair of black hose. I brought these with me, but I haven’t had a chance to wear them yet. The ones I had on last night were what I wore at the wedding – I put them on this afternoon, too, knowing that you liked them!”
“Oh, Anita, these are just what I was looking for! I don’t know why you can’t buy them here!”
“Why don’t you try them on? I’ll bet they’d look good on you!”
“Well, maybe I could, but I’d hate to hurt the hose! You said that you’re wearing the ones you had on last night! Let’s see – it was pretty dark then, and we really couldn’t see too well!”
That, of course, was what I was waiting for, so, after a few moments of pretended reluctance, I pulled my skirt up almost to my waist to an enthusiastic audience. Bob moved things along by saying, “Of course, she wasn’t wearing panties last night! Come on, Nita, take your skirt off so that we can really see!” Again, with reluctance, I gave in and, shortly thereafter, stood there showing my white lace panties with matching garter belt and hose. Then, without any urging, I calmly took off by blouse, exposing my matching bra, saying, “This is what I had on under my wedding gown!”
The reaction from Suzanne and Jeff was all that I could have hoped for, gasps of admiration, comments that I was beautiful, looks that could only be described as lustful, etc. Jeff finally blurted out, “Wow, if people at your wedding could have seen what was under your gown, there would have been a riot! I’ll bet Alan loved it!”
Mentioning of Alan could have created more awkwardness, but Bob stepped in again, interjecting the comment, “He’s not the only one!” Coming up behind me, he cupped my breasts, squeezing them and continuing, “She would turn anyone on! I don’t know how much you could see of her tits last night, but they’re the best I’ve seen or felt!” At that point, he unclasped my bra, adding, “What do you think of them?” Not waiting for their reaction, he moved his hands down to the tops of my panties and, before I knew what he intended, he slid them down, and, suddenly, I was naked except for garter belt and hose! He moved one hand back to my tit and the other between my legs, adding, “Her cunt is perfect too! Here, feel!”
As might be expected, the Browns were startled by my sudden nudity, just reacting with unbelieving stares. Suzanne was the first to react, hesitantly reaching out and running her hand onto my other tit with an exclamation of pleasure, “Oh, it’s so firm! I can’t believe how big it is – and it sticks straight out! Feel it, Jeff!”
Jeff got a quick feel, but it was awkward for three sets of hands to explore me, so Bob, still holding me by my boob, walked me into the bedroom and placed me on the bed, saying, "Lie down, Nita, so they can get at you.” They did just that, Suzanne getting on the bed beside me and running her hand up and down my body, finally sliding it between my legs and feeling my clit. At the same time, Jeff was on the other side, doing the same thing, his hand competing with hers to feel and probe me. I was in another world, so aroused that I was moving under their hands almost immediately. I wasn’t thinking, just responding, but an involuntary desire had me reach out and grasp Suzanne’s breast through her clothes. She immediately sat up and stripped off her blouse and bra, revealing a smaller but perky pair of tits with nipples sticking out like little cocks. She leaned over and put our tits together, and then moved higher so that the nipple was against my mouth. I kissed and sucked on it while the men’s hands roamed over my body. I swear that I was having a mini orgasm continuously.
Jeff got up and got behind Suzanne and removed the rest of her clothes, leaving us naked against each other. That felt wonderful as did the stroking, fondling and probing I was getting from the two men at the same time. All of a sudden, I felt my legs being lifted and spread as Bob, now also undressed, mounted me and slide his rigid cock all the way up my wet cunt. He fucked me very hard, the pleasure of being taken augmented by being aware that Jeff and Suzanne were watching from right beside me! I was matching his pounding strokes, writhing and twisting beneath him, with Suzanne squeezing my tits as I did so. It culminated in a wild, potent orgasm as Bob unloaded deep inside me!He got off, but before I could get my legs down, Jeff was on and in me. He proceeded to belabor my freshly fucked cunt, really out of control from the excitement of seeing and feeling me, and then watching me being screwed with his own naked wife right there. I vaguely heard her say, “Fuck her, Jeff! Put your cock in her! Oh. Yes, that’s it! Fuck her!” Her words became clearer later when I saw the movie, and the intense, lustful look on her face was also evident then. While Jeff was having me, she put her hand down and felt my cunt and his cock as we came together. He came pretty quickly, and, as he pulled out and got off, she got between my legs and licked and sucked me, doing what Alan usually did. It was very different, of course, having a woman do it, but the difference was mostly psychological. Man or woman, I discovered, it felt much the same – wonderful!
That, of course, was just the beginning. Bob and Jeff each had me two more times in the next four hours, and I sucked them both several times, more to get or keep them hard rather to have them go off, although Bob did come in my mouth once.The four of us were naked with on the bed for the four hours, and we were engaged in one sex act or another the entire time. Suzanne went down on me each time I was fucked and we kissed and felt each other numerous times. There were three very different acts, however, that stood out.
First, something we had done many times before – Bob had me in my ass! This was different because Suzanne and Jeff not only had never done such a thing, they had never considered it. Of course, they were newly married and hadn’t explored such possibilities, but they were fascinated to watch Bob turn me over, put a pillow under my hips and insert his cock up my ass. It was a hard, pounding ass fucking and I loved having an audience as he had me. They didn’t actually say anything, only making little shocked gasps, as I turned and cleaned his cock, but I really enjoyed doing that demeaning act as I knew they watched!
The second thing was having Suzanne screwed by Bob! She was wildly excited by all the sexual acts, and loved watching her husband fuck me, but she was hesitant about committing adultery, herself. She had just been married, and had not considered letting Bob fuck her! Having Jeff take me, licking and sucking me afterwards, was fine, but going the whole way herself just seemed wrong. She even said, without really thinking, “Oh I can’t, that would be adultery!” That comment was met with howls of laughter from the three of us – lying naked in bed, me with a well-used cunt! For heaven’s sake, her own husband had screwed me right in front of her!
I finally was able to stop laughing long enough to point out that, “Oh, we wouldn’t want you to commit adultery! That would be a sin! I certainly wouldn’t want you to do anything I wouldn’t do! I’ve been well trained by my Aunt Agatha to avoid such a sinful act, so I have remained pure and chaste! I suppose that my actions with Bob, and now, Jeff, might appear questionable to biased eyes, but we know better!” Actually, I don’t think that she actually had been thinking that I was committing adultery all those times – she knew it, but wasn’t thinking about it – but that was me, not her! Of course, she quickly recognized how silly her comment had been, but she still had qualms about it despite encouragement from her own husband. Ultimately she, somewhat reluctantly, raised and spread her legs as Bob mounted her and carefully sank his cock into her welcoming cunt. Once he was in, her hesitancy vanished, and she responded to his in and out motions by surging against him, grounding her clit upwards to get more sensations. She started her orgasm well before his, almost dislodging him once or twice before he ejaculated. That was when the third thing occurred!
Without hesitation, as Bob dismounted, I moved between her legs, and for the first time, licked another woman’s cunt! I immediately tasted Bob’s familiar, cum, but, as I licked and sucked, I definitely got a different flavor which I knew was pure Suzanne – and I liked it! I had absolutely no sense of distaste, no repulsion of any kind. I actually liked the feeling of running my tongue through the slippery inter-lips, poking into the hole and flicking my tongue tip against her clit. It really turned me on when she reacted to my licking by gently lifting up and down. I don’t know if she actually went off, but I know that we both liked it! Later on, confirming that feeling, we engaged in a long, very pleasant sixty-nine session! Bob and Jeff really enjoyed watching us, and I, surprisingly, liked knowing that we had an appreciative audience. I wished that Alan could have been there to watch with them, but I was sure that he would get the opportunity when we got home, for I now knew that I liked sex with another woman as well as with other men!
There were many things that we did that afternoon that I didn’t even remember until I saw the movie when we got home. Things were said that shocked me a bit when I heard them, e.g. telling them that Alan and I had never thought of ass fucking. That suddenly made it real that not only that another man (now, men) had screwed me, but I had done something with another man that I hadn’t, as yet, done with my husband! I could see a funny look come over Suzanne’s face as the realization sank in! There were physical things that happened that were wildly exciting at the time, but embarrassing when looking at the movie. One was Bob sinking his cock into Suzanne’s ass while I sucked Jeff! I was amazed that she was ready to be buggered, particularly since she had just had her first adulterous fucking and had been really shocked when Bob ass fucked me! Still, the really embarrassing, thing was that when Bob pulled out of her ass, I not only cleaned his cock with my mouth, I licked and sucked her leaking asshole! Looking back on it later, it was hard believe that I had done such a perverted thing, but the camera (and, I’ll have to admit, my memory) proved that I did so with real enthusiasm! The last thing we did was have Jeff bugger me. He had seen Bob have Suzanne in her ass and, afterwards, Suzanne urged him to have me the same way. However, I did not clean his cock because Alan called just as he pulled out of my ass.
It was an afternoon of great pleasure, illicit pleasure! I enjoyed everything, particularly my new found love of female-female sex. It was really fun to be doing all these things, not only for the physical pleasure, but, also, because they were illicit! I know that we all were turned on by doing forbidden, even perverted, things. When, as planned, Alan called, just as Jeff finished in my ass, saying that he would be there in one-half hour and we could go out and get something to eat, there was a real collective sense of getting away with something. We all lay there, completely naked, as I told him that Jeff and Suzanne were there and suggested that maybe they’d like to come, too. There were muffled chuckles as we talked, and Suzanne leaned over and kissed my nipple while Jeff tickled my cunt. There were gales of laughter when I hung up, Jeff even blurting out, “Actually, we’ve already come! In Anita!” Everyone, including me, seemed to take pleasure in having fooled Alan, even cuckolding him! Someone, Suzanne, I think, actually used that word to more peals of laughter! Of course, Bob and I knew better, but it was fun to join in “fooling” Alan.
In any case, we quickly cleaned ourselves and the room and got dressed. Actually, the bed was quite messy from a generous supply of cum soaking the sheet and Suzanne was worried about it, but I said that it would dry by evening. I knew, of course, that Alan would be delighted at physical proof of our orgy! Alan “arrived” (from next door) and we all went out to eat. There was a real air of smugness, an awareness of having gotten away with something, that pervaded the dinner including a few veiled comments that brought smiles and grins at Alan’s expense. He, of course, knew what was going on, but as we had discovered before, he actually enjoyed having been cuckolded and having people know about it – particularly sitting there with the men who had fucked his wife! Thus, we all enjoyed the evening and the meaningful repartee!
As we were splitting up, Suzanne said that Jeff was going to a soccer match Saturday afternoon, and suggested that we could go shopping together if I were free. However, it was obvious from the look she gave me when she suggested it that she had something else in mind rather than shopping! I said that I wasn’t sure since Saturday was our last full day in Belize, but that I would call if I were free. I felt a tingle in my cunt as I thought of it, however, and I quietly told her, in private, that I would try!
Alan, Bob and I all went back to our cottage where we recounted all of our activities to Alan. Alan was, of course, was fascinated, giving rapt attention to all of my sexual exploits, particularly my experiences with Suzanne and Jeff. He was especially interested in the time when Jeff fucked my ass and, even more, when I licked Suzanne’s ass after Bob fucked it! He, and I, couldn’t wait to see what the camera had recorded!
It was only about 7:30 when we had sufficiently discussed the orgy, so we headed down for a swim before it got really dark. Then, we walked down to the café for a drink and snack. Coming back along the beach, we played around a bit along the water edge and, inevitably, that led to sex play. I had worn a cover-up to the café, but that was soon off and I was wearing just a pair of thin panties as we went along. It was, as usual, a warm evening, the sun just departing, and there were quite a few people still out, some wading in the surf, but mostly lying around relaxing or making out. We passed the snack stand and the small crowd around it watching a parasail being pulled around by a speedboat. It was silhouetted against the slowly setting sun, the light coming through the gossamer wings. It was a beautiful sight, and, finding an empty spot further up the beach from the water, we sat down to enjoy the view – Alan and I were all too aware that our time in Belize was very short. We watched until the parasail and boat drew away, and then we just sat and talked as it got darker. Suddenly, Alan told me, “Nita, take off your panties!” There were still quite a few people fairly close to us, but I didn’t hesitate, and, shortly, I was completely naked. It felt good – it was dark enough for me to feel fairly secure, but still light enough that anyone looking directly at me could see. Both men began playing with me, fondling my tits, stroking and penetrating my cunt, and I just lay back and enjoyed it.
Then, to my honest surprise, I felt Bob moving over me as Alan said, “Put your legs up, honey! That’s it!” I was surprised, but I didn’t hesitate! I pulled them almost up to my tits, opening them as Bob mounted me, his cock sliding in with no hindrance. It’s amazing how much bigger my cunt opening was after all the fucking I had received from Bob (and Jeff) in the past three weeks. Somehow, at first, the idea of anyone watching never entered my mind as Bob began to fuck it for the third time today, and I really entered into the act with great fervor! Suddenly, there was a flash of light, followed by two others, and, like an epiphany, I realized that a camera had gone off, photographing me being fucked. It was one thing to have been seen as I had been before on the sandbar, and another to be performing on camera for strangers right on the beach! I would have expected me to freeze up at the realization that I was putting out before an audience when everyone was close by, but my reaction was the opposite – a surge of sexual energy surged through me and I exploded! I started moving up and down, writhing and grinding against Bob each time he plunged into me.



I just couldn’t get enough of his cock, wanting it harder and deeper, wanting it to raise me higher and higher as I neared orgasm! His excitement seemed as great as mine as he smashed into me, battering my clit, as the “slap, slap, slap” sound of fucking filled the air. The culmination was a mutual explosion as he surged against me, welding himself against my cunt as we ground together. We remained pushing hard against each other as he ejaculated a flood of cum and I felt its heat shooting toward my womb. We posed there for a second or so, and then just collapsed as he pulled out and flopped down beside me. I was still in a daze from the intensity of the screwing and the tremendous release of my climax, and I just lay there, spread open and completely exposed. My stupor was suddenly ended by my becoming aware of more flashes going off! I came to my senses and opened my eyes and became aware of what was really an audience looking down at me taking pictures of me lying there naked, open and fucked!
Looking back I am astounded at myself! Last Monday when I had sucked Bob’s cock on the beach and realized that I had been seen, I literally ran away, totally humiliated. I had, of course, acted differently when, on Thursday, people on their boats had watched Bob having me on the sand bar, but that was different – that was out on the water and the audience was separate from where we were. This time I was actually right on the beach with, as it turned out, people right around me – taking pictures! I really don’t know why I didn’t just fall apart and cringe there or, again, run away, mortified. Instead, smiling pleasantly, I slowly pulled my legs up to my tits, opened them to show my well-used cunt, and waited until it had been thoroughly photographed. Finally, when the flashes subsided and everyone had their cunt pictures, I stood up and, carrying my panties, calmly said, “Ok, fellows, let’s go home!” Alan and Bob, shocked, I’m sure, at my savor faire, each took one of my arms and, without hurrying, we walked away from the crowd, me still completely naked! Camera flashes still went off, with several people getting full frontal shots, me actually pausing so that the pictures wouldn’t be blurred! I continued to act with complete equanimity, smiling happily as shutters snapped and flashes went off.! It was unbelievable. The me of three weeks ago would have been shattered, the me of now wasn’t even fazed, even loved the attention! Had I gone from virginal chastity to complete depravity in that short time? The evidence seemed to say yes, but, somehow, I didn’t even care! So, flanked by my adulterous lover and my cuckolded husband, I coolly walked away.
When we got back to the cottage, we reacted with laughter, with both men in awe of my composure, Alan kidding me with, “We knew that you could put out in public! This was even better than the sandbar! We didn’t have you on a real stage, but this was better because they could be closer and take pictures! I got some, too! Thank heavens for point and shoot cameras! I got some of the crowd – wait till you see some of their faces! I actually saw a couple of guys rubbing their cocks as they watched! There were three girls together just staring – I wouldn’t be surprised if they got fucked tonight!”
“I’m lucky that I didn’t know such a crowd had collected – my cock might have gone limp! When those first flashes went off, I was far enough along that I didn’t care!”
“I still can’t believe this! I’ve been fucked as if I was in a porn movie! Jeff and Suzanne this afternoon, Bob then, and now in public! Can you believe that we were married almost a month ago, I was a woman that Aunt Agatha would have been proud of, and now this! I’d say that it’s a good thing we’re going home Sunday before I become even more immoral and debauched, but I don’t really know how I could be! What more could I do or have done to me? Think about it: another man took my virginity, he’s had me in my mouth, cunt and ass, in private and in public, I’ve slept with him two nights, another man has fucked me and, of all things, I’ve had sex with another woman! Gods, what more could I do?”
“No, not much more, I guess, but I don’t think that you regret any of it, do you? I certainly don’t, and we wanted a memorable honeymoon!”
“No, I don’t regret anything, even being fucked in public, and I’m looking forward to sex with Suzanne tomorrow!”
Bob chimed in with, “Well, I certainly don’t have any regrets! And, we still have tomorrow – after you’re through with Suzanne – and while there really isn’t anything completely new that we can do, repetition isn’t too bad!”
So, after a very eventful day, and Alan and I rehashed everything again after Bob went home – after one more cock sucking.
Saturday, August 29. This was to be our last full day in Belize and we hardly could believe it. We had mixed emotions, loving it there and wrapped up in our activities, sexual and otherwise, but we also were eager to get home. All Alan could think about when he thought of leaving was getting that stent out and stopping his dampening medication! I was really ambivalent, thinking of the multiple sexual adventures that I had in Belize, but I was a bit homesick and I, also, was looking forward to sex with Alan. The first thing of significance that I did on our last day, however, was to make plans for more sex there! I called Suzanne as soon as I thought the time was reasonable, and made arrangements to meet her at their hotel about 2:00 – there was no mention of shopping! Then, joined by Bob, we spent an hour of so in the water – torpedoing Nita for the last time. We walked down the beach, wading in the surf, me, as was now usual, wearing my bikini bottoms with my bare tits bobbling up and down as we jumped over the incoming flow. We headed back to our path, and then deliberately made our relationship crystal clear to anyone watching.
Alan and I stood, side by side, talking to Bob, and, then, Alan made a gesture toward the snack shack and walked away toward it. Bob put his arm around me, and in public view, grasped my tit and leading me up our path to “our place!” Once there, I was soon on my back, my feet projecting a bit above the sheltering dune, with Bob firmly embedded in my cunt, fucking me. We, of course, knew that any observers along the beach would know what was going on and, at least those who were “regulars,” had to know that it wasn’t my husband having me! This wasn’t open in public like last night or the scuba diving sand bar incident, but this was a deliberate, planned demonstration of my infidelity. It was a powerful screwing session, partly because of that, but also because we were in “our place,” a place of many vivid memories – including losing my virginity to the man who was in me then. Shortly after we finished with a massive orgasm, Alan arrived. He had walked to the snack shack, coming back carrying three Cokes, strolling slowly past people who most likely knew that his wife had been fucked while he was gone! He had delayed returning until my feet dropped out of sight so as not to “catch” us in the act of adultery!
It was fun, adding a bit of scandalous behavior for people to talk about. We weren’t going to see those people after tomorrow, and most had no idea of who we were, but it was fun to do something totally audacious and blatent! I would have loved to hear the gossip among those who knew that Alan and I were on our honeymoon and that Bob was screwing me! In any case, Alan and I dressed and drove into town for lunch near Suzanne’s hotel, me almost too nervous to eat! I actually had a date with a woman! A date to have sex! It’s one thing to have sex with another woman when part of an orgy, anything goes, but it’s another to meet a woman for no reason but to have sex! It had been traumatic setting myself up to have sex with Bob the first time, but it was at least as scary to think of going to a hotel room specifically to have sex with another woman! Right up to the fireworks episode, I had never even thought of being attracted to another woman sexually – such a thing just never had occurred to me! However, there certainly was no doubt in my mind about that attraction now! It was just that I didn’t know how to start, how we would get by the awkwardness I felt and I’m sure she felt. Still, the appeal was there, and, nervous or not, I was looking forward to it!
Finally, 2:00 arrived, and I left Alan to walk around town and the harbor and went up to Suzanne’s room. As it turned out, the awkwardness I feared never appeared, because as soon as the door closed behind me, we were in a passionate kiss which lasted at least a full minute. We started frantically removing our clothes – actually, mine since all she had on was a robe. No more than five minutes after I arrived, we were naked on the bed together, deep in another kiss. We were feeling and fondling each other as we kissed, squeezing tits, running fingers through pussy hair and the pussy, itself! Eventually, she broke the kiss and worked her way down my body, sucking and licking my nipples while sliding her hand over my cunt, tickling my clit. Ultimately, of course, she knelt between my legs and felt and probed me while I just writhed around in pleasure. Without prompting, I raised and parted my legs and she began a long, delightful, session of cunnilingus!
Both Alan and Bob had licked my cunt, and, while I had really enjoyed it, this was different! Even when she had licked me with Bob and Jeff, it had not been like this! It was a whole different experience when we were alone and having sex – her tongue was the same, and what she was doing was the same, but the situation amplified the pleasure! Before, the female-female sex was just an adjunct to the group orgy – now it was the main, actually, the only, event!
It seemed to take forever as I slowly worked up toward my climax, her tongue flicking over my clit and, occasionally dipping into my cunt and swirling around. At the same time, when not licking between the lips, she sank her index finger into me and finger-fucked me in a rhythm matching my undulations. Once in a while, for variation, she slipped her lubricated fingertip into my ass and wiggled it around, causing a different surge of arousal coursing through me. As I approached orgasm, she began probing my cunt with her thumb while sinking her finger entirely into my ass, finger-fucking both holes. At the end, I was flexing up and down so hard that she couldn’t keep her tongue on my clit and she simply buried her face in my cunt, licking as much as she could. Her fingers were working as fast as they could, trying to match my uncontrolled motions. My orgasm was tremendous, one of my best ever, as with one final surge upward, I came, holding still with my hips held up off the bed, her fingers still embedded in my cunt and ass. Then I collapsed, my drop to the bed causing the fingers to pull out, leaving me empty as well as breathless and exhausted. That certainly was the best non-cock climax I had had! Amazing, and I loved it!
Suzanne moved up beside me, cupping my breast with one hand and wiping her face with the other. Still, there was a damp shine on her cheeks and chin that came from my cunt and, for some reason, that excited me – physical evidence of what she had just done. I managed to gasp out, “That was wonderful! Oh, it felt so good!” I reached up and pulled her to me and kissed her with real passion. Despite her efforts to remove the moisture from her face, it was still pretty wet, adding something different to the feel of our cheeks together. In addition, I could taste something different on her lips, a taste that clearly was from my cunt. That same flavor was on her tongue when she inserted it into my mouth, reminding me just where that tongue had been and what pleasure it had given me. We said very little as I recovered, but the way we kissed, hugged and caressed each other removed any need to speak. Then, both from a need to give her what she had given me, and my own desire to do it, I began the journey down her body.
Actually, of course, I had seen and felt everything yesterday, even licking her and having a sixty-nine session, but this was different. This was not part of a threesome or foursome, this was two women alone having sex! She, by herself, had brought me to orgasm by licking and finger-fucking my cunt and ass, and I wanted to reciprocate – partly, obviously, as I said, to bring her pleasure, but, at least as important, I wanted to do it for myself! I had a positive desire to lick her cunt for me! I wanted to have my finger in her cunt and ass because I wanted to do it! I took great pleasure in lightly sucking her nipples as I fondled her tits, I delighted in running my fingers through her fluffy cunt hair and, most of all, I loved the feel of her wet cunt as I fingered her clit and ran the fingers through her slit! Then, I went inside, enjoying the slippery, slick walls of her cunt. After a few minutes of exploration, I moved between her legs and just studied everything, from the mound of hair at the top to the puckered asshole at the bottom. I had seen her before, but so that I could take my time and really look!
Finally, I crouched down and began to lightly flick my tongue over her clit, causing her to flex upwards to increase the contact. Then, I slid my tongue down, between her cunt lips, delving into the hole, itself. Continuing down, I reached her asshole and licked and pushed against it before moving back up. It was wonderful doing these things when we were alone. I felt freer to enjoy, even get hot, as I really inspected a cunt for the first time, and, then, was able to play with it (and its neighbor) at my own, and her, pace. I had received great pleasure from a threesome and a foursome, but I couldn’t help from being a bit self-conscious when I worked on her with a man or men there.
In any case, I enthusiastically played with her for both our sakes, concentrating on her clit with my tongue while inserting, as she had done, my thumb into her cunt and my finger into her asshole – and we both loved it! We got wilder and wilder as she approached orgasm by flexing up and down, writhing and pressing hard against my fingers, and panting and gasping incoherently. I licked and finger-fucked her faster and faster, more and more excited myself until, finally, she climaxed, hips off the bed, surging against my face and fingers – and then slumped back, completely overcome and exhausted. I stayed between her drooping legs, licking gently, and, exhausted myself, moved out and lay beside her. There was no energy left in either of us, but we still embraced and kissed fervently, she getting to taste her own cunt on my lips as I had tasted mine earlier. It was an extremely pleasant aftermath as we gradually returned to normal.
We weren’t finished, of course. We engaged in a sixty-nine session which was fun, but not as effective as doing each other separately, and spent a lot of time just fondling and feeling each other. Our fingers were in one hole or the other many times, sometimes combined with licking, sometimes not. We each seemed to really get excited by licking and fingering the other’s asshole and, of course, being licked there ourselves. I think, in fact, that we did just about everything two women can do to each other, ending with very long and intense goodbye kisses, combined with mutual promises to get together sometime when we were back in the States. All in all, it was a wonderful afternoon, and while it lacked the powerful force of a pounding cock, it had its own delights that made me want more of it. I clearly had become a confirmed bisexual!
I went down and found Alan almost asleep in the lobby and realized that Suzanne and I had been engaged in uninterrupted sex for over two hours! We drove home and, after I described my afternoon in detail, went down to the beach. We were near the end of beach time, and our emotions were thoroughly mixed. Normally, I would expect to be ready to leave and go home – Alan had a particular reason for that – but we had become so involved in our many activities in Belize, including sex, of course, that we were torn. Actually, sexwise, today had been quiet. Bob had screwed me twice this morning, but that was well below our recent average! We went back to “our place” and lay there on the mats thinking of all the things we had done, including scuba diving, trying the parasail once, just driving around the countryside, eating at nice restaurants, etc., but our fondest memories always came back to sex, my wet tee shirt win being near the top. It was that night the I think really freed me up to do all the other things, Of course, losing my virginity to Bob was up there too, but that public demonstration gave me the confidence to just let go!
Surprisingly, one of the things that stood out was spending the night with Bob. I really don’t know why that seemed so much more significant than all the other things that I had done – or had done to me – but maybe, perversely, it was because Alan wasn’t there, it was just me sleeping with another man. Whatever, as we reminisced, that kept coming up as a memory that, like the tee shirt contest, made me feel freer. Also, walking the beach topless and hearing the comments, walking around just wearing panties and a multitude of other exhibitionist activities buoyed my confidence, too. Of course, being screwed in public, being screwed at the fireworks show, fucking and sucking at the drive in movies, the lesbian sex – everything changed me. A tame life back home was going with conservative clothes and behavior was going to require a transition back to…well, to not Aunt Agatha standards, but certainly far more decorum. Still, there were compensations, the first of which, Alan’s cock being able to work, was of supreme importance.
Bob arrived just as we were thinking of going to the café for dinner, so, of course, he joined us. We didn’t want a formal meal, so the café was perfect. All I wore was a pair of blue panties under a semi-sheer coverup, sufficiently discrete for there, but little enough to make me feel good. It was a very nice time, Bob adding his memories to ours, and, surprising me a bit, showing a sentimental side at the thought of us leaving. Obviously, I knew that he would miss our company and, most of all, having me sexually, but it was more than that – and it made me feel very good! We finished eating about 6:00 and headed back, walking along the waterline, enjoying the warm water. As usual, about half-way back, I took off my coverup, gave it to Bob, and walked along wearing nothing but my panties. That still turned me on – unless someone was quite close, they couldn’t see that they were panties, but I knew! It being our last evening in Belize, we, without consultation or planning, stopped and that infamous umbrella near the snack stand, and, with Alan blocking the view, I quickly sucked Bob’s cock. It was funny how all three of us spontaneously assumed that sucking there was a good way to finish!
Having completed that nostalgic sucking, we returned to the water line and went in a little further, the surf around our ankles as the water went out, up to our calves as it flowed in. It was very pleasant, but, as the water surged around our feet, the flow pushing in and dragging out, we were staggering about, going deeper occasionally as our feet sank into the wet sand, struggling back in when we could. Of course, there was horseplay, or, more accurately, “Nitaplay,” as they took turns pushing and pulling at me, inevitably, causing me to flop down, face first, causing an unladylike outburst from me. Actually, the water felt very nice and I just turned over, laying there for a moment or two, verbally abusing my tormentors.



Ready to retaliate, I surged to my feet, flinging water toward them as I did so, but as I stood up I was suddenly aware that my panties hadn’t come with me! As happens constantly when one sits where the water sweeps in, my panties had become loaded with sand! Normally, that is just uncomfortable, but panties are not designed to stay on in the water, much less to do so laden with sand. There I was, in broad daylight (6:30 or so) naked except for a pair of thin panties acting as hobbles around my ankles, standing next to a well-populated beach! I tried frantically to get hold of the panties to get them up, but succeeded only in making even more of a spectacle of myself by floundering around and falling flat on my back. Alan and Bob were laughing so hard that they could offer no assistance as I lay there, frantically working my panties up my legs as the surf kept trying to roll me over. Of course, the incoming water was too low to cover me, so my frenetic efforts to cover my cunt were visible to my enthusiastic audience on the beach. Peals of laughter, whistles of appreciation, etc. added to my humiliation. I finally got them up and staggered to my feet – helped by Alan now that the show was over – to a round of applause and a few more whistles.
I probably looked like I had an all over sunburn as I blushed furiously, and, in addition, I still had a quantity of very irritating sand in my panties. More significantly, and adding to my embarrassment and mental confusion, the panties were now quite obviously just that, panties! I looked down as I lurched out of the water and realized that the wet material was sheer and that I appeared to be naked except for blue film over my hips, revealing every hair of my cunt! The applause got louder as people saw my condition, but fortunately, there were no catcalls or rude comments called out. Finally, Bob was able to get to me and give me my coverup, bringing the show to a close. We hurried on down the beach until we got to our own area, the two men continuing to laugh at my continued discomfort, with me acting more upset than I actually was.
To tell the truth, while I was shocked and embarrassed as I struggled into my panties, there was still a part of me that enjoyed the exposure, being the center of attention! If my exposure had been greeted rudely, I really would have been mortified, but the laughter and appreciative calls that I heard somehow excited me. Oh, the first shock of realizing that my panties were around my ankles prevented me from thinking of anything but getting them up. My prat fall as I struggled didn’t help, but, even then, I heard the non-judgmental nature of the audience’s reaction and, while it was embarrassing, it was almost a fun embarrassment. When I got them into place and I realized just how transparent they were, the embarrassment increased, but, perversely, so did my wanton enjoyment of the situation. Actually, rather than adopting the traditional “September morn” pose to hide myself, I sort of flaunted my near nudity as I managed to get my coverup on. In reality, it was sort of a fun episode for everyone at my expense – but I enjoyed it after that first shocking exposure. I didn’t admit that at first, but I soon joined in Alan and Bob’s laughter.
We went further down the beach and, not worrying about my panties any more, waded into the water and swam around a bit, with the usual Nita games, enjoying a bit nostalgia again. We capped the evening off with a torpedoing of my cunt which may or may not have been viewed by the few people still in the water. I was feeling a bit brazen by this time, so I calmly waded ashore with no attempt to hide my now transparent again panties, picking up my coverup and walking sedately to our path, displaying my virtually nude body to anyone who happened to look. We went up to our cottage and Bob to his, planning to get together for a last nighttime drive through the resort and into town. That was when Alan shocked (and secretly thrilled me) by asking a totally unexpected question!
“Would you like to sleep with Bob tonight?” Obviously, my face showed how startled I was at that question, and I couldn’t even think of exactly what he meant because it made no sense under the circumstances. “Oh, I know that it’s our last night here, but I don’t think that that is too important – we’ll be sleeping together from now on at home. Look, we were talking the other night, reminiscing about what we’ve done here and one thing that you liked best and was one of your best memories was sleeping with Bob while I was sick. I don’t see any reason that you shouldn’t have that again before we go! Heavens knows when you’ll ever do that again – sleep with another man, I mean – so, why not?” We talked and talked about that scandalous idea, me protesting to make sure that he genuinely didn’t mind, and, finally, he convinced me that his offer was real. Of course, I wanted to be convinced, but I really did want to be certain that he wasn’t making a brave sacrifice for me. Actually, I got the impression that he wanted me to sleep with Bob because he liked the idea – he even said so and I was reassured that it was a genuine offer. So, it was decided!
I had an unbelievable tingle in my cunt as I showered and dressed, anticipating the night that was to come. I still felt a bit guilty, not because of what I was going to do, but because I wanted it so much! But, I did want it and I honestly thought that the idea turned Alan on too. I had promised to set both cameras up so that he could see and hear everything that went on, so we would both enjoy the night! I‘ll admit that the “hearing“ concerned me because the last time I had been quite vocal and, perhaps, indiscreet, but I consoled myself that Alan had heard me when he scanned the last movie as he downloaded it to the laptop, and hadn’t been bothered. Actually, when he asked me to set up the cameras this time he had told me to let myself go, so maybe he even enjoyed my “indiscretions!”
Bob came over and we toured around the area, enjoying memories, some salacious, of the places we had been. On the way back, I asked Bob if he would like company to spend the night with him. The look on his face was something to behold – a whole panoply of expressions ran across it, from utter surprise to, finally, extreme pleasure and excitement. He had the same reservations that I had had, but, like me, was easily convinced that it was a genuine, no reservations, offer and, needless to say, he enthusiastically said that he would love having company! So, we planned to celebrate the last night of our honeymoon by having me sleep with another man! I loved it!
As soon as we got home, I went in and got my bathroom stuff and changed clothes, put on my nightgown – my wedding night, sheer, shortie gown that I had worn with Bob the last time – kissed Alan goodnight and Bob and I went over to his cottage. It was sexy undressing in front of them, putting on that little gown and leaving my husband standing there as I went off with another man. Bob had had me so often by then that the thrill of adultery should have dimmed, but it hadn’t. Standing there, naked except for the sheer fabric, kissing my husband and leaving with another man – a surge of heat went through me, as much for the sinful nature of what I was doing as the sex, itself! I liked Alan seeing me with Bob! Weird! Perverted! I also enjoyed walking outside in my nightgown. It was doubtful that anyone saw me, but I think that I would have liked having someone seeing me, undressed, and going into Bob’s cottage. By that time, I’m sure that gossipers were well aware or our strange goings on, but this would have been the icing on the cake!
Actually, my nightgown didn’t stay on for long. I set up both cameras so that everything would be recorded from two different angles and we proceeded to what was a long night of sex. We started with something Bob rarely did, licking my cunt! Alan loved to do that, particularly after Bob had filled me with cum, but Bob normally just took me with his cock since any kind of foreplay was unnecessary. It felt marvelous, particularly since he finger-fucked both my cunt and ass as he licked me. I think that I went off at least three times before he came on top of me and entered my cunt. It was a very forceful screwing and he came inside of me very vigorously, flooding me with cum. Once again, I was quite vocal while we fucked, much as I had been the last time we were in bed alone together. I didn’t consciously decide to blurt out whatever I felt, decide not to worry about my comments being recorded, but whatever censor that might have deterred me was asleep! Once again I said that I was his bride, his wife! At one point I called out for him to fuck his wife! At another, I actually said, unbelievably, “I wish that I weren’t on the pill so you could get me pregnant!” That flabbergasted me later and I couldn’t believe that I had said it, but the recording didn’t lie! Then, as soon as Bob came in me, I lay beside him and lightly sucked on his cock until he was hard enough again and I said, “There, it’s ready…stick it up my ass!” I still can’t believe that I could say such a thing, but I did – and shortly afterwards he did just that! It was a brutal ass fucking and, coming so soon after the previous screwing, it lasted a long time before I felt the heat of his ejaculation. As usual, as soon as it was out of my ass, it was in my mouth. I relished the acrid taste and actually put a hand down and rubbed my clit while I did it. As I said so often before, I have no idea as to why cleaning his cock of the residue from my own ass aroused me, but it certainly did!
The next two hours were filled with kissing, feeling, sucking, probing, embracing – every way of closeness, intimacy and sexual desire. Bob was in me several times, coming inside me twice. I sucked his cock before and after it had been in my cunt, swallowing cum once. Once again, I was effusive in my comments, saying things that embarrassed and concerned me later when Alan heard them. I think that people, particularly women, in adulterous relationships say things that they don’t really mean, and, fortunately Alan understood that. Actually, he had told me to let myself go, and, as I said before, I think that he really enjoyed watching and hearing me making love to another man. In any case, much of the oral part of the evening and night was “love making,” rather than just sex. I said things like, “Please come and visit us – come fuck me at our home,” “You can fuck me any time you want to!” Probably the most difficult to hear later was, “I’ll always think of myself as your bride! I‘ll always be your wife!” Actually, I called myself his wife several other times, once even referring to myself as “Mrs. Anita Saunders” one time! I have no idea what made me say things like that, even in a state of passion, but, fortunately, Alan just laughed them off when we watched the film later.
Looking at the two of us, writhing around, groping and fondling each other, actually seems like watching a porn movie! I will admit that I am still shocked at how, well, beautiful I look, beautiful and degenerate! I see myself taking a cock, readily, in every hole, responding wildly and noisily to every penetration. If I didn’t know that it was me in the picture, I would be certain that my reactions were was fake. I even acted like a porn queen in things I did to Bob, such as stroking, fondling and even licking his balls. As might be expected, Bob’s balls were very hard, much as they had been when we slept together the last time, so I was able to enjoy that perverse pleasure of hitting them, several times, as hard as I could with my fist! Watching my face as I stared intently at his balls was fascinating, as was my intense, almost hypnotized, look as I brought my fist down as if I wanted to smash his balls! Oh, that was exciting and felt very good – I know that I would love to hit Alan in his balls! As I said, it is like watching a porn movie and, watching myself, in action, and, despite my embarrassing comments, it really turns me on, even today. Happily, it has the same reaction for Alan! Probably the most unbelievable reaction we had (and have) was when we heard me saying, “I wish that I weren’t on the pill so you could get me pregnant!” Rather than being horrified, we both got hot and regretted not having Bob fuck me those two days when the pill wouldn’t have protected me! Of course, that was safely after the fact, so it was pure fantasy, but that would have been the ultimate cuckolding and we’ve returned to the idea many times since.
We finally ran down about midnight and got ready for bed. Sex wasn’t over, though! As was true the last time, I actually enjoyed being in the bathroom with him – something I would be embarrassed to do with Alan! Fortunately, the cameras didn’t show in there, but I sat on the toilet and peed with Bob’s cock in my mouth! That seemed to excite him as well as me, and he came in my mouth very quickly! I never told Alan about that or – and this is embarrassing to even write – that I let him pee in my mouth afterwards! I swallowed quite a bit and the rest flowed all over me, wet and warm. How I did that I simply don’t know, but at the time, it was part of love making, and gross as it seems, I don’t regret having done so! It did require a regular shower before we went to bed! Fortunately, Alan never asked why we were in the bathroom so long.
After that episode, we collapsed in bed, cuddled close, quietly talking about what I don’t know since it was too quiet for the cameras to pick up. Ultimately, of course, we dropped off to sleep, still intertwined, and stayed so until almost 9:00 AM. It’s funny, the cameras reacted to motion, and, most of the time, we were still, but every now or then one of us would move enough to trigger them, and then stop. It was like a stop action movie. Still, it was interesting to see us sleeping together throughout the night, never leaving the spoon like position.
Sunday, August 30. Waking up) was very different from any previous morning. At first I snuggled back against Bob without even thinking that it wasn’t my husband. As my mind woke up, I realized that I had slept with another man again, and I loved the feeling. Then, like a lightning bolt, the reality hit me – we fly home this evening! This was my last day in Belize! All those mixed emotions hit me at once, and I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Bob settled that question my tightening his hand on my tit before turning me to face him and kiss me. The pleasure of being in bed with him quickly pushed the negative thoughts to the back of my mind. A quick trip to the bathroom by both of us, and I was on my back, impaled on his cock! It was a fast, very strong fucking, his cock pummeling my cunt, with me arching up against him, twisting and grinding each time he pounded in. His ejaculation sent a feeling of heat inside me, causing me to match his climax. This time, his cock never lost its rigidity as he continued to move in me. After a few minutes of that continued screwing, he pulled out, turned me over, and inserted his hard cock easily into my asshole. It was a long, slow buildup of passion as he buggered me, my ass welcoming ever thrust inward, my hips rising to meet him.
Evan as the renewed passion build up, I was aware of how easy it was to get into me and how much he had opened me up in the last few weeks. Actually, it was like two people cohabited in my mind – one was overcome with passion as I was sodomized and the other standing aside, aware of how my body was reacting, listening to the slap-slap-slap of Bob’s pelvis pounding my ass. I was even aware of the gurgling, squishy, churning sound as Bob’s cock entered and left my asshole. As we became more and more aroused, everything but the ass-fucking, itself, left my mind and I was lost in the pleasure of the moment. Suddenly, Bob’s motions became even more forceful and he surged into me and ground against me, sending a massive tide of cum up my ass. I’m not sure whether I actually had an orgasm or not, but I seemed to be going off several times before he did. In any case, he just collapsed down on my back, totally spent from his endeavors.
Taking the initiative, I pushed up, rolling him off of me and quickly moving down to his cock. It was immediately evident as to what he had churned up in my ass. This, of course, is an inherent danger of ass fucking, but the unspeakable lubrication probably increased the pleasure. Still, indicating both my arousal and my perverted nature, I opened my mouth and took his polluted cock in! If I had been thinking, not reacting in a sexual daze, I never could have done such a thing, but at the time, I actually relished that appalling and revolting act! I sucked on the cock, even using my tongue to lick it like a lollypop. Gradually, I came to my senses, and pulled away, shocked at what I had done, and ran into the shower for a much needed cleaning of myself!
I am still horribly embarrassed when I see that scene in the camera’s record, particularly knowing that Alan has seen it! I did things that night and morning that I had never dreamed of doing – letting Bob pee in my mouth and actually swallowing it, and now this, but I know that I loved doing it at the time! I don’t expect to ever do such things again, but I can’t honestly say that I regret doing them. I’m still glad that Alan doesn’t know about the bathroom activities!
After our very necessary showers – we were in together and actually washed each other a bit – we dressed and went over to our cottage where Alan was waiting for us. As said before, we had slept until almost 9:00 and, by the time we met Alan it was nearly 11:00, so we hurried down for a quick swim in the beautiful water, frolicking around as if it was our last day – which, of course, it was! Once again, we left the water with Bob’s hand prominently on my tit as we walked down the beach for lunch at the café. I don’t know why, but that really made me feel sexy, almost proclaiming that I, a married woman on her honeymoon, was intimate with another man. Of course, all of the regulars on that part of the beach almost had to know by now that I was an adulteress! We had been there longer than anyone who was not a resident (those with access to the resort), but other tourists (more honeymooners) had been there often enough to have seen my feet in the air or witnessed me being torpedoed or had seen our act under the umbrella or….etc.! Still, it was fun to flaunt my faithlessness! And, as I’ve noted before, Alan seemed to enjoy having his “cuckoldness” being displayed!
We had lunch and strolled back to our path and, inevitably, we had one last fucking in “our place,” a spot that we really were going to miss. I couldn’t help but think of the changes in the last three-plus weeks – from lying innocently in the shaded sun, a virgin bride, to planning to have my tits felt, or, as now, simply taking off my pants, putting my legs up and getting fucked my another man! I certainly was a different person – experienced, wanton and adulterous! I welcomed Bob’s cock into my cunt, and, with my husband eagerly watching, engaged in illicit sexual intercourse! We then went back to our cottage (arranging to see Bob later) to pack. Before any of that took place, however, Alan went down on me and licked and sucked the cum deposited in me. Then we began the sad-happy job of packing to go home! Actually, that didn’t take long, the biggest problem being souvenirs we had bought here. One thing that I packed very carefully was my wet tee shirt trophy! It’s amazing how something so very traumatic at the time could now seem so mundane! Still, I felt a thrill just looking at that trophy and remembering how daring I felt after winning it.



We were packed and ready by 5:00 when Bob came back over to go out and eat. It felt funny, being completely dressed after going around almost naked for weeks. Actually, of course, I had been dressed before, but it was temporary then – now it was going to be like this every day! We started out with the suitcases when, surprising myself, I said, “Wait!” Lifting my skirt and pulling off my panties, I lay back on the bed and raised my legs, “Fuck me one more time!” I couldn’t believe that I would say or do such a thing, but I really wanted it one last time. I hardly got into position and said that before Bob had his pants down and cock out, mounting me. Alan still had a camera out, so he documented my last, very vigorous fucking in Belize! I went wild as he pummeled my cunt, slamming into my clit each time he plunged into me, sounding and acting like one of the women in porn films – grunting, squealing, writhing around, humping up and down, etc.! We both were all too aware of the ending of an amazing relationship, an awareness that lent urgency to our intercourse. Once again, he deposited his cum deep into me and, when he pulled out and got off, I quickly put my panties on over my very wet cunt! I knew that they would be soaked through very soon and I would keep those panties as another souvenir!
We left our cottage for the last time, and, I’ll admit, I really felt like crying. When I think of the life changing things that had occurred in that cottage and the beach area near it, I still miss it – the newly-married happiness, the introduction into real sex, the many experiences that are still almost unbelievable!
We drove our rented car and turned it in and rejoined Bob, who had followed us, in his car, for one last drive around the area. Finally, we headed for the airport and the agony of saying goodbye. It was very difficult, for while I certainly was not in love with Bob, there was certainly more than just friendship! That, of course was inevitable, I guess. Here was a man that I had known for only about three weeks, but he had taken my virginity – in all three holes, actually – had shared sexual experiences not only with Alan but also with Suzanne and Jeff, and with whom I had spent the night three times! I had had sex with him in public several times, had deliberately flaunted my adultery on numerous occasions, and undoubtedly was a changed woman because of him. Alan thoughtfully got out and left us alone to say goodbye, a goodbye that included fervent kisses and fondling. Finally, I knelt in the foot of the car and lovingly sucked his cock one last time. There were people around, but I just didn’t care! It was a slow, gentle sucking at first, but it rapidly changed to a furious combination of me sucking and him fucking my mouth. It climaxed with him sending a blast of cum, most of which I was able to retain in my mouth. Still holding it there, I turned to Alan who had been closely watching, pulled his head down and kissed him, open mouthed, giving him Bob’s cum and making him part of that last cock sucking!
That, in effect, was the end of our adulterous honeymoon! Bob accompanied us into the airport, and after one last regular kiss from me and a strong handshake and manly hug from Alan, he left us as we went through security. It was a good, if sad, ending to a marvelous time, but now we could concentrate on going home and the wonderful experiences waiting us there! The flight home seemed to take no time at all, as we sat there remembering and immersing ourselves in the – corrupt, depraved, degenerate, immoral, dissolute, wanton, debouched….. choose any of these, they all apply – things we had done. It may seem from this discourse was that all we did for three and one-half weeks was have sex (me, anyway), but we actually spent more of our time in activities like scuba diving, swimming, golfing, boating, tourist traveling and shopping, etc. than you might think. We loved all those things, but the sex did come to dominate our thinking and conversation on the plane.
We eagerly looked forward to seeing our friends and families, but, even there, sex intervened because we knew that our new attitudes and (again, for me) style of dress had to go back to the mundane past. In fact, while I really wanted to see Aunt Agatha and thank her again, profusely, for contributing to our honeymoon, I was terrified that, somehow, she would look at me and know! It was going to be a real chore to avoid doing or saying anything that would even hint at my wicked, adulterous ways! In fact, since the close family knew of Alan’s unfortunate problem, I was still supposed to be a virgin!
Epilogue
It turned out that my concern that “adulteress” (a big red “A”) was written on my forehead for Aunt Agatha and others to see was unfounded. Apparently, I looked like my pre-marital chaste self and homecoming was a series of happy reunions! I’ll admit that I felt a bit guilty as I described our innocent pleasures to Aunt Agatha, never showing her the bathing suit I actually wore (and carefully hiding my trophy), but she was happy that she had helped me have such a lovely honeymoon! We took residence in the condo which we had purchased (again, with financial help from Aunt Agatha and Alan’s parents and a large mortgage), and settled down to a regular life – very different from the first month of married life. The day after we arrived, Alan had the stent removed, stopped the “anti-Viagra” pills and, by our second day home, I had been screwed by my husband! Unlike the frequent fuckings by Bob, this had the advantage of physical pleasure combined with love, and the act was repeated very often in the next few months. There was, of course, the normal eroticism of married couples, but it was amplified by our viewing of hours of “film” of me being wanton – displaying my body in public, fucking and sucking Bob, committing sex acts in public, etc.!
The movies of me sleeping with Bob those three nights, saying embarrassing, but exciting, things, had particular appeal. It was really interesting to see the camera’s recording of my transition, in three and one-half weeks, from a shy young bride showing her breasts for the first time to a wanton woman who had been fucked almost seventy times in her cunt by another man! Add in the cock sucking and, perhaps, most outrageous of all, being fucked in the ass and sucking afterwards, and you have a complete transformation! We loved watching my development (or degeneracy), and the pictures never failed to excite us! Alan really loved to see me in action, and even enjoyed my verbal excesses when alone with Bob.
There were physical changes, too. When Bob first entered me, my cunt was tight and he had to work his cock in slowly. By the time Alan got to screw me, he could slide right in if I was at all wet – which was my normal condition. It was even more evident in my ass. At first, in Belize, Alan used his fingers to stretch my asshole to get me ready for Bob’s cock, but by the time Bob ass fucked me a number of times, I was able to accommodate his cock with no trouble. Bob had really opened me in for sex in my cunt, ass and, of course, my mouth. Alan had a thoroughly broken in wife!
So, our return home went perfectly. We had our new condo, we both had good jobs, and our personal, i.e. sex, life was all that could be wanted. However, there were a couple of things that made that life even better! First, while using the condo pool, I met a pretty young woman whose unit was near to ours. We hit it off very well and, bit by bit, became more intimate in our conversations. Ultimately, that intimacy became quite physical and we ended up having lesbian-style sex, first in her place and then in ours. We now get together at least once a week and love every minute of it. Her husband is a conservative stick, so we have to keep our relationship secret from him, but, of course, Alan is fully supportive of our activities. Actually, he has set up our cameras, so he has seen us in action and we are hoping for a threesome in the near future. I’m looking forward to seeing him fuck another woman!
The second thing that has made things even better is that I managed to get another man to seduce me – I’m sure that he would be surprised to find that he wasn’t the initiator of our “affair!” We met at a “block party” for members of three contiguous sets of condominiums, including ours. He’s a bachelor, and artist, with a condo in one of the other complexes, and he managed, quite adroitly, to get me into his unit to show me his work and, soon, to model for him. He worked very hard, but finally got me to permit kissing, then petting and, inevitably, fucking. I clearly was an innocent married woman who was seduced by his masculine appeal and technique! The result is a considerable amount of adulterous intercourse and, most importantly, Alan finally was able to sink his cock into my well lubricated and very full cunt! He’s even had me in our bed and departed immediately (to avoid my husband), leaving me with plenty of cum on and in my cunt for Alan to lick before entering me. My lover has been urging me to find some excuse to spend the night with him, and, despite my very evident (and phony) reluctance, I sure that I’ll give way! It’s possible that sometime down the way, we’ll be able to work out a threesome there, but this is fine for now.
So, in almost every way, things have gone better than anyone could have hoped. We’ve kept in touch with Suzanne and Jeff, and there is a real chance that we will get together later this year if they come east. In addition, there’s a strong possibility that Bob may be able to fly up for a visit, and we certainly intend to have another vacation in Belize. In the meantime, life is good!
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Mrs. Angela Anders, 28 year-old biology teacher at Sommerfield High School was in a very nervous state. As an instructor in a relatively difficult subject, she was known throughout the school as a rigid disciplinarian, requiring strict attention and alertness from classes seemingly filled with students suffering en mass from attention deficit disorder. She was noted for her tendency to walk through the rows of desks, watching for unacceptable behavior, including talking, loafing, dozing....and any other behavior detracting from the learning process. In her hand she invariably carried an 8- inch long, one-inch in diameter, flexible rubber rod with a knob at one end. Any miscreant would find that rod snapping firmly against his or her head or hand, creating no injury except an immediate sharp pain and embarrassment. (It should be noted that the somewhat phallic shape of the rod led to many salacious speculations concerning other uses to which it might be applied!)
The cause of Mrs. Anders' nervousness was that today was "prank day," a day, corresponding to April Fool's Day, in which, traditionally, seniors could pull practical jokes on teachers, the administration, etc., without fear of retaliation. Needless to say, she had good reason to be concerned. Not only was she resented by the students for her method of disciplining, which was bad enough, but her senior class curriculum involved social relations and human biology, fertile grounds for juvenile humor. Last year, she was inundated by pictures of bimbos engaged in various forms of sexual gymnastics, all with her face "photo shopped" onto each luscious body! However, for some reason this year she seemed, except for minor tricks, to have avoided real trouble as several other teachers became the primary victims. The lunch hour, the time of most shenanigans, was almost over and she was safely back in her classroom without incident. Unfortunately, her relief at escaping more embarrassing pranks may have made her less wary. Thinking of her next class, she was standing and bending over her desk, when the door quietly opened and three students, two boys and a girl, crept in and came up behind her.
With absolutely no warning, she found herself pushed forward, her face and chest down on the desk, and held there. She was not a large woman and had no chance to pull free as she was held firmly in place. Her skirt, which happily for the attackers, was long and full, was pulled up over her head, muffling her cries of shock and rage. Her panties and pantyhose were grabbed at the waistband and pulled downwards together and jerked off over her feet (to be snatched up as a souvenir), exposing everything below her waist. The students didn't take time to admire the view, but her bottom was very pleasantly rounded, the crease between her hips making the two halves look like two neatly separated cushions. Below, her very prominent cunt lips protruded outward, thickly coated with a profuse growth of blond, curly hair.
Oddly enough, Mrs. Anders never even thought of rape, only of the exposure and humiliation of her position. She loudly demanded that she be released and cried for help, but one of the bragging points of their new school building was its sound-proofing and, even if her cries had not been muffled by her skirt, nothing would have been audible outside the room. That muffling effect worked both ways, for, while she could hear quiet, urgent conversation among her assailants, all she could discern was that they were both male and female, not their identity. Recognizing the futility of her calls for help, she stepped up her struggles and demands for release. She was ignored, of course, and, shortly found out the purpose of the "prank."
Without warning, she felt a sharp slap on her buttocks, followed by a barrage, each harder than the one before ...slap....stap..... slap....slap.... SLAP.....SLAP.....SLAP! With each slap, Mrs. Anders let out a scream of pain. "Stop that! Oww! Let me up!!!OWW!!" The blows continued, hitting indiscriminately on her hips, on the upper thighs, and, as she thrashed around, even directly on her cunt lips. She vaguely heard the spanker say, "Give me the paddle," and shortly the spanking hand was replaced by the "smack" of a ping pong paddle. Smack... smack... smack... smack... SMACK.., SMACK.... SMACK! This was agonizing and Mrs. Anders screeched in pain as the smacking continued, berating and demanding release alternating with those cries of agony.
However, the only relief she received was a brief cessation as one spanker replaced the other, one male for the other. The punishment began again with a fresh spanking hand, this one being more selective in aiming, deliberately choosing his target, seeing to it that all areas of her hips were uniformly red, with every fourth or fifth stroke hitting her cunt. Slap.... slap.... slap.... slap....SLAP.... SLAP..... SLAP! As before, the power in the slaps grew and grew, giving her no relief, no ability to get used to the level of pain. "OW.....OUCH.....LET ME UP.....STOP!' Her protests continued while tears of pain and shock, hidden under her skirt, streamed down her face. After an eternity (it seemed), another brief respite came as the third assailant prepared to take over. Before she did, however, the second male took advantage of the situation to thoroughly explore Mrs. Anders' cunt, even probing inward, as well as fingering her anal opening. This last indignity augmented her misery, causing even more thrashing and twisting, combined with moans of anguish.
The third spanker, the girl, was no more tender-handed than the boys, landing a fusillade of slaps, perhaps not as powerful, but hitting an ass that was already an angry red color, rapidly turning purple in spots. In some ways, her spanking as more damaging to Mrs. Anders' ability to prepare herself, for she used an irregular pattern of blows. Slap... slap....slap.... SLAP..... SLAP..... slap.... .slap.... slap.....SLAP.....SLAP! By this time, Mrs. Anders was reduced to sobbing pleas that they stop. All resistance was gone and she hardly needed to be held down. Her legs, which at first had been held firmly together, now hung open, exposing her entire cunt, an area which became the primary target for the last ten or so slaps. Like the last boy, the girl finished by feeling and penetrating her cunt, perhaps out of curiosity but adding tremendously to the anguish and humiliation as Mrs. Anders knew that a female was fondling her!
There was one final, even worse humiliation waiting however. The girl whispered, "Hurry, the class will be coming soon. Give me the stuff!" Mrs. Anders had no idea what the "stuff' was, of course, but she soon felt a cold wetness between her ass cheeks and, shockingly, a lubricated finger slid into her anus, moving in and out, sending waves of horror and, oddly, a hint of pleasure, through her. Then, the finger was pulled out and, abruptly, something harder, larger and longer was forced in, going deep into her. Suddenly the hands were removed from her and, before she could think to rise up, she heard the door slam and she was alone.
Not for long, however! As she straightened up, her skirt falling into place, a bell rang and the first students for the next class began to come in. The whole episode had taken less than ten minutes and had been precisely timed to leave her no chance to think or act before the afternoon session began. Gathering herself together, she grabbed a tissue and wiped her eyes and, with her back to the door, used a mirror as she repaired the ravages caused by her tears. Finally, as she turned to the class, settling into their seats, she looked reasonably normal -- slightly puffy around the eyes, her hair uncharacteristically disarranged, her clothes a bit rumpled and her legs bare, but nothing a class of 9th graders would notice. Even less visible but of far greater importance was her psychological state: mentally she was still in a state of shock, really unable to completely absorb what had occurred in the last twenty minutes. Physically, her bottom was aflame, pain radiating even when it was not touched. Her cunt felt swollen if her legs were held tightly together. The students couldn't see that, of course, but they might have noticed that she never sat down during the entire class and they certainly did notice that she wasn't carrying her punishment rod as she walked through the aisles between the seats. Only she knew that under her modest skirt she wore no panties, no pantyhose -- and that the 8-inch rod was firmly planted in her ass, held there only by the tightness of her sphincter muscle.
She was finally able to extract it two periods later in the teacher's lounge, but the rod was never seen in school again. Her bottom burned for hours and was tender to touch for several days. Afterwards classes, she had to pretend happiness and relief not to have been the victim of any significant pranks and to commiserate with colleagues who had. She even had to laugh with the others on various amusing stunts perpetrated by seniors. Thinking how embarrassing it would be to face those colleagues if they knew what had happened preyed on her mind, keeping her from even considering reporting the attack. However, the most difficult thing was to endure for the rest of the school year was the continual humiliation of facing her senior class, wondering which students had spanked, fondled and penetrated her -- and who knew about it!
Perversely, while the rod disappeared from school, her students would have been fascinated to learn that it was now being used for exactly those salacious purposes they had speculated on before! At least something for her to enjoy came out of Prank Day!
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Susan Adams was a lovely young woman in almost every way. She was about
5' 4" tall and weighed about 120 lbs. More important, those 120 pounds were distributed in almost perfect proportion with large, firm breasts and long legs. From the rear she also presented an attractive picture with a soft, round, very feminine bottom that swayed enticingly as she walked. This figure was topped off with a very pretty face, deep blue eyes and a "crowning glory" of shoulder-length blond hair worn in a neat page-boy style. A woman to attract attention in almost any company and from any angle. All-in-all, a most desirable woman.
Unfortunately, there was one major flaw in this seeming paragon – her personality. She had developed a waspish tongue, a scornful and sneering look and a tendency to find a flaw in any happy event or idea. She had also developed a habit of belittling other people, particularly her husband, a man who seemingly could do nothing right no matter how hard he tried. The surprising thing, however, was that until six months ago her personality matched her looks in terms of attractiveness. She had been modest, soft-spoken, and a pleasure to be with. Boys, and later, men flocked after her and enjoyed her company immensely, their only criticism was her insistence of not only being virgin, but also untouched. Other than a few quick squeezes of her breasts through her clothes, that luscious body was totally unexplored, despite frequent attempts, until Jim Adams came along.
Jim was a graduate student working on a PhD in English at the state university, and he was teaching a three-week summer course in early English literature at a local community college. As is common with such courses, most of the students were relatively young female school teachers fulfilling state requirements and working for a master's degree to make more money. Most of them could hardly have cared less about medieval literature and were interested only in acquiring credits so, eventually, they wouldn't have to take any more courses. For the women students, married and unmarried, the most interesting element in the daily lecture was Jim, himself. He was 26, reasonably good looking, just under six feet in height and, as a result of having just returned from a month-long National Guard encampment, he was tanned and fit. The course was probably as boring for him as for the students, but it represented a nice source of summer income for a relatively impecunious graduate student. As with most young male instructors, he maintained his interest by a careful scrutiny of the female students. Almost always in such classes there were one or more young women who displayed a great part of their charms to an instructor facing them, perhaps from carelessness, from not being aware of how clearly they could be seen, or, perhaps, in hopes of an easy way to a better grade. In this class, however, Jim had hit the jackpot. In fact, he would have had a difficult time avoiding seeing a selection of panties nicely displayed as legs were loosely crossed or just blatantly left open. On a few occasions, usually at one of the exam times, he was treated to a very clear view of open thighs crowned by a profusion of cunt hair. Jim enjoyed the view, gave his lectures and managed to keep down or, at least, hide the natural erection that tended to result from such sights.
However, there was one young woman, a junior high school teacher, who stood out from the crowd. She sat in the front row and seemed to be actually interested in the lectures and course work. She also stood out because of her relatively modest dress (her skirts always below the knee) and her posture (feet flat on the floor). In fact, the one view that did cause an erection (fortunately he was standing behind the lectern at the time) was when her jacket fell off the back of her chair and she turned to reach for it. As she strained to reach behind her chair, her legs parted quite widely, and Jim's eyes were treated to a delectable, and exciting, expanse of thighs that extended upwards to the crotch of a very pink pair of panties. She would have been absolutely mortified if she had known how she had exhibited herself, and, in fact was mortified much later when Jim described the occasion to her. This, of course was Susan, and she certainly stood out in the crowd.
Susan's sincere interest in the course work led to several brief discussions after class and, also, to two or three office conversations about an assigned paper. These meetings were friendly but impersonal, so Susan was pleasantly surprised a week after classes ended when Jim called and asked her out to dinner. She had found him attractive in class, but had not detected any interest on his part. The dinner date went well and, within a short time, their relationship took on a most serious turn: their initial attraction grew into real affection and that affection soon blossomed into love. Love inevitably led to sexual intimacy and within a short time Susan's previously unexplored body was fondled, first her breasts and finally, after their engagement in the spring, her cunt. Nonetheless, when their marriage took place, she was still that rarity, a 24-year-old virgin. That wedding took place the following August, almost the anniversary of their meeting.
Their honeymoon was a delight because, to her complete surprise, Susan was wildly excited when finally introduced to real sex. The first time Jim's cock entered her cunt she felt only a brief moment of pain when her hymen was broken and, after that, the entire act of sexual intercourse was pleasurable. Jim started out screwing her very gently, but as their sexual experience together grew, he discovered that she had stronger orgasms as he pounded her harder and harder. As his cock punished her cunt she got hotter and hotter until she exploded with such a passion that she hardly recognized herself. In fact, the first few times she came so hard that she was embarrassed. That soon passed and she gradually accepted the erotic side of her nature. Needless to say, Jim was delighted with his new wife and endeavored to build her passions higher while, at the same time, attaining a new peak for himself. Oddly enough, however, Susan continued being quite conservative in determining what were acceptable sexual activities and practices. For her, sexual intercourse basically meant one of two things – Jim on top screwing her or, after considerable convincing, her on top. Almost everything else was forbidden by her ingrained sense of modesty and idea of what was "right." In fact, Susan was one of the unfortunate women who had a body that delighted in sexual activities and sensations, but was saddled with a mind under the control of a puritan censor.
Despite this fixation on proper behavior for married couples, there were two variations that found their way into their repertoire. The closest thing to what might be called sexual gymnastics came about as a result of a playful wrestling match in which Susan ended up over Jim's knee. Her delectable, round bottom was exposed in a pair of diaphanous panties, inevitably leading Jim to playfully spank her four or five times before releasing her on her promise to behave. As she turned over it was immediately clear that she was sexually excited and they enjoyed one of the most satisfying bouts of screwing that either could remember. Such wrestling bouts and playful spanking became a frequent part of their foreplay, but the one time Jim got carried away by the pleasant feeling of her resilient hips and really spanked her hard several times, Susan became furious. After calming down, Susan admitted that she couldn't understand her own over reaction but it became obvious that this bit of sex-play no longer was acceptable. The idea of being under someone's control and hurt by them was something she just could not stand, even if that person was her loving husband.
The other sexual variation that Susan came to accept would seem to be even more questionable from her point of view, but it began before her defenses were in place. Jim learned that one of the foreplay practices that really turned Susan on was to have her cunt lightly stroked and caressed. She would lie flat with her legs raised and spread while he lay between them and used his fingertips to excite her. As she became wet he would increase the speed of his stroking and begin to tickle her clit. Her hips would rise from the bed and she would begin to undulate, legs opening and closing, as her passion grew. At that point Jim would continue either the fingering of her cunt until she had an orgasm or he would rise up between her legs, inserting his cock into her cunt and screwing her. One day, however, as she was reaching the point where an orgasm was coming, Jim leaned forward and began to lick her cunt, running his tongue along and between the cunt lips and then concentrating on her clit. Susan was not aware of what he was doing at first, and by the time she realized that this new pleasure was from his tongue, not his finger, it was too late. The new sensation sent her over the edge and she had one of her biggest orgasms ever.
After recovering, her first reaction, again, was embarrassment that such a perverted and non-hygienic act could have excited her so. She couldn't believe that Jim would not have been repulsed by what she thought of as a very messy cunt. Despite her misgivings, however, Jim finally convinced her that the act was perfectly normal and that, far from being repelled, he really enjoyed licking her when she was wet. Actually, it was not really too hard to persuade her that a sexual variation that gave them both so much pleasure couldn't be too bad. Several days later they were sitting on the couch and playing around, Jim ran his hand up her skirt, removed her panties, felt her cunt and found it to be very wet. He immediately pushed her onto her back on the couch, knelt on the floor between her legs, and began to lick her cunt. He concentrated on flicking his tongue over her cunt lips and lightly sucking her clit. Almost beside herself with excitement, Susan erupted into an orgasm that left her breathless. After that she could not deny the fact that even if cunt-licking was perverted, she loved it, and, from that time onward, it became an integral part of their love making. If she was feeling excited from reading a book, seeing a movie or just from sexy thoughts, Jim seemed to know instinctively. Perhaps it was the same instinct that lets male wild animals know when females are in heat, or perhaps it was just that Susan unconsciously gave a signal that Jim unconsciously recognized. Whatever the cause, Jim delighted in the new sexual nature the he had brought out in Susan: in a real as well as literary sense, he felt as if he were Pygmalion and she his Galatea.
That pretty much represented the sexual bounds of their marriage: regular sexual intercourse and cunnilingus. Susan made it clear, when the subject was broached quite obliquely, that her cunt was the only aperture in her body into which a cock could be inserted. Any other act would be a perversion which she would not countenance. With those limits in place, their married life settled down into a very pleasant and loving relationship.
Susan continued teaching at the local junior high school while Jim stayed on the long and arduous road to a doctorate. He had passed his general exams with flying colors, impressing his advisors tremendously, and had embarked on the final step, the dissertation. So the end, if distant, was in sight. Then, after two years of married life on a shoestring, he received a fabulous break. An expansion of enrollment in English combined with an unexpected retirement at the end of the spring semester permitted the hiring of a new faculty member in the department. Pleased with his record and the progress he had made toward completing his PhD work (and to avoid an expensive and time consuming search) the position of Instructor was offered to Jim with promotion to Assistant Professor when he received his degree. After considering the offer for about five seconds, Jim accepted.
This, of course, changed their entire life style. Even with Susan's salary it had been impossible to find an affordable apartment and they had been living in married graduate student housing. Now their finances permitted them to improve their living standards and contemplate the future. In this case, one piece of good luck followed another, for they were fortunate enough to find a furnished apartment to rent at a reasonably exorbitant rate. A couple, Don and Jean Brewer, owned a large, Victorian house with an attached three-car garage with servant quarters upstairs. Don Brewer had inherited the family home and the garage apartment had been renovated as a "mother-in-law" suite for Susan's mother. Shortly afterwards, and before moving in, the mother re-married (a June wedding) and moved to Florida, leaving a fresh, new apartment available just as Jim's appointment came through. Hardly believing such luck, Jim and Susan signed a lease and prepared to move in. The only hang up was Jim's annual National Guard stint in July, but even that worked out for the Brower's spent every July at their cabin in Maine and were pleased to start the lease in August.
That settled, they were ready to move to the next stage of their marriage, being parents. This was one thing that they agreed upon as they prepared for the move – it was time to have children. Susan was now 26 and her maternal instincts and the sense of passing time gave her a real sense of urgency. While Jim spent July in camp, Susan stopped taking the pill, giving its contraception qualities time to wear off. After a separation of a month, they would be more than ready for the baby-making process. Then it would be merely a period of waiting for the inevitable pregnancy to occur.
When they finally did move in early in August, they found out that they had been even luckier than they knew. The apartment was virtually a separate house connected to the Victorian by an enclosed deck, providing easy access in either direction. This had been provided so that Jean's mother could be independent but, at the same time, close enough to feel secure. At first Susan and Jim were worried about too much proximity to their landlords, but that fear vanished almost immediately. Don and Jean were somewhat older than Susan and Jim, being in their early 40's, but the two couples hit it off right away, particularly the women. Jean became a combination older sister and best friend to Susan which, on the surface, seemed surprising because of significant differences between them. Jean, at 5' 9" and 160 pounds towered over Susan. Where Susan was soft and cuddly, Jean was solid and femininely muscled from a rigorous workout program. Susan was inexperienced and somewhat prim while Jean was worldly and extroverted. Nonetheless, within two weeks of moving in, the women were as close as if they had known each other for years.
This closeness and compatibility was fortunate since both women found themselves alone most evenings. Don was an officer in a real estate managing firm which was engaged in a major contract negotiation which required frequent evening meetings and constant travel. Jim was buried under work, preparing lectures and the other academic duties of a beginning college instructor while, at the same time, trying to finish the research and writing on his Ph.D. thesis. During the week, this was not so bad since both women were busy themselves, but on Friday nights and weekends they depended on each other for company. Jean and Susan both loved old
movies, particularly romances, so every Friday after dinner, Susan would relax with a hot shower, put on a pair of panties and a robe, and cross the little deck to Jean's. At first Susan, who tended to be more formal, would knock on the door and wait for Jean to answer, but as their relationship developed, she would just open the door, call out "it's me," and climb the stairs to the second floor bedroom. Usually Jean would meet her at the landing, but as they became increasingly casual with each other, she sometimes was in the process of finishing her shower and putting on her robe. Jean had been an athlete in college and was quite used to being nude with other women and thought nothing of standing naked, drying off with a towel, while talking to Susan. Susan, on the other hand, had never even seen another woman completely undressed and certainly had never been undressed in front of another person until she married Jim. The first time she came in and found Jean nude, she was horribly embarrassed and didn't know where to look. She managed to hide her discomfort and, as time passed, she was able to relax and finally she admitted to herself that she enjoyed the intimate feeling created by the Jean's casual nudity. In fact, she came to enjoy watching Jean finishing her shower ritual; drying, creaming parts of her body, rubbing perfumed body lotion on other parts, etc.
Jean did present an attractive picture. She was tall, her body firm, with large, non-sagging breasts with very prominent nipples. Her stomach was still flat and at its base was a triangle of abundant brunette cunt hair. Her legs were long and, at the age of 40, the thighs were as firm as those of a 20-year old woman. Her exercise regime had clearly served its purpose. Jean was proud of her figure and, noticing Susan's obvious interest, she quickly came to enjoy exposing her body. Actually, she always had been something of an exhibitionist and, in addition, had enjoyed looking, without lewd or lascivious thoughts, at the nude bodies of pretty teammates, much as one would get pleasure from looking at a painting of a nude woman. She was flattered by the, at first, surreptitious, scrutiny of her body by the younger woman and found it to be a little exciting. So, while Susan deliberately arrived early hoping to catch Jean before she put on her robe, Jean deliberately delayed finishing her toilette so she could display her charms. Both got a great deal of relatively innocent pleasure out of this weekly "nudie" show and any self-consciousness from looking or showing disappeared as their friendship deepened. Eventually, Jean simply walked around or, when the weather was warm, even lay around naked, with both of them getting a secret thrill from this moderately illicit display. It should be noted however, that the show was one-sided. Susan kept her robe firmly closed and, while she got brave enough not to wear panties under the robe, she couldn't bring herself to expose her body, even to another woman. For the first time in her life, however, she began to wonder about how it would feel to be as free and casual as Jean. On several occasions she did think of letting her robe come open and even looked for a pretext to do so, but her nerve always failed at the last moment. So, their Friday evenings usually began with a mutually enjoyable display of Jean's nude body, followed by a companionable session of reclining on a king sized bed watching a romantic movie. Following the movie, Jean would escort Susan to the door, give her a chaste, feminine good night kiss on the cheek, and Susan would go across to where Jim was waiting. A very pleasurable way to end the week.
However, for Susan the evening was far from over. Jim's work load placed real limits on their sexual activities during the week, but he made sure that he put his research or school work aside before the movie-viewing was over. As she came through the door, he would be ready to sweep Susan off her feet and carry her into the bedroom. After studying Jean's nude body, watching a romantic movie and then having her husband pick her up and carry her, she was bound to be aroused. Jim would place her on the bed, open her robe, remove her panties (when she wore them), spread her legs and proceed to use his tongue and fingers on her cunt to bring her to orgasm. She always was very wet and Jim delighted in licking her cunt lips and clit as the moisture continued to flow. Finally, after a long session of cunnilingus, Jim would mount her and insert his rigid cock into her. Actually, the cunt-licking served a dual purpose: it obviously was very exciting for Susan, but it also was beneficial for their mutual pleasure in intercourse. Susan's cunt was relatively tight, and it was difficult for Jim to hold back once he was into her. However, when she was extremely aroused after cunnilingus and at the point of orgasm when he entered, there was no need to delay his own climax. Thus, after this extensive foreplay had served its dual purposes, both were ready for a vigorous and very satisfying screwing, culminating in an explosive ejaculation inside of Susan's cunt.



Regrettably, this sexual intercourse, while physically and emotionally satisfying, was not having the expected results, pregnancy-wise. After Jim's return from camp, August was a month of seemingly endless screwing, and with great expectations, Susan looked forward to the unmistakable evidence that their strenuous efforts were going to, by next April, produce a baby. Unhappily, her period arrived on schedule, but, of course, they saw that as merely a postponement. When the result was the same in September, the disappointment was more intense, and Susan made sure to count the days to her most fertile period the next month, and they "worked" overtime to maximize their chances. Unfortunately, the results were the same as Susan continued her regular monthly cycle. Despite advice that this was not particularly unusual, panic began to set in, making their sexual encounters less spontaneous, with the emphasis less on physical satisfaction than on producing a pregnancy. With a failure in November, both Susan and Jim really began to fear that Susan was infertile. Jim, when Susan had expressed those fears, had been quite supportive, saying that he be would happy to adopt if they couldn't have their own children. But, while his feelings eased Susan's mind, she knew she would be crushed if she couldn't have her own baby, a feeling probably inculcated by her mother who say "motherhood" as the reason women were on earth. Susan was not that irrational, but finally, compelled by her fears, she consulted her gynecologist, underwent a battery of tests by a fertility specialist, and was informed that her system was perfectly normal and that her ovation cycle was on schedule.
Needless to say, this news brought tremendous relief to them, but that relief was to be short-lived. After the positive results for Susan, the specialist suggested that it would be best to have Jim checked. That was when the roof fell in. The tests showed that while Jim technically was not infertile, his sperm count was too low to impregnate a woman. The doctor said that when a man with a normal count ejaculates into a woman, millions of tadpole-like sperm cells begin to stream through her tubes in a mad dash to find an egg to fertilize. In Jim's case, his ejaculate contained only, at most, a few hundred cells, statistically too few to have any real chance to complete the arduous journey. If they got there, they would be effective, but he had a better chance of being struck by lightning than for that to happen. However, the doctor did say, "Of course, people do get struck by lightning." They grabbed onto that last statement and were determined to multiply their efforts during Susan's fertile periods to increase their chances, but realism, combined with failure in December and January, took its toll. Jim was distraught at first, but soon resigned himself and accepted the idea of adoption or artificial insemination, another idea the specialist had proposed.
For Susan, however, the doctor's findings had been devastating, and, despite her attempts to remain optimistic, the continual, and probably permanent, failures began to destroy her hopes for the future. Looking back at it later, it seemed that she might actually have had a sort of mental breakdown. Any mention of artificial insemination sent her into a fit of rage, and even the idea of adoption was met with scorn. Her personality changed from being cheerful, even bubbly, to unsmiling and morose. She snapped at people, found slights where none were intended and, in general, became a person with whom no one wanted to associate. For example, free evening often had been spent in pleasant conversation with Don and Jean, but Don, who had found Susan to be delightful as well as sexually attractive, announced after several tense hours one night, that he wanted nothing more to do with Susan until she "shaped up." Even Jean, who still enjoyed their Friday nights together because Susan's bad humor seemed amnestied by watching her favorite movies, began to avoid her at other times.
Still, the person who suffered most was Jim. Susan knew intellectually that he was not to blame for a physical failing, but that didn't help her emotional reaction. She aimed waspish remarks at him, knowing as she did so that she was being unfair. That guilty feeling led to resentment which led to more snide or scornful comments. It was almost as if there were two Susan's in her body, the considerate, thoughtful and kind Susan in the background, and a witch (or bitch) Susan that was in control. When the witch said something vicious or demeaning the good Susan felt awful, but the bitch dominated. Susan knew what she was doing as
she antagonized her friends, made cutting nasty comments to her husband and was well on the way to destroying her marriage, but she just couldn't help herself.
The solution to Susan's personality problem came to a about in a very unusual way. As said before, the Friday night movie sessions had continued despite her psychological problems and had become more important to her than ever. For a few hours she could put aside her dismal view of the future and enjoy Jean's friendship and companionship. Their relationship had never developed into an actual sexual one although both, if pressed, would have had to admit that the movie had come to take second place to the warm closeness and almost sexual intimacy of lying side-by-side on the bed as they watched and talked. Both of them also would have to admit to a slight tingle in their cunts as Jean moved around "innocently'' displaying her charms while Susan, with equal "innocence," looked at them.
This level of intimacy might have continued indefinitely, but one Friday in early April, Susan arrived at Jean's door earlier than usual, called out and went in as she always did. As she climbed the stairs she heard the shower running but went on up to wait in the bedroom as she had done before. As she entered the bedroom she noticed immediately that the bed clothes were in disarray, which was very unusual since Jean always had everything neatly in place and ready for company. However, Susan didn't think too much of it, but, rather than lying on the bed as she might normally have done, she sat in a chair facing the open bathroom door and waited for Jean to finish. The water was turned off and so as not to startle her, Susan warned Jean of her presence by saying, "I'm here." Obviously, Jean did not hear, probably because she was vigorously drying her hair as she stepped out of the shower, and as her back was turned, she didn't see Susan sitting in the chair. Before Susan could speak again, all thoughts of doing so fled from her mind. As Jean lowered the towel from her head she turned and placed her foot on the tub and bent from the hips to dry her legs and feet. That presented a fetching view of not only her bottom but also the crevice between the cheeks and, what normally would have been the focus of Susan's eyes, her cunt. Instead what riveted her attention were the cheeks, themselves: instead of a healthy pink color, they were bright red with even some purple showing. Without thinking, she let out a loud gasp which startled Jean into turning around suddenly while clasping the towel in front of herself. When she realized immediately that it was only Susan, she dropped the towel and said, "Wow, you really gave me a start. I didn't know you were here at all." Then, seeing Susan's stunned expression, she asked, "What's wrong, Honey?"
"Your bottom! What happened to it?"
Jean's face turned red with embarrassment. "Oh my heavens, I didn't mean for you to see that! I thought I would be out of the shower and have my robe on before you got here!"
"But what happened?"
"Nothing happened. It just that Don spanked me."
"My God! What are you going to do?"
"Do? What do you mean? I'm not going to do anything."
"Surely you're not going to stay here. Do you want to come over with us?"
"Wait a minute for heaven's sake! He didn't beat me, he just spanked me – and to tell the truth, I deserved it."
"I don't believe this! Are you telling me that Don spanked you and you approve of it? I can't believe that any woman would say that, much less a person as strong and independent as you. How could a dignified grownup woman permit such a thing?" Susan was almost sputtering with rage at the thought of her friend being so mistreated.
"I understand what you are saying and I agree that it wouldn't work for most married couples, but it works for Don and me. I'll admit that years ago, before we were married, I would have hated the thought of being turned over a man's knee and having my ass spanked, but for us it clears the air, cleans my conscience and as a side effect leads to tremendous sex. Understand I'm not a masochist and Don is not a sadist. I hate to be spanked and Don doesn't enjoy doing it, but things that might have led to major fights between us have been settled this way. Things that might have been hidden away and eaten at our trust in one another have been brought out into the open and wiped away. He doesn't spank me often, but it's better than me hiding something and having a guilty conscience or him stewing over something I've done and building up resentment."
Susan sat with a stunned expression on her face, hearing words that made no sense to her and that ran against her heartfelt beliefs of marital equality. "Even if what you say is true for you, it's still one sided. I'll bet you don't spank him when he's done something wrong."
Jean laughed. "That certainly presents a fascinating picture. No, you're right, I don't. I have other ways of punishing him, but the truth is that in any marriage there is likely to be one partner that is, in most ways, the dominant one. That certainly can be a catastrophe if the dominant one (of whichever sex) is a bully or is inconsiderate. In our case, Don hardly is a bully, does almost everything I want and most of our disagreements are settled through discussions, arguments or yelling like everyone else's. When he does resort to spanking me, it's almost through mutual consent. That is, I know I've done really wrong or very dumb and it really bothers me. I know that Don is upset or angry, or that he would be if he knew what I had done. In cases like that I almost welcome a spanking to clear the books rather than dragging the process of reconciliation over several days or even weeks. I suppose it's hard to understand, but, as I said, it works for us."
"You're right; I just can't absorb what you are saying. All I can see, literally, I guess, is your red bottom and all I can picture is someone really cruelly beating it. How on earth did you start such a thing? It certainly couldn't have been through any 'mutual consent' and I doubt that you asked to be spanked to clear your conscience."
"No don't be sarcastic. Of course there wasn't any agreement and I certainly didn't volunteer the first time. Since you ask, and I really want you to understand, I'll tell you how it happened. Don and I had been married for a few months when we attended a New Year's Eve party. I was wearing a red short, strapless cocktail dress that I had gotten just for the party and it fit perfectly, tight at the top and flaring over the hips. Under it I wore a short hoop petticoat that made it stand out like a bell. The top had a build-in bra so I didn't have to wear a separate one, and, because Don liked the idea, I didn't even wear panties. I felt absolutely wonderful in it, and the lack of underwear made me feel really sexy. However, it worried me at the same time for when I got out of the car the hoop skirt flipped up to my waist! Fortunately, no one was around but it certainly made me be careful when I sat down during the evening.
"It was a really nice party and I felt like the belle of the ball in my new dress. I had a few drinks, but at most I was a little high, just enough to feel pleasantly tingly, but the excitement or something – maybe the drinks – made me just a little woozy. Don took me over to a couch in a secluded corner of the next room, so that I could close my eyes a rest for a few moments, and he went back to the party. I was leaning back in a semi-stupor when I felt two hands reach over my shoulder and slowly slide into the top of my dress. I assumed, of course, that it was Don and enjoyed the way he was fondling my tits. A strapless dress is not made for that kind of activity, obviously, and both cups came down leaving my breasts out bare. I knew that Don would not expose them if anyone else could see, so I wasn't really concerned and, in fact, it gave me a real charge to have them out like that. Then, the person feeling me carne around the couch, sat beside me and started to kiss me as he ran his hand up my leg under my skirt. I knew immediately that it wasn't Don and started to pull away, but he held me tight, kissing me as his hand found my bare pussy. I struggled a little bit, but for some reason – I still don't know quite why, but I must have been higher than I thought – I gave way and just let him do what he wanted. He felt my cunt and even finger-fucked me and suddenly I began to hump against his hand and actually had an orgasm. As soon as it was over reality set in and I opened my eyes to see my hoop skirt up to my waist with my cunt on display and both boobs still out of my dress. In a state of absolute panic, I pushed my skirt down, jerked my bra-top over my boobs and got up and almost ran from the room. I looked around fearfully for all I could think of was the gossip that would spread about the recent bride, Jean Brewer, being finger-fucked to orgasm at a New Year's Eve party! I almost fainted with relief when I was sure that no one was looking in my direction and my unbelievable indiscretion seemed to have gone unnoticed. I went into the bathroom to calm down and fix myself up and came out acting as if nothing unusual had happened. I'll tell you, if I was high before, that scare brought me down in a hurry! Talk about your life passing before your eyes!"
Through all this, Susan was sitting stupefied, enraptured with the, for her, unbelievable story she was hearing. As Jean paused, she managed to gasp out, "You must have been petrified!"
"Believe me, I was. I felt that a thousand eyes were looking at me and that what I had done was printed on my forehead. Finally, however, I calmed down and mingled with the crowd for awhile, but, fortunately, the party began to break up shortly after that and Don and I left. I don't think I have over been so glad to get out of a house as I was then. As we drove home we talked about what a lovely party it had been and how complimentary everyone had been about me and my dress. Don said that he had overheard several people commenting on how beautiful and sexy I looked and then he asked me if I had enjoyed being with all those people with no panties on, even if no one knew. I admitted that it had turned me on and that I had been pleasantly aware of being naked under my dress all evening. He grinned at me and said that I probably would have gotten real hot if my skirt had flipped up as it had when I was getting out of the car, and then he asked if I thought that anyone had seen up my skirt. I had been very careful when I sat down all evening, so, without thinking, I said no. We dropped it at that and drove the rest of the way without talking. My mind was busy though, for I suddenly realized that I had to decide what, if anything, to tell Don. Now that I was safely away from the scene of the crime, I began to be aroused by what I had done – or what had been done to me with, I had to admit, my tacit approval. As the same time, I really began to feel guilty, sitting next to my husband while thinking about a total stranger fondling my tits and fingering my pussy.
"Anyhow, we got home, went up to the bedroom and started to undress. Don was sitting on the edge of the bed and grabbed me as I went by. He ran his hand up my leg to my cunt, fondled it for a minute or so, and then put a finger up me and he started to finger-fuck me. You can't believe the funny feeling that gave me. He let go of me and told me to take my dress off and come back. I did a slow striptease, which didn't take long, of course, and posed naked in front him wearing only my hose and garter belt. He pulled me down on his lap, squeezed my boob gently, put his finger back into my cunt and said, "I'll bet no one has done that in a long time." My thoughts were in absolute turmoil, torn between confessing that I had been sexually intimate with someone at the party no more than an hour ago, or taking the easy way out and keeping quiet with a guilty conscience. Unfortunately, I just couldn't bring myself to tell him, so I lied and said "Only you."
"Before I had time to blink, I was over Don's knee and his hand began to smack my ass so hard that I thought that I would break in two. As the slaps rained down he said that he couldn't stand for me to lie to him. It turned out that he had come back to see if I was all right just when I was about to go off. There I was, bare-boobed, my skirt up high enough that he could see the guy's hand working between my wide-spread legs, and with my hips bucking up and down in orgasm. He could hardly believe what he was seeing, but rather than causing a scene or embarrassing me by being there when I opened my eyes, he went back into the other room, where everyone was, to wait for me to reappear. When, after a few minutes I came hurrying in, heading for the bathroom to settle down, he said that one boob was half out of my dress and that I had a look of sheer panic on my face.
"I learned all this later, of course. All I heard while over his knee was the continual slap of his hand and a continuing chant of 'You must not lie to me.' That's all I heard, but I felt plenty! I was crying, both from the pain of the spanking and the horrible feeling of having done something that my husband found inexcusable. I kept saying that I was sorry and that I would never do it again, and, finally, he stopped.
"It's hard to tell you how I felt, lying there over his knee, completely at his mercy. I guess the best thing to say is that for the first time in my adult life, I felt like a dependent, clinging vine. I raised up onto his lap, put my arms around him and kept saying that I was sorry. Now that his rage had dissipated he was remorseful for hurting me so bad but said that he just couldn't stand me doing something behind his back and lying about it. He said that he didn't mind at all what I had done and, in fact, if the guy had taken me to a bedroom and really fucked me he wouldn't have been upset if I had told him about it right away. He said that he had given me several lead-ins that could let me get started to confess, but that I had ignored them. Obviously he was right and I had felt guilty when I was lying, oven by omission. The funny thing is that after the spanking I felt relieved, cleansed of my sin – like a Catholic after 'confession' I suppose. I also felt very, very hot, and there was nothing I wanted more that to be fucked by my strong dominant husband who had created that heat, both in my ass and my cunt. And, while he really was sorry about hurting me, I think he was aroused, in a caveman sort of way, by his mastering of his woman. In any case, a very traumatic evening ended with a long, passionate bout of love-making and, I guess, the establishment of a relationship between us that has lasted for 18 years." As she finished her story, Jean was suddenly embarrassed for having talked so long and so intimately, and she shyly looked to Susan to gage her reaction.
Susan was still in a state of shock. She was not so naive as to believe women didn't do such things and, of course, she knew that many women even commit adultery – but not women she knew! Now here was a woman she had grown to love as a very dear friend confessing to a lewd, even obscene, interlude with a complete stranger and being sorry only because she hadn't told her husband about it. All this on top of admitting to accepting the right of that husband to brutally beat her bottom for that and other indiscretions. Susan was just too shocked to focus on Jean's explanations and to accept her view that what might be wrong for other couples was right for Jean and Don. In a different time and in a different mental state, Susan might at least have temporized, vacillated or, in some way, kept from showing her shock and deep disapproval. Now, however, the witch Susan took over md she began excoriating Jean for doing things "no decent woman would do," for permitting her husband to "act like a beast," for behaving like "a wimp" rather than standing up for herself, etc. Susan's mind was still in turmoil, and she, again, found herself saying hurtful things she didn't mean, and hating herself as she did so. The words gushed out, cruel and painful to both of them and poisoning the relationship between them. For Jean, each word hit like slap and the shy, hopeful look on her face changed first into shock and dismay, and then into rage.



She had never told anyone about the party incident or about being spanked. Now not only had she divulged these things in detail, she had also exposed her own secret feelings and thoughts in a way she never had done, even to Don. And, rather than sympathizing and understanding, this little twit of a girl had the temerity to accuse her of indecent behavior and cowardice. For the last several months, Jean had looked the other way, ignoring uncharacteristic comments and snide remarks. She remembered when Don, after the disastrous evening with Susan and Jim, said he wanted more nothing to do with Susan if he could avoid it; she had defended her as being seriously troubled about something. But her insults now were just too much to be borne and she finally responded in kind.
"You may think that spanking is barbaric, you little bitch, but the best thing that could happen to you is for someone to put you over their knee and spank your ass until you cried for mercy!"
"No one will ever do anything like that to me and get away with it. If Jim tried anything like that I would see a lawyer after having him arrested for assault. No woman with any self-respect would do any anything else!"
That was the proverbial straw that broke the camel's back. Jean, pushed beyond the bounds of restraint, reacted with fury. "Well, if no one else can give you what you need, I'll do it." With that, she reached for Susan md wrenched her down across her knee, brushed her robe aside and began slapping her bare bottom as hard as she could. Susan was stunned by Jean's move, and before she really comprehended what was happening, she felt as if her hips were on fire. Nothing like this had ever happened to her before and the combination of the pain of her bottom and the humiliation of actually being spanked filled her with rage. At that point her anger was greater than her pain, and she twisted violently trying to get away, while at the same time, shrieking demands that Jean let her up and threats and retribution if she didn't. The twisting and squirming were completely unavailing as the larger, stronger woman held her down without difficulty. The demands and threats literally fell on deaf ears because Jean was so angry that she didn't even hear them.
So, the blows continued to fall as regularly as if they were timed by a metronome. They hit alternately on first the right and then the left cheek, leaving hand prints indented and almost white as the hand hit and turning bright red as the blood flowed back into the area. What had been a lovely pink behind quickly became a mottled, discolored area of brilliant red. In addition, what had been a lovely expanse of unblemished cool skin became a furnace that radiated heat so as to almost burn the hand that spanked it. The pain and heat spread from the localized area in excruciating waves throughout Susan's body. As great as the pain was, however, the humiliation of being subjected to such punishment in such an undignified position was paramount in her mind, and even when that pain became almost more than she could bear, the sense of outrage and violation kept her defiantly ranting at her attacker. Even her tears, which were flowing copiously, were tears of rage. As the blows continued unceasingly, however, a change began to come over her. Her cries gradually became less defiant and more a litany of "ouches" and "ows," intermixed with moans and groans as she squirmed around trying to avoid the spanking hand.
Then, suddenly, her reaction changed. Afterwards, Susan described it as if something had broken inside her. Like the air gushing from a broken balloon, the anger built up in Susan over the last two months vanished, leaving only a small, defenseless woman bereft of the arrogance and fury that had sustained her defiance. The vituperation and warnings which had given way to cries of pain turned now into pitiful moans and pleas. "Please, Jean, stop. Ohoo! It hurts so bad! Please, please, please!" Even her squirming and twisting ended, and she just lay across Jean's legs, enduring the seemingly endless spanking her only defense her appeal for mercy.
Finally that appeal was answered. With all opposition gone, Jean found herself spanking an almost inert body and she suddenly became aware of the sobbing and the anguished pleas coming up to her. As her hand came down one last time with a resounding smack onto the quivering bottom, her anger, like Susan's, evaporated and she looked with dismay, almost with horror, at what she had done. As a result of the vigorous spanking combined with her thrashing around Susan's hips were crimson from her upper thighs to her lower back. The cheeks, themselves, were mottled red and purple, even retaining the imprint of Jean's hand in places.
Susan had been very thoroughly spanked and the blemishes, while not permanent, would be a long time fading.
As she came to herself, Jean was filled with remorse. Al1 she could say was, "Oh my heavens," over and over again as she helped Susan up. When on her feet, Susan slowly straightened and stood there, her head down, with one hand holding each burning cheek. Except for the two large breasts and the ample cunt hair revealed by her open robe, she could have been a small, chastised little girl standing before her mother. Tears were streaming down her face, and she presented such a pitiful picture that Jean began to cry too. They stood, facing each other, neither knowing quite what to do, when Susan suddenly threw herself at Jean, wrapped her arms around her, and cried out, "I'm so sorry! I never meant those things I said. I was just so sad and miserable that I said things I didn't mean. I'm sorry! I'm so, so sorry!" Jean couldn't believe that the woman she had just brutally spanked was apologizing to her and she gasped out through her own tears, "Oh, honey, I'm so sorry I hurt you. I just got so mad that I completely lost control." They stood there for several minutes, their arms around each other, holding each other tightly, and not saying anything. Finally, Susan pulled back and looked up with a tentative smile.
Jean's tears had been sliding down her cheeks and dropping onto Susan's shoulder, but as she pulled back, a large tear fell directly onto Jean's breast and flowed down to the nipple. "Oh, look," Susan said, and without thought or premeditation, she leaned forward and kissed the tear off of the nipple. It was like a shock of electricity to Jean's breast and the nipple grew very hard in Susan's lips as she kissed it. They both giggled and Jean said, "Wow!" That broke the ice between them, and she hugged Susan quickly, and said, "Your bottom must be killing you. Let me get something to put on it."
Jean hurried into the bathroom and returned with a white plastic bottle. "This really is for sunburn, but it has an anesthetic in it and I always use it when Don spanks me. It'll make it feel much cooler. Take off your robe and lie down and I'll spread it on you." Susan hesitated for just a second and then took off the robe and stood naked in front of Jean, something she had wanted to do for months. Even the burning sensation emanating from her behind couldn't keep her from a small rush of pleasure, but unfortunately, she couldn't take time to savor the moment. She just turned and lay down on the bed to await Jean's ministrations. Jean sat down and began to apply the soothing lotion to the reddened hips, gently spreading it on and lightly stroking the entire area. The heat was unbelievable at first, but gradually the lotion provided cooling and the anesthetic began to take effect. Susan sighed with relief and relaxed her tense muscles as the pain let up. Jean, however, had a different feeling as she lightly massaged Susan's bottom. She was startled, and a bit aroused, as she ran her fingers over the very soft yet, paradoxically, firm and resilient cheeks. Even with the harsh treatment it had received, Susan's skin was like silk – hot silk – but still extraordinarily soft to the touch. As she stroked the region where the hips ended and the thighs began, Jean almost involuntarily leaned down to look between those thighs at Susan's cunt. The legs were slightly parted but all she could see was a small amount of hair and the very beginning of the lips. Even that gave her a funny feeling since she had never seen even that much of another woman's cunt before. As she focused on that fascinating area, she continued to gently massage lotion over Susan's bottom cheeks and inadvertently her fingers slid into the crevice between them and over the anal opening. Susan jumped as that tender spot was touched, and Jean, contrite, asked, "Did I hurt you, honey?" Susan hesitantly replied, "No...no, it felt nice. I was just startled."
At that, Jean said, "Well, if anything feels nice right now after the spanking you got, you're entitled to more of it." With that comment, she very gently used her index finger to slowly stroke between the cheeks several times, pausing as she passed the opening. "Does that feel good?" "Uh huh, very good." To Susan, the gentle caressing of one of the secret openings to her body was both exciting and frightening. As she relaxed even more, her hips began to undulate slowly and, unconsciously, her thighs spread apart and Jean was finally given a complete view of her open cunt. She was fascinated as her eyes traced the hair-lined lips to the vaginal opening between those lips. To one knowledgeable about such things, the open lips and visible hole indicated that Susan was even more aroused than she knew – certainly, in part, from the manipulation of her other hole but, also, unquestionably, from the spanking which had preceded it. Susan's movements became more pronounced and her sexual arousal now was obvious. Excited herself from spying on Susan's most intimate area Jean's finger stroked more rapidly than before, actually probing that other hole as her finger went over it. The additional pressure almost sent Susan over the edge into orgasm, but the natural censor in her mind prevented her from the release. The idea of being aroused to orgasm by another woman, even Jean, was just more than she was ready for, and embarrassed by her already obvious sexual excitement, Susan pulled away, closed her legs and turned over. Fortunately, Jean had enough empathy that she said nothing and just lay down beside Susan and put her arms around her. Actually, Jean was surprised at her own reaction, and she welcomed a cooling off period. She certainly had never had any lesbian desires and told herself that her acts were merely the result of natural curiosity – but she certainly had been excited!
The two women were lying side by side, with Susan slightly lower so that her head was on Jean's shoulder. They were half facing each other with their breasts lightly touching and with Susan's leg drawn up between Jean's. The position was, obviously, very intimate and each woman was very aware of the other's body. There was a warm feeling of closeness as they lay together, and Jean suddenly had a revelation. "My God!'" she thought, "This must be exactly the feeling that Don gets after he's spanked me! I felt strong and masterful after holding Susan down so easily and being able to do whatever I wanted to her. Then I felt remorseful when I realized how much I had hurt her, even if she deserved what she got. Now I feel protective and loving toward her and I want to cuddle and reassure her. Amazing! And, come to think of it, I'll bet she feels toward me the way I always feel toward Don after being spanked, chastened, humiliated and weak, but extremely affectionate and loving. No wonder I'm so hot, md I'll bet she is too. She certainly got excited when I was playing with her ass. I wish I could have put my finger right into her asshole! God, what thoughts!"
Putting her erotic musings aside for the moment, Jean asked Susan, "You said you were miserable and sad, honey. I knew something had to be wrong the way you've been acting the last few months. What's bothering you so much? Can I help?"
Susan always had been a quiet, private person who was unable or unwilling, to discuss her problems with others, even, sometimes, Jim. She never had considered discussing such an intimate personal matter with anyone, but suddenly she felt a desire, almost a compulsion, to reveal the cause of her recent behavior and to share her sorrow with her dear friend. As she thought of it, that sorrow descended on her again, and she burst into tears. Putting her head on Joan's shoulder, she began to pour out the entire story from the time she and Jim happily began trying to get her pregnant, to believing that she was infertile to, finally, discovering that the problem was Jim's sperm count. She described her own behavior without sparing herself. "I said things I didn't mean and felt awful as I said them. When we thought that the problem was me, Jim couldn't have been nicer or more supportive, but I acted like a shrew when we found out the real cause. Then I felt guilty for that and became even more vicious. Oh, I'm a mess!"
All this time, she was crying and it sounded like her heart would break. As she listened to Susan's recital, Jean could only murmur words of sympathy and hold her tighter. She and Don had no children of their own, but that was a matter of choice, not the whim of fate taking away a lifelong dream. She could feel the crushing burden that Susan had been under for so long, a burden that had changed her personality and damaged her marriage. More, she felt a tidal wave of guilt wash over her as she thought of her own explosion of rage that led to her almost brutal, spanking that had broken down Susan's defenses. At that thought Jean's own tears began to flow again and she embraced Susan even tighter. Oddly enough, as they cried together, the two women shared an emotional bonding that left them closer than most sisters – or lovers for that matter. They were not lovers, as yet, of course but as the tears finally began to dry up, they each became more aware of the other's nude body against theirs. Even so, the feeling engendered was one of warmth and affection, not passion, and they continued to hold each other in a very pleasant lassitude until suddenly Susan raised up, glanced at the clock and said, "Oh my heavens, look at the time! It's almost 11:30! I can't believe that so much time went by and we didn't even watch a movie. Jim will be coming over to see what happened to me!" The last was said humorously, but, perhaps as a reaction to the serious conversation and intense intimacy of the last couple of hours, the two women pretended to take the danger seriously. Like girls at a pajama party hiding some illicit activity, they scurried around getting their robes and making themselves presentable while laughing and talking as they did so.
Giggling, Jean said, "We had better not let him catch us like this – two naked
women in bed together!"
"No, particularly since we both have very red bottoms! I should have rubbed some of that lotion on you – it made me feel very good while you were fixing me."
"I think that would have felt good honey. Maybe we can do that tomorrow if it still burns. That is, if you think it's safe for us to be naked together after tonight!"
Susan surprised herself by saying, "I think I would like that very much, dear."
Suddenly the atmosphere was serious again for a minute and Joan said "I know I would like that." Then, lightly, "You had better get home to your husband."
They went downstairs to the door and said the usual, rather banal, parting statements. "Goodnight honey," Jean said, "See you tomorrow."
"Yes, dear, I'll look forward to it. Sleep well." However, the kiss goodnight was on the lips, and, while not really passionate, certainly was not a typical pro forma feminine gesture of friendship. It held considerable promise for the future.
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As Jean closed the door behind Susan, she slowly climbed the stairs with her mind completely befuddled. On one hand she was concerned about Susan's problem, still somewhat shocked at her own violent and non-characteristic reaction to Susan's verbal attack, but, most of all, she was absolutely incredulous as she thought of her sexual arousal as she saw and fondled Susan's body. Even more astounding were her feeling of anticipation of further sexual intimacy. It was not that she ever had any antipathy to lesbians or lesbian sexual practices; it was just that she never had even thought about them seriously, particularly in relationship to herself. Nonetheless, she couldn't help a surge of sexual arousal as she recalled Susan's breasts against hers.
All of these things were cascading through her mind as she entered the bedroom, removed her robe and lay down on the bed. She closed her eyes and began to run through what had turned into a very eventful evening. "First Don spanked me and then fucked me. Then, Susan saw my red ass, and I had to tell her all about being spanked and how it started. I can't believe I did that! I've never told a soul about that before. Funny though, it really felt good, telling her about it. It brought back memories about how hot I was that night and what it's led to since then, and I guess I thought she would be excited too. I couldn't believe how she acted! Of course, I still can't believe how I grabbed her and really spanked her ass. Boy was I mad! It really felt good, pounding her ass. But, oh my, I felt awful afterwards. She is such a little thing and I had really hurt her. I couldn't believe it when she started apologizing to me when I wanted her to know how sorry I was! Boy, it really got exciting when I began to put the lotion on her!"
As she began to think of soothing and fondling Susan's bottom, Jean's hand, almost of its own volition, slid down to her pubic mound and, then, between her legs. Her fingers gently stroked up and down through the hair and along the cunt-lips, and ended up caressing around the clit. "I can't believe how soft but firm her ass is, or how good it felt to feel her asshole as I ran across it. And her cunt is very neat and really pretty! I suppose I shouldn't have been looking at it, but I'm glad I did. I wish I could have felt it!" With that thought, Jean's fingers increased the speed of their stroking and began gently massaging the clit and the area around it with rapid circular motions. At the same time, she spread her legs wider, bent her knees, pulled her feet closer to her hips and began raising her hips off the bed. Her hips rotated and undulated up and down and her fingers moved faster and faster, mostly around and on the clit, but with one finger delving into her open cunt-hole. She was moaning with excitement and her breath came in pants and gasps. As her climax approached, she flattened her hand over the top of her cunt and pressed in hard as she closed her legs and squeezed them tightly together. She lay there holding herself rigid as the waves of orgasmic pleasure washed through her. Finally, she released the pressure of her hand and legs and collapsed, all energy gone.
"My God, I can't believe this! I haven't done that in years! I played with my cunt! I masturbated to orgasm! I can't believe it!" Then the inevitable reaction set in. "What am I thinking of? I shouldn't be thinking of her sexually. I'm a happily married woman, not a lesbian and she's not one either! When she pulled away as I played with her ass and asshole, I'll bet she was embarrassed but didn't want to offend me. I don't know how I'll face her tomorrow!" But, later, "I don't know. She really was moving as I played with her. Maybe she did like it. I just don't know, but I guess I'll find out tomorrow."
For Susan, the rest of the evening was both similar and different. Her mind was at least as confused as Jean's. She was excited and shocked with herself but, as she crossed that short deck, it was almost as if she were floating. The heavy burden that she had carried for months had been removed at least temporarily, and she had almost a feeling of euphoria. Jim had been waiting for her, not knowing which Susan would appear. Lately she had participated in their sexual relations on Friday night with an almost uninvolved attitude. She always was somewhat stimulated by the movie viewing, but somehow gave the impression that her subsequent sexual arousal and orgasm had much more to do with her own thoughts and internal needs than to any acts by Jim or any mutual satisfaction. As she came through the door, Jim could tell that, somehow, she was different. The lighting was dim and he couldn't see her face clearly, but perhaps from body language, perhaps from that male animal instinct or, perhaps, from just knowing her so well, he realized that something had changed. His feeling were confirmed immediately, for when he put his arms out to greet her, she returned the embrace. When he turned her toward the bedroom, she put her arms up around his neck, inviting him to carry her. This hadn't happened for several months and that, more than anything else told him that she was really ready for love. That, in a way, was the difference. Lately, their Friday night sessions, which had been their time to relax and make love, had become merely a time to relieve sexual tensions – enjoyable, relaxing, even exciting but mechanical. Tonight was going to be different!
He carried her into the bedroom, placed her on the bed, opened her robe, and in the dim light gazed at her lovely body. She sat up to shrug off the robe while he removed his, and then, as she lay back, he moved between her legs and began to stroke her thighs gently. Almost immediately she raised her legs and drew them up, making her genital area open to him. His fingers moved slowly upwards to brush her cunt hair lightly and began to tickle and caress the area of her clit. As he stoked up and down her cunt, his fingers slipped between the outer lips into the moist – no wet – inter-lips which already were open and available. She began a rhythmic movement immediately, drew her legs almost to her breasts and parted them even more. Recognizing her extreme excitement, Jim began to lightly lick her cunt and flick his tongue over her clit. Normally, that was preparation that led to him rising up and entering her, but this time he stayed between her legs and pressed harder as she climaxed. Her hips lifted high off the bed and he had a difficult time keeping his position and continuing the licking. As her orgasm subsided, he continued to lick and fondle her cunt and her legs never dropped. Instead, she began a slower buildup to another peak with a gentle up and down, almost pulsating motion, matching the rhythm and speed of Jim's tongue and fingers. Then, as she approached another crescendo, Jim finally rose up, positioned himself above her open cunt, and with her hand guiding him, sank into her body. The screwing was not a long one: he had built up his level of arousal as he manipulated her cunt and her level of excitement never had diminished. After several minutes of increasingly vigorous thrusts, Jim ejaculated deep inside of her, his climax sending her over the edge to another orgasm. As Jim pulled out of her, both collapsed from their exertions and lay side by side on the bed. Recently, Susan had gotten up immediately and prepared for sleep after intercourse, but this time she cuddled close to Jim as if the estrangement of the last several months had never occurred. When, finally, the closeness and intimacy of the moment ended and they did go to bed for the night, she again, cuddled against him and they went to sleep with his arm around her, his hand cupping her breast. All-in-all, a most wonderful evening for all, and each, for different reasons, looked forward to tomorrow.
Susan awoke early the following morning with a curious light feeling. Waking up depressed had become so common for her that feeling good and cheerful seemed unnatural. She lay there a few moments, basking in this new pleasure with her mind on cruise control, thinking of nothing. Inevitably, the real world impinged on her, in this case a peculiar painful feeling from her posterior as she rolled over on her back. "My God, Jean spanked me last night!" she thought. Even with no one else around her face flushed with embarrassment and she involuntarily reached her hand back to feel her bottom. She had slept nude, so her hands ran easily over a behind that was still warm and certainly, sore. "How will I ever be able to face her?" Suddenly all the events of last night flowed into her mind and she lay there almost comatose, as she remembered details her anger and vicious comments, the spanking, followed by the, she had to admit, sexual excitement. Then, she recalled the emotional period of revelation, telling Jean the most private and personal disaster that was ruining her life. Her first reaction was horror, that she had so revealed herself, but then she remembered the unbelievable feeling of relief that followed, almost as if she had finally laid down a burden too hard for her to carry by herself. Finally, she remembered with great, if guilty, pleasure, of lying naked against Jean, very conscious of feeling their breasts touching and the feel of Jeans cunt hair against her leg. The guilt of that sexual arousal vanished as she concentrated on the feeling of closeness, affection, even love that they had shared, and she found herself no longer dreading seeing Jean again. None of this went through her mind in such an orderly fashion, of course. It was more like a jumbled mélange of assorted memories which finally sorted themselves out into a coherent picture of an extraordinary evening.
It was only then, after sorting out her experiences with Jean, that Susan could focus on the even more satisfying (in a different way) intimacy with Jim. This, more than anything else, accounted for the warm pleasant feeling she had as she awoke. The breach between them had closed last night and the sense of them being a loving couple again made her almost ecstatic. The relating of her problem to Jean had not been one-sided, for it was also a time of self-revelation. As the story poured out of her, she had come face-to-face with the realization that much of the ordeal of the last few months was her own creation. She had been acting like a petulant child whose toy had been taken away. Obviously this was much more serious than that, affecting her entire life, but blaming Jim and punishing him by withdrawing from him worsened what was their problem, not just hers. The estrangement of the last few months had been almost completely her doing, a fact she never would have admitted even to herself, and she intended to see that it did not return. With that resolution firmly in mind, she lay quietly and happily beside Jim and ran over the pleasant events of the evening – even the spanking qualified because of the results! Suddenly she set up as she thought of the spanking. "My bottom! It must still be bright red! I can't let Jim see it in the light! Gods, I wonder if he noticed anything last night...he must not have of he would have asked about it. I've got to get up!" With that she slipped quietly out of bed, grabbed her robe and scurried into the bathroom. With the telltale signs of her humiliating experience safely hidden, she called out to wake Jim before making breakfast.
Thus, Jim was roused from sleep by a loving kiss and a happy, smiling wife for the first time in months. If Susan had been happy when she woke up, Jim was elated. He never had understood Susan's metamorphosis from loving, sensitive wife to shrew and now he had no explanation for the transformation back. But he was not going the question the change as he embraced and pulled her down on the bed. If she had not been so fearful of revealing and having to explain a very red bottom, there probably would have been a session of serious sex on that bed, but she regretfully pulled away and said, "It's late, honey. Let's save that for tonight!" The enthusiasm with which she said that removed any possible sense of rejection, and Jim replied, "I'll look forward to that!"
After Jim hurriedly dressed, ate and left – it really was late. Susan bustled around doing various housekeeping tasks, but she would have had a difficult time listing exactly what she had done. Her mind was in a jumble, thoughts straying all over the place, as she tried to gather her courage and go over to Jean's. She wanted, very badly, to see her and have the initial encounter over with, but she still was embarrassed and just a little apprehensive over what might come from the meeting. She admitted to herself, with difficulty, that she was intrigued by the possibility of a new and very different relationship, conceivably even a sexual one. But, at the same time, that censor in her mind insisted that even such thoughts were wrong and the acts themselves, obscene. Still, the memory of Jean's fingers caressing her bottom and the subsequent close embrace, overrode the censor, and finally, goaded her into action. She took a quick shower, put on her panties and a fleece sweat suit and crossed her own personal Rubicon. She opened Jean's door, called out, "Anyone home?"
Upstairs, Jean had been going through the same process of soul-searching and was worried that she had really offended Susan by the spanking or by misreading her reactions the night before. It was with tremendous relief that she heard Susan's voice, but it was still with a strange combination of anticipation and trepidation that she replied, "Up here, honey, in the study." When Susan came into the room, Jean was just getting up from behind the desk where for the last hour, she had done nothing but stare at a computer monitor as she futilely tried to work. As might be expected, the two women were awkward with each other at first, not knowing just how to react.
Then Jean came forward, put her arms around Susan and simply asked, "How are you, dear?"
Susan leaned back and looked up with a rueful smile and replied, "Most of me is fine, but one part is still red and sore." Jean's face, which had worn a hopeful expression began to crumple as all her guilty feelings and she almost began to cry as she said, "Oh, honey, I'm so sorry! I never meant to hurt you. Please forgive me, I....."
Susan cut her off. "Don't be silly! I have nothing to forgive. You said that someone should take me over their knee and blister my...my...ass, and you were right! I can't believe that I'm saying this, but it needed to be done to bring me back to my senses, and I'm glad it was you that did it!" Susan couldn't believe she was saying those things – she certainty had never used the word "ass" before – but the words poured out spontaneously as she saw Jean's face, and, as she said it, she knew it was the truth. It was a relief to admit out loud how wrong she had been and to accept the punishment she had deserved.
Jean hugged her tightly for a long moment, her face wearing a delighted and loving, smile as she said, "You can't believe how good that makes me feel, dear. Now, let's go in and look at that pretty ass of yours and see if we can make it feel better." With a final hug, she turned Susan toward the bedroom, saying, "Take your clothes off while I get the lotion."
The day before, Susan would have been, at the least, startled by such an instruction, but now she submissively pulled off her sweat pants and panties, and, rather than stopping there, she also removed her shirt and stood there naked. When Jean came out, she was presented with the erotic sight of her friend lying face down on the bed, red bottom nicely displayed above slightly spread legs. She stopped still for a moment, enthralled and aroused, by the sight. She moved to the bed without saying anything, sat down beside Susan and poured a small amount of the lotion on her hips. "Oh, that feels good," Susan said, and then, "I can't believe my...my ass is still hot from being spanked yesterday." As might be expected she was still hesitant about using the word "ass," but that was coming easier with repetition and, to her great surprise, saying it to Jean began to give her a little thrill. Even more surprising she began to get pleasure, even excitement, from talking about being spanked. She wasn't even aware of it herself, but being thoroughly dominated and soundly spanked to the point of submission by Jean, temporarily had freed her from that mental censor. With Jean in complete control, Susan could not be blamed, even by herself, for anything that happened. Therefore she could lie on the bed completely exposed, and wait for events to take their course – or, better, for Jean to decide how far to go in what, obviously, was a sexual situation.
For Jean, the psychological situation was exactly the opposite. As she had said of Don, she was not a sadist and certainty did not enjoy hurting Susan. However, as she looked down at the compliant body of her friend, she undeniably had a pleasant and exciting feeling of power, of being in control. As she spread the lotion on Susan's hips, she marveled again, on the silkiness of the skin and the firm resiliency of the perfect mounds. As she ran her hands over that skin, she really began to be aroused and she let her fingers go between the cheeks to, again, stroke across the anal opening and then, quickly, down over the cunt lips. Susan quivered and said, "That feels funny!"
"Do you like it?"
"I...I guess so, but....It feels nice, but...isn't it going too fat'?'
Jean continued fondling Susan's bottom and lightly stroking her cunt as she said, "Just relax, honey. If it feels good to you and I like doing it how can it be going too far? Even if spanking you last night was right, I still want make up for hurting you. Now, you relax or I'll spank you again."
Despite the warning, Susan's internal censor tried one more time. "I don't know, Jean. No one but Jim has ever touched me there before and, I guess I'm....I'm afraid, I guess. Oh, I don't know, maybe we had better stop."
At that, Jean raised her hand and gave her several light but stinging swats, and said, "Now, if you really want me to stop, just got up and get dressed. Otherwise, quit worrying and just let yourself go!"
Faced with a choice of listening to an over-active conscience or doing what she really wanted, Susan finally just gave up the internal battle. "Yes, mistresses," Susan murmured with a timid smile, "do what you want." Coming from a woman who had exploded when her husband had lightly spanked her, this reaction seemed totally uncharacteristic but it illustrated the relationship between Jean and Susan in this new area of sex play. She just lay there docilely and waited for whatever would happen.
As Susan surrendered, the rigidity left her body and, as Jean felt the change, she was thrilled to realize that she really was in control and that the sexual desires she had felt the previous night could be fulfilled. "This is wonderful. She wants it too, even if she can't say it. Oh, her ass feels wonderful and is so pretty. I wonder if I dare..." At that, she put a hand over each cheek and, before she lost her nerve, pulled them apart and looked directly at Susan's asshole. Susan, feeling the cheeks being spread, involuntarily clenched her muscles in an instinctive effort to hide that very private part of her anatomy, but, almost immediately, she relaxed spread her legs wider, and permitted Jean free access to do as she wished.
Buoyed and excited by this second surrender, Jean let her fingers lightly stroked the hair on Susan's cunt lips, dipping into the furrow between occasionally, and drawing back over the anus. With each pass, her finger, moistened by the lubrication of the cunt paused and gently probed the hole. Finally, the sphincter gave way and Jeans finger went into Susan's bottom up to the first knuckle. As it did so, Susan winced and gasped a little, and Jean quickly pulled out md asked, "Did that hurt, honey?"



"No, I was just startled. It didn't hurt. Oh, Jean, it all feels so good. I can't believe it. I've never done anything like this before, but....I do like it."
That was all Jean needed. She slid her finger down between the lips and directly entered the cunt. With her finger coated with moisture, she pulled out and placed it directly over the anal opening and slid it in, this time to the second knuckle. As she began moving the finger in md out, she thought, "My God, I have my finger in her asshole and I'm finger-fucking her. I can't believe it. She's moving with me....oh, wow, look at her hips move! God, this is exciting." Her thoughts continued in the same vein as she became more and more excited. She was grinding her own thighs together as she masturbated Susan, so roused that she approached orgasm just from playing with the other woman.
For Susan, the experience she was undergoing was just inconceivable to her. Jean's finger working inside her, first her cunt md now her bottom, delighted and horrified her at the same time. Nonetheless, as her passion grew, all thoughts of right and wrong disappeared. Once again her mind was a hopeless jumble of inchoate thoughts as her body responded to its manipulation. "Oh my heavens, she's touching my...my ass and it feels so good. How can I let this happen? But, I just can't help it, it feels so good. Oh....good heavens, her finger is in my cunt...oh God, I can't believe it! Ooh, that feels good when she runs her finger from my cunt to my ass....Oh, she pushed in on my bottom hole...Ooh, that felt funny! I love her dragging her finger from my cunt to my ass and playing back there! Ooh, good God, her fingertip went into my ass and I couldn't help pulling away." At that point Jean asked if her finger had hurt and Susan's thoughts were interrupted as she made the reassuring reply. "No I was just startled" and indicated that it felt good. Susan could hardly believe she had said what she had, practically inviting Jean to do it again. Of course, Jean accepted that invitation and the finger-fucking began. At that, Susan's thought processes ended and she could only react. "Oh my God her finger is all the way up my ass and it feels like she's screwing me! Ohh, ooh, ooh......."
Jean was excited by what she was doing, of course, but she was fascinated by the actions of Susan. Her hips were raising md falling in rhythm with Jean's finger, a very erotic undulating motion that forced the finger in deeper as she pushed up and further out as she pulled away. Jean moved her other hand to between Susan's spread legs and slowly inserted one of its fingers into her cunt, and began a matching finger-fucking the almost sent Susan over the edge. To Jean's surprise, as the two fingers went into their respective holes, she could feel them rubbing against one another through the thin membrane separating the two channels into Susan's body. It was m indescribable feeling.
As Jean's manipulation continued the two women went into a state of sexual frenzy. Susan's undulations were more pronounced, her were muscles tense, and she was panting and gasping for breath. Her only sounds were groans and moans of pleasure as she approached orgasm. She had no thoughts, only reaction to the waves of sensation coursing through her body. Jean's mind was also empty of coherent thought. Her thighs were tightly squeezed together, tightening and loosening as she unconsciously worked herself toward climax as she continued fingering Susan. Her eyes were riveted to Susan's hips as she now automatically matched her finger-fucking to the rhythm to their movement. Suddenly, Susan arched her bottom up, held it rigid against Jean's impaling fingers for a long moment and collapsed on the bed, sated and exhausted. Almost immediately, with one final squeeze of her thighs, Jean brought herself off to a somewhat tamer orgasm, and slumped across Susan's nude back.
Susan lay there, face buried in the pillow, face flushed from exertion and, now, embarrassment. She couldn't bring herself to say anything or even to look up. That another woman, even Jean, could have played with her body, aroused her and actually have seen her have an orgasm was just more than she could accept at the moment. Concerned after a few moments of watching her lying quietly, Jean whispered, "Are you all right, honey?"
"I'm fine dear. I just feel funny. I've never done anything like this before and I just feel funny about it."
"Well, I've certainly never done anything like that before either, but I liked it very much. I loved playing with you and making you feel good." Jean rose up off of Susan's back and ran her hand lightly over her bottom. "You have a lovely body."
Susan finally was able to look up, and then turned over and said, shyly, "Thank you, dear. I loved what you did, and I'm glad that it was you that did it to me. I can't believe that you had your finger in my cunt and my...my ass at the same time! I didn't even know that a finger would go in back there and I certainly thought that it would hurt if it did. But, it didn't hurt at all. It still felt different! Not like in my cunt."
"Well, Don has done it to me a few times and I liked it. And I assure you that he's put a bigger thing than a finger into my ass, honey. That that feels good too if you are really worked up and hot."
"Oh my heavens, Jean! You don't mean Don has screwed you there? That's awful!"
"Susan, honey, it is not awful. It feels good, it's very intimate and...how can I say this? You know how I said I feel after he has spanked me? Small and weak, like a clinging vine, but also very submissive, willing to do whatever he wants. Well, ass-fucking gives me somewhat the same feeling. I'm turned upside down with my ass in the air in what is normally a very humiliating position, exposed and vulnerable. I'm ready to be taken and used and, as he enters me, I really feel like I belong to him. Women's lib wouldn't like it, and I'll admit that the idea of being like a slave girl doesn't appeal to me in normal situations, but that feeling of submitting sexually is very satisfying in the right circumstances. Also, I think man really enjoys having a woman in her ass. He knows that when she submits herself to him that way that she is really giving herself much more, even than being fucked in the cunt or sucking his cock."
"Oh, Jean – do you do that too? Take it in your mouth? I simply can't picture doing such a thing. I'm sure I would be sick just putting it in my mouth. It's disgusting!"
"I guess I'm saying too much, but you really have a lot of hang-ups. Cocksucking and ass fucking are both enjoyable with the right person in the right circumstances. And even if you don't get much real enjoyment from the act itself, sometimes, it's a very small sacrifice to give real pleasure to the other person. That's a real pleasure in itself and it makes you feel closer to that person when you give like that. I'm not big on philosophizing about things like that, but I certainly get pleasure out of making Don feel good and I know he does things to me because I like them even if they don't arouse him. Look, dear, I'm not saying that you have to loosen up and do things that you don't like. But, if you do loosen up, you might fad out that some of these things are pretty nice – again in the right circumstances."
"I suppose you're right, but I just can't bring myself to even think of things like that. They seem perverted to me." Susan suddenly got a stunned expression on her face, paused for a moment, then blurted out, "But, I guess lying here naked with another woman who just played with my cunt and ass is a little perverted, isn't it? The last two days have been one shock after another for me, and I just don't know what to believe right now. What you said about giving sounds right, and I certainly know what you mean about a feeling of submission after you spanked me last night. My mind's just too confused right now." She hesitated again, then, "Regardless of all that, dear, I know that I liked what you did to me, perverted or not. Maybe we can talk about all this other stuff later. I really need to think about a lot of things. Just telling you about my problem last night, and just being with you, helped me put it in perspective and see things more clearly. So, I'll listen to anything you say with an open mind – or as open as my mind can be. I know I'm a little prudish about a lot of things. Now, would you like me to....to rub some lotion on your bottom?"
"If you want to, I'd love it." Jean raised up, leaned down and lightly kissed one of Susan's nipples and got to her feet. She took off her blouse and pants, stood there in her bra and panties, and hesitated. "Now I'm the one being silly. You've seen me undressed hundreds of times, but I feel funny stripping in front of you now. Silly!" With that, she quickly removed the bra, slid the panties off and stood naked as if for inspection. Susan had enjoyed seeing Jean's nude body before, but, somehow, it was different when Jean was undressing for her. It was even more arousing and she also felt freer to slowly run her eyes over the charms displayed for her. Jean's body was not as good as Susan's, but it still was very attractive. She was tall, but everything was in proportion. Her breasts were large and heavy with a small, inevitable amount of sag, the nipples also large and, now, completely erect. Her waist was relatively slim and her stomach slightly rounded with a luxuriant growth of auburn pubic hair at its base. Her legs were long, again, in proportion to her height, and if her thighs were a bit heavy, they were ﬁrm and smooth. Almost as if in deﬁance of her own unexpected shyness, she turned around slowly, giving Susan the chance to study the rest of her lovely anatomy. From the rear, Jean's body was shaped like large, ﬂesh-colored cello. Her wide shoulders matched the width of her hips which ﬂared over her narrow waist into a round, slightly elongated bottom. Susan's eyes focused on the hips as she realized that shortly she would be fondling and caressing them. A wave of excitement went through her and she felt an anticipatory tingle in her cunt.
Suddenly, the shyness took over again as Jean turned to face Susan. Her face ﬂushed as she said, "What's wrong with me. God knows I've never been bashful about showing off my body, yet I'm blushing like a school girl. Gods, let me hide my face!" With that, she threw herself face down on the bed and buried her face in the pillow. Susan still couldn't take her eyes off Jean's hips as she, maintaining the pretense, poured the soothing lotion into her hand. Jean's bottom no longer was hot, or even very red, from Don's relatively mild spanking of yesterday, but the pretense was important psychologically to Susan. She still did not want to admit, even to herself, that she was just preparing to work on Jean for purely sexual reasons.
Even that rationale was not enough at ﬁrst and she hesitated with her hands poised in the air. Finally, she nerved herself up and placed her hands on the two large mounds and began the extremely pleasurable, if frightening, feeling and sexual fondling of another woman. She gently squeezed and stroked the cheeks for a few minutes, gradually moving closer to the crease between them. At last, she let her ﬁngers draw between the cheeks, starting at the bottom and working up across, and pausing at, the anal opening. Then she did as she remembered Jean doing, grasping the cheeks with her hands and pulling them wide apart. She leaned forward, and for the ﬁrst time saw the very intimate opening that she would be penetrating. Jean had anticipated, and looked forward to, that exposure, but even so, she involuntarily clenched her muscles in a futile attempt to hide herself just as Susan had done. Immediately, however, she countermanded those involuntary actions and not only did she deliberately relaxed those muscles, she spread her legs wide to permit full access to everything. So, the stage was set for Susan to do something that she had never conceived of – sexually excite another woman to orgasm. It was one thing to lie docilely while she, herself was handled and aroused by someone else; the whole matter was out of her control. It was something else to take an active part, to do the manipulation. There was no way to rationalize it, however. She wanted to feel Jean, even – and she could hardly bring herself think the words that Jean had used – ﬁnger-fuck her cunt and ass. Just thinking those thoughts was almost too much for Susan, and she pulled away for a moment. Then, taking her courage in her hand, she began what they both wanted so much.
She bent forward and looked directly at Jean's cunt. Susan's cunt was covered with silky, somewhat sparse hair, permitting the cunt lips to show through clearly. Jean's, on the other hand, was thickly covered by somewhat coarser hair that concealed the entire area when she was not aroused. Now, however, the hair- covered lips were gaping open, with the inter-lips a deep red with excitement. Her clit was much larger than Susan's, and was fully erect, providing a focal point at the top of her cunt. Behind that, but closer to Susan because of Jane's face-down position, was a dark, nickel-sized hole. Susan's ran the ﬁngers of her right hand down over the lips, lightly tickled the clit, and dragged them back toward the hips. She did that several times and, then, permitted them to delve into the valley as she pulled them into the division between the cheeks of Jean's bottom. As Jean had done earlier, she continued that process, wetting the puckered anal opening while pressing inward slightly. Finally, gathering her courage while getting more and more excited, herself, she deliberately sank one ﬁnger and then two into the cunt opening. She had, of course, felt her own cunt and even, on occasion, put a ﬁnger inside, but she was not prepared for the warm, wet and very slippery feeling of Jean's aroused cunt. To her surprise, the feeling was quite pleasant, not in the least repellant as she had feared and she blurted out, "Oh, that feels nice!" Jane, so wrapped up in her own sensations, probably did not hear; at least she didn't reply.
Susan pulled the ﬁngers out and, again, transferred the lubrication to the rear opening. She repeated the process several times and, unable to put off the next scary step, ﬁnally placed her ﬁnger between the cheeks at the sphincter, and, holding her breath, pushed inward. To her surprise, the ﬁnger tip slid in very easily with the sphincter providing a rubbery ring around it. Emboldened, she slowly moved the finger in deeper, then back out, and then, all the way past the second knuckle. As might be expected, her thought processes were a wild mixture of excitement and fear, not knowing exactly what to do or what the consequences would be. As with the fingering of Jean's cunt, the entering of her ass was not what she expected – although she would have been hard press to say what she did expect. After moving her finger in and out several times, she thought, "Oh this feels funny. I'm doing what she said she did to me. I'm ﬁnger-fucking her ass. Oh, what words and what a thing to say. Now to do her cunt at the same time if I can." With that, she moved her left hand down between Jean's legs, brieﬂy stroked the lips, and, then, inserted her index ﬁnger as far as it would go, and began the ﬁnger-fuck. She was absolutely amazed when she realized that her two ﬁngers were only separated by a thin, slippery membrane, and she proceeded to explore inside Jean's two openings as far as she could reach. At ﬁrst her motions were tentative, instinctively fearful of hurting those tender areas, but, as Jean began moving her hips up and down, she felt into an increasingly vigorous rhythm. In and out, in and out, usually entering and withdrawing at the same time, but, occasional, sawing one in and the other out as a variation.
Finally, Jean's motions became stronger, pushing hard against the fucking fingers. Her hips surged up and down and her legs pulled together, gripping Susan's hand tightly as the ﬁngers continued their rhythmic penetrations. Suddenly, with a panting, gasping cry, she reached orgasm. Susan held her ﬁngers in rigidly pushing hard as Jean heaved up one last time. After that final strong surge, Jean collapsed forward with an exhausted sigh. Susan wiggled her ﬁngers inside Jean one last time and, then, slowly removed them, still in a high state of excitement herself. Unlike Jean, she had never developed the technique of masturbating by rhythmically squeezing her thighs, so she had not dissipated the buildup of sexual arousal engendered by feeling and playing with Jean. As she pulled her finger from Jean's cunt, she was startled by how wet the ﬁnger was, and, in fact, she found that her entire hand was drenched. Without conscious intention, but driven by her own need, she put the hand coated with Jean's lubrication between her own legs, inserted a finger into her own cunt, and masturbated herself to a short, but relieving, orgasm. With that, she fell back beside Jean and they lay quietly together, a little shy with each other after sharing a sexual intimacy neither had ever envisioned.
After several minutes, Jean rolled over on her back and leaned over Susan, and said, "Well, that certainly was an exciting experience. For someone who's never done anything like that before, you really knew what to do to me. Are you sure you're not a lesbian?"
Susan's face took on an expression of absolute horror. "Jean! I never even touched a woman before! I never even thought of doing it! How could you ever think of such a thing? I...."
"Calm down, honey! I'm kidding. I know you hadn't done anything like this before. You know I haven't either, but I think we both enjoyed it tremendously. I know did, and, from your reaction, I'm sure you did too."
"I'm sorry, dear. I guess I'm a little edgy. I still can't believe it....and it is lesbianism isn't it?"
"Honey, I know that I'm not a lesbian and I'm sure you're not. Lesbians make love like we did, but Don and I do too. I loved you playing with me, but I would prefer a cock in my cunt, or my ass for that matter, to a finger. We're both heterosexual....well maybe, after this afternoon, bi-sexual, at least with each other. I don't know, but I really don't care! I think you are absolutely lovely and seeing and feeling you is more exciting than I would have thought possible. If you want to keep it up, I would be delighted and I don't care what anyone else would call it. However, if you have qualms about it, we can stop now. I certainly don't want you to feel pressured into doing anything you are not comfortable with. Maybe we should let it go for now and let you think about it."
"Oh, Jean, dear, I don't need to think about it. Of course I want to be with you and do this again. It's just me. I've always been this way....repressed about sex. Jim's had to lead me through each step for I'm always afraid of anything new or different. Everything new always seems perverted or obscene or just something that not done. I don't know why I'm this way. Anyway, being spanked last night and having you make love to me probably saved my mind and maybe my marriage. This afternoon has been wonderful and I'm not going to let silly, probably prudish, ideas and words get in the way!" She paused for a second, but before Jean could reply, she asked, "Could I ask you a. sort of personal or embarrassing question before I go?"
"Honey, after what we've just done to each other, how could a question be too personal or be too embarrassing to ask?"
"Ok, I suppose you're right." Nonetheless, her face ﬂushed and she shyly looked away. "Usually you are very correct and proper when we are talking, never using swear or vulgar words. Yet, last night and today...well, you know!"




"I'm sorry if I shocked or offended you, dear. When I'm engaged in sex I sort of forget myself. Don and I discovered a long time ago that it is sexy and fun, when we're excited, to use words we wouldn't use with anyone else or at any other time. I guess I just do it automatically now. Does it really bother you?"
"No, it really doesn't – which surprises me. I was shocked at ﬁrst when you referred to my...my ass. See, I have a hard time saying it even now. But, after I got over the shock, I liked hearing you and I even have begun to like saying them myself! I never in my life said "ass" like that, and I don't think I could say the others, even now. But it's fun and sort of exciting to hear you!"
"You are sweet and cute, honey! You like for me to talk about your "ass", and even your "asshole."
Susan giggled, "Uh Huh!"
"What about finger-fucking you or just "fucking?"
"Oh, Jean, stop it. You're embarrassing me. I feel so foolish. But I still couldn't say them myself."
"I'll bet you could if I spanked you until you did!"
"Don't you dare! Besides, I have to go. Jim will be coming home soon, and I'd better get something done."
"O.K., but we'll see next time if we can extend your vocabulary! Another spanking might be just what you need!"
Susan giggled again, obviously not frightened or put off by the threat. "I'm getting out of here before it's too late. At that she got up, pulled on her panties and pants and reached for her top. Jean also got up and as Susan put the shirt over her head, Jean reached over, cupped her right breast and kissed the nipple. Susan felt a surge of affection go through her and, after pulling the top down, she put her arms around Jean and gave her a hard, very loving kiss on the lips. "It was lovely, honey! You're wonderful. Don't come down, now. I'll let myself out."
The next week was wonderful for Susan. Everything seemed brighter and more cheerful. It was if the weight of the world was off her shoulders and, suddenly the future was no longer foreboding. Obviously, the pregnancy problem wouldn't go away -- spanking and sex can't solve everything. However, as she had said to Jean, Susan was able to put it in prospective for the ﬁrst time. After considerable serious thought and introspection, she came to realize that her almost pathological compulsion to have children came, in large part, from her family background and family pressure. That compulsion was now gone, as was the "witch" Susan, thank heaven. She still wanted children, but was not driven by the desire, and the idea of adoption as a last resort no longer seemed unacceptable. The idea of artiﬁcial insemination, however, still was repulsive to her. As she said, "The idea of a complete stranger's semen being used to make me pregnant is almost sickening. Some women may ﬁnd it acceptable so they can actually have a baby, but I can't even think about it"
Other people found the new, i.e. old, Susan to be charming again. Don asked Jean, "What on earth happened to Susan. I met her outside, and she was cheerful! That's the first time in months that she's been anything but miserable. Do you know what cured her?" Jean just laughed and said, "No, but I've noticed it too," while smiling to herself about her role in the resurrection. Don's antennae quivered slightly at the falsehood – he could always tell when she was lying – but he shook off the suspicion as being silly. What could Jean have to hide?
The two women had no occasion to see each other during the week except for casual meetings, but, needless to say, they thought about each other and the entire situation many times. Oddly enough, by the time Friday evening came, both were feeling awkward again, not knowing quite what to expect and, each, wondering what the other was thinking after a week to cool off. About 7:30, Susan was in the bathroom after showering, doing her ﬁnal primping before going over to Jean's. She put on her robe (without panties), did the usual things, e.g. combed her hair, put on lipstick, applied perfume, etc., but, as she ﬁnished, she did something she had never considered doing on "movie night" with Jean. Feeling very daring, and not permitting herself to think of the implications (but blushing, nonetheless), she carefully applied perfume to her nipples and her cunt hair. That done, she closed her robe and, with considerable trepidation, went across to Jean's.
For the ﬁrst time, Jean was a little uncomfortable with the idea of being naked, not knowing how Susan was feeling and not wanting to seem to be too eager, herself. Therefore, when Susan came in she was already dressed in her robe, which made Susan afraid that Jean didn't want anything to happen. Thus, both danced around the issue and, somewhat awkwardly agreed to finish the movie they had started the previous week. A mind reader would have been amused by their thoughts, both disappointed and fearful that nothing would happen, both afraid to broach the subject but hoping the other would, and neither paying attention to the movie. After a wasted hour during which the movie ran through to its end, Jean ﬁnally gathered her nerve and asked, "Do you want to put in another DVD, or...do you want to do something else?" Susan never would have taken the initiative, but Jean's hesitation and her obvious meaning, were enough for her to say, "I'd love to do something else if you want to, honey." With that, Jean leaned across and lightly kissed Susan's lips and slid her hand inside her robe onto her breast and whispered, "This is the kind of 'else' 1 would like." With an audible sigh, Susan whispered back, "Me, too."
Shortly afterwards, they were lying side-by-side, nude, lightly caressing each other. Susan was nestled against Jean's breast, and suddenly giggled. "What caused that?" asked, Jean, startled out of her rather erotic thoughts. Susan giggled again. "We both put perfume on our breasts! Aren't we brazen?" Then Jean laughed and they hugged each other. That shared admission, more than anything else; ﬁnally eliminated any question from either of their mind that the sexual desire was mutual. That issue never arose again, and the awkwardness was gone for good.
For some time, they just continued fondling and feeling each other, and then, Jean ran her hand down to Susan's cunt. After ruffling her cunt hair for a moment, her fingers delved between her legs, into the cunt, itself. She caressed the clit and the surrounding area, slowly working downward until her index ﬁnger found the cunthole and entered. Stroking the clit with her thumb, she began moving her ﬁnger in and out of the hole, causing Susan to spread her legs and start a slow, rhythmic motion. As her motion became more pronounced, indicating mounting excitement, Jean asked her, rather archly, "What am I doing to you?"
"Oh, honey, what do you mean? You're playing with my cunt."
"That's right, but what is my ﬁnger doing to you?"
"Why, it's going in and out? Oh, I know, it's screwing me!"
"But that's not the word to use. What is it doing?"
"I don't know what you mean, hon....oh, honey, I can't say that! Please don't ask me to say that."
"Come on, you know the word and I said I was going to expand your vocabulary. Come on, what is my ﬁnger doing?"
"No, I won't do it. I just can't."
"I told you, you'll say it or I'll spank you till you do!"
"Don't you dare!"
At that, they started a, more or less, mock struggle, both laughing as they struggled. Inevitably, Susan ended up over Jean's knee, as she threatened, "Say what my ﬁnger is doing to you or your ass is going to be sore."
"Never. You leave my ass alone, you bully!"
"Ok, if that's what you want." With that, Jean's hand began a steady slapping at Susan's bottom. The slaps weren't hard, but the cumulative effect was to turn the cheeks to a bright pink which soon became quite red. All this time, both women were laughing as Jean repeated her ultimatum and Susan rejected it. The words became repetitious, "Say it! I won't say it! Say it!" "I won't, you can't make me!" "Yes I can, say it!" "No! I won't!" "Yes!" "No!" "Yes!" "No!" Gradually, even these few words ended as both women became still more stubborn, Jean determined to win, Susan determined to hold out.
Unfortunately, the friendly struggle really became a contest of wills, but Susan had a major handicap – her bottom was already sore from the previous spanking and even moderate slaps were painful. Inevitably, she was forced to surrender and say said what she had known she would say. "All right, damn it, your ﬁnger is fucking me. You're fucking my cunt with your ﬁnger!" Oddly enough, while she actually enjoyed being forced to say that, she still felt some humiliation at being dominated and having to say something against her will. "Please let me up now."
Jean helped her up, remorseful, once again at being carried away. "I'm sorry, dear! I guess I went too far. You know I was just kidding, but I'm afraid I'm just too competitive and, we're both too stubborn. I was like that playing basketball with friends. I got wrapped up in the struggle and forgot it was just in fun. Does it hurt too much?'
"Oh, I'm ok. I think my pride is more hurt than my...my ass! There, I can say things! I'm just too stubborn for my own good, particularly if someone tells me I have to do
something – even if it's something I want to do. I know it's stupid, but I've always been that way. In any case, after two spankings, I give up. Even I am not that stubborn!" Then, with a sort of self-deprecating smile, "Ok, mistress, what do you want me to do now?"
Jean hugged her and said, "You're silly, but, if I'm your mistress, lie down do I can play with my slave." With that, Susan stretched out on the bed let herself be fondled and caressed to orgasm, her hips lifting six inches off the bed as she surged against Jean's ﬁrm hand at the climax.
"Now, would my mistress like to have her slave ﬁnger-fuck her," Susan asked, blushing deeply as the forbidden word came voluntarily from her lips.
"I would love to have my slave ﬁnger-fuck me!"
Jean lay back as Susan fondled her breasts, kissing and lightly sucking the nipples, while her hand began touching and stroking her cunt hair, clitoris and, ﬁnally, began probing the opening. She barely touched the area around the clit, moving in small circles, with an occasional ﬂicking of the clit, itself. Every now and then, she would run her ﬁngers between the cunt lips, slipping one ﬁnger inside and wiggling it. Then, as Jean began her customary up and down and rotating motion that precedes orgasm, she pressed hard on the clit with her palm while digging the ﬁnger in and pulling ﬁrmly. Jean erupted as violently as Susan had, thrashing up and down, and ﬁnishing with a surge that pushed Susan's hand back. "Wow," she gasped, "I didn't think I would come that hard! I must have broken your hand!" As Susan pulled away and lay back, Jean leaned over and kissed her, and said, "My slave does wonderful work. I think I'll keep her!"
"Thank you, mistress. Can I do anything else for you?"
"No, dear. It's almost 10:30, and Don wanted to go to bed early, even if it is Friday. That's a long trip he has tomorrow. We'd better get dressed before he decides to come up and finds us naked! Can you come over and stay with me tomorrow night?" Jean hated to stay alone in that big house, and Susan had spent the night on a number of occasions when Don was out of town. In the past, these nights had been very enjoyable for both of them, for they could lie in bed and indulge themselves with movies. First they would watch a DVD or taped movie and follow it with the late TV movie or another tape. After all this, they would be bleary-eyed and go to sleep, chastely lying apart in the big, king-sized bed. As Susan and Jean planned to sleep together the next night, however, neither was thinking of movies – or, for that matter, anything chaste. They both were looking forward to a gay, enjoyable night as they went downstairs and said goodnight with a kiss that, if it wasn't particularly passionate, certainly was affectionate and prolonged.
Don usually had a meeting Friday nights, meetings that frequently lasted past the end of "movie time," and past the time when Susan would have gone home. On nights when the meeting was shorter, Don would come home and go down into the basement where he had installed an exercise room. An ex-athlete (a 6' 4" basketball forward), he liked to stay in shape, something difﬁcult in a job that meant hours behind a desk or at a conference table. So, he loved to relax, after a long day at the ofﬁce, with physical exertion from lilting weights or using exercise equipment that rivaled a well-appointed gym. After a vigorous workout, he would shower, put on a robe and, pleasantly tired, sit comfortably in a recliner and read until Jean opened the basement door and called down, "Movie's over." 0n this particular night, however, he was impatient to get to bed, and he went up to the ﬁrst ﬂoor, intending to call up to Jean and remind her of his early departure. However, as he started to walk into the hallway leading to the stairs, he saw the two women embracing and sharing a lingering kiss that was certainly more than a simple, "Good night." He stepped back until Jean shut the door behind Susan, and then came into the hallway.
Hearing him, Jean turned quickly, looking somewhat startled and furtive, and said, "Oh, hi, dear. I was just going to call you." Then, "Did you just come up, or have you been waiting?"
"I just came up to see if you were ﬁnished. Did you just say good night to Susan?"
With rather palpable relief, Jean replied, "Yes, she just left. We just ﬁnished the movie we had started and she left."
Once again, Don's antennae vibrated. He didn't know what was happening, but what seemed like evasiveness and uneasiness on Jean's part, combined with the kiss he had seen, made him certain that something was going on. However, he decided not to pursuit it then, but he certainly intended to keep his eyes open.
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The following evening, Susan, wearing her nightgown under her robe, arrived to, as she said, "baby sit" with Jean. Both women had looked with great anticipation to being together for the night, but still were a bit apprehensive in what was a new situation. Still, the idea of "sleeping together" as opposed to merely sleeping in the same bed, had stimulated them all day. Susan had even gone so far as to wear a very revealing shorty nightgown that she had sworn that she could never wear in front of anyone but Jim. Great minds obviously ran in the same channels, for Jean was similarly, if, oddly enough, somewhat more modesty attired. When Susan removed her robe, Jean gasped, "You're beautiful!" Those words could not have been better selected, and Susan beamed and, very daringly, pirouetted rapidly to show the entire gown. The skirt ﬂared up in a circle, revealing minuscule panties that did more to focus attention than to conceal, causing Jean to gasp again. "I didn't think I would ever get hot looking at another woman, honey, but you are just too much! I'm surprised that Jim will let you spend a night away from him! You are lovely and sexy."
"Actually, Jim is so immersed in work right now that I could walk naked in front of him and he wouldn't notice me. He spends all week making up lectures for his new courses, grading exams and reading papers. Then he has to spend most of the weekend concentrating on researching and writing his dissertation. It's really too much for him, trying to do both at the same time. He's actually looking forward to the National Guard encampment in July to get away from academic work. In any case, he reserves Friday night, after movies, for us, leaving the other six days for work. Anyhow, I'm glad you like the way I look. It's funny, I look in the mirror and, to be honest, I like what I see and I think other people would also, but I just can't believe that someone would be turned on by me because I just don't think of me as sexy." '
"Well I'll tell you, honey, seeing you does tum me on, and if Don were here, he definitely would have a hardon!"
"A hardon? What on earth is that?"
"Oh, that's one of those dumb words men use to say that their cock is hard. Seeing you in the sheer nightgown with those transparent panties would make him hard as a rock!"
Susan blushed and stammered, "You...you mean that Don would be that excited from seeing me like this? That makes me feel sort of peculiar, ﬂattered I guess. Would it make you feel funny if he did get hard if he saw me?"
"Jealous, you mean? Of course not! Frankly, any man who wouldn't react to you has something wrong with him, and I certainly wouldn't want a husband who wasn't attracted by a beautiful woman who was almost nude! I assure you that Don would not only get hard, he would want to do something about it!"
"You stop that now! You're going to get me hot! In any case, nobody has ever seen me like this but Jim and you, and I intend to keep it that way. Even the thought of people seeing me undressed embarrasses me, a holdover from my mother and family, I suppose. From the time I was a little girl, it was drummed into me that my body always should be concealed. I've always worn longer skirts than most women, fuller blouses to hide my breasts, thick bras so my nipples won't show through -- things like that. They always stressed keeping my knees locked together, feet on the ﬂoor and, heaven help me if a thigh or hose top showed. I know all this stuff is conditioning, but it worked! I'm just not comfortable unless everything is hidden, even if, on occasion, I'm tempted to wear something more daring or revealing."
"It's amazing how childhood training carries over and the inhibitions parents create are hard to break. Haven't you ever shown anything?"
"Only one time, to my knowledge, and it happened, completely by accident, with Jim. It was in that class where I ﬁrst met him. My jacket fell on the back of my chair, and I had to reach around and down to get it. Evidently, as I strained to reach it, my legs spread wide enough for him to see right to my panties! He told me about it long afterwards when we were going together and I was horribly embarrassed about it even then. Look, I'm blushing even now! I just can't even think of exposing myself without being embarrassed! Incidentally," Susan giggled, "he had a tremendous erection after seeing me and had to hide it behind the lectern! I don't know what I would have done if I had known then that he had seen up me or the effect it had on him!"
"Susan, honey, are you telling me that in your entire adult life that is the only time anyone has seen up your skirt."
"Sure. Of course, I didn't know about Jim seeing until much later, so it's quite possible that something similar happened some other time, but, if so, I don't know about it. I'm very careful, because of my background and the fact that I would be positively humiliated if I knew that even my hose tops and supporters had been seen. Of course, pantyhose eliminates that problem even if I don't like to wear them."
"That is completely unbelievable. In the ﬁrst place, everyone falls down, has the wind blow their skirt up, gets out of the car awkwardly -- or something!"
"Oh, Jean, I know that I'm more careful than most women because I have such a horror of being embarrassed, probably excessively so, I'll admit, but surely other women have the same fears and avoid those accidents!
"Susan, I can't believe that any woman who wears regular skirts hasn't been embarrassed by having her skirt up to her neck, ﬁguratively speaking, at some time in her life. Also, I'm sure that almost all women, at one time or another, have "accidentally" spread their legs when a man is looking, exposing their panties or even their cunt!" Seeing a stunned look on Susan's face, Jean added, "I don't want to shock you, honey, but I think most women enjoy a little innocent exhibitionism: raising their leg higher than necessary when trying on shoes, ﬁxing a supporter or straightening their hose, not closing the curtain on a dressing room completely. Oh, I don't know, there is any number of ways of 'innocently' exposing yourself with no embarrassment, and, it feels very sexy and no one is hurt. In fact, the man almost certainly will enjoy the view, and the woman gets a nice tingle in her cunt!"
"Oh, my heavens, Jean! I guess I am inhibited and naive. I just can't believe that you could get excitement out of letting someone see up your skirt. I would be so ﬂustered and embarrassed that, rather than be excited, I'd probably faint! Have you actually done that?"
"It seems that all I do these days is shock and upset you. I'm worried that you will think less of me since I'm more of a libertine than you, but, then, I'm afraid most people are. I'm afraid that I've done a number of things that you wouldn't understand or approve of. Since you ask, yes, I have exposed myself many times, and it is fun. I am embarrassed as you would be when a real accident happens, but when I do it intentionally, it does excite me. Just last week, I had ﬁnished taking a shower when I heard the UPS truck coming down the drive. The driver always rings the bell and leaves the package on the front deck, so I put on a short robe, without bothering to tie the sash, and went down to bring it in. Holding my robe partly closed, I opened the door just as the driver, a nice looking young man, started to ring the bell for the second time. He was delivering my new monitor and a signature was required, so he handed me his clip board to sign. I knew that probably he had seen something as the door opened, and that aroused me a bit, so I decided to have some fun with it. Holding my robe with my left elbow, I took the board in my left hand and started to write with my right. As I signed, I deliberately relaxed my elbow pressure and my robe came open, exposing my right side from my breast all the way down. I pretended not to notice as I signed, and innocently pulled it back closed as I handed the board back. Then, I bent down to get the monitor inside and let the robe come completely open and, "embarrassed," I straightened up and closed it hurriedly, clutching it tightly at the neck, "unaware" that the robe ﬂared open down below, giving him a full view of my cunt as he put the monitor inside. The whole thing lasted for only three or four minutes, but I surely was hot afterwards, and I'll bet he thought about it all day!"
Susan had an expression on her face like that of a woman seeing her ﬁrst X-rated movie, shocked and repelled, yet fascinated and aroused. "I...I don't know what to say. Of course, I don't think anything bad about you, but I still can't believe that you could do that. Aside from any question of morality, I would have been absolutely petriﬁed! Weren't you worried that he would try something? Did he actually think it was an accident? How did you have the nerve? Do other women do things like that'? Gods, all I have is questions, and the things I ask don't really matter. The truth is I seem to have a split personality in this. One side, the "moral" side, tells me that what you just described is terrible, even depraved, not something a "nice" person ever would do. The other side is fascinated and excited by your story and, I have to admit that while you were telling it, I was wishing I could have seen the whole thing! Oh, my mind is in a muddle! All I know for sure is that I couldn't do it! I...I don't want you ever to think that I'm criticizing your actions, sexual or otherwise, honey, so I have a confession to make, and I guess this is a good time for it.
"Remember when you were telling me about your beautiful red dress and the party? Well, when I was listening to you I got really hot. I thought about how lovely you must have looked, and then, as you described it, I pictured you lying back on that couch with your boobs out and your skirt up to your waist. I never had done anything like it before, but I even tried to imagine how your cunt would look as he fing...finger-fucked you! I was absolutely enthralled as you described having an orgasm as he ﬁngered you! When you ﬁnished the story, about how Don had watched you and then spanked you, I just didn't know what to say. I'd never heard anything like that before, much less having it happen to a friend. At that point, a combination of my pregnancy problem, moral training and a stupid censor that seems to live in my head, caused the bitch in me to erupt and I said all those vicious things I didn't mean. The truth is, and I've had a hard time admitting it to myself, that I sort of identiﬁed with you and....it's hard to say this even to you, but I envied you a little. I've never done anything even remotely like that -- boy, is that an understatement! Oh, I'm not saying this well, but not only am I sorry about the things I said -- you know that anyway -- but I think what you did was fascinating and I loved hearing about it. I feel very privileged that you cared enough for me to tell me such a personal story. There, I finally said it!"
"Susan, honey, you don't know how happy that makes me feel. I never had told anyone about that night, but, for some reason, I just wanted to tell you. I know all of this is a real shock to you. You've been tightly controlled by your upbringing, a straitlaced set of moral principles, combined with a real shyness. Now, you are coming out of your cocoon -- maybe being dragged out might be a better way of putting it -- and its bound to be traumatic. Certainly it is normal to get a vicarious thrill out of hearing something sexy, and I'll admit that it would have excited me if you had been watching me show off to the UPS man! You need something more than a vicarious thrill, though, so I'll tell you what we are going to do! As soon as it gets warmer, we are going to the mall with you wearing your shortest skirt, hose and garter belt and your briefest panties, and you are going to open your legs like you did in Jim's class and show yourself off!"
"Oh my heavens, Jean. I couldn't possibly do anything like that! I'd die of embarrassment! I don't see anything wrong with you doing it, but I certainly won't."
"Ooh, yes you will, unless you want to be soundly spanked again! I'll spank you and then make you show off your red bottom."
"Please, Jean, don't make me do that. I'd be so ﬂustered and humiliated that I couldn't stand it."
"You've got more nerve, and sexiness, than you know, honey, and you are going to do it! Remember who the mistress is and who the slave girl is here."
Susan's face ﬂushed mid she looked down demurely as she said, simply, "Yes, mistress."
"Speaking of red bottoms, I'm afraid we have a possible problem. You know how Don reacts to me if I lie to him or do something behind his back. Well, I'm almost certain that he saw us kissing as you left last night. I covered it up, I think, and he didn't seem too concerned, so maybe I'm wrong, but I'd like to tell him that we are 'doing things' with each other so he won't be upset later. He's bound to ﬁnd out, anyway, and I'm certain it wouldn't bother him in the least. What do you think, honey?"
Susan's face was the picture of shock, frozen in a horriﬁed expression of non-belief. "Oh, Jean, you can't tell him! I'd die. Oh, my heavens, I can't even think of it!"
"Ok, Susan, calm down! If you're that against it, I won't say anything until you're more used to the idea. I don't think that he's really suspicious yet, and we'll just have to be extremely careful. Please remember, though, what we're doing is not bad or evil, nothing to be ashamed of."
Susan's fears were placated by Jean's promise and her face lost the strained, terriﬁed expression it had worn. "I'm sure you're right, but it's just too new and I'm just too inhibited right now. I'm so afraid of a scene or some kind of trouble. Maybe I'll get used to it and you can tell him later if you want to."
The two women were still wearing their nightgowns and lying beside each other on the bed. Jean leaned up on her elbow, looked down at Susan, and then bent over and kissed her, while fondling her breast. "All right, honey, we'll leave it at that for now and I won't say anything. Now, let's forget that problem and concentrate on more pleasant things! Boy, your breast feels good through your gown! No wonder men like to feel us through these silky things. Let me look closer at those panties. My heavens, those things don't hide anything! I can see every hair through them...but, oh my, does your cunt feel sexy as I run my hand over them! Take your gown off, honey, and I'1l take the panties down. Uh huh, your boobs feel even better with nothing over them, and, let's see, yes, your cunt is nicer too." With that, Jean began stroking Susan all over, starting with her breasts and working down to her cunt hair. She kissed and softly sucked her nipples, while rufﬂing the hair with her fingers. She slid her hand between Susan's widespread legs and began to barely touch the hair on the cunt lips as she stroked their full length. Then, she concentrated on the clitoris, lightly tickling on and around it, occasionally letting her ﬁnger delve between the lips into the vaginal opening, as she build Susan toward orgasm. Susan's hips were rocking up and down, reaching for the stroking ﬁngers as her climax approached. Finally, she surged upwards, clamping her thighs tightly around Jean's hand, gasping out, "Ooh, oh, oh! Oooh! Wow, that was good!" Then, blushing, "That's embarrassing!"
"What's embarrassing, you silly little thing? You're supposed to go off, the harder the better." Grinning, she added, "Maybe I should spank you for being so silly!"
"I was afraid you would be looking for excuses to batter me! Maybe it will take your mind off my bottom if I play with you -- anything to protect my ass! Ooh, I am getting bold! Take off your gown and lay back, honey."
Jean stretched out on her back as Susan began caressing her body, starting with her breasts. First she fondled and lifted then, amazed again at their weight. She took one in both hands, making a cone of it, and lightly ﬂicked the nipple with her tongue. The nipple hardened even more, and she gently sucked on it, just enjoying the feeling of having another woman's nipple in her mouth. She did the same thing to the other breast, while continuing to lift and fondle both of them. Jean moaned softly and ran her hand over the back of Susan's head, hugging her to the breast she was sucking. While kissing and licking both nipples in turn, Susan let her hand roam downward over Jean's stomach, caressing and massaging the soft skin as she approached the mound of dark pubic hair. She ran her hand through the thick hair, marveling at its softness and resiliency. She patted it and the little ringlets bounced back as if made of rubber. She left the hair and stroked up and down Jean's thighs, lightly tickling the hollow area where the thigh met the torso. Finally, she let her fingers begin the tantalizing teasing of the cunt hair and lips, ﬁnding the hair already wet from Jean's arousal. The outer lips were fully dilated and the inter-lips were pulled back enough that the cunt hole was already open. She stroked up and down the slit, surprised, despite previous experience with Jean, to ﬁnd her so much moisture. That very wetness caused a sudden thought to enter her head.
"I wonder if I'm that wet when Jim plays with me....licks me. That feels so marvelous when he does it to me. Oh my heavens, what am I thinking of ...could I do that to Jean? Would she like it, or is that going too far? Could I do it, actually lick her? Darn it, I want to: I'm going to!"
With that, and before she could lose her nerve, Susan slid down between Jean's widely spread legs. First, she softly kissed the thighs, slowly moving closer to the cunt, itself, while her hands caressed Jean's legs and hips. The scent of the aroused cunt reached her, slightly musky and not at all unpleasant, and actually rather stimulating and enticing. Any question of Jean's acceptance of Susan's venture vanished as she raised her legs until they almost touched her breasts, wantonly displaying her entire vaginal area. With that invitation, Susan tentatively kissed the hair at the top of Jean's cunt, and slowly moved downwards, letting her lips barely touch until she was at the clitoris. There, she let her tongue dart out and ﬂick over the erect clit, stimulating it and causing Jean to arch up slightly to encourage the contact. Susan licked and gently sucked on the clit, and then, very slowly, drew her tongue down between the cunt lips, tasting, for the ﬁrst time, the moistness of an aroused cunt. Again, as with the scent, the ﬂavor was neutral at worst, banishing Susan's fears of being repelled by the taste. In fact, as she ran her tongue up and down the inter lips, she actually began to enjoy the both the ﬂavor and the sensation. She slid her tongue, lapping as she went, from the clit all the way to the perineum, the small area between the cunt and anal openings, and back numerous times, relishing the feel of the internal texture. The surface was very slick and smooth as she ran her tongue between the lips, the overall impact being very pleasant.
This impression was aided by Jean's reaction to Susan's efforts. Her hips moved up and down in rhythm with Susan's licking tongue, her legs spread wide to open up all crevices to the pleasure she was receiving. There was an almost continual combination of moans, sighs and grunts as she reacted vigorously to the multitude of sensations ﬂowing through her system. Finally, her undulations became even more pronounced and her gasps more regular as she approached orgasm. For Susan, the imminence of the climax caused her to apply more pressure as she licked, and she employed a technique Jim had used on her. She lowered her face so that her nose pressed hard on the clit, leaving her tongue free to ﬂick rapidly into the cunt hole. When the orgasm finally came, she fastened her lips on the clit, pushing hard as Jean arched upwards and stayed rigid, finally collapsing, gasping for breath from her exertion. Susan, too, collapsed, slumping forward between Jean's legs, her head resting on Jean's stomach, emotionally drained from an unbelievable sexual experience. They lay like that, not speaking, for several minutes, with Jean's hand gently stroking Susan's hair.



At last, Susan raised up, placed one more kiss on Jean's pubic mound, and crawled from between her legs to lie beside her. Jean reached for her and they shared a long, gentle, very loving, kiss. As they broke apart, Jean ﬁnally spoke. "That was unbelievable, darling. I don't think I have ever come like that! Oh, honey, I wanted to do that to you, but I didn't have the nerve. You may be innocent and naive, but you have more courage than I do -- thank heavens! It felt absolutely wonderful. I'm going to do it to you later, I'm just too beat right now. I still don't know how you had the nerve to do something so daring."
"I don't either, dear. I've never taken the initiative in anything sexual before. I've wanted things done to me because I've never had the courage to try anything. Anything new that Jim and I have done came about because he surprised me. If he proposed different things, I always said no because everything, except straight screwing, seemed immoral. This time, however, I just wanted to do it, and I did! I really would like you to do it to me, if you want to. I love it when Jim uses his tongue, and I'm sure I would be ecstatic if you do it. But," she added hesitantly, "do....do you think this is too much of a lesbian thing? I love you very much, but I don't feel like a lesbian -- I think."
"Don't be silly, dear. Lesbians kiss each other's cunts, but that's not what makes them lesbians. Lesbians ﬁnd other women sexually attractive, but not men. I certainly like and am sexually attracted to men, and I know you are too. I love you too, sweetheart, but I'm in love with Don. I know you love me, but obviously, you are in love with Jim. No, we may be, probably are, bi-sexual, but we are not lesbians."
"I guess you're right, but it still seems strange doing these things, and, even more, wanting to do them. Oddly enough, though, I don't feel any sense of guilt or wrongness about any of it." Then, grinning impishly, "I thought I had better say that so you won't try to spank me to clear my conscience!"
"Nuts, I was just getting ready to grab you. Oh, well, let's relax for awhile and go down and get a drink and a snack! We've got a long night before us, and we need energy."
Both women welcomed a period of calmness after their excitement and exertions, so they chatted about a variety of mundane topics as they brewed tea and got their snacks. As they were going back upstairs, Jean asked, "What are you going to do while Jim's away with the National Guard? Will you go home?"
"Oh, good heavens, no! I can hear it now...'Aren't you pregnant yet?'...'Are you really trying?'...'You're not getting any younger, you know!' Or, 'Susan, honey, isn't that skirt a little short'...'That bra must be too thin, dear, I can see you're little points.' It would go on for the entire month and I would either be crazy or shoot someone! No, I'1l just stay here and relax."
"I don't know, honey, we'll be gone the whole month too and you will be alone here the whole time. It will be awfully lonely and, I think, scary, all by yourself."
"I know. I didn't mind him being gone for so long when we were in the graduate housing apartments, for there always was someone around. I don't know of any good option, however."
"Well, maybe something will come up. Now, do you want to watch "The Little Princess?" Susan thought that would be fine, so they lay back to watch a soothing DVD -- of all things, a Shirley Temple movie. At its conclusion, Jean leaned over Susan and said, kiddingly, "After a sexy movie like that, I'm really ready to do something daring!"
She then proceeded to prove that she was in the mood by kissing Susan quite passionately while running her hands all over her body. Then she concentrated on the breasts, lightly sucking and licking the rigid nipples, while caressing Susan's stomach down to the pubic hair. She started to kiss her way down from the breasts, but paused just below the right nipple and kissed and sucked vigorous on one small spot. She looked up at Susan and said, "I'm leaving a hickey mark on you as a brand on my slave girl!"
Jean moved down the bed as Susan parted and raised her legs, knees bent, to give access to her cunt. Jean stroked and petted the thighs and kissed her way upwards. She began to lightly tease the hair as she paused to look, for the ﬁrst time, at a completely revealed cunt. She was fascinated by the symmetry and neatness of Susan's genital area. At the top was a mound of soft blond curls which crowned the elongated oval of the cunt. Just below the hair, where the lips began, the hooded clitoris was already erect, standing up asking for attention. Surrounding it and going downward were the pouting outer lips, covered with a thin layer of blond ringlets, darkened now by the anticipatory moisture from the vaginal opening. The outer-lips were engorged with blood and swollen out of the way, revealing the deep-red inter-lips and the dime-sized cunt hole. Below that, the oval came to an end as the lips came together at the perineum. With Susan's legs drawn up as they were, the entire area from her pubic hair to her hips was blatantly displayed (as Jean's had been before) and begging for attention.
Jean leaned forward and ﬂicked the clit with her tongue several times before lightly kissing and sucking it. She kissed all around the top of the oval and began to work her way down, kissing the lips and, finally, running her tongue the length of the inter-lips from the clit to the perineum. Like Susan, she found that she savored the texture and lubricity of the cunt and, even more, she enjoyed the obvious impact that her endeavors were having on Susan. At the ﬁrst touch of Jean's tongue, Susan's hips began to sway, her legs parted even further and her pelvis moved upwards to encourage contact. Jean began alternately running her tongue through the furrow from bottom to top and teasing and licking the clit. She noticed that Susan seemed to lift up when her tongue reached the perineum, so she concentrated on that area for a few moments, eliciting mummers of "Oh, yes!" as she did so. Encouraged by the reaction, she ran her tongue all over the bottom of the cunt and, then, crossed the perineum and ran it around the anal opening. That drew an immediate reaction, with the hips rising higher off the bed exposing the opening even more completely. Jean stayed there for several minutes, to Susan's obvious delight, licking all around the hole and even probing the sphincter a number of times.
It was clear that Susan was approaching orgasm, so Jean, again, began running her tongue the entire length, slipping her tongue into the cunthole occasionally as she licked past it. She paused each time to lick and gently suck the clit at one end and to probe and lick the sphincter at the other. Finally, she concentrated on the clit while using her ﬁngers on the cunthole and perineum and anal area. Susan's legs splayed open and straightened up toward the ceiling and drew back over her head as her hips waved back and forth. She was emitting a continual series of moans, gasps, cries of "Oh yes, and ﬁnally, a long, drawn out gushing sigh of completion as she climaxed. For twenty or thirty seconds, she held that wide-open, rigid pose, and then her legs collapsed onto the bed with Jean between them.
"Oh, my God, I never felt anything like that! Boy, talk about aerobic exercise -- my heart beat must be two-hundred a minute. Whew!"
"I think mine is a little high, too! That was quite an experience for both of us. I honestly can say that I never thought that I would, or could, lick a cunt, dearest, but I loved doing it to you. I knew I wanted to do it for you, but I didn't know that I would actually enjoy doing it. You know, Don always told me that cunts were nice and that being wet made them better, but I never believed him. I think all women instinctively think of them as messy. "
"I know just what you mean. Jim told me that same thing, and I really love it when he uses his tongue, but I just thought that men were different in those things. It's funny, though, logic says that it shouldn't matter if the tongue is male or female, but psychologically it certainly matters. Feeling your hair brushing my thighs as you worked on me really made me continually aware that it was a woman down there, and I liked that! The nice thing is that we can do it to each other to get the female to female feeling, and have our husbands do it for the different sensations they give us. Wow!"
"Being bi-sexual has its advantages, doesn't it?"
They lay together for some time, comparing notes and just talking, both still full of the new experiences they had shared. Soon, however, their exertions caught up with them and it was time for sleep, but this time they didn't lie chastely apart. Instead, they lay side-by-side, gently fondling each other until they fell asleep. They both slept very soundly, and it was fun, if a bit strange, to wake up Sunday morning, still side-by-side with Susan's hand cupping Jean's breast. There was no embarrassment or shyness, even on Susan's part, and they simply exchanged a very loving kiss before separating.
That evening, when Don returned, Jean broached a subject she had been thinking about since the previous night. "Honey, you know that Jim will be spending the month of July with the National Guard. I asked Susan last night if she were going home and she deﬁnitely said no. She intends to spend the entire month alone here, which I don't think is a particularly good idea. What would you think of inviting her to go up to the cabin with us?"
"Now I don't know, Jean. I think we would enjoy having her with us, but we still have the same problem." The problem to which he referred was sleeping accommodations. The cabin had sleeping loft with two regular sized beds, with a curtain that could be drawn between them for privacy. However, both Don and Jean were quite large, relatively speaking, and the last time they had company and they were forced to crowd together on a regular "full-sized" bed, they swore never again. Since then, they only invited people for day-time visits, and they each took one of the beds at night.
"I thought of that, and I don't think there is a problem. You can sleep in one bed and Susan and I will take the other. She's so small that I won't be crowded. What do you think? I think it would be nice having her along. If nothing else, she would keep me company while you're ﬁshing."
"Well, as I said, I don't mind if there is no sleeping problem." Then, after a pause, he added casually, seemingly kidding, "Are you sure you don't have something going on and you just want to sleep with her?"
"Don, what a thing to say! You know better than that!" Jean felt funny as she lied by implication and a shiver seemed to go down her spine. She didn't know what else to say, particularly after her promise to Susan, so she just asked, "So it's all right to invite her?"
For Don, something in Jean's voice as she answered rang a warning bell, but he simply said, "Sure."
Despite her misgivings about Don, Jean could hardly wait to issue the invitation to Susan. She wanted to do it when they were going to be alone for a while, so there was no opportunity until the following Friday. When Susan arrived, Jean was just ﬁnishing her shower, as usual, and came out naked to greet her. Susan opened her robe so that their bodies were together as the kissed hello, and then, she looked up playfully and said, "Are you going to spank me before or after the movie?"
"Maybe both," Jean replied, laughing. "What have you done to deserve a spanking?"
"I didn't know I needed to have done anything, you big bully. You just like to spank my ass!"
"You have a point, dear, but I think we'll wait until afterwards. I have an invitation for you. Rather than spending a whole month here alone, how would you like to go up to our cabin with us? We'd love to have you."
"Oh, Jean, dear, do you mean it? Are you sure I wouldn't be in the way?"
"Of course you wouldn't be in the way. There is only one problem." She went on to explain the bed situation, and concluded, "That means that you and I would have to share one of the beds for the entire month!"
"Wow, I don't know if I could stand that!"
"Silly! Now, do you really want to come?"
"Of course I do, honey. It sounds wonderful! I can't wait to tell Jim. He wasn't too happy about me staying here alone for a whole month, so I'm sure he will be delighted. Tell me about the place. You've talked a little about your place in Maine, but you've never mentioned any details?"
"I'll tell you what, dear. Why don't you and Jim come over for dinner tomorrow night, if Jim can take off for an evening, and we'll tell you all about it."
That sounded like an excellent idea, so Susan contained herself and her questions and they settled down to watch their movie. However, they found it difﬁcult to concentrate, both being very aware of the other beside them. It was all very new and thinking sexual thoughts was inevitable. Finally, after an hour, they agreed to postpone the rest of the movie, and had a very fulfilling session of sex. Each took great pains, using lips, tongues and fingers to give the other a satisfying orgasm, ending the evening lying side-by-side, fondling each other's breasts and cunt. As they got up and put on their robes, Susan was eager to get home and tell Jim the news. At the last minute, though, Jean reached for her, saying, "Wait a minute, you little hussy! I owe you a spanking for whatever you did. I said that I'd spank you before you left! Come back."
Laughing, Susan evaded her grip and hurried to the stairs and down, with Jean hurriedly following. "No you don't. I got away! Anyway, I didn't do anything wrong."
"Ok, young lady, I told you to come back and you didn't. Next Friday you'll get a real spanking for that if nothing else!" Then, "Good night, honey. I'm really looking forward to July!"
"So am I, dear. See you tomorrow." They kissed good night and separated as Susan hurried over to tell Jim the news and, of course, to make love. Actually, the love-making came ﬁrst, since Jim was ready and waiting. Incidentally, the only unusual thing that happened while they were having sex was a sudden realization by Susan that she was having her cunt licked for the second time within one-half hour, once by a woman and once by a man. It gave her a peculiar feeling, but somehow it seemed to enhance the sensations Jim's tongue and fingers were bringing her. Her second orgasm of the evening, from sexual intercourse this time, was very good. Finally, as they lay there, satiated from their exertions, Susan told Jim her news. Needless to say, Jim was greatly relieved that Susan would be with friends while he was gone, and they both looked forward with great anticipation to hearing details at dinner the next evening.
Both the dinner and the evening were quite enjoyable. Jean makes no pretenses of being a gourmet cook, but the food was simple, well cooked and delicious. If Susan and Jim had any residual doubts that Don and Jean really wanted Susan to vacation with them, those reservations would have been allayed quickly by the warm and sincere comments about how they were looking forward to having her. Susan was equally effusive in her gratitude for being invited. After these preliminaries were out of the way, Don, at Jean's urging, described the cabin and the area, as well as giving some family background.
"I inherited the cabin, as well as this house, from my grandfather. Both my parents died when I was a child, and I was raised by my grandparents. He was a stockbroker in New York in the 1920's when the market soared to irrational heights. He came to the conclusion that a crash was inevitable and he was one of the smart operators who got out early, putting his money in safe government bonds. When the depression hit, he was well ﬁxed -- not really rich, but quite well to do. Actually, in the depression of 1929 onward, anyone with money was rich. Everything was dirt cheap, people would work for practically nothing and if you spent money, you were a real benefactor to the community. For example, my grandfather had this house built, employing dozens of men and giving them a livelihood. The cabin had been built by a fellow stockbroker just before the crash, and my grandfather bought it from him, sight unseen for, literally, ten cents on the dollar and the man was happy to get it.
"My grandfather was delighted when he finally visited his new property, and, as he admitted later, felt guilty for "stealing" such a beautiful place. It's on a large lake and includes several hundred forested acres of lake front land; very valuable today, but cheap back then. The most fascinating thing about its location is that the cabin stands on an outcropping of very unusual black rock that goes right down to the water. On one side, the direction the front of the cabin faces, is the open lake which provides a beautiful view. The other side is a long, narrow cove, about ﬁfty yards wide, that provides a quiet, safe boat dock. In some ways, the most unique feature of the whole place is a shallow hole my grandfather had blasted into the solid rock near the cabin -- this was before environmental laws! There's a small stream that runs in a shallow bed in the rock, and he arranged a sluice to divert the water into the hole, creating a natural swimming pool. Somehow, he even had a drain bored so that the pool is empty when we're not there! Very nice."
Susan broke in to ask, "What about the cabin itself? Is it up-to-date?"
Jean responded with a laugh, "Yes, it is thoroughly updated, with indoor plumbing, electricity, all the modern conveniences! I assume that's what you meant. I assure you, I wouldn't spend a month in any "roughing it" cabin. Don's grandmother felt the same way, and we've improved things, bit-by-bit. One of the nicest things, however, is the association that we are a part of."
Don explained, "We belong to a lake association that tries to maintain property standards. Most important for us, though, when we're planning to go up to the cabin, I call the association headquarters and they send someone out to air it out, turn on the power and, even, check the boat and put it in the water. It is fairly expensive, but taxes are low and, of course, the cabin is ours, no renting or leasing, so it's a very cheap vacation in a place we love."
"Well, it sounds absolutely wonderful, and I can't wait to see it. You two are just so sweet to invite me!"
After that, the evening continued pleasantly, with Don reminiscing about his grandparents, Jim talking about his own trip in July, and Jean and Susan discussing clothes and other items needed. At that, they laughed, suddenly coming back to reality and the fact that July was still six weeks away!"
The following week was a busy one for Susan, leaving her little time to plan, or even think, about the trip, but she looked forward to Friday when she and Jean could discuss things that they would be doing, clothes she would need, etc. Thus, when Friday evening finally came, she hurried over in great anticipation. As she entered the bedroom, she was not surprised to see Jean coming out of the bathroom, completely naked after her shower. However, as she stretched up for a "hello" kiss, she found herself literally picked up by the larger woman. Before she could react, she found herself face down, draped over Jean's knees in that humiliating (but arousing) position of subservience. Shortly afterwards, her robe was thrown up over her back, fully exposing her bare bottom, and a series of ﬁrm slaps was being administered to it. She knew it was futile to struggle, but she tried, anyway, while protesting indignantly, "What are you doing? I haven't done anything wrong. Stop that!"



Jean replied, "Don't you remember last week'? I told you to come back, and you just laughed and ran. Well, you can't run now, and you are going to get a real spanking!"
"Jean, please, that hurts. I'm sorry. Ooh, that hurts! Stop it, dear! Ouch!"
Despite Susan's pleas, blows continued to rain down on her vulnerable behind. The cheeks turned crimson as they bounced and quivered in response to the spanking. Slap. "Ouch!" Smack. "Ooh!" Whack. "Please stop! I'll behave!" Slap. The spanking continued until Susan suddenly burst into tears and begged, "Please, honey, stop now. It's really hurting me!" There was nothing of the stubbornness that had sustained her in her ﬁrst spanking, and certainly no arrogance or demands, just tears and a plaintive plea.
Once again, however, that was enough. Jean was excited by the sexy way Susan's naked hips looked bent over her lap, and she deﬁnitely was aroused by the physical act of spanking those hips. Susan's tears and her pitiful pleas, as opposed to the earlier mock complaints and cries, caused her to stop immediately. Susan got to her feet, and, as before, stood, head down, hands on her bottom, waiting docilely for Jean to take the initiative. Jean embraced her, then lay her on the bed and began fondling and caressing her. Susan reacted almost immediately, demonstrating, again, that the spanking had excited her as much as Jean. With her ﬁngers and tongue, Jean brought Susan to a very satisfactory orgasm, after which, Susan returned the favor. Jean then applied the anesthetizing lotion to, as she said, "Your pretty little red ass," making sure that her ﬁngers probed all the available crevices and openings. This caused another, milder, orgasm, after which, the conversation about the trip could commence, followed by their movie. First things ﬁrst!
The next Friday, the last one in May, was a total washout. Jean was one of those unfortunate women who was subject to excruciating menstrual cramps that permitted no activity but lying in bed, in a fetal position, with a heating pad. (Susan, on the other hand, had periods that came like clockwork, lasted three days with no physical discomfort, and was gone.) Under the circumstances, Susan just stayed home, and realized, more than ever, just how much she had come to rely on a little R and R on Fridays. Jim managed to console her, somewhat, by stopping work early and engaging in a more prolonged love-making session. The proverbial silver lining and all that!
However, if that Friday seemed dark, the next one was a catastrophe -- or, at least, it seemed so at the time.
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Susan arrived at the usual time, admired Jean's naked body as usual, and they settled down to watch a movie, happy to be back in their normal routine. The only variation was that Susan wanted to get home early because Jim was leaving for a Saturday conference at 6:00 AM. Because of this, and after missing the previous Friday, they selected and watched a short movie, leaving more time for their "illicit" activities. Afterwards, Jean fondled and petted Susan ﬁrst, working slowly to maximize her pleasure, concentrating on those things that she knew really aroused her. That particularly included extensive teasing of the cunt hair and stroking of the cunt lips. Most of all, however, she had noted Susan's extreme reaction to licking of the perineum and licking and probing of the anus. Both seemed to cause her excitement to soar and her orgasm to explode, so she emphasized those activities along with continual caressing with her hands. When Susan finally erupted into a very satisfactory climax, it was Jean's tum.
Jean lay on her back while Susan worked on her breasts, sucking the nipples and lightly ﬂicking them with her tongue. She loved those large and heavy breasts and really enjoyed handling them. Then, she worked her way down Jean's stomach, kissing her hair as she approached the cunt. After reaching in to tickle and tease the clit, she moved down between Jean's legs and began to stroke the upraised thighs and, then, the cunt hair and lips. Finally, she moved in close and began finger-fucking (which Jean particularly liked) while she concentrated on licking and sucking the clit.
At that point, the aforementioned catastrophe occurred!
As was not really uncommon, Don's meeting ended fairly early, and he arrived home in time for a relaxing workout followed by a refreshing shower. As usual, he put on a robe and went up to the kitchen to get a drink before settling down with a book. His suspicions about the relationship between Susan and Jean had been allayed by his observations of them in the last few weeks, for they had acted exactly as close friends, not lovers, would act. Of course, they were not lovers in the classical sense, only two close friends who enjoyed sex together. There, naturally, were no meaningful glances exchanged, no lingering hand-holding, none of the typical actions of lovers. In addition, both women seemed to compartmentalize their activities and thoughts. When alone in the bedroom, they thought sex. When in the kitchen, or any other room, they thought of appropriate things. Consequently, there were no giveaway signs. Thus, Don was convinced that his normal instincts for detecting falsehood were wrong this time.
However, when he came up to the kitchen, he was surprised by what he did not hear. Normally, he was amused, and amazed, by the ability of the two women to watch a movie and chatter to each other at the same time, dissecting and commenting on the movie almost without pause. Now, he heard nothing. His ﬁrst assumption was that the movie was paused while one of them went to the bathroom, but when, after a few minutes, the silence continued, his misgivings returned, multiplied. He quietly mounted the stairs to the second ﬂoor, finally beginning to hear sounds as he approached the bedroom. Those sounds were not conversation, however; they were the hushed moans and sighs of a sexually aroused woman. He got to the half-closed door and looked in and, despite his suspicions, he was frozen in position. There before his shocked stare was a naked bottom, swaying back and forth, and legs parted far enough to show that its owner indubitably was female. Equally obviously, the female, which, of course, he knew immediately to be Susan, had her head between the legs of a woman who, manifestly, was his wife, Jean. Despite his shock, he watched, captivated, for a few moments at this erotic sight. Then, his rage at being duped overcame his sexual fascination and he stepped into the room and thundered, "So, nothing's going on, huh?"
"Oh, my God! Don!" The two women, in an absolute state of panic, sat up, jumped off the bed, and stared, frozen, as the vengeful husband came toward them.
Don grabbed Jean, sat down and pulled her over his knee while commanding, "Susan, you stand over there!"
Susan could have grabbed her robe and run down the stairs and home, but the idea of disobeying never entered her mind. That mind was so shocked by the tum of events and conﬂicting thoughts that she couldn't have moved under any circumstances "On my God, he saw us! What'll he do? Oh, I'm naked and he saw me." With that, Susan went into the classic September Morn pose, right arm across her breasts, left hand covering her cunt hair. In that awkward position, she watched, with horror, as Don began giving Jean a severe spanking.
"I asked you speciﬁcally if you knew why Susan changed and if anything was going on between you. You lied to me and said, 'no.' You know what I think of that. I don't care if you lick her cunt every night, but don't lie to me about it." His anger- ﬁlled statements were accompanied by a vicious series of slaps on Jean's hips. Her bottom quickly turned a brilliant red and then to mottled purple as the blows rained down, making a smacking noise interspersed by Jean's cries. Smack! "Please, Don, I'm sorry!" Smack! "Ouch!" Smack! "Oh!" Smack! "I'm sorry!" This alternating cacophony went on, it seemed to Susan, forever. She was shocked into silence at ﬁrst, but as the spanking continued and Jean's cries became more pitiful and her tears ﬂowed profusely, she ﬁnally gasped out, "Please Don, stop! It was my fault. I made her promise not to tell you. Please don't spank her anymore."
At long last, Don's anger was somewhat appeased, and at that point, fortuitously, he heard Susan's plea. He set the crying, very submissive, Jean on her feet, and said, "Ok, Susan, it's your turn." If Susan was horror struck before, it was nothing to her feeling now. The idea that Don might spank her had never entered her mind and she stood, frozen again, unable to do anything but stand and stare. She had dropped the protective September Morn pose and was standing naked, completely exposed, presenting a delectable and extraordinarily sexy picture. When Don had seen the women engaged in sex, he had been so infuriated by Jean's deception that he had not reacted to seeing Susan nude for the first time. Now, however, with the fury diminished considerably, he became well aware of what he later referred to as a "pocket Venus." His robe had come open in the vigorous spanking of Jean, and his sexual arousal would have been obvious if anyone were looking. However, Jean was standing, head down and holding her burning bottom and Susan was just staring sightlessly, contemplating the unthinkable.
"Come over here," Don said in a voice that assumed obedience, and Susan slowly went to meet her doom. In a few seconds she was in front of Don and he put his hands on her waist and bent her over his knee, as Jean had been seconds ago. Don had never spanked anyone but Jean before, and the much smaller, softer and more rounded bottom under his hand did nothing to defuse his sexual arousal. As he began a more moderately severe spanking, he was very conscious of the difference in texture and resiliency as his hand came down. Nonetheless, Susan received a real spanking. His hand rose and fell rhythmically, and if the smacks were not as hard as those Jean had received, Susan was much smaller and weaker. In addition, this was not the soft, feminine hand of Jean doing the spanking; it was the much harder, rougher palm of a man who worked out regularly. In short order, Susan's hips were crimson, she was writhing in agony and her tears were ﬂowing as she moaned and cried.
In the meantime, Jean was standing, mesmerized, by the dismaying and, at the same time, exciting sight before her. After just being soundly spanked herself, she hated to think of the pain Susan was feeling. However, she, of course, had never seen Susan draped over anyone's knees, and the picture she presented was fascinating. Her hips rose in a lovely rounded mound which seemed to bounce as Don's hand came down. Even the red color was attractive. Her breasts, crowned with very hard, erect pink nipples, hung downward toward the ﬂoor, and swayed and jiggled with each spank. At ﬁrst, her legs were kicking up and down as she struggled against the pain, but soon they were quiet as she gave up and submissively accepted the punishment. Having spanked Susan herself, Jean knew the sensation that Don was feeling as his hand hit the resilient bottom before him, and she was aroused as she thought of his reaction. Still, Susan's plaintive cries finally led her to plead, "Don, please stop. She's had enough. We're both at fault and you've punished us. We're sorry."
Whether Don heard her or not, he did slow, and then stop, the spanking. Like Jean when she spanked Susan, however, he felt almost compelled to run his hands over her hips and even, for a second, between her legs and over her cunt. Susan lay there, submitting to whatever he wanted to do, just as she had for Jean.
Suddenly, Don raised her up and hugged her. She returned the embrace and said, "I'm sorry. I just couldn't let anyone know about this, and I made Jean promise. She didn't want to lie to you." Even more than she had been with Jean, Susan felt small and defenseless and clung to Don in complete subservience. Don, of course, had that remorseful, protective feeling, but this time, combined with sexual desire.
Releasing Susan, he turned her toward the bed, laid her on her back and climbed over her, his cock fully erect. In complete surrender, Susan pulled her knees up to her breasts and spread her legs in submission. As Don came down on her, her hand reach down, almost without volition, and directed his cock into her cunt. He plunged deeply into her until she was completely penetrated, and began, vigorously, to screw her. Susan's mind was almost a complete blank: even the censor was silent. However, the sensations ﬂowing through her were unbelievable. In his extreme excitement, Don was screwing her very hard, pounding against her cunt lips, his balls hitting hard on her bottom. This, of course, was the type of screwing she liked best, one that left her cunt lips swollen and sensitive, and sent jolts throughout her body. She matched his movements with her own and, shortly, erupted into an orgasm that just seemed to go on and on. Don was too aroused to last long, and soon he, also, reached climax, and, welding his pelvis to hers, he ejaculated deep into her.
For Jean, the sights and sounds of the spanking caused conﬂicting emotions to war within her. She hated to see Susan spanked, but it excited her. Seeing her husband holding a naked woman, and then fondling her, caused small pangs of jealousy, but, paradoxically, aroused her at the same time. Thoughts ﬂowed through her mind like a non-stop express train, one thing after another with no real pauses between: "Look at her ass bounce when it's spanked...She certainly is a little thing beside Don....Thank heavens, he's stopping....She won't be able to sit down for a week....Neither will I....Uh oh, Don's feeling her ass...and her cunt....l wonder what she's thinking....Wow, look at her ass....It looks worse when she stands up....He's hugging her....I bet that feels good to his cock....Oh my God, he's going to fuck her....What's she going to do....He's going to fuck her!"
Jean had thought (or, perhaps, feared) that Susan would pull back at the ﬁnal act of adultery and that Don would ﬁnd it difficult, if not impossible, to get into her. (She wasn't sure about how she felt about it, but she certainly wasn't going to interfere.) Thus, she watched with amazement as Susan lay back on the bed and, without instruction or prompting, drew her legs up and opened them in welcome as Don came down on her. She was even more surprised when she saw Susan's hand voluntarily come out and insert the cock into herself. Her prim, prudish friend seemingly wanted to be fucked! As the sexual intercourse progressed, Jean moved closer to the bed, watching intently as Don's cock sank into Susan and withdrew, time after time. The only sounds were the low grunts of exertion from Don, the almost inaudible moaning sighs from Susan and the wet, squishing noise from the cock-cunt interaction. As the screwing built to a culmination, and the motions became even more intense, Jean sat on the bed beside Susan and watched the final moments with fascination.
When the climax was reached and ﬁnished, Don and Susan stayed tightly connected for several moments, and then Don pulled out and lay beside Susan with his hand on her breast. Jean looked between Susan's legs and thought, "So that's what a freshly fucked cunt looks like!" The hair at the top, around the clit, was still dry and ﬂuffy, but around the hole, itself, the short curls were drenched in moisture pulled out of the cunt. The cunt hole was still dilated and Jean could see that it was clogged with the whitish cum that Don had shot into her and that, even now, was beginning to seep out along the slit. Her curiosity satisﬁed for the moment, and intent on her own needs, she moved over to Don and took his cock into her mouth. Moving her head slowly at ﬁrst, and more rapidly as the cock recovered, she brought it back to full hardness. Then, she straddled Don's legs and lowered herself onto his cock, impaling herself on it, and began to move up and down.
Susan lay there in a stupor. Her mind was numb and her thought processes and emotions were in a sort of stasis. She was much like someone in an accident who feels no pain, and observes, but has no emotional connection, to events occurring around them. For Susan, the recent events had caused an emotional overload and were walled off in the back of her mind. Something would trigger them and they would rush back, perhaps to overload her again, but for right now those thought processes and her actions were on auto-pilot. So, she looked over to Jean and Don and observed, "They're fucking," without it meaning anything to her. The, she looked at the clock and, in a matter-of-fact voice, said, "It's late and I had better go home." She calmly got up off the bed, put on her robe, walked down the stairs and crossed to the apartment. She crossed the deck like an automaton, and when Jim greeted her with a kiss and carried her into the bedroom, she smiled and put her arm around his neck by reﬂex action. The human mind is a wonderful thing, permitting, in this case, Susan to act reasonably normal in a very abnormal situation. If the question would be asked, "How does a woman, less than ﬁve minutes after committing adultery, greet her husband as if nothing had happened," this is how. It probably is a form of involuntary short-term amnesia that permits people to survive accidents, battles, etc. by postponing facing reality.
Whatever the explanation, Susan's behavior seemed normal enough for Jim. If she seemed a bit vague or bemused, he could tell that she was aroused, as was to be expected on Friday evening. Therefore, as usual, he carried her into the bedroom, removed her robe and placed her on the bed. She raised her legs and parted them as he began to work on her, fondling and stroking her thighs. He ran his fingers slowly up the thighs to her clit, lightly brushing the soft, silky hair around it. Then, he let the ﬁngers drift downward, tickling the hair on the cunt lips as he approached the opening. As his fingers reached that central area, he found the hair to be soaked rather than ﬂuffy. "Boy, she must have really gotten hot at that movie," he thought. "I don't think she's ever gotten excited enough to get that wet." Then, as he slid his fingers over the lips, he found the cunt hole already open and extraordinarily lubricated, almost dripping! In fact, as his fingers followed the furrow backwards, he found that her cunt had leaked all the way back! He was not the least put off by this ﬂood since he loved her to be wet, but he ﬁgured that she would be ready for screwing with a much less foreplay than usual. Conﬁrming that evaluation, Susan pulled her knees up higher, providing greater access to her genital area, as his ﬁngers caressed her, normally her way of asking to be licked. Accepting the invitation, Jim lightly ﬂicked her clit with his tongue and then began licking the moist ringlets around the hole, circling inwards toward the opening itself. He noticed a very different taste as he ran over the hair, a difference even more noticeable in the slit between the lips. He lowered his head and licked upwards from her perineum to the cunt hole and found that there was a veritable ﬂood. He concentrated on the opening, running his tongue inside, but no matter how often he did so, more ﬂuid came out. Certainly, she never had produced so much lubrication before and the different ﬂavor made it even more unusual. Rather than repelling him, however, the obvious evidence of Susan's extreme excitement caused him to become more aroused than usual. By this time, Susan's legs were all the way up in her "submission" position, and, unable to wait longer, he rose up and mounted her, his cock going in so easily that, rather than having work in, it hit bottom without pausing. In some ways, Susan's cunt felt better to Jim than it ever had. The excess lubrication gave a smooth, silky feel that was extremely exciting, and at the same time, she seemed more open or looser. Normally, he was extremely aroused when he entered Susan and he frequently had a hard time holding off his climax, but this combination of lubrication and looseness meant that there was less friction, permitting him to last longer. For him this prolonged intercourse permitted a greater buildup, so when he ﬁnally came, it was one of the most intense orgasms he could remember.
For Susan, the experience was also intense, sexually and emotionally. Her body never had calmed down from the intense excitement of the last half hour and her cunt was extremely sensitive from the vigorous pounding it had received. The lips, in particular, were somewhat swollen and a bit tender, augmenting any stimulation they might feel. When Jim carried her in and began caressing her, the new sensations ate away at her mental numbness and she became gradually more aware. Then, as Jim began stroking her cunt hair and lips, memories started to ﬂood in. At ﬁrst, she hardly knew where she was: the last she remembered clearly was lying on the bed with Don and Jean. Suddenly she was on her own bed with Jim between her legs! As she sorted through the emerging memories, Jim began licking and fingering her cunt, stimulating her so much that she spontaneously lifted and spread her leg as if ready to be screwed.
However, that motion served as a trigger, and, like a bolt of lightning, she thought, "Oh my God! Don fucked me! Oh no! Jim's licking and sucking me after Don had me....ooh, but it feels so good!" Susan almost never said anything while Jim worked on her, especially when he was performing cunnilingus, but now she was so excited that she blurted out, "Oh, Jim, darling, that feels so good! Your tongue feels wonderful!" The excited and swollen state of her genitals made her so sensitive to Jim's stimulation that thoughts of having committed adultery, Jim licking her used cunt or what her relationships with Jean and Don would be, ﬂew from her mind and she just lay back and let the sensations build up. When Jim finally entered her, she was in an almost continuous orgasm, and her ultimate climax was so violent as to almost dislodge Jim as he finished.
The after-effect of their sexual intercourse was one of exhilaration, a feeling of closeness and love from sharing such intimacy. It might seem that Susan would be ﬁlled with guilt and remorse, considering her conservative or even prudish attitude toward extramarital sex, but, somehow she was able to blank out everything but her relationship with Jim. After Jim went to sleep, however, she lay awake, her mind racing, "What can I do?...How did I ever get into this mess? Don fucked me while Jean watched....what was she thinking'?...Is she mad?....Oh, my bottom hurts!....Could Jim have noticed it?...How did I ever let Don have me?....Oh, he spanked me hard!...My cunt must have been messy....did Jim notice that?....That's awful, Jim licked and sucked me after Don came in me....but it really excited me when he did it....Am I perverted, but I did like that!....And I wanted Don to fuck me after he spanked me!...God, I don't understand myself." After what seemed like hours, she finally fell into a restless sleep, waking up only when Jim came to kiss her goodbye, and falling back into a deeper, but still uneasy, sleep afterwards.



The night had been somewhat traumatic for Don and Jean also. Jean continued to buck up and down on Don's cock until she went off. Don, despite his explosive screwing of Susan, also had a satisfying, if less explosive, come at about the same time. Jean got off and lay beside Don quietly for a minute to recover, and then looked over to Susan, only to ﬁnd her gone. Neither had heard her or seen her go, and Jean was immediately alarmed. "Oh, Don, she's gone! What'll we do'? I'm really worried about her."
"She'll be all right, honey. Maybe she just didn't want to stay around while we were screwing. Maybe she was just embarrassed by what happened."
"You don't understand. She's never even had another man see her naked, much less spank and fuck her. I don't know what she'll do or what she'll tell Jim! She's so damn innocent that she must be in a state of shock! I'm going down to see if I can tell if anything is happening over there. Oh, I can't believe this!"
Jean got up, put on her robe, went downstairs and crept silently across the connecting deck. She quietly opened the door to the apartment, which was rarely locked, and slipped inside, listening intently. At ﬁrst there was nothing, and then she heard Susan cry out, "Oh, Jim darling, that feels so good! Your tongue feels wonderful." Embarrassed by her eavesdropping but thrilled to find that Susan was all right, Jean made her way back through the door and back upstairs.
"Did you find out anything?"
"She seems to be ok. It sounds as if they are having sex now."
"Boy, she's going to have a sore cunt tomorrow! Her rear end is going to hurt too, I think. Now, though, how do you feel about me screwing her? Are you upset or mad?
"Oddly enough, neither. When you let me up and started to spank her, I didn't know what to think. I was the only person who had ever done that to her before, and I didn't know what she would do or how she would take it. She's very independent, usually, and she really fought the ﬁrst time I did it. But..."
"You mean you spanked her?"
"Yes, that's what started all this. She got me so mad that I just grabbed her and did it. But, I'll tell you about that later. When you were spanking her, I was fascinated. She looked so little and cute, and defenseless, bent over your knee, that I wanted to stop you from hurting her. But then, I found myself getting hotter and hotter, really turned on by watching you slapping her ass – the way it bounced and quivered – and the way her boobs jiggled with each smack. Even seeing her start to cry was sexy at ﬁrst, but then I was afraid she was getting hurt too much I was really glad when you quit. Then, when I saw your cock sticking out after spanking her, I ﬁgured that you were going to screw her. I didn't know what to think or what to do, so I did nothing but stand and watch.
"My ﬁrst reaction was a ﬂash of jealousy, or possessiveness, that my husband was going to screw another woman right in front of me! As I saw you start to enter her, though, my excitement returned, and I really enjoyed watching you fuck her. You know that I've never like porno tapes, they seem so gross, but I was fascinated watching you two. It was such a sexy,' rhythmic motion, moving in and out....I don't know, watching two people having sex right in front of you is different from watching two strangers fucking on the T.V. I've never thought that sexual intercourse would be interesting to a spectator, but I did enjoy watching the entire act. Actually, if I hadn't been mesmerized by watching, I would have wanted to join in and make it a threesome. When you went off in her, I really got excited and did want to participate, and when I looked at her cunt, I was seriously tempted to go in and lick it. Instead, I sucked your cock, and it made me even hotter to know that it had just come out of Susan – and I wanted it in me!
"However, if I'm amazed at my reaction, I certainly never expected her to react as she did. She must have been a state of shock! I honestly have never known anyone so innocent and untouched, and, except for Jim, I don't think that any man had even seen her panties, much less her cunt! I just can't imagine how she's going to react to being screwed. One thing for sure, though, she was willing when you did it. I couldn't believe it when she put your cock into her cunt. I still think she was so shocked by being caught and spanked, that she didn't know what she was doing."
"Well, we can't ﬁnd out anything about that tonight; so there's no point in speculating. Now! I want to know all about what has been going on, and why you lied to me!"
"I'm really sorry I lied to you, dear, and I would be sorry even if you hadn't caught us and spanked my bottom." Jean then described how her relationship with Susan had come about, leaving out only a speciﬁc explanation of Susan's and Jim's problem. She went on, at Don's prompting, to give details of her affair with Susan, from the ﬁrst spanking to their most intimate sexual activities. After this long narration, she concluded by saying, "You know I've never had a lesbian impulse in my life, but this just happened and I couldn't bring myself to say anything right away. I just didn't know how to broach the subject. I ﬁgured that I would tell you about us eventually and I knew you would really be mad and give me a real spanking for not telling you when you asked if anything was going on. But, I never dreamed it would be this way, both of us together, caught in the act. I didn't want to lie to you or hide it, for I knew you wouldn't mind if I did have sex with her, but she just couldn't stand the idea of anyone knowing, even you. She made me promise to wait awhile, anyway, until she got used to the idea."
"Well, I can't say that I'm happy about your concealing it from me, but I can understand that it was a unique situation. I was sure that something was going on, but I had no idea what. Certainly, I never thought of this, but I see absolutely nothing wrong with it. If the two of you are enjoying it, I can't see that anyone is being hurt. However, I'll have to admit that I'm glad it worked out this as it did, for if you had told me, I would have just stayed out of the way so as not to intrude. But, boy, what a thing to walk in on. All I could see at first was her naked ass swaying from side to side, between your legs as she licked you. It was quite a sight! It really would be something to see her turned over your knee being spanked, too. That would present quite a view! Have you done it to her often since then?"
"No, only once, but I'd like to, and oddly enough, so would she, in a way. It's funny; you learn things about yourself in the most peculiar way. I've discovered that I enjoy spanking her just to see and feel her bottom, but it doesn't arouse me unless I am actually angry. What I like is to really slap her ass until its red and until she gives up, starts crying, and begs me to stop. I guess I just like to dominate and control her. I think it would have the same effect if I were forcing her to do something she didn't want to do by threatening to spank her, since that would also be dominance. Oh, I don't like the way that sounds, and I really don't want to hurt her seriously, but I do have this urge to dominate which I've never felt before.
"On the other hand, Susan is a very independent woman who hates having anyone dominate or control her. Yet, it tums out that she enjoys being humiliated and embarrassed by being forcibly spanked to the point of complete surrender. You could see how she reacted tonight after you spanked her: she was ready to be fucked, or whatever you wanted to do."
"Well, that certainly is a different attitude for you, and what you say about her does explain her reaction tonight. You know I've always thought that she was a sexy little thing, but I certainly never thought of making her, and, if I hadn't been so hot, I probably wouldn't have even then. I can't believe that, with her face and ﬁgure, I'm only the second man to have her. I certainly hope she isn't too upset, but, if she's as straitlaced as you say she is, it was pretty traumatic. Maybe you'd better try to talk to her tomorrow morning and, maybe, help her. I probably should stay out of the way, but, to tell the truth, I'd love to get her again in different circumstances, when I could really pay more attention to her – if you didn't mind."
"I don't know how I'd feel. It's one thing to have it happen like this, totally unexpected, but another if it's planned. As I said, though, it really turned me on, watching you pound her! I thought you were going to push her right through the bed! She is going to have a sore cunt tomorrow. Actually, if I feel tomorrow the way I do right now, I know I would enjoy having the three of us in bed together....I don't know. In any case, I doubt that Susan could even think of such a thing, even if I do. We'll see. Right now, I'm worried about her reaction when it all sinks in. I'm just glad that Jim will be out of town tomorrow. I'm afraid that she will feel so guilty that she would blurt out the whole story to him, and I don't think he would understand at all. That would be messy! I will go over tomorrow morning if she doesn't come here. This really has been a night!"
When Susan awoke the next time, her head was clear, perhaps too clear. She could remember, all too well, the events of the previous night, and they were arranged in her mind like a montage of film clips. She saw herself being fondled, probed and licked (the intimacy of which still caused her to blush) to orgasm, followed by an image of herself kneeling between Jean's legs, obviously performing what, until recently, she would have considered a perverted sexual act. The blush deepened a she had a horrifying picture of the view she had presented to Don, her buttocks waving in the air, her head lowered to Jean's cunt. Never had she even dreamed of being, much less seen, in such a position! The ﬁlm moved forward and she saw herself standing, futilely shielding her breasts and crotch with her hands and arm, as Jean was draped across Don's knees and given a brutal spanking. She remembered, with some dismay, the mixed emotions she had as she watched, part of her horriﬁed, part aroused by the sight of Jean squirming and writhing as she was spanked. Then, with infinite clarity, she saw herself, no longer hiding her nudity, walking meekly toward Don to replace Jean over his lap and to receive her own spanking. She winced as, she remembered the pain as Don slapped her ass cheeks, and suddenly became aware of a burning sensation that remained in those cheeks. She ran her hand over her behind and was startled by its soreness and by the heat emanating from it. Even more painful, however, was the next picture of being raised up by Don, placed on the bed and mounted. She saw the abject surrender as she raised and parted her legs in submission, even helping the penetration with her hand. Much as she would have liked to, she could not deny that she had welcomed – wanted – that penetration and the adulterous intercourse that followed. "I wanted him to fuck me! He could have done anything he wanted to me! Ooh that felt good! He really fucked me hard, hit my cunt hard!" With that thought, she ran her hands between her legs and felt the swollen, very sensitive cunt lips. After that, her memory was almost blank until she was in bed with Jim, and, in fact, she never did recall leaving Don and Jean although she did have a vague picture of Jean riding up and down on Don's cock.
Her next clear recollection in that montage of memories was of her mind coming back into focus as Jim used his fingers and tongue between her spread legs. Again, as when she watched Jean being spanked, she had diametrically opposed feeling about what had happened. On the one hand, she was mortiﬁed to think of her husband, who she loved dearly, kissing and licking her cunt which was still drenched from her sexual activities with another man. He had commented, before they ﬁnally went to sleep, on how extremely wet she was, and she knew that it was Don's cum that had made her that wet. On the other hand, the realization that her husband was licking her freshly lucked cunt was what had really sent her over the edge last night to a tremendous orgasm (her third of the evening), so it evidently appealed to the perverted side of her nature. She knew that she should be devastated by having committed adultery, but, somehow, the degree of guilt and regret she would have expected was absent. Partly, this was due, once again, to the fact that she had made no conscious decision to do what her "censor," or conscience, thought was wrong. As with cunnilingus with Jim and lesbian-type sex with Jean, someone else presented her with a "fait accompli," relieving her of responsibility for what followed. She had come to recognize this trait in herself and realized that it was, at least in part, rationalization, but, psychologically, it did reduce her guilt feelings. It almost didn't seem like adultery when she had been spanked into submission!
Another reason was the fact that Jim had really enjoyed all aspects of their love-making the previous night. He had enjoyed her extreme moistness (not at all bothered by the different taste), her intense reaction (almost a preliminary orgasm) as he licked her, and, especially, the slickness and openness that permitted the longer and more fulﬁlling screwing. Odd as it seemed, Jim, without knowing it, liked having sex with her after she already had been fucked! This might also have been a rationalization, but the sex they had last night was one of the best ever. In this case, extramarital intercourse had actually "lubricated" the way to better martial sex.
Rationalizations or not, by the time Jean came over to check on her, Susan had made considerable strides in coming to terms with her recent sexual activity and with herself. She still blushed when she thought of Don seeing her completely exposed, and when, of course, she thought of him screwing her. In fact, if she focused too closely on much of what had occurred since Jean first spanked her, her face would ﬂush and little faint cries would come from that previously omnipresent censor. The embarrassment and residual pangs of conscience, however, had ceased ruling her thoughts and behavior, even if the blushing and semi-guilt feeling continued. This is not to say that, at ﬁrst, tears had not welled up in her eyes, perhaps remorse at lost innocence, but reality prevailed. Oddly enough, she was more concerned about Jean's reaction than her own, since she knew how she, herself, felt.
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Jean came in the door, somewhat fearful, half expecting to find Susan either comatose or hysterical, but, instead, saw her dry-eyed and, apparently, lucid. "How are you, dear," she asked, "are you ok?"
"I'm fine, I guess, but...but are you mad at me?"
Jean put her arms around her and hugged her as she asked, "What on earth would I be mad at you for'? You certainly didn't do anything wrong!"
"Oh, Jean, dear, your husband fuck...fucked me last night! I was so afraid you would be upset and angry! Aren't you?"
"You silly little thing! Of course I'm not upset! I'll admit that I wasn't quite sure how I felt when I realized that he was going to screw you, but, I have to admit, I actually enjoyed watching him take you. My only concern was how you would react after you left last night. I've been terribly worried because I know nothing remotely like that has ever happened to you and I didn't get a chance to console you last night. I'll admit something though. I snuck over here, after Don and I were finished, to see if I could tell if you were having trouble, and I heard you and Jim in the bedroom. That relieved my mind somewhat; otherwise I would have been over as soon as Jim left this morning. I hope you don't mind my eavesdropping."
"Of course I don't, honey. I guess I left your place in a daze, for I don't remember anything clearly after Don finished. As I'm sure you could guess, I've thought of nothing else since I woke up, and I think I've gotten things squared away, to some degree, anyway As you heard, Jim and I made love after I got home, and that probably was the best thing that possibly could have happened. If I had needed to come in and act natural a few minutes after Don screwed me, I know I couldn't have done it. Or, if I had, somehow, concealed what I had done, I'm sure that I would be wracked with guilt right now. After all, it was adultery, no matter what the circumstances, and I certainly was not prepared to handle that. Last night, though, Jim took me to bed while I was still in a trance, still dazed from Don having me. When I came back to myself, we were engaged in a wonderful love-making session. It doesn't make sense, I guess, but that was so reassuring; it seemed to put things in perspective. Maybe it is just rationalization, but I was able to see the screwing with Don was just sex, with Jim it was love. Does that make sense, or am I just trying to ﬁnd justification for some that I did?"
"Of course it makes sense, honey. That's the same thing I was saying about loving and being in love."
"There's something else, too, which I'm using, right or wrong, to excuse myself. It seems that once someone dominates and spanks me, they can do anything they want with me. That's the way it was with you and, joke or not, you have been my mistress, at least in sex, ever since. Now Don handled me like I was an infant, picking me up and turning me over, and then placing me on the bed. When he laid me on the bed I knew he was going to have me, and I made absolutely no effort to stop him. In fact, maybe you noticed, I spread myself wide and helped him get in. I can't even claim that I didn't know what I was doing. I just never even thought of doing anything else! Hard as it is to admit, I wanted him to take me, use me, and to dominate me. I just can't understand myself, but part of me seems to want to be a slave girl when it comes to sex. But, I don't want that kind of relationship with my husband. There I want to be a loving, equal partner!"
"Well, I don't pretend to be a psychologist or psychoanalyst, but you know that I have the same feeling with Don after he spanks me, so I guess we are somewhat alike. In any case, I don't see any reason to worry yourself. If you enjoy being submissive in certain situations, I don't see that it hurts anyone, certainly not Jim. If it made you feel guilty and was hurting your relationship with him, that would be different, but I think that what you and I have done has made you a better and happier wife and partner for him. I don't know if being screwed by Don makes you a better wife, but, so far, it doesn't seem to have hurt."
"Hard as it is to believe that, with my upbringing, I certainly was more loving and responsive last night than usual! Do you realize that I went off with you working on me, had an unbelievable orgasm with Don and then really exploded with Jim? I must be a sex maniac! I just can't believe myself."
"Well, enough deep thought. To more pressing matters -- how's your bottom? I brought this over in case you needed it. I certainly did after I was after Don did me!" Jean took the bottle of lotion from her pocket and motioned for Susan to lie down on the bed. She pushed Susan's robe aside and said, "Boy, you did get a spanking! Your hips are still bright red!" As she smoothed the lotion over the cheeks, she asked, "Does that hurt'? The heat is unreal."
"It's really sore. I'm glad Jim isn't home, because I would have a hard time not wincing when I sit down. That's not the only place I'm sore. Look at my cunt." She rolled over on her back and spread her legs, something that would have been unthinkable such a short time before. "I think I am really swollen."
"Oh my heavens! Your cunt lips are puffed up and spread apart as if you were ready for sex. I know that Don really pounded you last night, but I didn't expect that!"
"He really did screw me hard, but then Jim did the same thing. Two hard screwings in less than an hour may be more than my cunt can stand. Maybe the lotion will help there too. Ooh, that does feel better!" Susan lay quietly while Jean tenderly applied the soothing lotion to her cunt, and then said, "Honey, we still have a problem. What do we do next?'
"What do you mean, dear?"
"Well, we can hardly go on as we were before, but I certainly don't want to stop doing things with you! But, Don knows about us, and he's screwed me! Is he going to want to do it again? Do you want him to? Should I go with you to Maine?" Susan's eyes began to water as she talked and it was obvious that tears would soon follow.
"Don't cry, honey, we'l1 work it out! As far as Don is concerned, I definitely think that he would want to screw you again; he's not stupid. After the way I felt last night, I certainly wouldn't have any objection -- I might even enjoy it. But, that's up to you. If you have my question in your mind, I'll just tell Don to stay out of the way when you and I are together, and he'll do it. He was worried about you, too, last night, after I told him how inexperienced you were, and he has no problem with the two of us being alone doing whatever we want. Remember, I told you before that he wouldn't object. He just doesn't like being lied to or duped. And, if course you should come with us! Even if you decide you don't want any three-way sex, the fact that you and Don have screwed once will make us all freer and more intimate."
"That makes me feel better, honey. It's funny, I've committed adultery, something that always horriﬁed me, and it hasn't seemed nearly as important as I would have expected. I've been unfaithful to the husband I love dearly, and, while I do feel guilty about it, the guilt is hardly crushing. In fact, last night we were closer than we have been in some time, and, rationalization aside, I don't see that Jim was hurt by what happened at your place last night. If doing things with you made me a better wife and partner, and I think that you are right that it did, it may be that extramarital screwing loosened me up even more. There's no doubt that I'm less inhibited than I was before you spanked me! In any case, I considered whether I should tell Jim about it, but I sincerely believe that no good, and probably a lot of harm, would come from doing so. Once I decided that, the real question was your feelings and the future, not past events. I really want to go with you to Maine, and I'll do whatever you and Don want."
"Watch it, my little slave girl, you might be getting into more than you expect if you have both a mistress and a master," Jean said, laughing for the ﬁrst time. "I'1l tell you what I think. We should cool it with Don until we get to Maine, and we'll see how you feel by then. In the meantime, Jim won't be coming home till late tonight, you said. Why don't you come over and eat with us this evening and we'll pretend nothing happened last night. You and Don can get comfortable with each other again, and we'll have a nice quiet, friendly, and non-traumatic, evening. What do you think?"
"I think that would be perfect, honey!"
It was perfect, a quiet, comfortable, companionable meal that brought Susan and Don together without tension. The walk across the short deck was traumatic for Susan, not knowing how she would react to seeing Don, but her concern was banished when he, without speaking, hugged her and squeezed her hand as she entered. The evening was spent in casual, pleasant conversation about non-controversial subjects, particularly more details about the cabin and lake. The only time that Susan was the least embarrassed was one time when she inadvertently noticed Don's roving eyes taking in the more salient points of her anatomy? It suddenly hit her, for the ﬁrst time in his presence that this man had seen, in her mother's phraseology, "everything she had," and she felt herself blushing. However, as she felt the ﬂush throughout her body, she realized that she wasn't really embarrassed so much as mildly stimulated, sexually, and that, as much as anything else, relaxed her. So, the evening went well, and, as she left, both said "good night" with a kiss that was something more than pro forma -- and to her own surprise, she returned both with equal fervor.
The month of June was a busy one. Jim's classes and exams were finished and he was able to devote full time to his thesis. Susan's school ﬁnished for the summer at the end of the ﬁrst week, leaving her free to catch up with house work and get ready for the Maine trip. Susan and Jean's Friday sessions continued as before with the two of them becoming more familiar each other's preferences and erogenous zones. Don finished the contract negotiations that caused the Friday night meetings, but he stayed away while the "movie sessions" went on. Only two things of a new sexual nature took place during that month, and they were closely related.
With school over, Susan and Jean began shopping for clothes needed for the trip, and, as a result, they made several trips to the local mall. Jean found a short, denim skirt that she said would be ideal for Maine, and urged Susan to try one on, but she protested that she could never wear a skirt that short, several inches above the knee. However, with Jean's and the clerk's urging, she finally did try it on, and even she had to admit that it looked perfect on her. For her, the oddest thing was that, when she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt sexy, something that never had happened to her when she tried on clothes. Over her not-too-sincere protests, Jean convinced her not only to buy it, but to wear it right then. Walking through the mall, wearing by far the shortest skirt she ever had on, Susan was very conscious of everyone looking at her (even when they weren't) and feeling a combination of embarrassment and exhilaration.
After leaving the clothing store, Jean asked, "Now, what about shoes? You really need soft soled, athletic-type shoes because regular shoes are just no good on the rocks around the cabin. Do you have any shoes like that?"
"All my shoes are the regular, dress type that I wear in school. I guess that I had better get a pair, if you think they are necessary."
Jean had wanted that response, for she had an ulterior motive in convincing Susan to wear the short skirt and, now, to try on shoes. As they went into the store, the clerk immediately came over to wait on her, as he always did. An attractive man, probably in his 50's, he enjoyed ﬁtting Jean with shoes because she obviously didn't mind when he lifted her foot higher than was necessary and casually looked between her legs. His glances weren't so conspicuous that she would have to notice, yet not so secretive as to deprive her of the pleasure of being a little wanton. A nice compromise, bringing pleasure to both without risk of condemnation.
They sat down and Jean indicated that this time the shoes were for her friend, and described the type of shoe Susan needed. The clerk smiled and pulled his stool over in front of Susan. He put her foot on the stool, removed her shoe and, with great care, measured the foot. As he did so, the short skirt slid up, giving him a nice view of her thighs. He left to get the shoes, and Susan, red-faced, said, "Jean! I can't keep this skirt down! He'll see all the way up me!"
"Uh huh! Remember several weeks ago I said we were going to come to the mall and show you off? Well, this is the time!"
"Jean, please, I can't do that! Don't make me."
"Susan, honey, all you have to do is relax your legs. He'll do the rest. Just picture how sexy you look in that skirt!"
At that, the clerk came back, bearing several shoe boxes, and sat down in front of Susan. Selecting one pair, he lifted her right foot and ﬁt the shoe onto it while, again, focusing his eyes on her exposed thighs. Unfortunately, from his point of view, she kept her knees tight together, foiling his efforts to see higher. Jean got up and, while supposedly looking at a display, caught Susan's eye and mouthed the words, "Relax!" and she pantomimed spanking. Susan's face ﬂushed even more, but as the clerk raised her left foot to ﬁt the other shoe, she reluctantly let her knees part, opening a path for his eyes directly to her brief, sheer panties. From Jean's position, she also saw her panties, and, as Susan walked around trying the shoes, she whispered, "That's the way, dear. You look lovely!"
Susan tried on a second pair, letting her legs part as her foot was lifted, and, to her complete surprise, the warmth she had felt from embarrassment somehow metamorphosed into sexual heat. As Jean had promised, the clerk was doing the lifting and looking, and all she had to do was relax her legs -- once again, it was being done to her, not by her! She had never had the experience of being exposed like this, and she was startled to discover that it was exciting. As a result, she made no further effort to hide herself from his view, and when she had made her choice of shoes, she turned her upper body to talk to Jean, leaving one foot up on the stool, the other on the ﬂoor, knees wide apart, deliberately giving him an unobstructed view of her almost transparent panties. When they left the store, she was hyper; embarrassed, excited, exhilarated, and a number of other emotions she couldn't categorize. "Oh, my heavens, I can't believe I did that! He was looking right at my panties and I let him!"
"See, I told you that you would enjoy it. You get a little thrill, he gets some sexual excitement, and no one is hurt. It's fun! Now, I want you to do one more thing. Go into the restroom and take off your panties." Seeing the shocked expression on Susan's face, she headed off the protest by adding, "Hold on, now, dear. You don't have to show off anything, just take them off. Now, go on!"
Reluctantly, Susan did as she was told, and came out of the ladies room with a red face, clutching her purse which contained her panties. "I feel funny, Jean. I don't think I've ever been out of the house without panties on. I feel so exposed! God, if my skirt blew up or I tripped....I'd die!" Fortunately, she did neither in the rest of their shopping trip, and, as she became more accustomed to the feeling of being daring, on the edge of a catastrophic embarrassment, she found the lack of panties to be exciting. It was even fun having to be extra careful as she slid in and out of a booth when they stopped for a sundae. She finally admitted as much to Jean, and said, "I guess this is how you felt, wearing your red dress without panties. It is sexy feeling."
"Remember, I didn't have a bra on either, and being completely naked under your dress is really a scary thrill! You'll have to try that next."
"This is enough for now, thanks! At least, I didn't give you any reason to spank me. I did just what you told me. Ha!"
"For that little bit of insubordination, you'll get ten whacks on your bare ass when we get home! And, if you're not careful, I'll lift your skirt and give you a smack right here in public." That didn't happen, but when they arrived home, Jean took Susan up to the bedroom to give her those ten hard whacks, just to, as she said, show her who was boss. That was, in fact, the reason for the intended spanking: as she had said to Don, Jean frankly did enjoy controlling her and a spanking for even a minor transgression would further establish the dominant-submissive nature of their relationship.
Holding Susan by the arm to prevent her escape, Jean forced her to climb the stairs to the bedroom, Susan protesting all the way that it wasn't fair, that she just had been kidding. Susan knew that this was going to be a real spanking, and put up the usual struggle with no chance of winning as Jean pulled her over her knee, ﬂipped her new short skirt over her back, and bared her entire behind. She delivered one fairly hard slap, asking if Susan were sorry for being impertinent, and Susan protested again that she hadn't done anything. If the truth be known, Susan was still somewhat "high" from her afternoon exploits, and the humiliation of, once again, being handled like a child, was giving her a perverse sexual thrill at the same time that she dreaded what she knew was coming. Jean was, as usual, enjoying the view and feel of "that pretty little ass" reveling in the heady feeling of dominance over the smaller woman. "Ok, if you're not sorry, maybe it will be twenty whacks! With that, the spanking commenced, relatively light at ﬁrst, but still hard enough to quickly redden the cheeks, and, as usual, the blows became more serious as they continued. There were the usual alternating slaps and moans of pain as the slaps rained down: slap, "Ouch," slap, "Ooh, stop it," whack, "Jean, stop, it hurts," slap, etc. Susan was writhing around, trying to twist away from the swatting hand, but to no avail. Finally, as usual she lay quietly, sobbing piteously, as she waited for the punishment to end.
At that point, a new element, the second event, was added. Unbeknownst to the women, Don was working in the study and suddenly heard shrill voices followed by the unmistakable sound of a hand slapping a bottom. Intrigued, naturally, he quietly crossed the hall and looked into the bedroom and saw the astounding and stimulating picture of Susan, naked below the waist, draped over Jean's lap and being spanked vigorously. He watched as Susan protested and struggled, enthralled by the erotic picture before him. Then, as Susan's deﬁance ebbed and she lay unresisting over Jean's lap, he stepped into the room, unnoticed at ﬁrst, as the spanking proceeded. Suddenly Jean looked up and saw him. Startled, she started to let Susan go, but he simply said, "Don't stop for me!" Jean administered another, harder whack as Susan, hearing Don's voice, began a real struggle to get free. "Oh, let me up, Jean! Oh, good heavens, please let me go! Don't let him watch!"
The struggling and pleading were unavailing, and soon, Susan, completely humiliated and defeated, simply collapsed again and gave up as the blows continued. She lay there submissively as she pleaded, "Please, please, I'm so embarrassed! It's hurting, honey!" At that point, Jean took pity on her and stopped spanking and started running her hands over and around Susan's crimson bottom. Susan hid her face in her hands, horriﬁed not only by having Don see her punished, but also by now lying there, completely exposed, as Jean fondled her. But, the humiliation also excited her: her tears were still falling and her bottom certainly still hurt, but, at the same time, her cunt was very aroused.



Jean could tell that Susan was sexually excited and thought she knew how to arouse her further. As she caressed the spanked behind, she asked, "I didn't hurt you too much did I, honey? Your ass isn't even very red. Look, Don, do you think she is really red?" With that, to Susan's absolute horror, she pulled her hands away, completely exposing the spanked cheeks to Don's gaze. "Here, feel if she's hot."
Don, taking his cue from her lead, reached down and fondled Susan's bottom, commenting, "No, it's not too bad. Your ass is usually much redder after being spanked." Then, as he ran his hands all over the exposed hips, "No, she's warm, but no really hot." Not wanting to go too far, he looked, again, to Jean for guidance. She, knowing Susan's reactions by then, nodded downward, encouraging him to go further. At that, he said, "I bet she's hotter further down," and slid his hand between Susan's legs, and found her cunt to be soaking wet, literary dripping. "Yes, much hotter!"
That was just too much for Susan, and she went into a sort of sensory overload. For the ﬁrst time in her adult life she had knowingly let someone see her panties, even helping at the end. Then she had walked and sat around for several hours with no panties at all. For most women, such mildly erotic activities would have had little effect; for Susan they were traumatic, if exciting. Then, to be spanked on her bare bottom, in the humiliating over-the-knee position, with a man watching, was beyond comprehension. But, to lie there and have that man fondle her bottom, and then her cunt, was simply too much to take. All of these things were embarrassing and mortifying, but they also excited Susan beyond control. As Don's fingers played with her cunt, Susan's hips began that telltale orgasmic undulating motion, humping back against his hand and then pulling away in that distinctive rhythm. Within minutes, her hips were almost a blur as she thrust back and forth, finally culminating in a climax that left her panting and gasping, slumped over Jean's lap.
Jean helped her to her feet, and hugged her, but, now, the embarrassment and humiliation she felt was no longer buffered by sexual excitement and the tears she cried were from real mortiﬁcation. Both Jean and Don tried to console her, but it was at least ﬁve minutes before she was able to control herself. As the sobs gradually stopped, they finally were able to cajole, first, a tentative smile, and, at last, a real grin and giggle as they kidded her about how pretty she looked while over Jean's knee. "You two are awful! I'm beginning to think my bottom is my best feature as far as you're concerned, and I don't know if I should go to Maine with you! I'm liable to be permanently marked back there when we come back! Oh, that still hurts!"
Jean quickly got up and went into the bathroom, saying, "I'll get the lotion, honey. We'll make it feel better!" She came back with the familiar white bottle in her hand and said, "Ok, lie down on the bed and I'll put this on. Oh, wait a minute, honey; we don't want to get anything on your new skirt. Take it off first." Susan looked at her with an appalled expression.
"I can't take my skirt off with Don here! Good heavens!"
"Sure you can. He's seen everything, anyway."
"That may be, but my skirt is staying on!"
"Oh no it isn't! Grab her, Don!"
Susan tried to escape, genuinely upset, but, of course, she had no success and shortly she was standing, held by Don, as Jean removed the skirt. Once again, Susan was embarrassed by her near nudity, but something inside her loved it at the same time. Don simply picked her up and deposited her on the bed, face up, with her cunt hair nicely displayed. She quickly rolled over, hiding the front, but exposing her hips. She hid her head in the pillow, as both Jean and Don poured lotion onto their hands and began smoothing it over her bottom. Each managed to slip their fingers between the cheeks and between her legs, fondling and stroking gently as Susan again began orgasmic moves. Before she could build up to the final climax, however, Jean said, "Turn over, honey." Obediently, without hesitation, Susan did as she was told, not even thinking of the exposure as she did so. Jean continued playing with Susan's cunt, as she then said, "Take off her blouse and bra, Don." Don unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it back, exposing her bra-covered tits. With his urging, Susan raised up enough to take the blouse off her shoulders and arms, and, then unsnapped and removed the bra. Susan lay back, completely nude, as Don began caressing her breasts and gently sucking her nipples.
For the next several minutes, both Jean and Don fondled, kissed and ﬁngered Susan's body. Then, as her excitement mounted again, Susan raised and spread her legs, displaying her cunt and ass as she approached orgasm. Jean bowed her head and began licking both areas, focusing, finally, on the clit as the concluding surges began. As she did so, Don concentrated on running his hands over her breasts, stomach and pubic hair, enthralled by the incredible sight of his wife performing cunnilingus right before his eyes. The multiple sensations provided by two lovers sent Susan over the edge to her second climax, ﬁlling the air with her gasps and sighs. When she ﬁnally collapsed, legs spread wide and breasts heaving, she presented an unbelievably erotic vision to Jean and Don. They looked at each other and exchanged a smile, and then Jean mouthed the words, "You'd better go," as she nodded toward the door. Don's eyes made another quick survey of Susan's exposed body, and then he quietly slipped out, leaving the two women alone.
As Susan slowly came back to herself, she suddenly became aware that she was completely naked, with Jean, fully dressed, lying beside her. However, she looked around and, realizing that Don was gone, made no attempt to cover herself or, even, to pull her legs together. "Oh, Jean, I can't believe any of this! I'm so embarrassed that I can hardly think, but something in me loved every minute of it. Ooh, I did enjoy it, almost as if someone else controlled my body. But, now that I'm in control again, I just can't believe that you and Don played with me and he saw me go off twice! I've barely gotten used to having sex with you and having you see me, but having you both is just more than my mind can accept right now! What on earth does he think of me? A married woman lying here naked, letting a woman and another man play with her and set her off!"
"He, and I, thinks you are a lovely, sexy woman who reacted just as you should have. You were aroused by the other activities today and, after being embarrassed and humiliated while being spanked, your lustful side took over and your rational, prudish side withdrew. Being married doesn't mean someone else can't get you hot! Being married doesn't mean that somehow your psyche is circumscribed so that only your husband can arouse or excite you! If it did mean that, millions of women would not be turned on by movie stars like Rudolph Valentino, Clark Gable, Robert Redford or Jim Gardner. Being married also doesn't mean that you can't enjoy what is really innocent sex play with two very close friends without feeling guilty. If you were depriving Jim of anything, it would be different, but as I said, we have improved your marriage, not hurt it!"
"I suppose you're right, at least I want you to be." Susan permitted herself to be consoled, and, after a few more minutes, began putting her clothes back on. "That was quite an afternoon, honey. At this rate, I'll be completely depraved by the time we come back from Maine! Now, I'd better go home and show Jim my new, sexy skirt."
"There is one more thing, dear, that may cause a problem. I never thought of it till this moment. When we're at the cabin, I usually go around wearing nothing but a bikini bottom when we don't have company, and I usually swim and sun bathe nude. The result is that when we come home, I have an all-over tan or close to it. Now, if it will cause a problem for you, we can stay dressed or wear suits, but the freedom is very nice. Needless to say, if you are tanned on your breasts, much less your stomach and hips, it will be obvious that you were nude or near-nude in the sun."
"I don't know, Susan. I've never done anything like that -- boy, is that an understatement -- and I don't know if I could bring myself to go around like that. I'll admit, in my present degenerate state, that it does sound like fun. I don't know, but I'll broach the idea to Jim and, at least, prepare him if his wife comes home looking like a beach girl. First, I'll see how he reacts to this short skirt!"
As it happened, Susan needed to have no worries about Jim's reaction. He loved the skirt, complimented her on how nice her legs looked, and reminded her that he had suggested, long ago, that mini-skirts would look good on her. At that time, she wouldn't even consider such an idea, and he was delighted that her views had changed. To her complete surprise, he even had no objection to the idea of her going topless or even, in private, sunbathing nude. As he said, he had never proposed such radical ideas because he knew that she would be offended by even a suggestion of such immodesty, and, in any case, there was nowhere in graduate housing that such exposure would be accepted even if she had liked the idea.
So, with that settled satisfactorily, there were no further roadblocks to Susan's Maine trip. That vacation, however, had taken on overtones completely different from when the trip was ﬁrst proposed. Susan had anticipated more lesbian sex, but her newly discovered submissive nature made it almost certain that the month also would see more spanking, more adulterous sex and a great deal of casual nudity. Paradoxically, where a few months ago even the thought of such activities would have caused Susan to blanch and run away, now, instead, she found herself intrigued, but also a bit frightened. One thing was certain, however; frightened or not, Susan Adams was going to Maine!
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Jim and the National Guard departed early on a Wednesday morning for the long, slow trip for the summer encampment. Susan and the Brewers weren't leaving for Maine until Sunday, so there were several days for ﬁnal preparation. Jim and Susan were fortunate to be able to have one last sexual session, Tuesday night, because her monthly indisposition began just as he left the following morning. Actually, the timing was as good as it could be, for such an inconvenient event, since it would be over in time for the trip north. However, her physical condition did severely limit her sexual activities with Jean until then.
Nonetheless, the two women got together both Wednesday and Thursday evenings, with Susan working overtime on Jean's breasts, cunt and bottom. Over the last few weeks, without articulating it, they had come to accept that their relationship was one of Jean dominating, Susan submitting in anything relating to sex, so the concentration on Jean's needs seemed natural. Oddly enough, while she would have enjoyed being worked on herself, Susan found real gratiﬁcation "servicing" Jean. She fantasized about being a serving girl or, again, a slave girl, giving pleasure to her mistress, with the implied threat of severe punishment if she didn't do a good job. With that fantasy, and that implied threat hanging over her, even the most depraved act was defensible if it increased her mistress's enjoyment. As a consequence, Jean's nipples were lovingly kissed and sucked and her cunt and ass were thoroughly kissed, licked and finger-fucked. Needless to say, Jean greatly enjoyed the ministrations of her "slave," and, she had to admit, relished the idea of having complete control over Susan, including, of course, spanking.
Susan's fear of and craving for embarrassment and humiliation was now recognized by both of them, and, as shown when Susan's panties were exposed at the shoe store, she was tremendously aroused and mortiﬁed at the same time. Since then, Jean had made Susan go without panties several times and once, on an escalator, had run her hand completely up to her cunt and fondled her. They were completely concealed, but Susan was positive that everyone in the store had seen, and her face stayed red for twenty minutes. Another time when they were looking for a two piece bathing suit for Susan (she had always worn modest, one piece, skirted suits), Jean "accidentally" held the curtain on the dressing room open, exhibiting Susan's bare breasts to anyone looking. Again, it was unlikely that anyone had seen anything, but Susan felt that a thousand eyes had been on her. On both occasions, Susan admitted that a real rush of excitement went through her as she knew exposure was possible, and that, even while blushing and trying to conceal herself, she really liked it when Jean forced her display her "charms." Nonetheless, Susan still resisted vigorously each time Jean proposed, or ordered, her to be more revealing. Thus, the stage was set for the trip to Maine.
The two women had each purchased a pair of relatively short shorts to wear under a colorful tunic shirt top which came down and inch or so below the crotch and they had decided to wear those outﬁts on the trip. Early Sunday morning, while Don packed the car, Jean went over to Susan's and astounded her with the demand that she remove her shorts.
"What do you mean, honey? We decided that we would both wear shorts!"
"I'm wearing shorts. You are wearing your shirt and panties, no shorts!"
"You're kidding! I couldn't possibly go out of the house, much less on a trip, dressed like that! I just won't do it!"
"Oh, yes you will, even if I have to take them off myself -- after spanking you for disobeying!" Susan tried to run past into the bathroom, but Jean grabbed her arm and demanded, "Take them off!"
"No I won't!"
"Ok, then, we'll do it the hard way." With that, Jean pulled Susan over her knee, unfastened the shorts, and pulled them down her thighs, exposing the sheer panties that Susan always wore. Her hand came down with a tremendous smack, causing Susan's bottom to quiver and leaving a clear hand print in vivid red. The hand began a series of slaps that elicited cries of agony and protest from Susan.
"Stop, Jean! I can't go out like that. Please don't make me do it! Ooh, that hurts! Stop, please!" Her cries were interspersed with loud smacks and slaps that caused her entire body to writhe and twist. Finally, and inevitably, her defenses crumbled and she lay inert across Jean's lap, crying in frustration and humiliation as much as pain. "Jean, dear, please stop. I'll do it. I'1l do it!" Her surrender was accompanied by a profusion of tears as she envisioned sitting half naked in the car, but once again, even as she cried in mortiﬁcation, she felt an undeniable ﬂood of warmth and excitement in her cunt, as what she both feared and wanted was being forced on her. "Oh, Jean, do I have to ride all the way without my shorts? My panties will be showing all the time!"
Jean stood her up and hugged her. "All the way, honey, and you know you'll enjoy it. Now, take your bra off too."
"Oh my heavens, I'l1 be almost naked! Please let me keep my bra; my breasts will jiggle too much without it!"
Jean just looked at her and shook her head, so Susan meekly pulled off her shirt, removed her bra and, wearing just her panties, said, "I might as well go like this!" Jean looked at Susan's almost nude body, and said, "Maybe you're right. Maybe I'll make you ride all the way naked!" At that, Susan quickly grabbed her shirt and pulled it on, and said, contritely, "I'll go this way, you bully." She paused, and then, "Gods, my bottom hurts! How am I going to ride all that way -- what a way to start a trip!"
With an impish grin, Jean pulled the bottle of lotion from her pocket and said, "I thought you would need a spanking before you would see the light, so I brought this with me. Pull your panties down and I'll spread it on that cute little red ass."
"You! Ooh, I wish I were bigger!" Nonetheless, she submissively did as she was told, and, for a very pleasant ﬁve minutes, had her bottom gently stroked and massaged. Then, wearing only her sheer panties and tunic shirt, she went with Jean to join Don at the car and begin the trip. Needless to say, Don was delighted with her attire, and fulsomely praised her charming and provocative appearance. Susan was both embarrassed and ﬂattered by his compliments, and got in the back seat suffused with a feeling of being sexy and daring. Suddenly she was savoring the near nudity and looking forward to the long car ride before her. She sat back in the seat, looked down at the hard nipples poking out through her thin shirt, and, defying her censor, pulled the tail of her shirt up, exposing her panties. Then, she looked up at Jean, grinning, and said, "I guess I'm ready!"
The trip was relatively unexceptional, but Susan was titillated the entire way by her feeling of being exposed, even if concealed within the car. However, there were two events that really aroused her embarrassment-excitement syndrome. They stopped to eat a picnic lunch at a roadside rest area, and she was forced to move around in a semi-public area, always conscious of scrutiny by other picnickers, even if they were too remote to see details. Much of that scrutiny was imaginary, but when she had to visit the restroom, her jiggling breasts, with jutting nipples, combined with the inevitable revealing of her panties as she walked, attracted real attention and caused a deep ﬂush to cover her face. Leaving the restroom, she was so embarrassed that she almost ran back to the car, a gait that caused her braless breasts to bounce up and down and her panties to be almost completely exposed, providing onlookers something really to stare at. As they left the rest area, she huddled down in the back seat, crimson with embarrassment, but exhilarated at the same time. Jean and Don kidded her unmercifully about her run back to the car, but, at the same time, ﬂattered, and ﬂustered, her by speculating on the impact her near nudity probably had on the observers, particularly the men. Most ﬂattering of all, though, and what really made her feel sexy, was when both admitted that the sight of her running even excited them and made them very happy that she was coming to their car!
The second event happened as they were stuck in a long line of trafﬁc that was moving at a snail's pace because of road repair. Two lanes were moving sporadically, first one pushed ahead, then the other, the same cars passing and repassing each other. A large truck was matching their speed, first going by them and being caught in turn. Susan had been very conscious of truck drivers looking down at her as they passed, but she had become used to the exposure of her thighs, and even had come to enjoy the mild exhibitionism. After they had passed and been passed by the same truck, she glanced up and exchanged smiles with the driver as he went by them again. This happened several times as they exchanged positions, with the driver obviously letting his eyes rim over Susan's legs each time, even winking at her once. Susan ﬁrst thought was to pull her shirt down as far as possible, but she surprised herself by refraining from doing so even when she realized that the edge of her panties was showing. In fact, as she moved around, the shirt pulled up enough that the crotch was revealed. Susan couldn't meet his eyes, but as they drove by and she knew that he was looking, a wave of heat went through her. Finally, the end of the trafﬁc hold up approached and Susan knew that the next time they caught the truck would be the last time, and she determined to look up and smile as he saw her. At the last second, without conscious thought, she slouched further down in the seat, pulling her shirt up completely over the top of her brief, sheer panties, and looked up, right at the driver who was staring, amazed, at the erotic picture Susan presented. At the last second he raised his eyes to hers, winked and mouthed the word "Wow!" as Don pulled away.
Susan lay there, not pulling her shirt down, as she thought, "How on earth did I ever do that? My, God, I showed myself to him! A complete stranger!" When she described what she had done to Jean later, they agreed that it was easier with a stranger, someone she would never see again. Still, the realization that she had deliberately exposed herself astonished, and dismayed, her and forced her to recognize how much she had changed in a relatively short time. She also wondered how much she would change in the next month, a really frightening thought.
Shortly after that, they left the interstate highway, traveling onwards on a secondary road for another hour. Finally, they took a local road which Don said circled the lake, and after another half hour, slowed and turned off onto an unpaved drive marked "private road." "This is it," Don announced with pride, following the twisting dirt lane for a quarter mile through a beautiful woodland made up mostly of white pines, firs and birches. The sun coming through the tall trees made a lovely dappled pattern on the ground which was almost bare of underbrush, making it seem that they were driving through a park. Despite the openness, there was nothing in view but the trees, themselves -- no houses, debris, rubbish or people, just nature. "My grandfather owned all this and left it to me, and Jean and I have kept it intact. Most of the large land holdings around here have been broken up into large building lots of two or three acres, mostly on the other side of the lake, but we like the isolation." At that point, the drive curved and suddenly ended at the back of a large, very sturdy log cabin and Don parked under the shelter of what really amounted to a porte cochere, even if that term seems somewhat pretentious for a log cabin. On the other hand, you could hardly refer to a structure supported by posts made of tree trunks 15" in diameter, supporting a row of massive beams roofed by an extensive deck, a "car port."
Don unlocked the door and they entered what Susan later would realize was a large, modern kitchen area, but, now, her eyes went immediately through the intervening space to an expanse of glass that provided a sweeping view of the lake. There was an eight-foot sliding glass door, ﬂanked on either side by two ﬂoor-to-ceiling picture windows, presenting an almost unimaginable panoramic vista of dark stones, sparkling water, white sails and, in the distance, the barely discernible line of the opposite shore. Susan stared at the unparalleled beauty spread before her and simply gasped, "Oh, I don't believe it! It's so lovely!" As she stood, enraptured, Don and Jean watched her with delight for that reaction was all they had hoped for, not blasé or nonchalant, but genuinely thrilled and admiring.
Finally, Jean said, "Let's get settled and then we can show you the outside. Now, what do you think of our cabin?"
Susan reluctantly turned away from the windows and let her eyes focus on the interior, and was startled anew by what she saw. "You call this a cabin?" The entire ﬁrst ﬂoor was one vast room with a sloping ceiling, starting over the windows and going upwards almost twenty feet. The walls were plastered and painted in light colors, and the ceiling was constructed of walnut stained planking. The living room section was full height, with stairs on the left leading to a bedroom loft over the kitchen, dining area. The kitchen was on the right, completely modern and separated from the living room by a peninsula bar with stools. Between the kitchen and the stairs under the loft was the dining area, furnished with a massive, round dining-game table, buffet and chairs. The only thing breaking up the open ﬂoor plan was an enormous, black stone ﬁreplace with a massive black stone hearth and mantle between the kitchen and dining area, with a matching stone chimney going upwards through the front of the loft to the roof. This supported the loft, eliminating the need for posts, and, as Susan soon discovered, permitted a second fireplace in the sleeping area. The living room was furnished with two couches and several overstuffed chairs (along with various tables and lamps), permitting occupants to face either the windows or the ﬁreplace, as they wished. At the kitchen end, the living room contained a pool table with a removable top for ping-pong. The wall at the other end was completely covered by full book shelves, the titles testifying to the catholic tastes of the present and past owners. The stairs to the loft were at that end, and the space under the stairs and extending to the back wall under the loft was used for a small, well-equipped ofﬁce as well as for a half-bath.
Susan could hardly comprehend the level of comfort and luxury, so far from her picture of a "cabin in Maine." Finally, they climbed upstairs to the loft where she was enchanted not only to ﬁnd the ﬁreplace, but to see opposite it, another sliding glass door opening onto a deck, over the "car port," actually under the spreading boughs of a massive white pine. The room, itself, contained the two full-sized beds Jean had described plus two chests of drawers and two closets on each side. A full bathroom was on the stair side, over the ground ﬂoor half-bath. "This is the most beautiful house I've ever been in," Susan exclaimed. I don't know how you ever leave it! And you only come up here one month a year?"
"Actually, we normally come up more often than that, for several weekends in the fall and winter, and for a couple of weeks in the spring," Jean replied. "It all depends on Don's schedule, for I can work here as well as at home. This year, with that major contract in the works, Don has been tied up continuously, so we haven't been able to get away. We love it here, though, and have even considered living here when Don retires. That's a long time from now, though, and, anyway, it gets ungodly cold here in the winter! Come on, we can unpack later. Let's go outside."
As they started down the stairs, Susan saw her reﬂection in a full-length mirror on the bathroom door. The tunic-shirt that had barely covered her in the morning was now wrinkled up and exposed the entire crotch of her panties in front, her buttocks in the rear. "Oh, my heavens, look at me! I can't go anywhere looking like this."
Jean glanced back and said, "Come on, honey. You look cute."
"Cute! My God, you can see the color of my nipples through this shirt and my cunt hair through my panties! I might as well be naked! I'm not going outside like this!"
"Don't be silly. Anyway, there's just the three of us here, and we've seen it all already. Besides, you do look cute!"
"Oh, nuts, I guess it doesn't matter after going around like this all day. Boy, I didn't know that my breasts showed so clearly through this shirt. Gods, I'd never have gone into the restroom!"
They went back downstairs, Don slid the door open, and they all stepped out on the deck, which ran the full width of the cabin. From there, the view was even more magniﬁcent than through the windows, and Susan was still more enthralled by the scenic beauty. From the deck she could see that, as Don had described earlier, the cabin was built on a ledge of black rock that extended to and under the water in a sort of peninsula. As they walked down toward the lake, she saw the narrow arm of the lake on the left, with cottages visible on the far shore, probably fifty yards away. Straight ahead and to the right, the main body of the lake stretched as far as she could see from this lower level. Don went back inside as Susan and Jean continued their exploration, looking down at their boat dock and boathouse, with Jean saying, "You can see why I said that you needed these shoes to walk on these rocks. Rubber soles or bare feet are needed to walk on them, and they get too hot for bare feet when the sun is out."
Shortly afterwards, Don came back out wearing shorts and said, "The pool isn't too bad. I called Billy and he's coming over to help me get the debris out and get things going. Come on, Susan. I'll show you the swimming pool -- it's interesting." They followed him, and Susan realized that she had completely overlooked the pool because it looked like nothing more than another, deeper dip in the rock. "See, it's about 40 x 40 feet in an irregular circle, with the center, about 20 x 30, the deep area, about nine feet. There's a drain under those leaves in the center, and we have to clean them out before we can put water in. Billy Morrison, a kid who lives across the arm there, works for the association and is coming to help."
Jean interrupted, "He's not really a kid, anymore, really. He must be 17 or 18 now, but he's helped us since he was a kid. Oh, there he comes now!" A small boat disappeared behind the rocks going toward the dock.
Susan suddenly remembered her attire and said, "My heavens, I can't let him see me like this! I've got to go in and put some clothes on."
"Now you stay right here! You look delectable and I'm sure that Billy would love to meet you! Besides, he's seen me, many times, wearing nothing but my bikini bottoms, and you've got on more than that."
"Oh, Jean, I can't let him see me! I'd be so embarrassed that....I don't know what!" With that she turned and started as if to run up to the cabin.
Before she could get away, though, Jean grabbed her arm, and commanded, "Now you stay right here! He'll see a lot more than your panties before the month is out, and, in any case, you'll enjoy having him look. Now, you've had one spanking today. Do you want another?"
At that moment, a tall, good looking young man climbed the last of the stairs from the dock, and called, "Hi, Jean!" He hurried over and gave her a big hug, saying, "You two haven't been here in a long time!"



"You're right, Billy, too long. Here, I want you to meet our friend, Susan Adams. She's staying with us this month, so you'll be seeing a lot of her."
Actually, as Billy's attention focused on Susan, he saw a lot of her then, a fact of which she was very well aware. Both tried to be nonchalant, and exchanged the standard pleasantries, and, while his eyes lingered for a moment on the prominent nipples barely concealed by her thin shirt and her face looked sunburned because of her blushing, the introduction went well. She was saved from further scrutiny by Don calling Billy to come down into the pool to help. Susan and Jean followed Billy to the pool, and stood and watched as the men began removing the mixture of leaves and branches collected in the bottom. After watching for a few minutes, Jean pulled Susan over to the side where they could half-sit, half-lean on a long, black ledge while exchanging comments with the workers. Every now and then, Billy or Don would pause and look up at the women who were several feet overhead. Susan was very conscious of her exposure and could feel the glances focusing on her panties which she knew must be completely visible from down below. Picking a time when the men were concentrating on getting the last of the debris off the grating over the drain, she looked down and realized that the shirt had rucked up even further, exposing her panties past the hair line. Susan was aghast and started to cover herself, but Jean, in a quiet voice, but one demanding obedience, said, "Now, don't fuss with that shirt or you'll really be spanked! Now, just look away and you won't be embarrassed by catching his eye." With that, Jean pointed out over the lake at some boats, and when Billy looked up next, Susan's eyes were averted so he wasn't afraid to be caught staring. With that scrutiny, he could not only see Susan's panties, he could easily discern her pubic hair through them, and if Susan still had any question of her ability to give a man a "hardon," that question would have been answered positively.
Despite Jean assurance, Susan was embarrassed (and she still looked sunburned), but she felt the same thrill she had felt in the car -- a warmth radiating from her cunt that sent tingles all through her body. Thus, when she looked back down at the pool, she made no further efforts to cover herself. In fact, in a burst of bravado, she slid down to a more sitting position and let her legs casually part, exposing the crotch of her panties, and, from then onwards, acted as if she had shorts on. Needless to say, Billy had a hard time keeping his eyes off of her barely concealed body and even Don, who had seen it all before, found the view quite stimulating. Jean, who had encouraged (and through her dominance, caused) this transformation from a shy, modest, and very embarrassed woman to what Susan would have thought of as a brazen exhibitionist, also found the display stimulating, both from watching Susan's reaction and that of the men. Everyone enjoyed Susan's ﬂaunting of her body, but what made it enjoyable for Susan, herself, was the way everyone took it as a matter of course with no humiliating staring or gawking. The men ﬁnished the clean-out and Susan was fascinated by the next step. Don disappeared around the cabin and opened the sluice, allowing water from the stream, which Susan hadn't seen yet, to ﬂow along what appeared to be a shallow depression in the rock. In fact, that depression was a laboriously carved channel that permitted the rapid ﬁlling of the pool as the water gushed down its new path. The first ﬂood was used to wash away any lingering debris or dirt, and then Don went down to the outlet at the lake and turned a valve closing the drain. The pool rapidly filled with crystal clear water, finally ﬂowing over the edge into the lake like a small waterfall. After letting it do so for a short time, Don returned to the stream and cut off the ﬂow, leaving what looked like a small pond, with its irregular edges and asymmetrical shape, rather than a swimming pool. In addition, the black rocks which had a coarse, matte ﬁnish when dry, took on a smooth, almost polished, look when wet, and they appeared to be a much darker black than before. Susan was positively captivated by the process and the delightful thought of swimming on what was a quite warm day, made warmer by the sun on the black rocks. Her interest in swimming evaporated quickly, however, when she put her foot into what felt like ice water.
"Good heavens, we can't swim in that!" she shrieked. "We'd freeze!"
The other three laughed and reassured her. Jean said, "Don't worry, honey. By tomorrow, if the sun keeps shining, it'll warm up beautifully. In fact, if we have several completely sunny days in a row, we have to run more stream water in to cool it off. Those black rocks just absorb the sun's heat and warm the water very quickly, and will keep it warm for several days even if it's cloudy. Now, why don't we get the boat out for a ride? We can unpack and get settled later after its dark.
Shortly after that Susan found herself sitting in the stern of a thirty-foot cabin cruiser, enjoying the rush of air over her face. As Don said, the boat was old and slow, having been his grandfather's, but was made of solid teak and bronze that would last forever. Susan lay back against the cabin and looked down the front of her thin shirt (which was now slightly damp) at her nipples which were erect and clearly visible. "My God, I can't believe this. Here I am, almost naked, lying with breasts practically bare and my panties completely exposed and not even feeling self- conscious. There's a young man looking directly at my cunt, and rather than covering myself, I'm letting my legs stay apart so he can see better! I just can't believe that 1 could do anything like this! Gods, it's exciting though -- I'm almost giddy! I wonder what Jean will make me do next."
The boat ride was short, just up and down the near shore, saving the real exploration for the following day. They said goodbye to Billy at the dock, and went in to unpack and settle in and to have dinner. Jean had brought a large supply of staples with them, and they had stopped for a few things on the way, but she said that they would have to go to the store tomorrow, either by boat or by car, for perishables and frozen items. They made-do that first night, however, and got ready for bed early after a long, busy day. For Susan, the evening was pleasant but the newness of the situation kept her on edge. After changing into her baby-doll nightgown, she felt shy and sexy at the same time. It was peculiar sitting around in these different surroundings, dressed so intimately, even when she knew her two companions so well. On the one hand, she felt very close to both of them (heavens knows, she had been intimate with them both), but on the other, she felt like a third party while they were a couple (which, of course, was true). Very funny, being close and distant at the same time. Nonetheless, the evening was pleasant, the conversation being largely impersonal, about the lake, the region, shopping, etc., with no sexual connotations. When it was time for bed, everything was matter of fact, with Don taking the bed furthest from the bathroom, on the right of the deck door, and Jean and Susan taking the other. Jean and Susan did use their fingers to bring each other off quickly (Susan was particularly ready), but nothing else before quietly going to sleep. A very exciting, a very full and a very pleasant day.
Monday began inordinately early. While the cabin faced south, the sunlight still ﬂooded through the expansive front windows and ﬁlled the sleeping loft, eliminating any chance of sleeping late. Jean got up ﬁrst, used the bathroom and put on her panties and a bra, saying, "This is all I'll wear until we get ready to go. No point in dressing twice," and went down to start breakfast. Don got up next, washed, shaved, etc., came out of the bathroom, took off his pajamas and stood, unselfconsciously naked, while he dressed and talked to Susan. She had never seen a man, other that Jim, completely nude, and, as when she first saw Jean undressed, she was ﬂustered and didn't know quite where to look -- or, where not to look. The moment of exposure passed quickly since his dressing took little time, and when Susan was ﬁnished in the bathroom, he already was downstairs. She didn't know just what to do, but she decided to follow Jean's lead and, wearing only bra and panties, joined them for breakfast.
After a pleasant breakfast sitting at a table on the front deck, they got ready to go shopping. Both Jean and Susan were going to wear the short skirts they had bought at home, but as Susan started to dress, Jean said, "Just a minute, dear. No underwear. That's one of the rules Don set for me years ago: no panties or bras when I go out, only panties and bras or, usually, just panties in the cabin. When I'm swimming or sunning I'm nude, or, at most, just wearing panties or bikini bottoms. Now, I'm sure those same rules apply to you."
"Oh, Jean, I can't go around like that all the time. What if something happened, or someone came to visit, or....I don't know, anything! I just can't do it!" With that, she deﬁantly put on her panties and then her skirt. "I'll walk around here like I did this morning since you do it, but I'm not going to make a habit of going out where people are without underwear! I went without panties back home because you made me do it, but I can't do it all the time!"
"Well, we'll see. There's Don now. You can argue it out with him."
Don looked up the stairs, and called out cheerfully, "Are you two almost ready? Let's not waste a beautiful day like this one grocery shopping. I want to get back and do something interesting."
Jean looked over the railing and said, "Maybe you'd better come on up, dear. I was explaining some of your rules to Susan, and she doesn't want to follow them. I assume that the underwear rule applies to both of us."
Don came up the stairs and smiled at Susan. "Now, Susan, those rules have applied ever since we started coming here, and you said that you would do what we wanted. Well, we want you to do as you're told and dress just as Jean does."
"Don, I just can't! I'll wear almost nothing when it's just the three of us, but I just can't go shopping without any underwear. I 'll leave my bra off, and just wear panties if that will do." Don glowered at her. "You'll leave all of your underwear off, whether you like it or not. I'm the boss here, and you will do as you're told!"
"I won't."
Don looked at Jean, who just shrugged, so, without wasting more words, he stepped over to Susan, picked her up as if she were a feather, and put her over his knee. "Now, are you going to do as you're told?"
That stubborn streak that had led her to futile deﬁance of Jean gripped her, and she began a determined struggle to free herself while shouting, "No! Let go of me! I'll wear what I want and I'm not going out dressed like a street walker. Let me go!"
With that headstrong reply, she sealed her fate, and Don easily held her down with one hand, lifted her skirt with the other, and then tugged her panties down around her thighs. Angered by her recalcitrance, Don brought his hand down viciously on her bare bottom, leaving a scarlet hand print which was soon followed by many more. Susan's rear cheeks went in and out as if made of rubber as the spanking hand turned her behind into a ﬁery red, and the pain and humiliation caused her to burst into tears as she continued to struggle. Jean stood nearby, watching the punishment being meted out, and found herself becoming more and more aroused. As before when she saw Don spank Susan, she had mixed emotions, but the dominant effect unquestionably was excitement. Seeing Susan's ass displayed so ﬂagrantly as it was slapped time and time again was exhilarating, and she felt her cunt tingling as she watched Susan's futile struggles. Finally, the inevitable happened, and Susan's resistance collapsed in a new ﬂood of tears as she whimpered, "Oh, please, stop! It hurts. I'll do it. I'm sorry, I'll do it."
"Will you promise to do everything we tell you to do?"
"Ooh, yes! Please don't spank me anymore. I'll obey the rules!"
Don lifted her up and looked at her tear-streaked face, and said, "I don't want to hurt you, honey, but if you misbehave again, I'll have to spank you again. Understand?"
Susan nodded, and like a little girl, buried her face against Don's chest, still sobbing, but very submissive. Finally, she pulled away and shamefaced, looked at Jean who reached out and pulled her into an affectionate hug followed by a quick kiss.
Susan backed away, stripped naked before them, and, leaving off her panties and bra, put on her blouse and skirt. And then, tilting her head as she looked up at her taller, dominant companions, she gave a shy, pixie-like smile and said, "I'm dressed!" As they headed down to the car, it was a chastened, but surprisingly chipper Susan that led the way. Once again, she had been vanquished and was being forced to do something she "shouldn't" do, but which the "wanton" Susan now could enjoy, her internal censor properly subdued.
Actually, the shopping trip was something of an anti-climax, since none of Susan's dark fears of having her skirt blow up or fall off occurred, and there was no occasion, as in the shoe store, to expose herself. Nonetheless, it was pleasant to have the sensual feel of her erect nipples rubbing against the thin cotton of her blouse and feeling the breeze coming up under her skirt, cool against her hot cunt. Riding through town, she deliberately pulled her skirt up, exposing her cunt hair, safe in the concealment of the car from passersby. Her attitude and actions were not lost on Don and Jean, and they had no further concern that Susan would want to wear underwear in violation of the rules.
They returned home for lunch, and Susan meekly came downstairs wearing nothing but her panties. She blushed profusely when Don teased her about having "a beautiful pair of tits," but also felt a real rush of pleasure at the compliment. They ate on the deck, and, for the ﬁrst time, Susan was outside in the open air with her breasts bare and her cunt hardly hidden. After the teasing, both Don and Jean treated her partial nudity as a matter of course, and, to her surprise, she was quite comfortable and began treating it that way herself. Later, when they were ready for a longer boat ride, she merely put a T-shirt over her panties and headed for the dock, completely unconcerned about her exposure. They cruised for over an hour along the shore, reaching a point across the lake from the cabin, and then directly home in a straight line. On the way out, while gliding along near shore, friendly people on land waved to them, and Susan waved back, not worried by the fact that as her arm went up to wave, her shirt pulled up also, uncovering her panties. Probably from that distance, the onlookers didn't know exactly what they were seeing, but Susan knew, and she found the mild exhibitionism to quite exciting.
When they returned, their first stop was the pool, where, to Susan's complete surprise, the water was at least 80°. While Don went through his ﬁshing equipment, she and Jean went into the cabin and changed into their bathing suit bottoms and spent most of the rest of the afternoon in or around the pool. (Actually, Susan wore a dark pair of regular bikini panties, since her new two-piece suit bottom covered too much area for "private" swimming.) While there had been a considerable amount of blasting and rearranging, most of the swimming area was natural, with shaped boulders to sit on in the water and a number of sloping ledges, above and below the water surface, to lie on. Since the entire pool was surrounded by a waist-high ridge of stone, it was sheltered from any wind from the lake, and, in addition, was very private . Despite her original fears, going topless in those conditions did not worry Susan at all and she enjoyed a lovely afternoon of swimming, tanning and talking with Jean. It was amazing to her how comfortable hard rock could be to lie on, particularly when it had been shaped for that purpose, and she actually napped for a short time while partially immersed in the water. When Don came down, he was greeted by a most erotic sight: Susan lay there with the water just covering her breasts, leaving two very pink nipples seemingly ﬂoating on the surface. Jean was sleeping nearby, also presenting a seductive picture of female beauty innocently exposed. Reluctantly, he awakened them and the three went in to jointly prepare dinner.
The evening provided a perfect explanation as to why their location was, by far, the best on the lake. In Maine, even in July, night time temperatures, especially on water, usually are too cool for swimming -- at least for normal people. In this case, however, the unique black stone provided a heat reservoir that warmed the air throughout the night. Thus, after resting and digesting their dinner, they were ready for a late swim. Susan was dubious at first, thinking the dark stones would make the pool too black, but she was quickly reassured when she saw hidden underwater lights come on, creating a spectacular scene right out of an Esther Williams movie. The multi-colored lights were delicate, limning the stones and ledges in the water, while giving an overall glow that was charming. As they swam underwater, bubbles rising made it look like a subterranean fairy land. Adding to the beauty were the two nude mermaids swimming languorously from end to end, occasionally dipping down to the bottom to look upwards at the gleaming surface and the dimly-seen stars. An enticing and very romantic scene!
As might be expected, Don was also nude, and while the ethereal beauty of the pool appealed to him, that allure was nothing compared to that of the enticing female swimmers. As he swam through the water, he managed to contact both women as they went by, stroking breasts, hips, legs, or whatever was in reach. This fondling had the inevitable effect on his cock, and it stood out rigidly before him as he ﬁnally leaned back and rested on one of the ledges. The women, too, were aroused by the extraordinarily romantic surroundings (and in Susan's case, at least, the sexy happenings of the day), and welcomed the amorous play under the water. Jean went over to Don and he embraced her, pulling her down on the ledge on which he reclined.
"Shall we show Susan why we call this 'screwing rock,"' he asked?
"Ok," she replied enthusiastically. "Come on over and watch, honey!" With that, she pulled away from Don, permitting him to lay ﬂat, his head resting on the exposed end of the ledge, while the rest of his body was underwater. When he was in position, his cock sticking straight up, clearly visible through the crystal clear water, she straddled him, her feet on the bottom on each side or the narrow ledge, and slowly lowered herself until she was impaled. Susan was very close, and she could see the entrance taking place, and she was captivated as she saw Jean sink down, completely penetrated. Jean began moving up and down, crouched over like a jockey riding a horse, her hips barely breaking the surface of the water. Each time she came down, Don arched upwards, the conjunction of cock and cunt causing surging ripples and an explosion of bubbles. Jean moved harder and faster, her face strained with the effort of obtaining orgasm, her breath coming in pants and gasps. Finally, her hips began a squirming, grinding motion as she reached her climax, pushing hard with her cunt, applying pressure on her clit. Then, with a long drawn-out sigh, she collapsed on Don's chest, her face half in the water, breathing heavily from her exertions.



Don had matched her efforts, providing reciprocal in and out motions, but had withheld his own orgasm. As a result, his cock was still rigid inside Jean as she lay there. After resting for several minutes, she slowly straightened up and raised herself off of the impaling pole. As she "dismounted" from Don and the stone ledge, she turned to Susan and said, with a smile, "Your turn, and honey!"
Susan had watched the screwing with a startled stare, hardly able to comprehend, at ﬁrst, what she was seeing. For a woman who had never even seen a porno movie, the idea of actually watching two people having sex was more than her mind could grasp. She did have a sense of deja vu, a vague recollection of seeing Jean and Don together back home, but this was different. Despite her qualms, she watched closely as Jean lowered herself onto Don, and she thought, "My God, look at his cock stick up....she's going to put it in her cunt....look at it go in....wow, look at her move....I don't believe I'm watching this....I'm not even embarrassed....in fact, I like it!" As the screwing approached its climax, she felt herself becoming hotter and hotter, even reaching down to caress and tease her clit as she saw Jean's orgasm begin. With the culmination past, she straightened up, not having been aware that she had crouched over, close to the action, to see as much as she could. When Jean raised up and began to dismount, Susan had a letdown, a sense of incompleteness since she had not gone off, and she actually felt pang of jealousy. She never, for a second, however, expected Jean's invitation -- or command. When she heard Jean say, 'Your tum, honey,' her mind instantly was in a whirl, a battle between desire and morality -- no, not morality, but more the fear of taking a new step, of doing something she had never deliberately done before. That hesitation didn't last long, however, and, with Jean's encouragement, she went over to Don's ledge, straddled it and him, and lowered herself onto his cock.
As she felt the head of the cock penetrate her cunt, a ﬂash of conﬂicting thoughts rushed through her head, none of them coherent. Truthfully, she wasn't thinking, only reacting to the extreme sexual arousal that dominated her. Actually, it was not only the erotic sex act performed before her that caused that arousal, it was the entire day. She had been soundly spanked, forced to go without underwear, gone about topless, exposed herself on the boat and swum nude -- all culminating in a real desire to be screwed, or, more accurately, fucked. Don had screwed her before, but only when she had been spanked into submission; now she didn't have that excuse --she was deliberately committing adultery. For the moment, at least, that was no concern. Just as Jean had, she rode Don's cock like a jockey, grinding her pelvis against his, trying to get the cock as far inside as possible. The rhythm of her "riding" gradually became faster, until her hips were thrashing through the water at a prodigious rate, while at the same time, Don was heaving upwards into her like a jack hammer. Finally, both approached and attained orgasm in a mutual convulsion that caused the water to foam around them, and collapsed together in gratifying exhaustion.
Nothing was said about their sexual activities as the three lay back and relaxed, but the silence was companionable with a sense of a shared experience enjoyed by all. Conversation was casual and insigniﬁcant, and when they went inside some time later, getting ready for bed was routine, as if they had lived together for years. Certainly Susan, for the ﬁrst time, felt no self-consciousness about standing nude as she put on her nightgown. She and Jean lay side by side, calm and comfortable, and, aside from a quiet kiss good night, accompanied by a gentle hug, there was nothing overtly sexual as they prepared for sleep. It had been a very eventful and very satisfying ﬁrst full day.
The following day was July 4, so the lake was ﬁlled with many more boats than usual, and Susan spent a great deal of time sitting on the deck, and then on the rocks near the shore, watching through binoculars. That, combined with sunning, swimming and reading, made for a very enjoyable day. That evening, they took their boat across the lake, and anchored near shore, to watch ﬁreworks. At the last minute, Billy hailed them and, since he had the same plans, was invited to come along with them rather than taking two boats. Thinking that they were going to be alone, Susan had worn the same outﬁt she had on the last boat trip, a T-shirt and a pair of thin panties. At ﬁrst, she was horribly embarrassed since she knew that her nipples showed clearly through the shirt and she couldn't keep her panties covered, but Billy had seen her dressed that way before, so she was soon reconciled to the display. Actually, she did enjoy the obvious interest he had in looking at her, and in any case, it soon was quite dark, so it really didn't matter.
The fireworks were nice, if not spectacular, and, in any case, the company and conversation were interesting. As they started back, however, the evening turned quite breezy out in the middle of the lake and Susan and Jean, both lightly dressed, began to get chilly. Don pulled Jean over to him and put his arm around her as he steered, and said to Billy, with a grin and a leer, "You keep Susan warm." Needless to say, Billy was willing to do his bit, so he put his arm around Susan and drew her close. Susan was, again, embarrassed, both by Don's comment and being held so close, but she had to admit that the warmth felt good. Soon, however, it became clear that Billy's intentions were not completely altruistic, but, then, would you expect a young man with his arm around an attractive, thinly clad woman on a dark night in the back of a boat, to be otherwise?
His arm was around her shoulder, with his hand dangling down in front near her breast, and, as the boat went up and down over the swells, that hand continuously brushed over her very hard nipple. He wasn't overtly feeling her, so she hardly could be offended, but, as the motion continued, it could also hardly be an accident. She pulled in at first to avoid the contact, but her efforts were unavailing, and the "accidental" caressing continued the rest of the way home. Susan ﬁnally had to admit to herself that the touching was not unpleasant, and, as the end of the ride approached, she actually pushed her breast outward to increase the contact. That resulted in a more continual massage, and, thus, encouraged by her complaisance, as they pulled into the dock and they shifted to get up, Billy let his hand fall completely over her breast and, for a moment, fondled and squeezed it. They got up immediately, and Billy boarded his own boat, waving back to them and saying that he had really enjoyed the evening. Neither Jean nor Don said anything, but even if they hadn't noticed anything, Susan's red face would have been revealing.
It was fairly late when they arrived at the dock, so, after a quick snack, they prepared for bed. However, "bed" did not mean "sleep." The previous evening, sex had meant two separate incidents of sexual intercourse, but this night they were to have their ﬁrst real "threesome," all three participating at once. They soon were on the bed, completely nude, and engaged in caressing and fondling each other, and in the next hour, each received the complete attention of the other two. Both Jean and Susan were stroked, licked and finger-fucked to orgasm by two lovers, and afterwards, each had to admit that it was hard to tell which fingers and tongue belonged to which of the lovers. When it was Don's turn, both women fondled and stroked his cock and balls, and Jean kissed and sucked his cock, being careful just to stimulate it, not set it off. Susan used her hands, something she rarely had done with Jim, but couldn't bring herself to use her mouth, despite Jean's wordless urging. Finally, Don mounted Jean and screwed her until she had a second, very vigorous, climax, and then turned to Susan.
Without prompting, Susan lay on her back, raised and spread her legs, and welcomed his cock's entrance into her. Don began fucking her with considerable force, while Jean caressed her breasts and ran her hand down between them and felt the joining of cock and cunt. She was fascinated by the feeling of the slippery cock going in and out of Susan's clasping cunt, and found herself becoming aroused again. She transferred her hand to Don's balls and stroked and squeezed them as the fucking reached toward a culmination. As in their bedroom back home and last night in the pool, she was enthralled by the rhythmic and graceful motion as the fucking went on. Finally, the screwing reached a crescendo as their bodies squeezed together in orgasm, Susan surging upwards with her hips as Don ejaculated deep into her. All three lay together on the bed for some time, completely satisﬁed and languid, before Don got up and went to his own bed.
The rest of the week went much the same way as the ﬁrst two days, a lot of swimming, boating, sunning and reading; a very restful time. Each evening at bedtime, all three got in the same bed and had an extremely pleasant session of three-way sex, following the same pattern. It seems peculiar to talk of such activities falling into a routine, but that is what happened. They played with each other, Don screwed Jean and then screwed Susan, finishing inside of her. (Fortunately, unlike many men, he was able to hold off his climax, or else only one woman would have been screwed.) That is not to say that variations didn't appear as they became more familiar with each other, such as finger-fucking the women's asses, but nothing was forced and everyone was comfortable. Susan ﬁnally was persuaded to use her mouth on Don's cock for a short time, and, to her complete surprise, found it not to be unpleasant at all. In fact, by the third or fourth time she tried it, she surprised herself by getting excited and actually sucking it. She came perilously close to having it come in her mouth, which she didn't want, and Don was barely able to save his ejaculation for her cunt.
There were, of course, other activities other than sex and the aforementioned reading, sunning, boating, etc. Don could not be away from his ofﬁce for a month, so he brought his ofﬁce along in the form of a lap top computer and, over the phone, was able to conduct business from the cabin. He usually spent several hours a day, morning or afternoon in the cabin ofﬁce, leaving plenty of time for ﬁshing, walking in the woods, boating, or whatever. Jean was much freer, but she used the same computer, usually a few hours a day, when Don wasn't using it of course, for her writing. Thus, the only one with no particular non-vacation responsibilities was Susan, leaving her free to do whatever she wanted. There were chores around the cabin, however, and she was given the duty of keeping the place cleaned and straightened. Actually, that was not particularly onerous, basically making the beds, putting things away and, in general, keeping the cabin neat and clean. Jean took care of cooking and washing up (with Susan's help) and Don took care of outside work (including the boat, of course).
Thus, with the relatively light work load divided up, there should have been no problems. However, Don was a real stickler for neatness in the cabin, a trait he had learned from his grandmother. He admitted that his compulsive need for order and neatness was, sometimes, unreasonable, but it was a compulsion, even if somewhat irrational. It did have the result of always having an immaculate and uncluttered cabin where it would be very easy to become slovenly and messy. So, the beds had to be made immediately in the morning, all clothes put away, books reshelved, etc. Nothing was to be out of place. Unfortunately, Susan's upbringing was quite different and she tended to postpone dull and monotonous things like bed making if something more interesting came along. She saw little need for putting a book away if she were going to use it again later, or even the next day, for example. Inevitably, these two temperaments were going to clash. On several occasions during the first week, Don called Susan's derelictions of duty to her attention, and she tried to be more responsible, only to return to her careless habits a day or so later. Finally, Don said that if she were going to act like a child, he would treat her like one and spank her the next time. Based on past experience, Susan believed him, and was far more assiduous, her reformation lasting through the following weekend.
The weekend, itself, was fun, including a long boat ride, with picnic lunch, around the lake on Saturday and a long walk through the woods on Sunday morning. Sunday afternoon they were in the pool, both Susan and Jean braless, when Billy came over and tied his boat up at the dock. As he started up the stairs from the dock, Susan became very ﬂustered because her breasts were bare and she wanted to run up to the cabin for a bra, but Jean insisted that she stay. "He's seen my tits for years, honey. I've never seen any purpose from hiding them since he's around so much, and he takes it as a matter of course." It was too late, anyway, because Billy came around the rocks long before she could have reached cover, so Susan did the next best thing and dived into the water. As Jean had predicted, he seemed to pay little attention to Jean's breasts other than a less-than-casual glance before turning to look at Susan who was swimming some distance away.
Actually, Jean was being somewhat disingenuous when she said that he paid little attention to her, because she knew that, when unobserved (or thought he was), his eyes never left her breasts. However, even she would have been astounded, and perhaps ﬂattered, if she had known of the number of times she had been the subject of his masturbatory fantasies. The truth was that Billy had never even seen a woman completely naked and, while he wouldn't have wanted his friends to know it, the nearest he had ever come to feeling a bare breast was that night on the boat. Now, of course, he hoped to see both women half-naked and, if he was really lucky, touch Susan again. At the moment, all he could see was her bare back, but his eyes never left her as he waited for the inevitable revelation. Susan was certainly aware of his stare, and while the thought of his seeing her boobs embarrassed her, she began to get that depraved desire to expose herself that she had in the car driving up. Finally succumbing to it, she rolled over and began the back stroke, virtually flaunting her breasts. She would have been startled is she had known of the immediate reaction, a very hard cock, but that probably would have embarrassed her too. In any case, buoyed by having shown her breasts and still very aware of his fascinated stare, Susan gave up any pretense of modesty and came right out of the pool. In actuality, she was exposing more than she thought, for, unlike Jean, she was still wearing regular panties instead of a bikini bottom. As said before, the panties were dark, but, nonetheless, the water had rendered them almost transparent, and her pubic hair was clearly visible, even more so than when her panties had been displayed on the boat. In addition, since Susan had worn only the most modest bathing suits in the past, she never had cut or shaved her cunt hair, so little tendrils of blond hair escaped from the panties, making the view even more stimulating. Certainly this was the closest Billy had ever been to seeing a naked woman.
As Susan sat down, she became aware of the revelation, but with unexpected aplomb, ignored her near-nudity. Billy finally came out of his near-trance and, with difﬁculty, returned to the real world and was able look at something other than Susan's nipples and cunt hair. However, while he attempted to act normally, and perhaps thought he did, his real interest was pathetically obvious. Taking pity on him, everyone ignored his fascination with Susan just as they ignored her near-nudity. Actually, Jean and Don enjoyed his discomﬁture and, to Susan's chagrin, invited him to stay for supper. He accepted with alacrity and, while both women donned coverups when they went in, he was still aroused by what he had seen earlier. After eating and talking for awhile, Don, with a sly look at Jean, suggested that they have a night time swim before Billy went home.
It was a lovely night to swim, with a completely full moon lighting the world with a silver glow, and making the pool lights unnecessary. The water was perfect, crystal clear and warm, and all four swam in a languid manner, just enjoying the quiet night. As might be expected, and it was expected, Billy gravitated to wherever Susan was, swimming around and under her, and, then, holding her under the arms, towing her around the pool. Finally, everyone settled down along the side of the pool, Don and Jean across the pool from Billy and Susan. Talking and pretending not to be paying attention, they watched surreptitiously to see if anything would happen.
As Billy stood behind Susan in about four feet of water, his hands were on her side, under her arms, just barely in contact with the side of her breast. Susan knew that those hands were going to slide further around unless she moved away, and her usual reaction, throughout her entire adult life, was to do just that. However, as she started to disengage herself, that wanton part of her character re-emerged, and, instead, she leaned back, while, at the same time, asking herself, "What on earth am I doing? Gods, I'm acting like a nymphomaniac!" Nonetheless, she didn't move as his hands slid around and each cupped a bare breast.
For Billy, the feeling was like nothing he had ever had, and his excitement was almost too much to control. "Damn, I'm feeling her tits...and she seems to like it...boy, are they big and soft...her nipples are like rocks...wow, a grown-up married woman...I wonder if she'll let me feel her pussy!" His thoughts coursed onward, some more salacious than others, so engrossed in his first real sexual experience that he no longer was aware of the others in the pool with them. With the bright moonlight, Jean and Don could clearly see through the crystal-clear water as his tanned hands moved over and fondled Susan's breasts, a sight that they found to be quite exhilarating, almost like watching a sex movie. Susan had her usual mixed emotions, pangs of a subdued conscience battling the inﬂamed sexual desires. The desires won for several minutes as he squeezed, petted and fondled her boobs, almost beside himself with the sensations that ﬂowed through him. Finally, Susan's scruples took over, and she pulled away and swam over to Don and Jean saying, "I think I'm getting water- logged. I guess I'll get out."
That effectively ended the night's swim, and Billy left soon afterwards, going home to replay the evening's events over in his mind a hundred times before going to sleep. For the others, however, the sexual part of the evening was just beginning. Watching Susan being felt had aroused Don and Jean, and Susan, herself, had been stimulated all afternoon and evening, topped off by the sex play in the pool. Thus, the threesome activities were more intense than usual, and when the fucking was finally over and Don withdrew from Susan, all three were exhausted, but satiated.
It had been a ﬁne ﬁrst week. For Susan, things seemed perfect, a lovely cabin, unbelievable scenery, very enjoyable things to do and see and, far from least, more sex than she had dreamed of. Oddly enough, while she had anticipated a considerable amount of lesbian sex, that had been minimal except when involved in a threesome. On the other hand, Don had screwed her every day and, now, she had the added titillation of petting with Billy. There certainly was every reason to look forward to the next three weeks. However, Tuesday morning, something that probably was inevitable, but painful, occurred.



Everyone got up, went down and ate breakfast on the deck, and Don went into the office to work for an hour or so. It was a beautiful day, so instead of going back inside, Jean and Susan sat and talked for a while and, then, walked along the shore, mesmerized by the lovely play of light on the water. Finally, they came back, went inside, and, after cleaning up the kitchen, began casually batting a ping-pong ball back and forth. Suddenly, Don came out of the ofﬁce, obviously in a bad mood, complaining about incompetent help and demanding customers. He said he was going ﬁshing to cool down and went upstairs to change. Susan was standing at the table, batting the ball to herself, while Jean was starting to prepare a lunch for him to take with him, when suddenly they heard a rather profane remark, with Susan's name connected to it, coming from above. Instantly, she knew that she was in trouble, and gasped out, "Oh, my God, I never went back upstairs to make the beds!"
She and Jean looked upstairs to see a furious Don come to the railing and thunder, "Damn it, Susan, I warned you! Bring that paddle with you and come up here!"
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Susan stood rigid, unable to move as she looked up at the loft. "Oh, Don, I'm sorry! I just forgot. Please don't spank me!" The last was said with a whimper, and she was almost ready to cry as she contemplated the punishment. "I'll make the bed right away."
"I said come up here with that paddle! If I have to come down there, it will be a lot worse."
Filled with dread, Susan slowly trudged across the ﬂoor, her feet seemingly barely able to move, like someone going to their execution. She reached the stairs and began the struggle to climb, part of her resisting the indignity of being summoned to a spanking, carrying her own paddle. Nonetheless, she crept upwards, her deﬁance drained out of her by having accepted Don's (and Jean's) dominance over her from past spankings. Finally she was at the head of the stairs, face to face with Don who was sitting on the edge of one of the unmade beds.
"Come over here, Susan. Give me the paddle and take your panties off." His tone of voice and obvious anger left her no room to argue, and she did as ordered, standing completely naked before him. He reached up and pulled her down over his knee, took the paddle, and brought it down, very hard, on her bottom. The failure to make the beds would be trivial for most people, but, as Susan knew, it was anything but trivial to Don. The fact that Don was already in a bad mood when he came upstairs, doomed her to a very severe spanking. "I told you last week that if you left the beds unmade that you would be soundly spanked, and you are going to get it." The paddle was surfaced with pebble-like rubber, and as it moved violently up and down, inﬂicting stinging thwacks on her ass-cheeks, it began to look as if those cheeks had measles. As the spanking continued, however, the pebble-marks overlapped and, while the skin retained the indentations from the paddle surface, the color was uniformly crimson.
Unlike her previous spankings, Susan didn't struggle or ﬁght: she was resigned to her punishment. However, as the painful blows rained down, she could not help but writhe and twist as she cried profusely. She was in real agony, the paddle inﬂicting much greater pain than a slapping hand, and she began to beg for mercy. "Please, Don, please stop...oh, it hurts...ouch, ooh...I'll be good...I'll do whatever you want...please stop..." Her plaintive pleas fell on deaf ears as the paddle continued its rhythmic beating, but, as always happened, Don's rage gradually dissipated. The spanking slowed and became less harsh and, finally, ceased. Again, as was normal, his anger metamorphosed into lust as he looked at the red and battered behind of the woman he had completely subdued.
Almost compelled to do so, he ran his hands over her burning hips, eliciting a moan of pain from even a light stroking. Rather than being put off by her groans, he was aroused by this vocal evidence of his domination, and slid his hands between her legs and entered her cunt with his fingers. Unhesitantly, she let her legs part to give him greater access and he ﬁnger-fucked her cunt brieﬂy before withdrawing his ﬁngers and inserting one into her ass. Even that act, painful as it was because of the pressure on her ass cheeks, raised no opposition, further evidence of her complete subjugation. He removed his ﬁnger from her ass, and let her slide off onto her knees before him where she knelt, looking down submissively. He stood up and pushed his shorts off, exposing his erect cock, sticking out like a horn from his pelvis. He sat back down and pulled Susan between his legs, as she looked up to see his intentions. Immediately before her she saw the cock, jutting toward her like a torpedo aimed at her mouth, and without hesitation, she leaned forward, took it in her hand and lowered her mouth onto it and began sucking.
This was not the reluctant or timid sucking of the previous week; this was an aggressive, enthusiastic act, one calculated to give complete hedonistic pleasure to the recipient. Don looked down at Susan's face, her lips ovaled around his cock, and almost ejaculated immediately, but he was just able to hold off enjoying the blissful sensations longer. He put a hand on each side of her face, slowing the pace of her sucking, as he rhythmically began to slide his cock in and out of her mouth. Susan adapted her actions to his pace, allowing him to fuck her mouth as she alternately sucked as it came in and relaxed as it went out. This prolonging of the inevitable could only last for a short time, however, and the speed of the fucking motion increased until, finally, the explosion took place. Both were almost in a frenzy by that time, and as Don surged forward and came. Susan locked her mouth around his cock and gulped down the jetting cum, never even thinking of pulling away. In fact, she wasn't thinking at all, merely reacting to a driving need to serve the master who had subdued her; an instinctive, almost atavistic, compulsion. She stayed there, gently sucking as the cock gradually became ﬂaccid, and then sat back with her head bowed.
Jean had come out of the kitchen to watch Susan making her excruciatingly difﬁcult trip up the stairs, knowing that this was going to be a severe spanking. She heard Don order Susan to remove her panties and, coerced by a voyeuristic compulsion she didn't understand, she climbed the stairs until her head was above the ﬂoor level. Don was seated on the bed she and Susan slept in and Susan had just been placed over his knee. She watched the paddle fall with agonizing force on Susan's ass, bringing forth cries of torment and pleas for mercy. As usual, her emotions were mixed, sorrow and sympathy for the pain Susan was suffering, but, at the same time, a feeling of mounting sexual excitement, of vicarious pleasure, as she watched the squirming and writhing of the victim. She couldn't understand why she should get such pleasure out of watching the beating and humiliating of another woman, one she really cared for, but she couldn't deny its reality. Almost without being aware of it, she fell into a crouch and her hand slid down to her cunt, over her panties, and began to rub her clit. As the spanking finished, she really expected to see Don fuck Susan, but, instead, she was astonished to see the sequence that led to Susan not only sucking his cock, but doing so avidly. She watched the ﬁnish, absolutely amazed as she watched Susan's hips gyrate and her legs rub together, seemingly having an orgasm, as Don came in her mouth. The sight overwhelmed her, and she quickly backed down the stairs, fell back on a couch, spread her legs, and masturbated to a massive climax of her own. When it was over, she lay there gasping for breath, and then, face red with embarrassment, got up and ran to the kitchen to ﬁnish making a lunch for Don to take with him.
When Don came down, the lunch was packed and ready, and he left in a much better humor than when he left the ofﬁce. As he started to leave, Jean asked, "Is she all right? You really gave it to her!"
"She's ﬁne, I think, but she probably could use a little feminine soothing right now."
"I wouldn't be surprised!"
Jean went upstairs to find Susan lying on the unmade bed in a sort of stupor. The events of the last half-hour, particularly her own abject surrender, bewildered her. The spanking had been excruciatingly painful, and her bottom was screaming at her, but the confusing thing was her own extreme desire to please the person who had caused that pain. She remembered kneeling there, almost relishing the servile nature of the position, as she waited for Don to do whatever he wanted to her. When she saw his erect cock, she knew her role was to service it with her mouth, and she eagerly embraced that role, knowing the inevitable end result. What always had been an anathema to her, a cock ejaculating in her mouth, became extraordinarily attractive and she eagerly awaited the climax as it approached. She was wildly excited herself at the prospect, and her hips began swaying in rhythm with Don's motions and she involuntarily squeezed her thighs together in that same rhythm. She had never been able to work herself up that way before, but when Don's cum spurted into her mouth, she lost herself in a series of orgasmic spasms. She remembered kneeling there when it was over, feeling a languid sense of fulﬁllment and satisfaction, like a slave girl who has well-served her master. Now that it was all over, she was puzzled and shocked by that self-abnegation, so foreign to her normal nature. She knew from recent experience that the pain and humiliation of being spanked made her very submissive, but this level of almost harem-girl subservience was new. Susan poured these thoughts and recollections out to Jean, admitting to her, and to herself, that now, even after the spanking was over, she still felt that sense of being under Don's domination, compelled to do whatever he wanted. A very peculiar feeling for an independent, modern woman.
When Susan ﬁnally ﬁnished, Jean hardly knew what to say. First she ordered Susan to turn over and began to apply the soothing lotion to her sore bottom. "Gods, honey, you won't be able to sit down tonight! Your ass is the color of a piece of raw meat and you have dimples all over from that paddle. At least this will make it feel better, and after we make the beds, we'1l go in the pool and cool you off that way. Now, I think your feeling after being spanked like that were to be expected, at least to some degree. You know how docile and sexually submissive you are after I spank you, and with Don so much bigger and stronger than either of us, you should expect to be even more dominated. In any case, I know that if he tells you to do something around the house you will do it now! And, if what he wants is sexual, you'll probably do that too!"
"I guess you're right, honey. I know one thing for damn sure -- I'll make the beds before I come down in the morning unless the cabin is on ﬁre I'll stop worrying about my psychological hang-ups for now and, in the meantime, hope that Don doesn't order me to go into town naked or something equally humiliating! Now, let's get the bed made and head for the pool."
The rest of the week went well, with no tension created by Susan's spanking or cock-sucking. In fact, while she certainly had a greater sense of subordination in relation to Don, she actually seemed to enjoy, almost relish, that inferior position. While she wasn't servile in her manner, she enjoyed serving him, and when sexual relations of any kind were suggested, she cooperated without hesitation. Wednesday morning, Jean got up ﬁrst, as usual, and went down to start breakfast, while Susan and Don used the bathroom. When Don came out, he took off his pajamas, but instead of dressing, he reached for Susan and pulled her toward him. Stripping off her nightgown, he laid her, unprotesting, on the bed and came down on her. She obligingly raised and spread her legs, and in seconds, he was vigorously fucking her. She enthusiastically cooperated, and, within a short time, both had satisfying orgasms. Don dismounted from her, kissed her quickly, dressed, and went downstairs, just as if this was the normal way to start the day. In actuality, it became the normal way, for Don had her each morning after that. Downstairs, Jean clearly heard the bedsprings creaking and, knowing they would be somewhat later than usual, slowed her breakfast preparation. Susan felt a little peculiar when she came down since this was the first time Don had screwed her without Jean present, but the other two treated it as a matter of course and she soon was comfortable with the new situation.
While this was the ﬁrst occasion where the two of them had sex alone (except for the after-spanking sucking), it was far from the last. For example, on Wednesday afternoon the two of them were in the pool alone while Jean was in the ofﬁce. Don was feeling her boobs and cunt in the water, and she was anticipating using the screwing stone. Instead, he sat above the water with his cock out and hard and, without prompting or hesitating, Susan took it into her mouth and sucked it to orgasm, again keeping it in her mouth until it was completely soft. On Thursday, they did use the screwing stone and on Friday, after an exciting time with Billy in the pool (as described below), they just laid a mat out on the deck and fucked in direct view of the lake. None of this was surreptitious and, in fact, Jean watched the deck screwing through the window with considerable interest.
During the week, there also was another increasingly sexual relationship developing. Billy found a number of reasons to cross over to their dock and visit, all of them, of course, based on a desire to see Susan. She took a great deal of kidding about her conquest, her sex appeal, robbing the cradle, etc. because of his obvious infatuation, natural as it was. However, when she insisted that he was far too young to interest her, much less do anything with, both Jean and Don downplayed any such thoughts and urged her to just have fun with it. Susan found herself enjoying his attention and, even, to her surprise, the sex play. Against what she insisted was her better judgment, she let them convince her to relax and "go with the ﬂow." (Actually, of course, she let them convince her to do what she really wanted.) Thus, when Billy arrived, Jean and Susan always were topless, giving him four things to look at. Susan started wearing pastel or white panties which literally showed every hair when they were wet, and she would sit, legs up and open, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. When in the water, Billy would chase her around, and she would let herself be cornered, giving him ample opportunity to fondle and squeeze her breasts.
Friday afternoon, however, saw the most activity. Don and Jean continued urging Susan to show her cunt and to let Billy really work her over in the pool, emphasizing that one or both of them would be there to prevent it from getting out of hand. Finally she let them convince her, and when Don and Billy returned from ﬁshing, they found Susan alone, sunning completely nude by the pool. As they came up the stairs and saw her, she jumped to her feet and dived into the pool, pretending to be trying to conceal herself. The clear water did little to hide her, and the two men stood and teased her. Finally, Don said, "Why don't we go in and cool off, too." With that, he pulled off his shirt and dived in, wearing only his khaki shorts, and Billy soon followed. They chased Susan around as she futilely tried to stay away and hide her nakedness, laughing as she did so. Soon, Don said he was tired, got out and headed for the cabin, calling back, "I'll tell Jean we're home and come back."
Left alone, Billy, without difficulty, cornered Susan in a secluded part of the pool and, for the first time saw and felt a nude woman. Susan quit pretending reluctance and permitted the complete exploration of her "charms," namely her breasts and cunt, spreading her legs to give his hands complete access. Obviously, Billy was very excited, but Susan, also became quite hot, both from the fondling and from the situation. How far it would have gone is hard to say, for, after about ten minutes, Don came back down toward the pool, and Billy and Susan quickly separated, both ﬂushed from their endeavors and he looking very guilty. Surprising herself, Susan calmly waded out of the water, making no effort to hide her nudity until she reached her towel and wrapped it around her. They all went up to the deck for a short time, and, as Billy prepared to go, Don invited him to accompany them to Freeport the following day. Given a chance to be near Susan again, he accepted, of course, with alacrity. As soon as he was out of sight, Susan dropped her towel and Don his shorts and they fucked on the deck in plain sight of the lake, with Jean watching through the window.
This seems like a lot of sexual activity, and it was, but, even so, it was in addition to the evening threesome. Don began to feel somewhat like a satyr and Susan began to believe that she actually might have nymphomaniac tendencies. In actuality, it seemed that the dominance-submission relationship established by the brutal spanking had whetted the appetite for sex in both Don and Susan, an appetite that was encouraged and abetted by Jean who had developed pronounced voyeuristic tendencies. All three were astonished by their individual and collective sexual proclivities, but, since everyone was happy and enjoying the activities, they had no hesitation about continuing. Regardless, by the middle of the second week, Susan was being fucked at least twice a day, and often three times, testing Don's virility, a test he was passing.
Saturday morning started out as had the last three, Don screwing Susan before going down to breakfast. Then, however, they came back upstairs to dress for the shopping trip to Freeport, a trip that would take about two hours, depending on trafﬁc. The weather had turned cloudy for the ﬁrst time since their arrival, so a day of discount shopping really sounded like a good idea. As Susan began to get ready, she asked, "May I wear my panties and bra today? I would be a lot more comfortable with underwear if I try clothes on! I've got to wear a garter belt and hose, anyway, to try dresses on." It was indicative of something that she meekly asked permission, rather than just putting the underwear on as she would have two weeks before.
Despite that meekness and the reasonableness of her request, Don replied, "No, Susan! No panties and no bra, but you can carry them in your purse if you want to. That way you can put them on if you need them. Jean has the same rules." So, Susan wore one of her favorite outﬁts, a boat-neck white blouse with large blue buttons up the front and a blue, below the knee, wrap-around skirt, but without panties or bra, not even thinking of any further protest. When she came downstairs, looking very crisp and sharp, Don greeted her with, "Very pretty! Now, let's see what's underneath." Susan, without hesitation or false modesty, promptly reached down, took the edges of the wrap skirt and held them up and open, revealing a lovely pair of legs encased in sheer hose, the hose attached to navy blue supporters leading to a navy blue garter belt that framed her blond, puffy cunt hair. Even Don, who had just screwed her and seen her naked many times, was taken aback. "Wow, that is sexy! And look how accessible everything is. I'll bet Billy will like that!" Susan's face, which had blushed lightly, with pleasure, at the compliment, turned beet red, preventing her from even pretending that she didn't know what he meant, or that she obviously had already considered accessibility.
"Don! What a thing to say!"
"Now, Don, you stop teasing her," Jean interjected, grinning despite herself. "Susan, you look lovely, and any man would be turned on by seeing you like that -- including Don! We can see how Billy reacts later, but he couldn't help liking the way you look, or feel." Seeing Susan's startled look and the deepening ﬂush on her face, she went on, "I'm sorry, honey. I couldn't resist that. OK, no more teasing! Let's get going." So, they got in the car, with Susan in the back seat, wearing only her shoes, garter belt and hose, a blouse and a skirt. Interestingly enough, while she still felt exposed by her lack of underwear, she admitted to herself that she would have been disappointed if Don had been more lenient. In addition, while the teasing embarrassed her, the open secret that she expected Billy to find out about that lack of underwear, excited her. She liked Don and Jean knowing that she intended to be wanton, and she knew that their teasing showed their complete approval and, even, participation. How people do change!
Since they had to go around the narrow arm of the lake past Billy's house to get to Freeport, they picked him up on the way rather than have him come over on his boat. He undoubtedly was disappointed to see Susan not wearing a mini-skirt, but as she crossed and re-crossed her legs during the two-hour journey, he was treated to a nice display of hose tops, supporters and thighs. When they arrived, he hurried around to open her door, and was rewarded by a blatant, if quick, ﬂash of cunt as she got out. Her lack of panties was very cock-hardening, causing Jean to hide an amused smile and to wink, conspiratorially, at Susan.



The shopping trip was very successful. After a quick lunch they separated, the men spending much of the time in L. L. Bean while the women managed to go through numerous clothing stores, buying little, but enjoying themselves anyway. Susan did get a cocktail dress which, as she said, was very different from what she had worn to faculty affairs last year. This year, she would not be the most conservatively dressed woman there! They also went through a variety of other outlets, jewelry, housewares, Christmas merchandise, etc., ending up back at the car with tired feet and big appetites. Finally, after dinner at a restaurant near Bean's, they started home around 7:30.
It already was dark, pitch black, in fact, with the cloudy skies and no moon. At first there was general conversation about the day's events, but after about forty- ﬁve minutes, the comments from the back seat were noticeably fewer and the car became very quiet except for the DVD deck playing music and occasional remarks exchanged between Don and Jean. Neither directed any questions toward the rear, and both seemingly were ignorant of fairly extensive explorations going on back there, actions variously referred to as "petting" (or "heavy petting"), "necking" or "making out." They kept their eyes forward except for occasional sideways glances by Jean or the realigning of the rearview mirror by Don.
Actually, there was a great deal to see. Very shortly after they left Freeport, Billy reached for Susan, and she, not protesting, moved over beside him. He pulled her close, put his hand on her waist, and, meeting no opposition, quickly moved it up and cupped her breast. He was delighted to find no bra in the way, and fondled her boob through her blouse for several minutes. Then, after looking nervously at the front seat and being reassured by their seeming inattention, he turned her around so that she was half lying, face up, across his lap. Seeing his intentions, Susan twisted around to partially face him, putting her legs up on the seat, and lay there with his arm around her. When she was in position, he leaned down and kissed her, which, while she certainly no romantic interest in him, was surprisingly pleasant. As a result, she kissed back with some enthusiasm, and settled in for a serious session of petting, something she had never done before, having always repulsed any sexual gambits from dates.
Encouraged by her actions, Billy became more aggressive, unbuttoning her blouse and running his hand onto her breast, fondling and squeezing it and lightly pinching her erect nipple. Soon her blouse was completely open and both boobs were receiving meticulous attention, even having their nipples sucked as Susan leaned back to give Billy greater access. At the same time, his hand moved down to her legs, and began to work upwards under her skirt. As his hand moved over her hose tops onto her bare thighs, the skirt spread open, exposing more and more as he went higher. Finally, his fingers reached her cunt, and, as in the pool, she opened her legs to give greater access. Lying as she was, the skirt was caught up under her, and, rather than moving in the cramped conditions, she undid the belt and snap holding it shut, and it fell completely open, giving unimpeded access to everything. Billy ran his hands all over
the hair and lips, finally, slid his finger into her and began to finger-fuck her cunt.
Billy was completely inexperienced with exciting women, but his instincts were good, and rather that roughly assaulting her cunt, he did so gently, while continuing to tease her clit with his thumb. Susan lay there, astounded at her own reaction as she realized that she was approaching orgasm. All day long she had been anticipating some sort of sexual encounter with Billy, but she had expected something quick, a brief period of being felt, perhaps, but she certainly had not contemplated being so aroused that she would go off at his hands. Her thoughts, sometimes lucid, sometimes not, ranged all over the place: "I can't believe this...I'm almost naked in the back seat of a car being finger-fucked by a boy not too many years older than my students...ooh, that feels good...I can't let myself go off...it'd be embarrassing...I wonder if Jean is watching...oh, God, I hope not...hmmmm, that feels wonderful...I wonder if he's done this before...he's good at it... oh, yes..." Her thoughts gradually became less coherent as her passions mounted and she, almost against her will, slumped further down in the seat and began those familiar pre-orgasmic undulations and, unaware, she began a series of low moans and sighs as she approached climax. As her peak approach, her motions became more vigorous, and, at last, she surged upwards, forcing her cunt hard against the fucking fingers, coming in a series of pulsating surges that left her breathless as she sagged back down.
For Billy, the entire experience was more than he could absorb -- an older woman, a married woman, lying against him, completely exposed, letting him feel every part of her body. He had ﬁngered Susan's cunt in the pool, but this was different, more exciting. The pool had just been playing around, extraordinarily exciting, but just playing around. This was having sex with her, and obviously she wanted it, was enjoying it. As his fingers entered her cunt and started finger-fucking her, he was so excited that he almost came himself. When she began her gyrations before climaxing, he could hardly believe what was happening, and, as she came, once again he almost erupted. When she ﬁnished and lay back, his cock was so hard that he had to take it out, needing to find relief and hoping that she would hold it and set it off. Actually, he wasn't really thinking, just acting from instinct and the need to do more with this unbelievable woman.
Susan's heartbeat and breathing gradually returned to normal as she lay almost ﬂat with her head on Bi1ly's knees. She looked up at him, wondering how he had reacted to her orgasm and saw that he had removed his cock from his pants. Without saying anything, he reached across and took her hand and placed it on the cock, pleading with his eyes for her to play with it. She turned onto her shoulder so that she was facing his lap, and watched her own hand gently going up and down the shaft, fascinated by the feel and the fact that she actually was doing such a thing. She was mesmerized by the sight, and even in the darkness, she felt that she could see every detail of the cock. Suddenly she did something that, long afterwards, she couldn't believe she could do, or, more, ever would do. Without conscious thought, she raised her head, opened her mouth, and engulfed Billy's cock. She held the base between her thumb and forefinger and began to move up and down, lightly sucking as she did so. Billy was in a state of rapture at the unbelievable turn of events; he had, at most, hoped she would stroke his cock to orgasm, but having her suck it literally never entered his mind. Needless to say, the prior excitement combined with the feel of her mouth made it impossible for him to hold off very long. Thus, after no more than two minutes, he ejaculated a tremendous quantity of cum, most of which she was able to swallow, the rest seeping out around her pursed lips.
From the front seat, against Susan's fervent hope, Jean was watching, conﬁdent that neither Susan nor Billy would break their concentration and look around. Her voyeuristic tendencies (shared by most people, in fact) caused her to, at ﬁrst, sneak a peek at the action in the dim back seat, but as the action got heavier, she looked continuously, always prepared to glance away if necessary. Susan and Billy were so wrapped up in their petting, however, that averting her eyes never was necessary. She was titillated by seeing Susan's breasts come out and be caressed and, when her skirt fell away, she began squeezing her own thighs together slowly, increasing in vigor as she saw Susan brought to climax. Her thought processes were, as usual, a series of semi-connected vignettes, "Wow, look at her go...I can't believe this, she's going to go off like that...boy, she's hot...ooh, that must feel good...Bil1y's really working her over...I wonder if they'll do anything else...oh, my heavens, he's taking his cock out...it looks big, but, damn it, it's too dark to tell...gods, she's sucking him...I don't believe it...she'd better be careful or he'll go off... he did and she's still sucking...wow!" With that, Jean actually had a small orgasm of her own, gasping almost as loudly as Billy had when he came.
Susan's mind was a confused mass of conﬂicting thoughts. Billy just leaned back, having had the greatest experience of his young life, so full of sensations that he couldn't think. So, they just stayed there, not moving or talking for some time. Finally, the silence was broken as Don said, "Well, that was an easy trip. Here we are, Billy." Billy and Susan (and Jean, for that matter) hadn't even been aware of the passing time, and were startled into hurried, confused action, Billy closing his pants and Susan futilely trying to cover her nakedness. As the car came to a halt, Billy said good night and that he had really enjoyed the day. As he got out, he was still ﬂustered, wishing that he had time to say something to Susan, yet not knowing what that something would be.
Alter letting Billy off, Susan just lay back in the seat for the half-hour drive around the lake. As might be expected, her mind was in turmoil, unable to accept what she had just done, but not sorry she had done it. Jean started to say something, but refrained until they turned into the drive. "Are you all right honey? You're awfully quiet."
Susan finally straightened up, pulling her blouse closed over her bare breasts, but not fastening the buttons. Her skirt was partly over her, but was twisted and bunched up, exposing her stocking-clad legs and garter belt. "I'm all right, I guess, just a little shocked at myself. Were you watching?"
"Part of the time, but it was dark."
"I was afraid of that! Oh, I'm so embarrassed. I feel absolutely depraved! Did it look awful?"
"Of course it didn't, and it was very sexy. And you're not depraved, just a very sexy woman. If it will make you feel better, I went off watching you!"
At this point, Don joined in as he parked the car. "What are you two talking about? All I could see in the mirror were Susan's legs up on the seat. It sounds as if a lot was going on right behind me."
Jean answered as they got out. "I'll let Susan tell you, but it was quite a bit more than we expected."
Don held the door as Susan got out, and his eyes widened as he saw that she was almost nude. Her breasts swung loose in her unbuttoned blouse and, from the waist down, she was completely naked except for her garter belt and hose. She was carrying her skirt over her arm, and made no attempt to cover herself. "As you can see, I have nothing to hide. Billy felt everything I have, ﬁnger-fucked me until I came, and then I....I sucked him."
"Jesus, I guess you did do more than we expected! I ﬁgured that you would have a nice long session of groping and feeling, but, damn, you did everything but fuck! Bill has more nerve than I gave him credit for, and, as for you, you are unreal! I think that you are wonderful and very brave, and you certainly should not be upset with yourself. Wow, I can't believe it!" With that, he put his arm around Susan and gave her a real hug, squeezing her against his side. "I'll bet that's the best thing that ever happened to Billy, and he couldn't have found a nicer woman to do it with."
As she listened, Susan let out a tremendous sigh of relief, feeling most of her guilt falling away with his obviously sincere comments and compliments. As they went into the cabin, she spontaneously dropped her skirt and reached up with both arms to embrace and kiss Don. Then she turned and did the same thing with Jean. Before she could speak, though, Don looked at her with undisguised admiration and said, "Boy, if you had any idea how sexy you look standing there like that! Any man would get hard and want to fuck you!"
Susan looked down at herself, boobs out, garter belt framing her pussy, long legs sheathed in sheer hose, and had to admit that she was pretty sexy looking, almost too sexy for a woman of her background. Once again, his praise made her feel less depraved and raised her self-conﬁdence so that she had the nerve to say, with an impish grin, "Well I'm glad you like the exhibition, and I'm sure you'll screw me later tonight! And, if Jean was watching that sex show, she probably would like some licking and fucking, too." Her prediction was accurate, of course, and each woman had several orgasms before Don finished the evening with a tremendously hard climax after a furious pounding of Susan's cunt.
The following day, Sunday, was still cloudy so they awoke a little later than usual, but followed their normal itinerary; Jean fixing breakfast while Don and Susan screwed. They took a short walk in the woods, still a pleasant place despite the clouds, but returned when Jean began to feel a little queasy. After lunch, the cause of her unease became evident as the first, relatively mild cramps began, causing her to lie down while Don and Susan went to the pool. The water temperature proved that the pool did retain heat without the sun, and the swimming conditions were perfect. Susan was wearing only a pair of brief, white, now-transparent panties which, despite all their sexual activities, caused Don to have an erection. Before they could do anything about it, to no one's complete surprise, Billy came over. He, also, got a very obvious erection as soon as he saw Susan's near-nudity, and he gravitated to her side, as would be expected. All three swam around for awhile, Billy feeling a boob every chance he got, and then, with a wink to Susan, Don said he would go up and see how Jean was.
As soon as he was out of sight, Billy really began aggressively to fondle, kiss and suck Susan's breasts and nipples, while, at the same time, pulling down her panties and dropping them in the water. Susan cooperated completely, permitting him to explore every part of her body, penetrating her with his fingers. Finally, they went out onto the ﬂat rocks where she spread her legs wide so he could see and ﬁnger-fuck her cunt. His excitement was virtually out of control, and he took his cock out and attempted to mount her. At that point she stopped him, saying that she was a married woman and couldn't let him have her that way, but that she would do what she had in the car. She couldn't bring herself to say that she would suck his cock, but her meaning was clear. Billy pulled off his shorts and leaned back, cock pointing upwards, as she crouched over him. She surprised herself by looking closely at it and his balls, thinking, "This is the third cock I've seen and the second one I've sucked! Unbelievable!" She lowered her head and took the head into her mouth and began moving up and down the shaft, feeling the texture and smoothness, and actually enjoying the act. "I'm completely naked, outside in broad daylight, and I'm sucking a cock. I must have nymphomaniac tendencies!" Oddly enough, this time the thought didn't disturb her.
As in the car, Billy was too wound up and excited to last long, and in a short time, her mouth was inundated with a ﬂood of semen, most of it, again, she gulped down, but some seeped out past her lips. (As she discovered, teenage boys are amazingly virile.) Shortly afterwards, a light rain began falling, effectively cutting off any further activity and Billy hurried down to his boat to return home, but only after receiving a promise that he could see her later in the week. Rather than going up to the cabin immediately, Susan walked down to the shore, still totally naked, leaving her panties ﬂoating in the pool. For some reason, she relished the idea of walking about, completely nude, with the real chance that someone on a boat would see her, even in the drizzle. Finally, beginning to feel cool, she went inside, pleased with Don's look when he saw her naked. "No," she said, anticipating his question, "he didn't fuck me. I sucked him off again, instead." She blushed furiously as she said it, but liked saying it, anyway. As when she was outside, it seemed to excite her to be standing, completely naked, downstairs in the living room, and she made no move to go up and put anything on. Instead, she sat down and curled up on the couch in front of the ﬁreplace where Don had started a ﬁre. "He really worked me over out there."
Don came over and sat beside her and, with a surprised expression, he leaned close and touched her breast as he said, "Look at your tits! Boy, he really worked on them."
Susan looked down at her breasts and saw little bruise, or hickey, marks all over where Billy had sucked them. "Good heavens, look at that! Wow, how would a woman explain that to her husband? It's a good thing Jim isn't here now!" Susan felt funny, somehow disloyal, talking about Jim while with Don, but like so many other things, it excited her, too.
"I can think of a number of reasons why it's a good thing he's not here!" With that, Don pushed her ﬂat on the couch, removed his pants and mounted her. As he entered her cunt, he said, "He might be surprised to ﬁnd his wife being fucked by one man just after sucking another man's cock. What a woman!"
Jean came down for supper, but soon went back upstairs to lie down. When, later, they undressed and Susan got into Don's bed to have sex, it was the ﬁrst time at night without Jean involved. It seemed strange to Susan to be with Don while Jean, his wife, lay in the other bed, listening to them screw. When they ﬁnished, Jean, wracked with pain from cramps, suggested that, if Susan didn't mind, she should sleep with Don, leaving their whole bed for Jean, herself. For Susan, it was a very peculiar night, the ﬁrst time she had ever slept in the same bed with any man but Jim. Once she got over the ﬁrst feeling of strangeness, however, she enjoyed being held and caressed before they went to sleep and, surprisingly, waking up in bed with a different man the next day. It was particularly erotic to have him fuck her and then the two of them going back to sleep for awhile. Jean was awakened by the squeaking springs and quietly watched as they screwed, and, having recovered enough to go down and make breakfast, she left them sleeping. When they finally woke up again, Susan found it to be very sensual to get up and dress with a lover, and then go down to eat a breakfast prepared by his wife.
Susan found herself both amused and a little disturbed by her reaction toward Jean. She remembered all too clearly how less than two months ago she had been so fearful that Jean would be upset about Don screwing her that ﬁrst time. Now, rather than being concerned about Jean's feelings, she was enjoying having had sex alone with Don and having Jean seeing them asleep together. She really felt sort of smug and self-satisﬁed as they came down together, said "good morning," and sat down to breakfast. Any guilt she might have had over her attitude dissipated quickly, in any case, because Jean took it as a matter of course. In fact, Susan might have been quite surprised to discover that, far from being unhappy about the situation, Jean actually liked it. She had enjoyed watching as Don screwed Susan that morning and she found that seeing them sleeping together made her feel excited, not jealous. Consequently, when they were talking later, she suggested that Susan might as well sleep with Don until Jean was over her "indisposition" (which presumably would be Wednesday, several days before the same "indisposition" should hit Susan).
The next several days were pleasant, mostly involving a continuation of the last two weeks. Don did a lot of ﬁshing and Jean devoted a good amount of time to writing, leaving Susan to her own resources. Most of her time was spent reading, walking along the shore or in the woods, or swimming in, or lying around, the pool. Since going down to the shore naked in the drizzle, she had come to enjoy being completely nude if hidden or just wearing her brief panties if she were where she might be seen by boaters. On one sunny afternoon, she even was daring enough to lie on the rocks near the water naked, spread her legs and masturbate, relishing the possibility of being seen as her hips undulated in orgasm. However, any time she was sure to be seen, she was ﬂustered and ran for cover, but the possibility of exposure aroused her.



The only day time sexual activity of note (leaving out the daily fucking) took place on Thursday when Jean and Susan strolled through the woods to a delightful little glade beside the stream that fed the pool. It was a lovely little place with a ﬂat grassy area surrounded by trees and rocks, near a small waterfall where the stream make splashing noises as it fell into a circular pool. They had been there several times before to talk and eat lunch, but this time, they spread a blanket, stripped naked, and had a full session of lesbian-type sex. For Susan, lying on her back in the open air with Jean between her legs using tongue and fingers, was an unbelievable experience. And, kneeling naked between Jean's legs, performing the same service, was almost as good. They were doing the same things they had done many times before, but, somehow,it was different, and renewing, doing them outdoors.
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Girl in My Soup 1
My fiancé, Diane, and I were married in a beautiful ceremony, after which we and the wedding party had the necessary formal pictures taken, followed by joining our families, friends, friends of friends, etc. at a lavish reception. There was a crowd of around 150 people there, so large because we both had large families and because Diane's parents were very socially prominent (her father was in politics), necessitating a very long guest list. He was paying for the whole thing so I had no complaints. We had the usual dinner, toasts, etc. and prepared for a long evening of dancing and mingling before we took off for our honeymoon. The reception was held in a large, luxurious building designed for just such occasions. There was the banquet room, various other rooms such as a bridal changing room, cloak rooms, etc. Most interesting was the dancing area which consisted of a large main room with archways leading to a series of connected rooms. The main room was lighted in the normal dance floor dimness, but the side rooms were in a romantically dim, actually rather dark, encouraging a little surreptitious smooching as the dancers went from one to another, in and out through the arches. With the liquor being consumed, I'm sure that a considerable amount of more or less sex play went on.
Diane and I, of course, were the center of attention and danced with each other frequently while accepting congratulations and best wishes together and separately. Diane was a beautiful girl, just twenty-one years old with a lovely figure. While her figure was very good over all, she being 5' 4" and weighing 109 pounds, her biggest, most obvious attraction was her breasts. They were C-cup+, but their most noticeable feature was that they stuck out like torpedoes -- cone shaped with no sag, whether she wore a bra or not. Actually, she always wore a bra since she was extremely conservative in dress. Her family background was quite religious and her upbringing had been very puritanical. No dating until she was almost 17, and, even then, almost always double dating with girls of equality conservative backgrounds. We had starting going together when she almost 20 and, when we advanced to the place where some intimacy developed, I discovered that she literally had never been touch sexually!
Oh, a couple of dates had tried to feel those breasts, but she had repelled such activists with maidenly shock. Really, few people realized that her breasts were so shapely because she always wore rather concealing blouses and sweaters. However, her wedding gown displayed her assets to perfection, and I know that many people had been startled by that revelation. Actually, even I had been unaware of her proportions until we had a considerable number of dates and our relationship had become serious. We had been going together for almost a year before I was permitted the traumatic (for her) privilege of feeling them. Things progressed nicely after that, because she discovered the real pleasure of being fondled -- even, finally, on her bare skin. The last six months before the wedding was a time of real exploration involving "everything but!" She still insisted on retaining her virginity until she was married, but she came to enjoy being naked with me, being stroked to orgasm and, even, jacking me off to "relieve my tension!" Needless to say, I was eagerly looking forward to that night's activities after the reception.
However, a completely unexpected event occurred during the reception that changed everything. I was standing talking to one of my mother's friends when Diane came hurrying toward me with a strange expression on her face. I turned away toward her saying, "Hi, honey. Mrs. Anderson here was just telling me how lovely you look." She smiled at the compliment and we left Mrs. Anderson to mingle with other people, but I could tell that something was wrong.
She pulled me aside and blurted out, softly, "Oh, Jim, I was dancing with Ed Simpkins and he felt my breast!" I looked at her with what I knew was a shocked expression as she continued. "We were dancing and laughing about something as we went around the center arch, and as soon as we were in the darker area, he felt me!"
"Did he just touch you as you moved around, or was it something more?
"No, he just put his hand right on my left breast and squeezed it. He actually felt me. I've never had anyone do that before!"
"What did you do?"
"I was so shocked at first that I didn't do anything! We actually stopped dancing on the other side of the arch while he felt me! I was so startled that I didn't react at first, so he really got a good feel. Then I jerked away and forced him to start dancing again. He said he was sorry, but I pulled away as soon as we got back in here. I was so afraid that someone might have seen it and I knew that I must have been blushing and looked upset. Oh, I feel funny!" Then, "Are you mad?"
"No, not really. Looking at you, I can hardly blame him for getting carried away. There's no real harm done as long as no one else saw anything happen and you feel all right. Are you really upset? I can say something to him if you want me to, but we certainly don't need a scene!" Now, my reaction to having my new wife's tit felt on our wedding day may seem somewhat mild, but it comes with a history.
My all-time favorite movie was a very old Peter Sellers film, There's A Girl in My Soup. The movie opens with Sellers at a wedding reception walking up a flight of stairs to a room in which the new bride is changing. He enters the room, locks the door behind him and, shortly afterwards, fucks her. The next scene he casually walks down the stairs, followed a while later by the bride who goes off with her new husband who has been cuckolded on his wedding day before he has her himself. That opening sequence always aroused me, even years later, when I thought of it. The closest thing to that scene that had ever happened to me was at a wedding three years ago. I knew the groom, but not the bride. I was standing at the bottom of a small flight of about three steps when the bride and groom hurried down to leave the reception. Somehow, her foot caught in her gown and she lurched forward toward the floor. Fortunately, I was perfectly stationed to catch her, which I did -- with my right hand grabbing her and holding her up by her left tit. The catch was lucky for her, for she might have been hurt, and fortuitously, I got a very good feel of that tit. As she struggled to get her balance, I was able hold and squeeze her breast, leaving no doubt in her mind that she was being felt. I never saw her again, but I always wondered what went through her mind as she straightened up, looked at me with a half-smile, saying, "Thank you very much."
Now, I found myself in the same situation but on the other end -- my wife's tit had been felt. I felt my cock harden at the thought and I added, "No it doesn't bother me at all if you are ok with it."
Suddenly, she looked up at me and grinned, saying, "Oh, I know what you're thinking! It's just like what happened to you at that other wedding, isn't it!" I had told her about There's A Girl in My Soup in one of our intimate conversations, even describing my contact with that other bride, and she had made the obvious connection. "That's sexy isn't it? No, I'm not upset at all. I was just afraid that you would be mad or even think that I should have done something different. To be honest, and I wasn't going to admit this, it was exciting." Then, looking down and blushing, "If I hadn't been afraid that someone might have been looking, I might have let him do it longer." Looking shyly up at me, she added, "I'm ashamed to admit it, but I did like it. Is that bad? Are you upset with me?"
Quickly looking around to see if anyone were close enough to see, I move close to her, took her hand and put it against my pants and my hard cock and asked, "Does that feel as if I'm upset? It is exciting -- just like when I felt that other bride's tit! It's too bad that you weren't where no one could see and you could have really been felt!"
"Why, Jim Arnold, this is disgraceful! Here I am, the new Mrs. Diane Arnold, married for about an hour, had my breast felt and you wish it had been explored more thoroughly! That's disgraceful!" Then, grinning up at me, she asked, "Should I go and have another dance with Ed Simpkins? Would you like that?"
"Do you think that you'd like that?"
"Uh huh!"
"Ok, go ahead!"
"I can't believe I'm doing this, but I'll see you in a little while." With that, she grinned again and disappeared through the crowd on the floor. I soon was engaged in conversation with a number of guests who surrounded me, but my mind certainly was not on what was being said. My eye was roaming over the dimly lit dance floor and I finally caught sight of Diane, dancing with Ed just as they disappeared through the arch into the darkened area. I was afraid to dance with anyone myself because my cock was so hard. So, I stood near the buffet table so that I was mostly hidden below the waist while I waited for them to reappear. A good five minutes went by before they came through another arch as a song cycle came to an end. I swear that I almost went off as Diane hurried to me through the crowd. She had a hard time getting to me because she was stopped by well-wishers every few feet, so I met her half way, saying, "Why don't we have a dance?"
We made our way onto the dance floor and headed for the darker areas to be alone -- as much as possible. As we went through the same arch, I held her close and pushed my erection against her, saying, "You were gone a long time!"
She had had an intense, even nervous look on her face at first, but the feel of me against her brought an impish grin as she was sure that I approved, in the most graphic way, of her tête à tête with Ed Simpkins. "It feels as if you were impatient! Yes, we were a long time and I really had my tits felt." Her use of the word "tits" told me that she was really excited, for I had never heard her use it before. They always were "breasts," or, perhaps, "boobs,' but never "tits." "As soon as we were in the darker area, he put his left hand on me and squeezed by right tit. Then, when we were away from other people, he just felt them both -- just fondling and squeezing them. We were dancing with both my arms down while he played with me. Then, he tried to get his hand down inside my top, but couldn't really do it."
"How did it feel? Did you like it? What did you do when he was trying to get inside?"
"Gods, I loved it. I felt like I could go off right there on the floor. I really wanted him to get into my bra, but it was just too tight. I can hardly believe it, but we were alone for a short time, and I actually bent over to help him get in. He was able to feel me through my bra, but not get underneath."
"Did you want him to get under your bra?"
"I wanted him to feel my bare tit! I can't believe how hot I was -- I really wanted him to get into my bra, but he couldn't. It's a strapless bra so that it is really tight. I actually thought of trying to unfasten it, but other people began passing by and I certainly stand out in this white dress! Anyway, I would have to unzip the back to get to the hooks, and I don't think that I could unzip it myself even if I were alone, much less on the dance floor! Regardless, I had to be really careful, but, I wish he could have gotten in! Still, I did get felt and we both wanted that! We'll certainly remember our wedding reception!"
We left it at that and went back on the main dance area and, shortly afterwards were forced to return to reality as we talked to friends and guests. In some ways, the reception became something of a downer after the sexual high we had shared. Still, we entered into the fun as everyone made jokes, teased us, wished us well, etc. However, with that many guests the occasion was not really intimate. We circulated around, talking and laughing and danced with several other people. However, my mind remained on the sexual experience, and, finally, when we were together again, I pulled Diane aside and quietly asked, "Would you really like to have him feel your bare tit under your dress?"
Her answer was immediate and unequivocal -- "Gods, yes! I've been thinking of it all the time! I don't know why, but the idea just fascinates me. I get hot thinking of it! Boy, what a change -- I never dreamed of being touched, much less felt, and now I want more. This damn bra is just too tight!"
"That's what I was thinking about. Look, if we moved over behind the buffet table where no one could be behind us, I could unzip you far enough to undo your bra, zip you up again. Then, if we're careful, you could bend over beside the table and I could pull it out through the front of your dress. I'd put it in my pocket and I don't think it would be obvious that you were braless. Then, you could have another dance and be really explored!"
"Oh, honey, do you think we could get away with that. Oh, I would love it! Would you really like to do that and have him feel my bare tit?"
"You know I would -- that's all I've been thinking about while I was talking to people! Come on!" We did just as I had suggested, and it turned out to be very easy. We surveyed the food, selecting a snack, as I surreptitiously pulled her zipper down about 12 inches, unhooked her bra with one hand while pointing to the table with the other. I zipped her back up, she bent over beside the table as if she had dropped something, pulled her bra up so I could grab it and, within thirty seconds, she was braless and I had a bra in my pocket. Piece of cake! As I expected, there was no real change in her appearance -- her breasts still protruded like torpedoes. I looked at her face, and she was flushed with anticipation.
"Oh, god, I'm excited. I can't believe I'm doing this! I'll be back!"
As she moved away, I warned, "Be very careful! There are people everywhere, mostly looking at you!"
I watched her leave and begin to mingle with the guests, seemingly moving at random through the crowd. Surprisingly, she even had a short dance with one of her uncles, but shortly afterwards, she and Ed Simpkins "accidently" came together and began a very decorous slow dance, chatting amiably as they went through one of the arches. As they disappeared from view, I was on tender hooks as I tried to maintain a placid, casual conversation with another of her many relatives. All I could think of, as time passed, was that he probably had his hands down the front of her dress, feeling her bare tits. A fair amount of time did pass, certainly plenty of time for a through exploration, and I impatiently awaited her report on her excitement as they finally came into view again.
As they parted, I was surprised to see him sort of shrug his shoulders as she patted his arm, saying something. I looked eagerly at her face as she turned away from him, and even in the dim light of the dance floor, I could see that something was wrong. She had a fixed smile on her face as she went by people, but as she came up to me in the better lit area, it disintegrated into a look of real frustration. We moved to a more a more private area, behind the buffet table again, and I asked, what's wrong? Didn't anything happen?"
"Damn, damn, damn! We started dancing and moved directly toward the arches. He had his hand on my tit as soon as we were in the darker area, and really felt and squeezed it as we moved further in. It felt wonderful and I was really excited. But, damn it, we were never alone for me to bend over enough for him to reach inside! Then, he even had to take his hand off of my boob because people were right beside us -- including my aunt Harriet!" Then, with a wry smile, she admitted, "This is ridiculous! Here I am, just married, never had a man really feel by breast, even outside my clothes, and I'm crushed that Ed Simpkins didn't get to reach into my bridal gown and feel me. He did feel my tit through my dress with no bra underneath and he even said, 'wow, no bra' as he did it. I should be wildly excited or," looking up at me, "ashamed at myself, but, damn it, I wanted him to put his hand in! I was all ready!"
It's amazing, here my new wife had just confirmed that another man had thoroughly felt her braless tit through the fabric of her bridal gown and I was deflated -- as she was. Neither of us would have dreamed of such a scenario a few hours ago, and here we were, disappointed that he hadn't been able fondle the bare tit, itself! Nonetheless, that was the fact. Turning her back to the crowd, I reached up and squeezed her myself, saying, "At least he got this far -- and you feel wonderful! This will still be the highlight of this reception!" That brought a smile back to her face, so I added, "Come on, let's go celebrate our wedding day with our friends. We can talk about all of this later. It'll get us hot then -- as if we'll need it!"
And, that's just what we did. I think we both were able to return to the happy, carefree feeling we had had before this sexual interlude took place. However, I still was in an unusual mood, having my There's A Girl in My Soup fantasy realized in a way, certainly more than I ever had expected and even more than my own brief feeling of that other bride's breast. I certainly assumed that the experience was over and I was looking forward to talking about it when we were alone. That changed, however, in a peculiar way.
All of the intake of various liquids caused me to leave the hall and go down a corridor to the restroom. I really wasn't paying attention and I turned right when I should have turned left. Realizing my mistake, I started to turn back when I realized that I was in the hallway leading to the dressing room. Suddenly, I had an epiphany. I used the restroom, thinking furiously (scheming, actually) as I did so, and hurried out to find my bride. She was in the center of a group of adoring friends and it took some time, and a few surreptitious nods, to free her from her admirers. We moved back to the usual spot at the buffet table and I surprised her by saying, "I think I have a way for you to get your tit really felt!" Her face told me all I needed to know about what she wanted, so I went on.
"Look, the dressing room you used is right down that corridor." She nodded. "You could tell Ed to go down that corridor as if he were going to the restroom, turn right instead of left, and go into the dressing room. He could wait there and you could slip away and join him. No one would miss you for a few minutes and you could let him feel you, maybe even let him see your tits! He could unzip you enough to see them. I remember that there are several big closets in there and, if anyone did come along, he could duck in one of them. What do you think?"
Her face lit up like a light bulb as she reached out a squeezed my hand. "Oh, Jim, that's wonderful!" Then, hesitantly, "You really wouldn't mind if he saw my tits? That's going pretty far."
"Gods, no! Remember, I thought of it! I just wish I could be there!" Suddenly a thought flashed through my mind. "Wait here!" I down a different hallway to where I had left several suitcases and things that were to go with us when we left. Fortunately, they had not been put in the car yet. I quickly opened a carryall, took out a small HD movie camera, put it in my pocket and hurried back to Diane. Trying to look composed rather than out of breath from hurrying, I said, "I'll go into the dressing room and set this camera up. It has a movement sensor and it will start recording when someone comes into view. It can be hidden easily, and we'll have a movie record of you showing off and being felt! What do you think?"



"Oh, Jim, that's perfect! Just make sure that it can't be seen. My god, I'm excited!"
It was just a few minutes work to enter the dressing room, find a good location on a shelf and set up the camera. It had a wide-angle lens, so it covered the entire room and I was satisfied that anything that went on would be recorded. Then, rejoining Diane, I squeezed her hand and said, "Ok, go get Ed!"
I busied myself with talking with people and even, dancing with my new mother-in-law while secretly watching the door to that favorite corridor. Suddenly, as the dance ended, I saw Ed Simpkins disappear into the passageway. I glance casually around, looking for Diane, of course, but didn't see her as her mother and I joined her father and began a conversation, on which I had a hard time concentrating, about how well the reception was going. Fortunately, I thought, we were close enough to the passageway that I would be able to see Diane when she went to her assignation. Diane's mother complimented me, and Diane, about how nice it was that we were mingling separately to meet everyone. Everything was going well and I assumed that Diane would soon be going down that same corridor. Then, the bad luck that seemed to be plaguing us cropped up again.
Diane's mother looked around just in time to spot her heading for the hallway, and quickly said, "Oh, there's Diane. I want to talk with her." She hurried across the room and was able to intercept her daughter just before she disappeared. All I could do was stand there with her father, trying to pay attention to what he was saying, as the two of them went down the corridor together. If Diane had been frustrated by the previous disappointment, I knew that she would be positively crushed by this one! I stood there, shifting from one foot to the other, nervously waiting for them emerge, wondering how I would be able to console Diane about this latest piece of bad luck. Almost ten minutes went by, when, to my shock, Diane's mother came out alone and walked over to where we were standing.
Obviously, I was looking back at the corridor, for Diane, when her mother explained. "The reason I wanted to catch Diane was to try to get her to rest awhile before you two leave. The reception is supposed to be over in about an hour and she needs to get ready to go. It's been a wonderful event -- the wedding and all -- but I know that she must be tired. So, I insisted that she go into the dressing room and rest awhile before she changes clothes for your trip."
"Oh, you were in the dressing room just now," I asked, figuring out that Ed obviously had been able to conceal himself when he heard them coming."
"Yes, we went to the restroom and then to the dressing room. I helped her take off her gown and hung it up and I'll get it before we leave. Oh, yes, she said that her bra had been bothering her and that you have it!" She smiled saying, "I wondered why she was braless because I knew that she had it on at the wedding! Now, there's a nice chaise in the dressing room and I told her to lie down and rest for a half-hour or so before she dresses. That will be plenty of time to make your grand exit!" Then, she surprised me, given her conservative inclination, by saying, with a giggle very reminiscent of her daughter, "It's a good thing that you weren't there! Seeing her lying on the chaise wearing nothing but panties -- you wouldn't have wanted to leave your new wife! I told her to lock the door behind me -- we wouldn't want the new bride to be viewed like that!"
Her father laughed at that and at my obvious discomfiture, but my reaction wasn't so much to her comment (that hit me later), but the realization that my almost naked bride was alone in a room with a man who had already felt her tits and undoubtedly would want more. And, as hot as Diane was, he might get it. This new bride was going to be viewed like that! All of a sudden I was faced with a real There's a Girl in My Soup situation!
To this day, I have no idea what reply I made or what I did for the next 40 to 45 minutes. Evidently, I appeared to be normal, my conversation must have been cogent -- but my mind was in that small dressing room. I had watched the hallway closely for upward of 10 minutes, figuring that Diane would let him explore her for that long and then send him away. After that, I had no illusions as to what was occurring in that little room. I had the wildest swing of emotions, ranging from jealousy, as one would expect, to a wild sexual arousal that caused the biggest erection I had ever had. The congratulations became more boisterous as the reception approached it's end, several people asking me if I had lost my bride already.
Finally, Diane's mother came over and said, "I wonder if Diane has fallen asleep. Maybe I should go and check on her. You two should be leaving soon."
That, I was afraid, would create a disaster, so, both reluctant and eager, I said, "No, I'll go and get her! If she is asleep, I'll wake her and help her get ready. You can get things ready here." So, with the wildest feeling of anticipation combining with a funny sense of embarrassment and dread, I approached the dressing room door, half afraid of having it come open and Ed coming out. I hesitantly knocked on the door and, listening closely, I heard the sound of scrambling around and, faintly, the click of what I knew was a closet door going shut. "It's me, Diane. It's getting late and your mother thinks that we had better get going."
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I heard the lock being undone, and, as the door swung open, I saw my new wife, my bride standing there, totally naked except for her garter belt and hose. I needed no verbal confirmation of what I had expected – my virgin bride was still my bride, but no longer a virgin! Even if I hadn't known, the evidence was unavoidable. Her hair was disarranged and my eye was drawn like a magnet to what could only be several large hickeys on her tits. My eyes went down to her cunt, and saw that the hair, even the triangle, was matted. Even more damning, as she stood there, what had to be cum began running down her thighs toward her hose tops. I had the immediate realization that my knock probably had interrupted them at the moment of orgasm. As she confirmed later, he was coming inside her (for the third time) when my knock came. He jerked out of her, spraying her with cum, and ducked into the closet, fortunately, taking his clothes with him, leaving her to face what he surely thought would be an irate husband! After I ran my eyes over her, I focused on her face, seeing a facial expression that was an unbelievable combination of shock, guilt, fear – all waiting for my reaction. She had gone from the throes of orgasm to devastating reality in seconds! Her mouth was open, but nothing came out. As she said later, she had absolutely no idea as to what to say or do. She knew, of course, that she had gone far beyond anything we had thought of and that she had committed an act that might be unredeemable.
My eyes quickly scanned the room, certain, obviously, that Ed was safely out of sight in the closet, and I spoke in, surprisingly, a normal tone, saying, "We were afraid that you had fallen asleep, and your mother was going to come check on you but, fortunately, I came instead, since you're not dressed." Reaching out, I pulled her to me and kissed her, squeezing her tit as I did so. "Come on, honey! Get your travelling clothes on and we'll start a wonderful honeymoon." Even today, I can't believe my aplomb, but I actually was seeing what I had expected – although much more graphic that I could have anticipated!
The relief on her face was like the sun breaking through storm clouds. She put her arms around me, hugged me close, and replied, "Oh, I'm sorry, dear. I've been lying on the lounge all this time, not even aware of the time." Then, looking down at herself, realizing for the first time just how messed up she was, she added, "Oh my, I really need to get cleaned up before I put on my "going away" clothes." She looked down at her cunt and legs, got a weird expression on her face as she saw the physical evidence of her infidelity, saying, "Ireallyneed a shower!"
I reached out and touched the hickeys on her tits and ran my fingers through her cum coated cunt hair and replied, "Oh, you don't look too bad! Of course, if the crowd saw you like that, they would be shocked, but you'll have your clothes on!" As I said that, reached up and took the camera off the shelf and focused close-up, making sure that everything was revealed. I even had her lie back, quietly, on the chaise and open her legs, recording her extremely well used cunt and wet thighs.
She wrinkled her face at me, and said, in a resigned tone, "Well, I can't shower here, so I'll just have to go as I am – dressed, of course. Give me my bra – I think that I'll just wear it and keep my other one for tomorrow." It was fascinating, seeing her take the bra that we had removed so that Ed could feel her (boy, didthatget out of hand) and fit her marked up tits into it. She started to put on a new garter belt and new hose, but, looking down at her wet legs, she said, "I think that I'll wear the same hose and save my new ones for later. Maybe I'll just put my wedding panties back on until I can get a shower! Where did I put them?" She was looking around for them, and I reached down and picked them up off of the floor where they had been thrown. She grinned at me as she pulled them up over her wet and leaking cunt. In a way,heraplomb was as unbelievable as mine, going from being a new bride caughtin flagranteon her wedding day, to being a co-conspirator with her cuckolded husband – a term that I had applied with scorn to the groom inThere's A Girl in My Soup.However, since I had had a role in Diane's infidelity, I was enjoying the event and I actually accepted the term as a part of the whole episode.
She put on the very pretty suit that she had bought for "going away" (an antiquated term) and, somehow, looked like the young, innocent bride she was supposed to be. Finally, she stood in front of the full length mirror on the closet door (!), combed her hair, fixed her makeup and said, "Well, that's the best I can do. Not too bad after lying around on a chaise all this time! Good heavens, I had no idea that I had been here so long. People have thought that I had gotten lost!" I recorded all of this – I even included a shot of the closet door behind which Diane's lover hid!
"You look lovely! I think the rest did you good. You look nice and fresh, ready to meet the crowd again!"
"Well," with a very impish grin, "I'm not very fresh under my clothes, but they can't see that! In any case, I'm veryglad that I came in here. I'll certainly remember lying on that chaise as one of the most pleasant part of the wedding!" This last was said toward the closet – but, of course, was greeted by complete silence."
We left the room without further conversation, but I gave her a hug as she closed the door on the place where she had just committed adultery – adultery before her husband had had her! Oddly enough, neither of us thought of that part of the sexual activity – adultery – until much later, but she, at worst, tied the record for committing that sin after marriage! Actually, I wasn't thinking of much at all as we walked together back to meet our family and guests. Later, we joked about her having a scarlet letter on her brow and me having a regal set of horns, but, obviously, those stigmata didn't really show.Thatcertainly would have been a shock to everyone!
It was clear that the crowd had been waiting for our appearance, and we were met with applause and smiling faces. Diane's new suit was a hit, with women pouring compliments over her – but, fortunately, they couldn't see her scandalous condition under it! In any case, I shook hands with dozens of men and she received kisses from almost everyone. With a final embrace with our parents and closest friends, we made our way to the out "get-away" car. Waving to the well-wishers, we drove away, with the prerequisite cans attached and the "just married" sign on the back. (These were removed after a mile or two!) A friend was driving us to a luxurious hotel, about 10 miles away, where we had the bridal suite reserved for the night, and where the hotel's shuttle would deliver us and our luggage to the dock for a honeymoon cruise.
It's amazing how one can act so calmly and normally when their mind in in a complete jumble. Diane and I checked in at the hotel, were shown the amazing bridal suite and, after tipping the grinning bell boy, found ourselves really alone since we became man and wife. In any conventional situation, that would lead to hugging, kissing and exchanging loving words. Depending on the timing and other plans, those things would lead, inevitably, to bed. For us, that scenario played out, but we had the overwhelming question of her sexual activities to cover first.
It was awkward at first, and neither of us knew quite how to broach the subject – the proverbial elephant in the room. Finally, after the kissing, hugging, etc., and a difficult period of silence, she broke the stalemate by saying, "Oh, Jim, I'm so sorry! I never meant to go so far, but things just got out of hand!" Then, almost crying, "I meant to let him feel me and then leave, but one thing led to another and he was in me before I even realized what I was doing! I still can't believe this! I wanted you to be the first one to take me and, before I could think what I was doing, it was too late! You've been wonderful since you came into the dressing room, but I'm afraid that I've ruined everything!"
"Oh, honey! Don't think like that! I wish that I could have been the first in you, and, in a way, I'll probably always regret that! But, I helped put you in the situation where you ended up being screwed and, I'll admit, the whole thing excites me. I've dreamed of a 'There's A Girl in My Soup' situation, but only as a fantasy – but now, the fantasy has come true! I don't know what I would have done if I had known that sending you to that room would have had you screwed, but, now that it has happened, I like it!
"It's perverse, I guess, but, after the fact, I'mgladmy wife had her virginity taken by another man on my wedding day! When I saw you standing naked and obviously fucked when you opened the door, my cock almost hurt it was so hard. I would have liked to have put you down on that chaise and had you right where Ed Simpkins took you! I would have liked to have screwed you while he was hiding in that closet, listening! I thought about it for a second, but I knew that your mother would come searching if we hadn't shown up pretty quickly. So, you've done nothing wrong and I'll prove it right now – take off your clothes!"
Diane looked up at me, her eyes glistening with tears, but her face wreathed in smiles. Wrapping her arms around me, hugging me, she gasped out, "Oh, honey, I'm so happy you feel that way! I did want to be seen and felt, but I never dreamed of being screwed! Actually, I'm sure that Ed had no thought of that when he went to the dressing room. When he came out of the closet and saw me, I think he was so shocked that he didn't know what to do – and neither did I. What happened next was just two people being overcome by the situation. I still feel very funny about it, though. He actually wasinme –insideof me! He had me! No man but you had even seen my breasts, and he not only saw everything,he wasinme! It's averypeculiar feeling!"
With that, she began stripping her clothes off (as did I). It didn't take long until she stood there almost naked, just as she had back in the dressing room. When her bra came off, I was startled to see how many hickeys adorned her tits, several having become much darker as time had passed. I quickly went over to my camera bag, took out my digital still camera and took several close-up pictures. Obviously, her nipples and the flesh around them had been well sucked; several of the marks were evident over a week later.
As she took off her panties, you could see that the crotch-piece was completely soaked, and, it was immediately obvious that her cunt was still leaking what could only be cum from Ed's cock. The cum on her hose-tops had dried, leaving a perceptible residue which was joined by a new trickle running down her thigh. In addition, her cunt hair was still matted down where that last jet had gone, several spots making what really were little puddles protected from drying by the hair over them. I took several very revealing pictures as she stood there, and, then, after pulling the bedspread down, had her lie back with her legs up and open as I recorded the most blatant evidence of adultery. I was naked, my cock as hard as it ever had been, and I was sorely tempted to mount her right then. However, I had a weird urge to touch her cunt and feel the viscous liquid coating it and, still, leaking out.
"Gods, Diane, he must have put a quart of stuff up you!" The thick cum made a little stream that left her cunt and ran, slowly like molasses, down the lips all the way to her asshole. I put my finger down and wiped upwards, keeping it from wetting the sheets. Without thinking, I put the finger in my mouth, quickly pulling it out as I realized what I was doing. I stared between her legs, astounded by how wet and "messy" she was. Later, when we looked at the pictures, I was still shocked. The leaking was, of course, coming out of her cunt hole, but both lips were evenly coated and, as said before, her hair was full of cum from that last ejaculation. Of course, her panties had blotted up some, but they, themselves, were so wet that everything external was still coated.
Actually, in retrospect, I realized that not a great deal of time had passed since Diane was screwed. Hardly an hour had passed from when Diane and her mother had gone to the restroom to when she and I joined the crowd after leaving the dressing room. The drive to the hotel took, at most twenty minutes, and ten minutes later, I was looking at her used cunt! It had seemed like a long time after the event, but it really wasn't. She hadn't even gone to the bathroom, so her cunt hadn't even been wiped, much less washed. Everything outside was still there, spread around a bit, but still there! The cum inside was, naturally, still running out.
That was when something totally unexpected occurred, something that I would never have considered doing! As said before, Diane had a very conservative background and had been a virgin two hours ago. However, in the last six months we had advanced to doing many non-penetrating things, including her sucking my cock (not coming in her mouth) and me licking her cunt. This last had quickly become what was undoubtedly her favorite sex act, and one which always sent her into paroxysms of pleasure as she went off. As she lay there, her legs up and open, I used that same finger to rub her clit, not intending to arouse her (that was already done), but to feel the slickness of the area. However, she immediately began to flex up and down, obviously losing herself in the excitement built up in the entire afternoon. Then, shockingly, without thinking, or really aware, until later, of what she was asking, she gasped out, "Lick me! Oh, lick me!"
I hesitated, my mind suddenly in a muddle, trying to think of what to do. Then, almost by reflex, I bent down to give her what she was literally was begging for. I tentatively flicked the tip of my tongue over her clit, and she reacted by rising against it. I responded by continuing that flicking in a steady rhythm, and, to my surprise, felt no revulsion. In fact, I let my tongue explore further down, encountering that flow of cum from her vaginal opening. As I licked through the lips, removing the viscous liquid, it was immediately replaced with more. For some reason, not only was I not repelled by the taste, I actually became even more aroused as I knew that I was lapping up another man's sperm from my wife's cunt.
I began, eagerly, to lick around the area, encountering the same taste all around the cunt, itself. I licked back to Diane's asshole, gathering what had seeped out before. I kept going back to the cunt hole to get more fresh cum as it flowed out, and then going further around until more had collected at the opening. I even went up into her cunt hair and licked up the puddles that had shot there from his last ejaculation. That was very strong tasting, having partly dried, but, I relished it.
I don't know how long this process went on, but I cleaned most, if not all, of Ed's cum from around Diane's cunt. I'm sure that she had several smaller orgasms, almost continually, in fact, as she gyrated about, pushing upward toward my servicing tongue. Finally, after the external coating was gone, I concentrated on licking and sucking the hole, itself, bringing s quick burst of cum into my mouth. Then, overcome by my own needs, I rose up, moved in between her thighs, and plunged my cock into her for the first time. I slid in easily, her virginal barrier gone and the passageway lubricated with cum from her previous, adulterous, intercourse. It wasmyfirst penetration of her cunt, but as I discovered later, thefourthtime that a cock had entered her!
It seemed that the excitement of fucking a virgin bride on her wedding day had raised Ed's capacity to super-human heights! He had entered her, broken her hymen, and gone off almost immediately! However, he pulled out and shifted position, penetrating her with his still-hard cock, and began another, considerably longer, screwing. Then, after coming in her a second time, he pulled out again and they had a period of fervent "making out," followed by a third entrance and prolonged fucking, climaxing in another ejaculation, half-in and half-out of Diane as I knocked on the door! It was that that last emission that sprayed onto her cunt and into her hair. So, after all that licking and sucking, there were still copious amounts of sperm inside to facilitatemyentrance!
Our first sexual intercourse as a married couple didn't last long, but it was intense. Both of us were overly aroused when my cock went into her, and neither of us had any thought, if we thought at all, of prolonging the experience. In fact, to be honest, it probably had nothing at all to do that we had just been married and that we were husband and wife. That came later as we calmed down a bit and thought of each other as we screwed. This time was nothing more than two wildly excited people who had had a series of unbelievably erotic experiences that made the sex act an animalist, impersonal joining of cunt and cock. Frankly, I wasn't the least bit concerned as to whose cunt I was in and, equally, I don't think that Diane cared that it was me at that time! We both wanted physical satisfaction and we got it.
Actually, I believe that she was on the edge of orgasm as I entered her and my cock was ready to burst, so, after a brief series of penetrating, piston-like strokes, I exploded inside of her, joining my cum with the remnants of what Ed had deposited there earlier. She, at the same time, was jerking upward, grinding against me, almost spastic in climax. We held together for a few moments until our passion subsided and coherent thought returned.
My cock remained hard, although my driving need had been satisfied, and I just stayed in Diane, slowly moving in and out. Now, really for the first time, I was really aware that itwasDiane. However, the whole situation was so bizarre that it was still much different from a normal consummation of a married couple's wedding. Happily, the was a sudden burst of mutually shared affection that, for a time (short) put theThere's a Girl in My Soupaspect of our relationship out of our minds. I lowered myself down on her, she embraced me and we kissed while I continued the very pleasant act of slowly screwing her. I can honestly say that the second sex act between us was more "sexual intercourse" than fucking, and when we build up to the climax, it was more "having" Diane, herself, rather than just using a cunt. When the explosion came, it was not quite as frenetic as the first time, but very satisfying!
I rolled off of her and we lay, quietly, side by side, neither really wanting to break the silence. Finally, Diane spoke up, "That was wonderful! Oh, it felt so good!' There was a long, pregnant pause as she steeled herself to bring up something that was worrying her. "I hope that you didn't mind licking me. I was so hot from everything and so relieved that you weren't unhappy about what that I had done, that I really wanted it. I knew how wet I was... from all that ....." She stammered a bit, trying to say just what she meant. "Oh, damn, from Ed, I mean! I meant to take a shower and clean up before we did anything, but we got carried away....and I know that I had to be messy down there!" Then, blushing, she hesitantly added, "Gods, I know he put lots of stuff in me... and on me and...and ...and it must have been awful for you!"
Now, it was my turn to be hesitant. I didn't want her to get the wrong idea, but I also wanted to relieve her mind. "No, honey, it didn't bother me at all. Your cunt always is very wet when I lick you, and I know that being licked really excites you. And, you know that when you get really hot from being licked, it excites me too. It certainly did this time and I'm really glad that you were so wet – and messy, for that matter! Ed's stuff was all over you and your cunt wasreallyfull, but I didn't care! In fact, once I started, I really liked knowing that I was tasting the cum that he had put in and on you! I never would have thought of anything like that, but it almost made me a part of you being fucked! Also, I loved how you cunt felt with his cum around my cock as I screwed you. In a way, Ed helped us consummate our marriage!"



"Oh, darling, I'm so happy! I'm so glad that you didn't mind licking me – I knew that I was asking you to do something that might upset you, but I was so hot and the idea overwhelmed me! I had the same feeling that you did – I wanted you to...to...oh, I don't know... be part of my first fucking by tasting the cum of the man who had had me! He broke my hymen, put his sperm in me, and my husband sucked it out! God's, I hope that that doesn't seemtooperverted! And I love the idea that he helped us consummate our marriage! In a way, he hadbothof us!"
"Wow, I hadn't thought of it that way, but you're right. His cum is in both of us! I knew as I licked and sucked you that I was right where his cock had been and that what I was tasting had come right out of that cock! It poured out of you when I sucked your cunt, so I got a lotof it! His cock put stuff in both of us – I'mreallyglad that you wanted to be licked! And, as I said, I'm glad that I got to screw you with his sperm still in your cunt! I certainly have no interest in Ed or his cock, but your wet cuntreallyexcites me! "
Giggling, "Well, I certainly was well lubricated – it felt so good when you were in me! You know, though, the second time was best, by far, and, in some ways, that was really the first time. Ed was in me three times, but we were...well, the best word might be 'rutting.' That first time you had me was much the same. All four times were just – I don't like to say it –fucking.We were so hot that we individually went off. The second time we did it, though, it was more 'love making.' I guess the result is the same, but it felt different!"
I, of course, agreed, for it was clear that both of us were so aroused the first time that we had little thought of who the other party was. Obviously, we were not completely oblivious to the other person, not just a cock in a cunt, but, still, we were lost in satisfying our separate needs. The second time was, as she said, more "love making" because we were aware of each other as our new husband or wife. This was clearly evident later when we looked at the video the camera captured of our first intercourse. It may seem odd that the camera caught that first time, but, for me, setting up the camera as soon as we were alone was second nature. I'm a semi-professional photographer, the person other people ask to commemorate their major events, and, in this case, I took the camera out of my pocket and placed it where it could capture everything that happened in the room. Of course, I had no idea that we would consummate our marriage quite so soon, but I knew that it wouldhappen, so the recorder was ready.
In any case, Diane was finally able to take that shower that she had needed back at the reception (actually, we took it together), and, after dressing, we went down to the dining room for our first meal as a married couple. It felt like everyone in the room was watching us – as if we had a "just married" sign on us – but we probably were just too self-conscious. The dinner was excellent, but we were both eager to get back to our room, the bridal suite, to continue our explorations and, especially, to watch our ownThere's a Girl in my Soupepic with Diane starring!
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If that was the only day time activity, the nights continued to be devoted to threesomes after Jean recovered. Thursday night, however, brought up something very new. One of the diversions that had a pronounced affect on Susan was licking and finger-fucking her ass, something sure to bring her close to orgasm. That night, she lay on her stomach, while Jean knelt between her spread legs, fondling and stroking her cunt and behind. She had Susan raise up and inserted a small pillow under her, lifting her hips up and exposing the crevice between the cheeks. Jean began licking all around, concentrating first on the cunt and perineum, finally moving up to her ass, or to be more exact, if vulgar, her asshole. Susan swayed and humped up and down slowly in response to the stimulation, but unexpectedly Jean moved away, being replaced by Don who moved in between her legs. Susan assumed that he was going to replace Jean's fingers and tongue with his, but, instead, he leaned over her and she felt something more massive pushing at her asshole. Her reaction was immediate, crying out, "No, Don, don't do that! Please, don't push it in. I can't stand it! Take it away!" She was absolutely frantic as she tried to pull away.
Jean reached down and held her still, saying, "Now, honey, relax, it won't hurt! Relax and let it in, sweetheart! It won't hurt you." As she spoke, Don slowly pushed forward with his cock, which he had lubricated with K-Y jelly, and ﬁnally, despite Susan's continued efforts to avoid it, the head slipped past her sphincter and began its inexorable path into her ass. Jean slid her hand between them and found Susan's clit where it was against the pillow, and began stroking and teasing it with her fingers as Don slowly worked his cock in and out, deeper each time. Finally, he was the whole way in and his balls rested against the lips of her cunt, bumping into her each time he plunged in.
For Susan, the pain, itself, was minimal, but the psychological suffering was much greater. She always had felt that being sodomized, as she thought of it, was the ultimate indignity and sin, going back to her conservative, religious background. It was, for her, the most depraved and revolting sex act of all, yet, here she was, being forced into submission. As had happened so often before, however, the very fact of being coerced into unacceptable behavior relieved her of responsibility, and, therefore, guilt. As Don's fucking of her ass accelerated, matched by Jean's fingering of her clit, Susan involuntarily began to respond. At first, her mind was ﬁlled with anguish as she was penetrated, but gradually, that anguish faded, to be replaced with a totally disorganized jumble of thoughts and reactions. Her sensual nature warred with the "ought not's" drummed into her childhood head, but, as usual when presented with a fait accompli, her lustful side won and her body's carnal desires took over. Suddenly, she was humping back at the fucking cock, gasping and moaning as Don pounded her. With her, now energetic cooperation, they worked together, and, as she convulsed in orgasm, he surged forward, burying himself as deeply as possible and ejaculated into her bowels. Don held the position for a moment, and slowly pulled out, leaving Susan's asshole gaping open and coated with the overﬂow of his semen. Jean, in a frenzy of excitement, took his place and began licking around and inside the hole, then fucking it with her tongue, while slipping her ﬁnger into Susan's cunt. A few minutes of this additional stimulation brought forth several additional tremors and surges, almost a second orgasm, as Susan collapsed in exhaustion and satiation.
The three of them lay there for several minutes, and the Jean asked, with a smile, "That wasn't so bad, was it, honey'? We knew you would like it after you got over that ﬁrst reluctance. Did it hurt at all?"
"You two are going to tum me into a depraved sex ﬁend at this rate! No, it didn't hurt, but I felt as if I had a pole up me at first. Gods, you bu...bug...buggered me! I feel funny back there, as if I were stretched. I can't believe this. I would never let Jim even mention putting a finger into my ass, much less do it, and the idea of fucking me there would have made me sick."
"But now your little asshole has been fingered and fucked, and you loved it!"
"I know, but I still feel funny. Do you realize that just four months ago, in April, I had never been touched by anyone but Jim? You spanked me, we started having sex, Don screwed me and, since then, I've exposed myself to any number of people, been fucked adulterously dozens of times, sucked two different cocks and, now, my...my ass has been fucked!" As she recounted her sexual history, the whole thing just descended upon her and she began to cry. "I feel like a...a slut!"
Suddenly, she found herself being hugged from both sides, and Don ﬁnally spoke. "That's the silliest thing I've ever heard of Susan! You know that you are really no different from before this started, just less repressed, fewer artiﬁcial constraints. Look, Jean has done everything you've done and she certainly is no slut! You're lying here in bed with two people who love you, doing things that make all three of us happy. What could be wrong with that?"
Both of them cuddled, kissed and consoled her, Jean finally saying, "You're just having a natural reaction, dearest. You were so innocent in April, and I guess things have moved pretty rapidly since then, but I think you know that you are the better for it, much freer and self-conﬁdent."
Susan was feeling better as they talked, the whole sexual thing less overwhelming, and Jean's last statement hit home, almost an epiphany. She suddenly realized that she had grown in conﬁdence and willingness to try things. She actually had come to be proud of her body and, even, to enjoy showing it. A few months ago she knew, intellectually, that she was attractive and had an excellent ﬁgure, but, somehow, she didn't quite believe it in reality. Her behavior was regulated by a stringent set of standards reﬂecting the antiquated and prudish beliefs of her family. Liberated from those restraints, she did feel freer, able to set her own standards. Finally, after pondering Jean's comment, Susan said, "I think I'm probably rationalizing, at least in part, but you're right in that I'm not as bound by conventions and, probably, the better for it. I certainly am enjoying things that would have astounded me in the past. In addition, and this is very important, I don't think I'm hurting anybody, even Jim – although, I'll admit that I still feel guilty about being unfaithful sexually." Then, with a laugh, looking at Don, "But I guess that guilt hasn't created any real barriers, has it. It's funny, I don't have any virgin holes left; Jim had one and you've had two!"
"You're right, honey, and that doesn't leave any new hole for poor Billy. That's just as well, for now any place he fucks you has already been broken in, and he won't have to open new territory."
"Don! He's felt everything I have, and I've sucked him, but that's the only hole, my mouth, that he's going to use! I've already told him that! Heavens, I don't want to become too loose. Besides, he's too young to do that to me."
"You're kidding! Too young? At his age, if he lived in a less backward area, he'd have screwed some girl long ago. You'd be just right for his first woman."
"Now Don, you stop teasing her. If she doesn't want to let Billy have her, it's her choice. In any case, she has over a week to decide. Having her ass fucked is enough trauma for one night, so don't rush her." And then, archly, "Of course, it would be nice for Billy to have a beautiful, experienced woman to screw ﬁrst."
"Good, heavens, you're worse than he is. There is nothing to decide! In any case, if Billy needs a beautiful, experienced woman to fuck, you have a great deal more experience than I have. You take care of him! Now, if you two vulgar and disgusting people will excuse me, I have to go to the bathroom. I feel as if someone has given me an enema!"
Susan woke up Friday, feeling a little soreness in her behind, but, in general, felt good about the whole situation. She lay there beside Jean, thinking, somewhat disjointedly, "I've been ass-fucked!...I can't believe it...Boy, they both had me last night...I think Jean enjoyed it almost as much as Don did...I wonder if they were just teasing me about Billy?...They certainly seemed to take it for granted that he's going to fuck me...I told him I would suck but nothing else...I wonder what it would be like...Stop thinking like that now!" With that, she got up, before Jean for once, but, instead of going downstairs, she got into bed beside Don and got under the covers. "Might as well move over here now. Boy, I really feel like being screwed this morning."
As it happened, Jean was not asleep when Susan left, and she watched, surreptitiously as Susan slipped into bed with Don. Shortly afterwards, the two started feeling each other and Don proceeded to mount Susan and begin to fuck her. Both obviously were in the mood, for the action was vigorous and relatively brief before they each came. They snuggled back under the covers and quickly fell back into a relaxed slumber as Jean played with herself, very aroused by the activity in the next bed. After bringing herself off, she quietly got up, and after washing, etc., went downstairs to ﬁx breakfast. She didn't know why, but secretly watching Don screwing another woman really turned her on, and she actually enjoyed acting like a servant and having things ready to eat when they came down together. Pondering her feelings, she wondered if the servant girl and humiliation fantasy didn't arouse her as much as it did Susan.
For Susan, the feeling was exactly the opposite. For some reason she did not understand, she got a pleasant sense of superiority when she awoke beside Don and found Jean was downstairs making their breakfast again. It was not a malicious pleasure, but it did boost her ego. She had no romantic feelings for Don, as he had none for her, but it was nice to be the preferred woman in the threesome on occasion. In fact, as far as Susan could tell, Don had ﬁnished in her every time the three had been together, and, of course, every time they had screwed alone. Lying in bed Thursday night, after the ass-fucking (she still hesitated using the expression, even in her mind), Susan had tried to count the number of times Don had screwed her and came up with the staggering ﬁgure of over 40 times in 19 days, and, since he had made her three times a day during the second and third weeks, that ﬁgure probably was conservative. She suddenly had the graphic picture of oceans of cum spurting into her, washing away her inhibitions, and she giggled out loud, causing Jean to ask what was so funny. She was able to pass it off as a stray thought, but the thought of all that semen in her stayed with her until she finally fell asleep.
After such as auspicious start, Friday calmed down and became an ordinary perfect day on the lake. They had been inordinately lucky in the weather, and the pattern was predicted to continue. Don and Jean took the boat and visited some friends several miles around the lake, while Susan lazed around the cabin, doing very little. The day passed with commendable slowness as vacation days should, but when Don and Jean returned, they had something new to tease Susan about. It seemed that their friends, John and Cynthia Stuart, had cruised past the cabin early in the week, and had been pleasantly surprised to see a lovely blond woman, almost nude, lying on the rocks. As they watched, she got up and walked up toward the cabin, giving then a clear view of most of her body, particularly her breasts, through the telephoto lens of their camcorder. Needless to say, Susan was absolutely mortiﬁed, but also aroused, to find that she actually had been seen when she was displaying herself to her imaginary viewers. She was even more shocked when Jean told her that the Smarts had been invited over and promised a closer view of the bathing beauty that they had photographed.
Susan's response was one of shock and utter consternation. "You mean that you told them that I would be topless when they came? You must be kidding! I certainly am not going to meet your friends with my breasts bare; in fact, I'd be embarrassed to meet them at all."
"Now, honey, you enjoyed walking around, pretending that someone might be watching, and it turned out that someone was. John and Cynthia are very nice people and you are going to meet them, and you are going to show your tits! You are going to show them your pretty bare tits, or else I'1l spank you harder than Don did last week!"
Don joined in, by adding, "You'd better do what she says, Susan! Jean has a thing for John, and if he wants to see your tits, he's going to see them, even if it means using a little force!" They left it at that, with both women looking very stubborn.
The following day began their last full weekend at the lake, and, unlike the previous Saturday, the sky was solid blue. They prepared a picnic lunch and planned a pleasant walk through the woods, circling back and ending up at the little glade to eat. For this occasion, the women were permitted to wear slacks and shirts, the most clothes Susan had worn for three weeks. Just as they were leaving, Billy came over and, of course, was invited to come along. Oddly enough, he had never been in the private woods behind the cabin, except on the drive, so he was pleased to join them. (Of course, he would have been pleased to join them on a trip through the Gobi Desert if Susan were along.) They left the food and ground covers on the way out, so they had nothing to carry, making the long walk (hardly a hike) through what really was park-like scenery, refreshing and relaxing, providing exercise without tiring exertion. By the time they were back at the glade, however, they were more than ready to eat.
They spread out the ground covers, put out the food and settled down to an excellent picnic lunch, after which they all lay back and rested. The food had been good, the surroundings were beautiful and quiet, providing an excellent conclusion to an enjoyable ramble through the woods. Finally, about 3:00 PM, Jean packed up the picnic supplies and announced that she and Don had to get back, but she, rather transparently, urged Billy and Susan to follow later, saying, "Stay and enjoy the afternoon, what's left of it; there's no need for you to get up." As she said that, she gave Susan a conspiratorial wink and a knowing smile, and she and Don left.
Susan and Billy were laying side-by-side on the cover, and, as soon as they were out of sight, he leaned up, ran his hand over Susan's breast and kissed her. Within ﬁve minutes he had her shirt open, revealing her bare breasts, and was working on pulling her pants, then her panties, off. Shortly afterwards, she lay completely naked as he undressed and came down beside her, his cock as hard as a rock. He ran his hands all over her, hardly believing his good fortune, concentrating on her cunt while kissing and sucking her nipples and breasts. He kissed his way down her body until he encountered her cunt hair, and moving between her legs, began licking and ﬁngering the cunt, itself. Susan, half expecting something like this to happen as the others left, had decided to let things take their course, and relaxed and enjoyed the sensations. As his tongue found her clit, she raised and spread her legs to give him greater access to maximize her own pleasure. With sophistication beyond his experience level, he continued his caressing until she was on the verge of orgasm.
As she began the telltale movements, obvious even to a neophyte, he raised up and moved over her until his cock was at her cunt hole, and pushed in. He slid into her with no opposition, her cunt welcoming the penetration and her mind never even considering stopping him. He pounded her vigorously, ﬂattening her cunt lips with each entry, but, he was too aroused to last long. Fortunately, Susan was coming almost as soon as he entered, for very quickly he jetted his cum into her, gasping with his efforts.
Despite the vigor of the screwing and the climax, he did not withdraw when ﬁnished. With the vitality and stamina of a teenage boy, his cock never wilted and he was able to continue the in-and-out action while retaining his high level of excitement. His mind and thoughts were in turmoil and the entire situation was almost beyond his comprehension. This was not some skinny high school girl, skirt up, panties down, putting out on the backseat of a car. No, this was a beautiful, fully developed older woman, a married woman, letting him strip her completely naked and fuck her – a teenage boy's fantasy realized. For Susan, the situation was unbelievably arousing. His continual, slow screwing motion kept her at a high state of excitement, and she was having a seemingly unending series of mini-orgasms that caused her to writhe under him, further feeding his growing renewal. At last, his fucking accelerated until, once again, he was pounding brutally against her cunt, squashing her beneath him as he seemingly tried to drive his cock completely through her. She erupted into a full orgasm, thrashing about under him, raising her hips high off the ground to meet his downward plunges. His explosion soon followed, and, this time, he pulled out and collapsed beside her, satiated – for the moment.
They lay beside each other for some time, recovering from their exertions, neither quite believing what they had just done. Susan looked around the little glade where she and Jean had made love, and thought, "I guess I should come here with Don...everyone should have me here, I guess... gods, a teenage boy, and I never even hesitated...talk about being easy...I'll bet Jean planned this all along...and I told him nothing but sucking because I'm married...can you believe I even thought that only sucking, as if I've done that for years!" As they lay there, Billy couldn't keep his hands off of her, squeezing her breasts, tweaking her nipples, rufﬂing her cunt hair, etc. At last, Susan said that they'd better go, but, to her surprise, his cock was erect again and, seeing no reason to deny him, she lifted and opened her legs and directed him into herself. The rest had completely rejuvenated him, and, putting her legs over his shoulders, he proceeded to pummel her cunt with bruising force, his hips moving like a jack-hammer as he drove in and out of her. As said before, this was the type of screwing that Susan liked best, and she joined him in a frenzy of action, opening herself to his thrusts. Finally, for the third time that day, Billy emptied his balls into Susan, and, for the third time, her cunt absorbed all he could give.
When they recovered their breath and aplomb, and exchanged the usual (but, this time, sincere) comments on how good it had been, they were startled to find that they had been there alone for almost two hours. They started, hurriedly, to dress, but, as Susan began to put on her sheer, nylon panties, Billy asked if he could have them as a remembrance. Blushing, to her own surprise, Susan gave them to him, and at his rather shy request, wrote the date and "Love, Susan," on them with a marking pen he fortunately had with him. Then, as an afterthought, added "Adams" after the "Susan," commenting, "You might forget who 'Susan' was!" They ﬁnished dressing, and Susan walked back the path to the cabin, while Billy ﬂoated along beside her. She said good-bye to him as they reached the cabin, and she went in to the inevitable teasing and questioning. Oddly enough, she was sort of looking forward to it.
She was not disappointed in their reception, starting, with charges of "robbing the cradle," repetition of "I'm a married woman, I can't let you fuck me," and ending with Jean hugging and kissing her in congratulations for being so free. They all immediately went upstairs where Susan stripped for them, and, after explaining where her panties were, she lay down to be inspected. They found, again, a number of hickey marks coming out on her breasts and thighs, leading Jean to warn her not to let Billy do that just before the went home a week from Sunday. As Don said, "If he sees hickey marks all over your tits, Jim just might wonder what kind of vacation you had here!" Then, they had her spread her legs revealing a very puffy cunt, outer lips swollen and gaping open, with the hair on the lips in tight ringlets plastered to her skin. As when Don had fucked her the ﬁrst time, the hole was clogged with cum, actually streaming out – not surprising considering that she had been screwed three times by a potent young man. Succumbing to the urge she had suppressed before, Jean moved in between Susan's legs, looking closely at her cunt, and then proceeding to lick , ﬁrst, the semen coated hair, and, then, inside the cunt lips, all the way back to her asshole. Next, she inserted her tongue into the cunt hole, itself, licking and sucking the cum as it seeped out. When she was ﬁnished, Susan's cunt was moist, but clean, revealing that the cunt lips were, in fact, quite swollen and probably bruised from the belaboring they had suffered.



Jean's face was ﬂushed as she pulled back, and, breathing heavily, she said, "Boy, he really fucked you! He must have shot a quart into you to have this much coming out after all this time! He'd better watch out or he'll get some girl pregnant if he puts that much into her. Golly!" Jean was so excited that she and Don undressed and he screwed her and came inside her for the first time on the trip. When they finished, piqued by curiosity after Jean had licked her, Susan went down between Jean's legs and reciprocated, using her tongue, ending by sucking Don's cum out of her hole. It was a different experience, and one she did not ﬁnd to be repellant since she had sucked Don several times and licked Jean many times; the combination was not unpleasant. However, now that she had performed cunnilingus on a freshly fucked cunt herself, she knew that Jim had to be even more aware of the different ﬂavor than she had realized. It gave her a funny feeling when she thought that Jim had actually licked and sucked Don's cum off of and out of her own cunt, and she realized, too, that she was looking forward to repeating the act. The last time, she had been too upset to really enjoy knowing what he was tasting, but the next time she would relish it. She knew that it was a perverted thought, but having her husband suck her cunt when it was ﬁlled with cum immediately after an adulterous fucking seemed delightfully arousing.
In any case, for the ﬁrst time since the first night, Don did not fuck her cunt; by bedtime she was just too sore. In fact, the following day, Sunday, started a little differently from recent ones, because Susan was still too sore to screw in the morning, so they compromised on a quick sucking before breakfast. When Billy came over "to swim," in the afternoon, he was disappointed to find that "Susan was not for screwing," to paraphrase the title of a famous play. They were alone in the pool, Don and Jean discretely busy elsewhere, and Susan lay naked with her legs open to show Billy the damage he had done, a very swollen cunt. The rather blatant pose was extraordinarily exciting for Billy, and, somehow, seeing her abused cunt gave him a macho feeling of dominance over this older woman. In any case, Susan sucked his cock, her second of the day, right away, and, as he prepared to leave, she did it again. She thought, chastising herself for the language which she had gotten from Don, "I'm really turning into a real cocksucker. Won't Jim be surprised if I do it for him?"
Monday turned out to be a day that Susan would rather forget, at least, part of it. She had almost forgotten about the Stuarts and their upcoming visit until arrangements were made by a phone call that morning. When they were due to arrive, Susan and Jean were on the deck, Susan wearing only a pair of shorts, a compromise Jean offered after ﬁrst demanding just a pair of panties. Susan was mortiﬁed already, not knowing what to do. Jean was absolutely insistent, to the degree that she almost dragged Susan out of the door and sat her on a chaise. Susan was sitting there, cringing and covering her breasts with her arms in anticipation of the Stuarts imminent arrival. Her face was a picture of fatalistic consternation, certain that doom was coming and not knowing what to do.
Suddenly, the Stuart's boat cruised past the cabin and went around the rocks to the dock. Shortly afterwards, two ﬁgures came up the stairs from the dock and headed for the deck. All Susan could see were two people with graying hair outlined against the sky, but suddenly she went almost berserk, jumping up off the chaise and, before Jean could react, headed for the door. She leaped up and chased after her, catching her just inside the cabin and grabbing her arm. As John and Cynthia came up the steps, they were greeted with the sight of Jean dragging Susan out of the door by her arm like a mother pulling a reluctant child into a recital. Susan was crying and beseeching Jean to let her go, that she couldn't, "go out there like this." It was an astounding and erotic sight, Susan's blond head, looking downward as if to hide her face, her breasts heaving and swaying with her efforts to pull away and her feet braced holding her back from Jean's determined tugging. When she was finally outside, Susan tried to hit Jean and, once, even tried to bite the hand that was gripping her arm.
That was too much for Jean to take. Already infuriated by Susan's rebellion in front of her friends, the excessive struggling made her as furious as she had been that night of the ﬁrst spanking. Waving the Stuarts toward the chairs, she fell back on the chaise, taking Susan with her, forced her over her knee and, holding her in place easily with her left hand, ripped her shorts and panties down to her knees from where they fell to her ankles. Susan was kicking and twisting, trying to break away, but to no avail as Jean began viciously to whack her bottom. At first, there was the sound of thunderous slaps, punctuated by cries of pain and fury. Susan hips took on the color of a ripe tomato as the blows rained down, the spanking sound reverberating over the entire area. No more than ﬁve feet away, the Stuarts could see every detail of the thrashing inﬂicted on Susan's defenseless ass, as well as ﬂashes of her cunt as she writhed and twisted. The cheeks of her buttocks quivered and bounced as the spanking hand rose and fell, round mounds of ﬂesh that were as resilient as rubber balls. Cynthia, the photographer of the two, had her camcorder with her and recorded the scenes that would further humiliate Susan later, but, for right now, the realization that two strangers were watching her chastisement was mortiﬁcation enough. For John and Cynthia, the incredible sight before them was extraordinarily stimulating, and, ﬁguratively at least, their eyes were glued to Susan's lovely bottom.
Inevitably, the cumulative effect of the blows to her posterior broke Susan's resistance, and she lay, quiescent across Jean's knee, absorbing the punishment while crying profusely. Equally inevitably, Jean's rage died out and the spanking ended with the usual caressing and probing that always followed the punishment. This time, however, the normally pleasant and reassuring feeling Susan received from this fondling of her ass and cunt was replaced with further embarrassment from realizing the two other people were seeing her handled so intimately. This brought forth another burst of tears, and she slid off of Jean's lap and lay huddled on the ﬂoor like a little child who has been spanked in public and wants to hide its shame. Jean would have none of that, however, and standing up, she reached down and lifted Susan to her feet, supporting her when her rubbery legs almost collapsed under her.
"Now, stand up, Susan," Jean ordered. "Turn around, behave yourself, and say hello to John and Cynthia Stuart."
Susan finally forced herself to look up, her face as crimson as her bottom, and say a meek hello. For the Stuarts, the picture presented was unbelievable. A lovely woman, thoroughly chastened, standing completely naked before them, her breasts standing straight out with prominent, erect nipples, a ﬂat stomach ending with a mass of curly blond pubic hair over long, shapely legs – truly a view to arouse any man, and probably most women. They were goggle-eyed, but managed weak "hellos" of their own, after which things settled down. The Stuarts were somewhat older than Don and Jean, being in their early fifties, but looked to be considerably younger, and their sexual reaction to Susan's nakedness was quite youthful. Cynthia's face was somewhat ﬂushed, but John's reaction was what might be expected, a hard cock unsuccessfully hidden in his pants. However, despite the extraordinary circumstances, they all set back, Susan still naked and horribly embarrassed, and talked for a few minutes. Then, Jean got up and said that she would get some drinks and snacks, telling Susan to stay and talk to the Stuarts. Susan seemed to shrivel up, but did as she was told. Shortly afterwards, Cynthia got up, and with a wink to John, said that she would go help Jean.
When she and Jean returned with the snacks after about ﬁfteen minutes, John and Susan were sitting and talking, and much of Susan's self-consciousness had vanished, although she blushed beet red when she looked at Cynthia. The rest of the visit went very well, everything considered, and, by the time the company left, Susan was surprisingly comfortable being the only one naked. I in fact, when the Stuarts left, she walked down to the shore with Jean, and stood, completely nude, to wave goodbye as their boat came back around the rocks. It gave her a funny, but rather pleasant feeling, to see Cynthia aiming her camcorder at the two of them, and she couldn't help but wonder how she looked.
As they turned to go in, Jean asked, "Are you ok, honey'? I shouldn't have treated you like that, but you know my temper – not that that is any excuse."
"Oh, I 'm fine, except for a very sore bottom which needs some lotion. Boy, you real1y spanked me! That was as bad as the ping pong paddle." As they climbed the stairs, Susan went on, "It was mostly my fault, anyway, for I just went wild and couldn't help myself. I even tried to bite you!"
"I know! That's what really set me off. What on earth caused you to ﬁght like that? I know that you were embarrassed, but you did go wild."
"Well, you know that I hated being exposed like that when they were coming, but I had resigned myself and I had even gotten a little excited about the idea, the way I usually do when you force me to do something sexy. But, when they came up the stairs from the dock, all I could see was their silhouettes against the water, and Cynthia's hair and her shape looked just like my mother, and I almost had a heart attack. All I could think of was her reaction if she saw me standing almost naked waiting to meet company....there's no word for it. There is something else, too. I had a horrible experience years ago that I must have buried in my mind somehow. I suddenly remembered everything and I can't conceive as to how I could have buried it so deep, but it explains why being spanked caused me to erupt – even when Jim was just playing with me. I'll tell you about it sometime, but not now. In any case, I just lost control completely and I just had to get out of there, to hide myself, but you wouldn't let me. As I said, I just went wild." "
'Oh, I am sorry, Susan, I would have let you go if I'd had any idea that something like that had happened. Did that feeling go away?"
"Not until you, and Cynthia, went in to get the drinks." She hesitated, and in a faltering voice, asked, "Did....did you know that he screwed me while you were gone? I was so afraid you two would come back and catch us, but you know how I am after a spanking, very submissive, and he just took me. I was very hot, of course, so it felt wonderful, and it didn't take long for either of us to come."
"You silly little thing! Why do you think she came in with me? She knew that he wanted to fuck you and she was getting out of the way. Now, I suppose it's silly to say don't be embarrassed, but we watched through the window and she even used her camcorder to record the whole thing! It was fascinating, and you looked unbelievably sexy."
"Oh, my God, Jean, you're kidding! Ooh, and I thought being spanked in front of them was humiliating, but, oh, how could you?" Susan hid her head in her hands in absolute mortiﬁcation and shame. Oh, my heavens, what if someone sees that tape?
"Now, don't worry. Remember, John is on the tape, screwing you, and they certainly won't let that be seen. She said that they would make a copy for us, though. Boy, Don will love that!"
"Oh, Jean, I'll die!" Then, after lying there for a minute or so while Jean massaged the lotion into her bottom, she asked in a low voice, "You say I looked sexy?"
"That's better! Yes, very sexy and very pretty! Now, tum over and let me see your pussy." Susan turned over on her back, raised and spread her legs, opening her cunt to view. Jean looked it over carefully, noting once again the ringlets of moist hair and the wet, slightly puffy cunt lips. "Well, you're not swollen as you were with Billy, of course, but you can tell that you've been screwed. I guess a used cunt tends to look like a used cunt, no matter who did it." With that comment, she leaned forward and began gently licking, causing Susan to arch up and down and, finally, surge upward in orgasm. Jean leaned back, thinking, and then said, "Fucked cunts do look alike, but the taste is definitely different, depending on who did the fucking. I'm surprised at myself, but I do enjoy licking you after you've been screwed. You'll have to come over sometime after Jim has had you, and I'll see how different it is from the others."
"My God, Jean, do you realize what you just did'? You compared how my cunt tastes after different men have been in me! Just think, in April, no one but Jim had ever even seen my cunt, and now three other men have made me! I think that it's a good thing we're going home soon, before anyone else has a chance at me. "
As it happened, no one else did have a chance at her. The last week went as last weeks usually do, sorry to see the vacation end, but eager to get home. While Susan and Jim had talked each week on the phone, she could hardly wait to see him, but she was enjoying the attention, and the sex, she was getting from Don and Billy. Billy, in particular, was eager to "see" (read "screw") her every day, and she basked in his ardor and infatuation, "putting out" in return. Needless to say, he was crushed when Sunday came and departure was imminent, but he was consoled somewhat by Don and Jean promising to bring her back again, perhaps in the fall. (A final trip back to the forest glade the last Sunday morning also helped!)
At last, that Sunday afternoon, the July trip to Maine came to an end. They loaded the car and headed home, but the end of the trip was not as traumatic as its beginning, for Susan, without prompting or threats, wore only a shirt that barely reached below her cunt. In addition, on the way home, she casually let the shirt hem rise over her cunt hair, and, instead if cringing in the seat as she had on the way up, she enjoyed making a rather blatant, but attractive, display while remaining anonymous, giving a treat to several observers who were lucky enough to look down from their trucks at the right time.
They arrived about 5:00 PM, and, for Susan, it was peculiar to be home alone, for the ﬁrst time in a month intending to sleep alone and by herself in a separate room. Jim would not be home until Monday evening, giving her time to acclimatize herself to her home surroundings and to prepare a big welcome home, but it still felt strange and a little lonely. However, several hours after arriving, time to unpack and settle in, Don and Jean came over to keep her company and to have one last threesome before the vacation was ofﬁcially over. It was a very pleasant, unhurried evening, and all three were well satisﬁed sexually when they ﬁnished. Afterward, Don went back home to get ready for work the next day, leaving Jean and Susan alone to talk. The conversation was rather desultory, but, finally, Susan hesitantly broached a subject that had been on her mind for some weeks, by simply saying, "Jean, I'm pregnant!" She waited with bated breath the get Jean's response.
Jean smiled broadly, and replied, "I've assumed that for at least two weeks, honey. Are you sure?"
"Oh yes! I'm never late, and I'm more than a week overdue now. And, last week, when we were at the drug store, I got one of those early test kits, and it was positive. You know how much I wanted this, but. ...but you know it wasn't Jim! How do you feel?" Again, she waited, without breathing, watching Jean's face.
"Don't be silly, sweetheart! Don screwed you almost every day this month and several times a day right in the middle of your cycle. I assumed, actually hoped, that he would "knock you up" since Jim couldn't and you wanted it so badly. When we decided on this trip and you with no birth control, I thought it was inevitable. I certainly think it's wonderful, if you're happy."
"Oh, Jean, dear, you're wonderful! I couldn't be happier. I never really liked the idea of adoption except as an absolute last resort, and artiﬁcial insemination was something I couldn't even consider. But, there is one thing. Does...does Don know about Jim's problem and will he know that he got me pregnant?"
"No to both questions, honey. I never told him why you were so upset last winter, and, before we left, he asked me if you were on the pill, and I said "no," that you had just gotten pregnant. He thinks Jim did it last month, so he won't be the least bit suspicious. I told him that Jim didn't know yet, and not to say anything. It should work out perfectly, for while Don is considerably bigger, he and Jim are similar in coloring, hair, even eyes!"
Susan let out a huge sigh of relief, and said, "You really are wonderful! You obviously had this whole thing planned out long ago. In any case, I knew that Don would screw me in Maine and I deliberately didn't use protection hoping that this would happen, so I guess we're both schemers. Now, I'd better go back on the pill after the baby comes, or Don will get me pregnant again. In any case, it certainly wasn't artificial insemination! Well, if both Don and Jim think I got pregnant in June, and you are happy, I am ecstatic! I am going to be a mother, Jim a father and you a godmother. Now I really can't wait for Jim to come home!" "
Epilogue
Jim's homecoming was a great success, and the news of Susan's pregnancy made the occasion doubly happy. That the conception happened in June never was questioned, and their path to parenthood went smoothly. When Susan reached the point at which regular sexual intercourse was no longer attractive, she volunteered a new sexual activity, cocksucking, an activity which surprised and delighted Jim, given her steadfast opposition to any such practice in the past. (While ass-fucking continued as an occasional procedure with Don during threesomes, it was much later that Susan permitted that "perversion" to be included in her martial repertoire.) All- in-all, the sexual development of Susan Adams worked out well for all concerned.
Don and Jean obviously enjoyed the expansion of their sexual universe to include a third party, an expansion that seemed to have no downside. Don's gain was most evident, the opportunity to screw a beautiful woman with his wife's full approval and participation. Don obviously couldn't fuck Susan as often as at the lake, but he still used her cunt and mouth regularly and her ass occasionally. Jean loved the relationship with Susan, the lesbian type sex, the dominance which permitted occasional spankings and, perhaps most of all, her new position of godmother which, in this case, brought many of the beneﬁts of motherhood without the problems.
For Jim, the metamorphose of his wife from a prudish, inhibited woman to one who was sexually aware, self-conﬁdent and willing to experiment with variant activities, was unbelievable but wonderful. Still demure and reserved at the proper times, she now was comfortable with more fashionable dressing and behavior. Most important, however, was the releasing of her light-hearted, happy nature by finally becoming pregnant, exorcizing all those demons created by her family background, permitting their marriage to ﬂourish. Jim was happily amazed when Susan, without prompting on his part, voluntarily sucked his cock, and, if she seemed quite proﬁcient for a complete neophyte, that was no reason to complain. And, if her cunt continued to be extraordinarily wet after the Friday night sessions (and other times), he, again, had no reason to complain since he liked her that way. As many men have found, usually without being aware of it, screwing (or sucking) their wives after another man has fucked her provides the best, well lubricated, sex of all.



Happiest of all, of course, was Susan, herself. She never stopped being thankful for that ﬁrst spanking, which began her liberation. It saved her marriage and, possibly, her sanity, laying the groundwork for her sexual emancipation and the banishment of that omnipresent censor that had plagued her. It runs counter to conventional morality to say that lesbian sex, exhibitionism, and multiple acts of adultery, combined with other sexual acts that have been called perversions, can lead to a better, freer and fuller life, but that is just what happened. In early April of the following year, almost exactly one year after the first spanking, Susan had a baby boy, and two years later, also in April, a little girl. A happy family, a good sex life, very close friends – what more could one ask.
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I had downloaded the video from the camera while we were dressing, so it was ready for viewing as soon as we returned. We both were eager to see the recording, but Diane, as might be expected, had mixed feelings – aroused, but fearful at the same time. She accepted my statement that I had no qualms about her activities, but she was afraid that when I actually saw her being screwed, that I might regret what had happened. I suspect that her worries were logical, given the circumstances, but those concerns were quickly eliminated when she saw my reaction to her performance. For me, it was the most unbelievably erotic thing I had ever seen or, really, imagined. It was if the scene inThere's A Girl in My Souphad been played out in its entirety rather than being cut off just as the good part was beginning! As we watched it, we were both naked, and my cock was so hard that it hurt. I was afraid to touch it for fear that it would erupt all over the bed. Diane, beside me, had no such fear, and was playing with her cunt almost from the beginning. Any reservations that we had about everything that happened – and I don't know that we had any except for Diane's fears – vanished almost immediately.
The picture started with a view of me leaving the room after setting up the camera. There was the usual blank scene as the camera shut off after movement stopped after I left, followed by Ed Simpkins stepping inside the room. He looked nervous as he looked around before hurrying to the closet furthest from the door and stepping inside and shutting the door behind him. The camera shut down for a moment until the outer door opened and Diane and her mother came in. Diane's head and eyes went immediately to the closet as they continued their conversation. Her mother was saying, "You've had a long day and you're going to be tired tonight. Oh, you look beautiful in that dress! It was a beautiful wedding and the reception has been perfect! I think that you should change into your travelling clothes now. That way I'll be able to help you take your gown off. I doubt that you can get to the zipper."
"Oh, mother, I don't think that I should take that long! It would seem peculiar if the bride wasn't there right to the end!"
"Now, don't be silly! You have to change before you can leave – everyone knows that. Here, let me get your suit out."
The sound came through very clearly from the camera and I could hear nervousness in Diane's voice as she replied, "Oh, mother, I know that I have to change, but I'll just rest for a few minutes here and then come back out in my gown to see our guests one more time." Of course I knew, as her mother didn't, why Diane wanted to stayed dressed! While she badly wanted Ed to see and feel her breasts, she hadn't thought of him seeing her without her wedding gown.
However, she was trapped by her mother who, with maternal instincts, wanted her daughter to rest before leaving the reception. "Come on Diane, you're being silly!" Then, with arched brows and a knowing expression, she continued, "I know that Jim will want you to be well rested when you get to the hotel! Now, come over here and let me undo your zipper."
Helpless to explain why she wanted to stay dressed, Diane stood there, a confused and anxious expression on her face. Inexorably, her zipper was pulled down, the dress slipped off of her shoulders, and, very shortly thereafter, she stood there, a delectable figure wearing only her panties, garter belt and hose! Her mother's surprised reaction was, "Why Diane, what happened to your bra?" She accepted, without further questioning, Diane's explanation and that I had it in my pocket. "Well, I knew you had it on at the wedding! It doesn't matter. Your other, 'going away' underwear is in the case there. Here, I'll hang up your gown and pick it up after you're gone." Then, almost giving Diane a heart attack, she opened the closet door, took out a hanger and hung her wedding gown on it, saying, "There's your suit for later." Happily, Ed was in the other closet, otherwise this would have been a very different story.
Diane stood there, half naked, in way over her head, not having any idea of what to do. Surprisingly, however, as she admitted later, her mind was in turmoil, half fearful and thinking that she should get clothes on before Ed came out, the other half excited at the idea of being seen as she was. At that point, doing anything other than permitting Ed to see and feel her was never crossed her mind. Watching the movie with me, lying naked in bed, she said, "I was scared but very hot, and I thought that I would let him really feel me, say that I had to get back to the reception and let him watch me dress! That idea really excited me! Then, mother threw me into a tizzy!"
"It's a good thing that I came up here rather than Jim! Seeing you standing there like that, I don't think that he'd wait till tonight! I think that you need to stay here and rest awhile – I'll tell Jim so he won't wonder where you are. You've talked to everyone already, so relax awhile and then change into your suit and you'll be ready to leave. Here, you just lie down here on this lounge and maybe even take a short nap. It's about 45 minutes before you're scheduled to leave, so don't hurry! Now, don't argue with me! I'll go out and get everything ready for your grand entrance in your beautiful suit. Lock the door behind me – we don't want anyone to walk in and see you like that!"
She left and shut the door behind her. Diane commented, "If I had been dressed, I think I would have run after her! My mind was a complete muddle – I was so aware of being almost naked that the desire to be seen and felt was swallowed up! The idea of another man seeing me like that was incomprehensible! I honestly never even thought of anything but that I didn't want him to see that much of me. I suppose that I was naive, but doing anything more than having my tits seen and felt on my wedding day never occurred to me. If I had had a skirt on, I think that I would have welcomed being alone with him, but I just felt too exposed! Anyway, I was stuck, so we'll see what happened." (Again, her use of the word "tits" was very rare, and it showed her level of excitement.)
Her nervousness was obvious in the picture as she reluctantly walked to the door and turned the lock. There was a long pause as she just stood there, not knowing what to do. Her quandary was ended as the closet door quietly opened as Ed peeked out to see if the way was clear. As his eyes focused on Diane, you could tell that he was almost overcome by the sight. Here he was expecting to have a minute or two, perhaps longer, to pull her dress down and play with her tits. Instead, he saw this beautiful young woman, a new bride, standing there wearing only a pair of very brief and very thin panties. His eyes didn't literally fall out, but even in the picture you could see then open wider as he took in the sight.
It was an awkward moment – neither knowing just what to do – until Ed finally broke out of his trance and came over to her. She just stood there, looking down, still in a trance of her own, as he hesitantly reached up and cupped her tits. It was an unbelievable sight! Her tits had never been seen by another man, much less felt, and there she was, having them fondled and squeezed! Her reaction was just as amazing! Rather than pulling away in shock or maidenly modesty, Diane thrust them forward into his hands! Her downcast eyes now looked up at him, a look of excitement and arousal on her face. Obviously, she welcomed his exploration and made no effort to disguise the fact.
It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen, or, probably, ever will see. My new wife, my bride, standing there with his hands running over her, she clearly and active participant in the scandalous activity. In some way, the panties, garter belt and hose made it more lascivious than if she had been completely naked. I swear I almost went off as I saw his hands roaming over her, first just on her breasts and, gradually, one going down onto her panties. Diane, watching beside me, may actually have done so as her fingers played between her legs. Neither of us said a word as the sex play continued in front of us.
For me, the whole situation was surreal – I was looking at the equivalent of a porn show which was exciting in itself, but also seeing my new wife ready to have sex with another man on my wedding day! For Diane, she was shocked to see herself being fondled, unbelievably aroused by it, but, in the background, a fear at what was about to happen – fear that I might regret what I was about to see, combined with a bit of inevitable guilt. Still, neither of us could take our eyed off of the screen as the progression toward adultery proceeded.
On the screen, it was obvious that Diane was lost in the throes of sexual excitement. As Ed's fingers ran over her panties, her pelvis pushed forward, increasing the contact. The fingers cupped her public bone, pulling upwards as she surged toward him. His other hand was still on her tit, squeezing it so that the nipple seemed to pop up like a small cock. The position was awkward, still standing, having to stagger a bit to maintain their balance. Spontaneously, they began kissing, open-mouthed, something that Diane normally disliked. However, she eagerly entered into it, and, even on the screen, you could see their tongues probing each other's mouth.
Suddenly, and you could tell when it happened, his fingers found her clit through her panties, causing her knees to bend and her legs to separate. That was too much for their precarious balance, and they almost fell, Ed barely able to hold her up. Putting his one arm around her back while still holding her by her cunt through her panties, Ed managed to move them over to the lounge and they collapsed on it together. The kissing started anew while he really began rubbing her clit, causing her spread her legs and begin humping up in down in wild excitement.
Then, abruptly, he pulled away from her as she lay there, and, grasping the waistband of her panties on each side, he, without opposition, simply pulled them off. There, for the first time as a married woman, Diane was completely naked – but the man looking down at her wasn't her husband! She made no effort to cover herself, and, instead, actually spread her legs, completely exposing her cunt. She lay there, sprawled open, as Ed quickly pulled off his pants and shorts, and came down on her. His cock stuck out like a torpedo, long and hard, as he directed it toward her open cunt. Totally inexperienced, she instinctively pulled her knees up almost to her tits, obviously welcoming his penetration. Then, even more shocking (both to meandto Diane who had no memory of doing it), as his cock came against her cunt without finding the hole, she actually reached down and, taking in in her fingers, she put the head at her opening. Instantly, Ed pushed inward into what was obviously a very wet cunt.
Even so, her opening was unused and the penetration, as we watched it, was slow, a series of short in-and-out jabs, getting in a bit further each time. There was no sign of pain on her face as he worked it in, but the tightness of her cunt prevented a quick entrance. It was mesmerizing, in an unreal way, watching the slow deflowering of my new wife. Both Diane and I stared with unbelievable intensity as the scenario, the taking of her virginity, played out before us. Then, suddenly, the process changed, because, while the in-and-out movement continued, actually getting more rapid, the slow but continual advance into her seemed to stop as if his cock had hit a barrier. It was immediately apparent to both of us that he had hit her hymen! For the first time, she winced a bit and we heard an "ooh!" sound from her. But, significantly, she made no effort to pull back or to avoid what was coming. Instead, she clearly opened her legs wider, raised them higher, and waited for the final step of adultery!
Obviously, Ed knew what he was up against, but there's that old saying, "A hard cock knows no conscience!" Pulling back, he plunged in again, hitting her virginal barrier and, this time, ripping through it. Again, she winced and gave a soft cry at pain as Ed sank completely into her. For the first time, she had a cock sunk deeply into her vagina, complete penetration and the start of her first sexual intercourse.
The look on her face was fascinating. There was a momentary flash of discomfort as her hymen was broken, but it was very brief and was quickly replaced by what could only be described as a look of lust. Any pain was, obviously, lost in her sexual arousal, and, as Ed began pumping in and out of her cunt, she met every plunge with an upward surge, demonstrating her active participation in the fucking. She was not just lying there being used, an innocent bride being seduced. She was a woman, married only for a few hours, indulging deliberately in adulterous intercourse – and enjoying it immensely!
As we watched Diane lose her virginity, actually,give upher virginity to another man, it was like looking at a porno movie. We could see the cock, glistening with Diane's lubrication, sliding in and out, pounding against her crotch, a pounding matched by her welcoming upward surges. Their excitement mounted to an unsustainable level and the motions became less controlled as Ed buried himself in her, grinding against her, as he sent blasts of cum deep into her. At the same time, Diane was squirming against him, exploding in orgasm, her mouth open and her face contorted as she climaxed.
There was no end to the fucking at that point, however. The intensity dropped, Ed's strokes into her slowed and became more measured, but he never withdrew. We could see Diane's legs relax somewhat, and her face returned to normal. However, the arousal never subsided the whole way, and it was just a time of renewal. Diane really had no expression except an almost dazed, out-of-it look. She was obviously lost in the experience, not thinking, just experiencing, as the cock slid in and out of her cunt. Actually, Ed had a similar expression on his face – lost in what he was doing and probably not thinking at all. The gradual buildup continued, however, and, shortly, they both returned to the manic state as the cock began more vigorously to fuck her. Ed took on a more intent, strained look as he began to approach his second massive explosion. Similarly, Diane mouth was open as she panted and gasped as she was overcome, again, with what seemed to be a continual orgasm as she bucked her crotch against his. Suddenly, for the second time, Ed reached his climax, welding himself against her and ejaculated into her cunt.
This time their immediate passion subsided as Ed pulled his somewhat deflated cock from her cunt and slumped down beside her on the narrow chaise. The respite didn't last long as both were still obviously engrossed in an unbelievable sexual situation. His hand roamed over her, cupping and squeezing her tits before running from them down through her cunt hair and exploring between her legs. He began kissing and sucking her nipples, sucking her tits, themselves, marking them with at least a dozen hickeys. We could see his fingers squeezing them, leaving bruises to go with the hickeys. Diane just lay there as he fondled her, still obviously dazed by the situation – just married and lying naked with another man with whom she had just engaged in adulterous intercourse. Then, to my utter shock (and Diane's), I saw her left hand slide down and grasp Ed's cock and begin slowly pumping up and down the shaft, her shiny new wedding ring gleaming as she stroked him. Somehow, seeing that ring brought the wordadulteryto our minds for the first time, not just unbelievable sex, butadultery! In any case, needless to say, this manual manipulation stoked the fires again and, interestingly, and surprisingly, both seemed to come out of their shocked trance and became consciously aware of the incredible thing they were doing.
We could see Diane's face lose its vague, "out-of-it" expression as realization of what had happened sank in. From the time that she had turned and seen Ed looking at her naked body, it was almost as if she were hypnotized, not making any actual decision. As she said later, the shock had overwhelmed any thought process. She had been ready for a sexual encounter – amuchlesser one – and she had been aroused at the prospect. If she had had time to think, things might have been different, but the whole scenario just played out as if planned. Oddly enough, Ed seemed to have the same reaction – shock at the situation and overcome with lust at seeing a lovely woman, a bride, standing there almost nude. It he'd had time to think, he might have been panicked and been overwhelmed by the situation, but he, also, had expected a sexual encounter and any hesitancy, if there was any, vanished. As he got on Diane and took her, his expression was almost beyond description: lustful, incredulous, and, of course, speechless. It would have been astounding, I'm sure, to have read his mind to be able to see if he actually was thinking, "I'm fucking a virgin bride on her wedding day!" I know that the whole experience must have seemed like a vivid dream when it was all over!
Somehow it was very different during that moment of lucidly, both of them aware that they were doing something totally unbelievable. His eyes roamed over her body as he lay beside her, feeling the cunt and tits of the woman he had just screwed. Diane, too, was aware, and we could see her preen; push her tits upward to show herself to her lover, displaying her nude body. Then, as we watched the continuing porno movie, something totally unexpected happened, something, amazingly, Diane hadn't even remembered doing. As he was looking at her and caressing her, her fingers, as said before, found his cock and began stroking it, causing it to begin the process of erection. He already had come twice in a little over one-half hour and, normally, that would have defused his amorous abilities for a time, but the unique circumstances were enough to keep his cock from complete deflation. Suddenly, Ed rose up over her and presented his semi-hard cock to her mouth and, unbelievably, she welcomed it in and began bobbing her head up and down, sucking it until it was fully ready to fuck her again. Pulling out, he moved down on her and kissed her, bringing a quick reaction as she responded with enthusiasm. There was no doubt that she was as involved as he, her body undulating against him, his cock wedged between them, as the kiss continued,
Then, abruptly, he broke away and pulled back and prepared to mount her again. Without hesitancy, Diane raised and spread her legs, welcoming him as he moved over her again. We had a perfect view of his erect cock poised over her cunt, this time driving deep into her without guidance. Clearly, her opening was distended and wet, making unassisted entry automatic as he penetrated her. They began a frantic fucking session, neither sated in the slightest by their two previous orgasms. He was pounding into her with great vigor with none of the slow buildup one might expect after having his ardor somewhat diminished after coming in her twice. Equally, Diane was squirming and bucking up against him, matching the vigor of his screwing action. It was amazing to see the wild excitement both exhibited as their arousal mounted. The camera didn't show his facial expression, but hers was one of someone completely lost in the throes of sexual pleasure. Finally, the climax was reached and the final strokes were administered as they both reached orgasm. It was at that moment that I knocked on the door!
There was instant shock as the world returned to the couple engaged in adulterous intercourse. From being lost in the rapture of massive orgasms to the reality of being caughten flagrante,Ed almost exploded from the lounge. We could see, clearly, his still spurting cock jerking from Diane's cunt, sending jets of cum onto the lips, into her pubic hair, and, even, onto her stomach. It was like a French farce as he grabbed his shorts and pants and tried to get them on as he staggered, panicked, to the closet. Diane just lay there for a few seconds, her face frozen as she realized, for real, what she had done. She heard her new husband outside the door as she lay, naked and screwed, on the lounge where she had been taken. Shock, horror and guilt were suddenly written on her face as she got up, not even having anything with which to cover her nudity and to visually, at least, hide the signs of her adultery.



The rest of the movie was exciting in a different way, because it showed Diane standing there, completely naked and disheveled as she waited fearfully for my reaction. She was a delectable sight in a depraved, wanton way. At first, the camera only showed her bare bottom and back, so it was a sexy but relatively innocent view. It was when she turned away from the door to look quickly toward the closet where Ed was hidden, that we could see her hickey-marked tits and cum covered cunt hair. Actually, both of us were looking at the closet before we said anything and I was still impressed by my aplomb as I said, "We were afraid that you had fallen asleep, and your mother was going to come check on you but, fortunately, I came instead, since you're not dressed." The statement was so matter-of-fact, so non-judgmental, that you could see Diane's face light up with relief.
With her immediate fear abated, she actively and light-heartedly entered into the charade which was played out to fool her recent lover (ravisher?). She cooperated in spreading herself for very graphic pictures while talking innocently about her need for a shower, etc. And, theyweregraphic! I had quickly taken several from different angles, highlighting her breasts to show the marks, the nipples on them which were swollen and red from being sucked and, most importantly, shots between her legs. These were all crystal clear, both in video and still settings, but the real shockers were ones in which I had used the close-up or "macro" setting. These showed, in minute detail, the condition of her previously virgin cunt. The outer lips were red and swollen and pulled back, showing the crimson inter lips and the dark cunt hole going into her body. Actually, the hole, itself, was clogged with white cum which literally was pouring out of her. Globs of cum, which had been shot out of Ed's cock as he jerked away, festooned the hair and were dripping off of her thighs. As she raised her legs higher, you could see a white stream flowing all the way back to her asshole. Without any question, if you wanted a picture of a woman who personalized words like debauched, depraved, dissolute, degenerate or just plain wanton, this was it!
We went on with the movie and found it to be exciting in a different way. Finding her panties on the floor where Ed had thrown them, watching her putting those panties on over her wet and leaking cunt, fastening her bra over her marked up breasts, looking at the cum that had run down over her hose tops – all were more arousing than the simple acts, themselves. It was fun when it was occurring and fun watching the movie when we talked calmly about "needing a shower," "just wearing her wedding panties," etc., spoken for Ed to hear behind the closet door. It was the two of us having fun with the man who had been in her just a few short minutes ago. It was important that it wasus! However, when she was finished dressing and we were going out of the door, she meant it when she said, "I'mveryglad that I came in here. I'll certainly remember lying on that chaise as one of the most pleasant part of the wedding!" Actually, in terms of overall pleasure, she might, accurately have said, "themost pleasant part of the wedding" for both of us. Certainly, also, it was the most exciting part of the whole day!
As she admitted later, from the time that she stood almost naked in front of Ed till the knock on the door, her mind had been almost in a trance, wrapped up in sexual desire and fulfillment, not even thinking of the magnitude of what she was doing and the possible consequences. However, she never denied knowing full well what she was doing in the physical sense. Right from the beginning, she knew that she was going to be screwed, knew when her virginity was about to be taken – and welcomed it! "I felt his cock touching my cunt and wanted itinme. I still don't remember reaching down and putting it in, butI wantedit in! As he entered me and touched my hymen, I wanted him to break it, to take me! I never even thought of you or it being adultery. I was so lost in desire, that I wanted to be screwed! I don't believe that a real thought went through my mind from then until you knocked on the door. I'd never been so shocked in my life as when I heard that knock, and, I swear, everything I had done in the last 30-40 minutes descended on me in a micro-second, and all I could think of was what you would do and think!"
It was, of course, an experience that few, if any, other bridal couples have had, and one we still remember with great enjoyment and with no regrets. We often speculate as to Ed's reaction and memory. I remember how just feeling that other bride's tit stayed with me for all those years, and I can't even begin to imagine what it would be to recall taking a bride's virginity an hour or so after her wedding!Thatwould be a movie, better thanThere's a Girl in My Soup!I wish that I had thought at the time of keeping an eye on the passageway leading to the room and seeing what he looked like after the event! In any case,ourmovie ended with Diane standing inside the door, making that last statement (really, as I said, to Ed) while I panned across the whole room with a final shot of the chaise lounge where it all had happened.
We went to sleep together for the first time, secure and happy as a couple should do on after their wedding day. However, as probably should have been expected, we both woke up with the same thought – what the hell were we thinking! It was like waking up after a wild party and asking yourself, "Did I actually saythatin public? Did I actually make a pass at my boss's wife? What the hell was I thinking!" Of course, we weren't thinking at all. We hadn't been drunk on liquor but on excitement. The wedding was over and the feeling of euphoria removed the natural censors that regulated our lives. A fortuitous pass was made at Diana, something that normally would have been vigorously rejected but somehow just added to the excitement. Her relatively innocent reaction – not pulling away in anger – set the stage for what happened later. Even so, it undoubtedly would have ended there except for my long-held fantasy from the"There's a Girl in My Soup"movie. From there things just happened. A desire on both our parts to have a little more erotic, but again relatively innocent, fun, took a totally unexpected course and things got out of hands. Who could have expected Diane's mother to set her up for a great deal more than the planned mild fondling? Even then Diana could have said no. Equally, I could have gone up and knocked on the door before anything serious happened. Obviously, neither of us reacted and the inevitable occurred.
Things were tense for a while as would be expected. In the light of a new day, Diane was shocked at her behavior and really concerned aboutmyfeelings when yesterday's euphoria was gone. I was embarrassed by my own seemingly non-masculine reactions and some of the things I had said and done in the aftermath. Oddly enough, and this may seem perverted in the light of a wedding day adultery, neither of us really focused of the sinful actions themselves. The physical activities were just that – physical intimacy without affection. Maybe that was just rationalization of totally unacceptable behavior, but it worked for us. In any case, be both accepted our role in what most people would consider depraved and immoral behavior. Making that depraved and immoral behavior even worse, after the period of introspection and mutual acceptance,
Actually, it is a very good thing that we have that photographic record of our eventful wedding day because by this time I'm sure that the whole thing would seem like a perverted dream. As we calmed down and the initial excitement wore off, the whole experience took on a feeling of unreality, not something that ordinary people like us could have participated in. The movie makes it real again and is still a source of excitement and arousal. However, other than that one outrageous occasion, Diane is the same virtuous woman she was before, with no interest in extracurricular (i.e. extramarital) activities. I certainly have no desire to be cuckolded again. So, now we are a normal young married couple, but one with memories that may be unique. As I said before, neither of us regrets our activities on that wonderful, erotic wedding day. Millions of others have had delightful, ordinary wedding receptions which are just part of the overall ceremonial occasion of their marriage. Ours may have been depraved and wicked and an immediate violation of shared vows, but it certainly was memorable!
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In the small high school in the little town of Lynwood, Ohio, in the mid 1990's, a feeling of pleasant anticipation ran through the halls. Spring break approached and a week off from school seemed like heaven. For a small group of senior honor students, however, there was something more -- a trip for a week in Washington, cause enough for elation. The group, four girls and one boy, anticipated a week of freedom and adventure, limited only by the supervision of a faculty chaperone. In years past, the chaperone, a Mr. Phillips, was reputed to be interested in having a good time, not being a wet blanket, leaving presumably mature seniors a reasonable amount of discretionary activity. Unfortunately, their euphoria was due to be dampened considerably when a different chaperone was announced by a notice on the bulletin board in the school lunch room.
One of the girls involved read the notice and exclaimed, "Damn, wait until Kenny sees this!" The response was immediate as Kenny Singleton came in behind her, asking, "What should I see?" Then reading the notice, his face tuned red as he exclaimed, "What in the hell is this? How could they pick the Witch to go with us? Good God, she'll ruin everything for all of us, particularly me! What happened to Phillips?" It turned out that Mr. Phillips had personal problems, necessitating his being replaced by another highly regarded teacher -- highly regarded by the administration anyway.
The teacher involved, usually referred to in private as "the Witch" (although some times the "W" became a "B"), was Mrs. Linda Kramer. She was universally recognized by her colleagues as one of their nicest colleagues, but she had certain tendencies that made her equally recognized as one of the teachers least liked by many students. A math teacher, she was a disciplinarian, requiring strict adherence to an extensive list of personal rules. She always had been something of a stickler for the rules, but in the last semester she had become noticeably more acerbic, more inclined to pick up on petty violations. Even the students agreed that she was fair in grading, but she was not evenhanded in her classroom activities. In every class she seemed to pick one unlucky person to serve as a foil, a goat. She tended to select athletes, extremely popular students and, of course, anyone who refused to knuckle under to her arbitrary rules.
In fact, if truth be known, much of her prejudice was caused by her fear of the students, themselves. This was not fear of physical violence, of course, but was a fear that if she let down, even for a minute, chaos would result. Actually, while she was 45 years old with a master's degree in mathematics, Mrs. Kramer was relatively new to the teaching profession. She majored in math in college, married shortly after graduation and quickly became pregnant. While her two sons grew up, she stayed home, taking an occasional graduate course in mathematics, the credits adding up until, with the boys old enough to supervise themselves, she completed the work necessary for her M.A. She had no particular career objectives, just interest, but, with a severe shortage of math teachers in the school system, she was pressured to become a teacher herself. So, with minimal student teacher experience, during a summer session, she was emergency certiﬁed, and, at the age of 42, began teaching full time at Lynwood High School. Thus, while she had the academic training, far more than math teachers who took education courses as their major, her classroom experience was relatively brief, and, frankly, she just wasn't conﬁdent in her ability to handle discipline problems. So, she headed off the problem by staying distant from her students and sticking to rules.
That practice had worked effectively for some time, her genuine expertise in her teaching specialty making her an excellent instructor, particularly for advanced students, but something else had arisen lately to sour her disposition and cause her to be even more tart in the classroom -- she was feeling old. Her youngest son had graduated from college and was considering marriage. Most signiﬁcantly, however, was the fact that her older son had made her a grandmother at what she considered far too early an age. Grandmothers were sixty-plus, had gray hair and wore housedresses and aprons! Heavens knows, she loved the grandchild, but she didn't want to be a grandmother! Even worse, she had that not unusual relationship with her husband in which he was wrapped up in his work, and their association, while still affectionate, was more that of close friends rather than lovers. On top of everything else, he was insensitive enough to refer to her occasionally as "grandma," rather that Linda. Since she could do nothing about these things, she took them out on her classes. She, of course, would have vehemently denied that such unprofessional motivations led to classroom bias, and would have been mortiﬁed if forced to face the truth.
The surprising thing about all of this is that Mrs. Kramer, in "real" life, was a pleasant, considerate woman, easy to get along with and good to be around. In addition, at the age of 45, not a grandmotherly age, she had a ﬁgure that the girls in her class envied. She was a small woman, 5' 3" and weighing about 120 pounds, with breasts that were outsized and prominent. Those, plus her ﬁrm and ﬁt body, led even the teenage boys (and girls) who disliked her to speculate as to what she was like under her clothes.
However, as far as the clothing, itself, was concerned, there would have been few surprises. A devotee of conservative dresses and suits, with skirts longer than style demanded, Linda Kramer wore lingerie that was tasteful and equally conservative. The only somewhat unusual thing was her wearing of garter belts and hose, rather than pantyhose, but her skirts never rose high enough to reveal even that slight variation from the norm. Certainly, none of her students would ever have actual knowledge of the body under those clothes! She was very modest, as well as a conservative and disciplined, woman -- and the bete noir of Kenny Singleton. Actually, Kenny was exactly the type of student who was almost certain to be the focus of Mrs. Kramer's attention. He was a successful two-sport (football and wrestling) athlete as well as being the very popular student-body president. In addition, he had a somewhat perverse sense of humor which delighted in puncturing pretensions and violating picayune rules which seemed to have little purpose but to harass others. Unfortunately, many of Mrs. Kramer's rules appeared to him to ﬁt that category, causing no end of discipline problems.
In fact, Kenny was quite intelligent (four years in the school's honors program, having earned a 1500+ score on the SAT's, for example), and that further frustrated Mrs. Kramer. When she asked a hard question, she always asked it of him. When he answered correctly, as he did most of the time, she gave no praise and went on to the next problem. On those relatively few occasions when he failed, she reacted scornfully, harping on his failure to be prepared. This, of course, was blatantly unfair, and, since he was very popular with both fellows and girls, the use of the word "bitch" frequently replaced "witch." As a result, there was a continual feeling of tension in the classroom with him (and classmates) resenting her harassment (i.e. "always on his back"), and her, irked by his, as she saw it, ﬂaunting of her authority, feeling it necessary to rein him in.
In any case, regardless of who was to blame, the thought of having her as a full-time supervisor for what was supposed to be a fun week in D.C. was infuriating. Unfortunately, no amount of complaining moved the mountain that was the administration and, on the Monday morning of spring break, the ﬁve students and teacher climbed aboard the bus for the long trip to Washington. In addition to Kenny and Mrs. Kramer, the group consisted of Beth Simmons (Kenny's present girlfriend), Jenny Simpkins, Judith Warner and Angela Rodriguez. Kenny and the ﬁrst three girls had been together since kindergarten and Angela had joined them in fourth grade. They were quite close, particularly since the ﬁve of them had been in the honors program throughout their high school years, thus being in the same classes most of the time. This, of course, made the girls resent Mrs. Kramer almost as much as Kenny did.
The ride to Washington was uneventful, with Kenny sitting with Beth. She did her best to downplay the potential problems, but the whole situation continued to upset Kenny. He had handled the classroom personality conﬂict with considerable aplomb, particularly for an 18-year old boy, basically by refusing to be baited by Mrs. Kramer's treatment. (Of course, now, at 18, he no longer was really a "boy" and he disliked being treated as one.) He recognized that ignoring her sarcasm and derision was more disconcerting and frustrating than any reply that he could make. Inside, however, he frequently was seething as he sat there, smiling and accepting her abuse. He always knew that at the end of the class period he could leave, apparently unrufﬂed. Now, though, he saw ﬁve full days that he had looked forward to all school year being ruined, and, as he told Beth, he was becoming very tired of "turning the other cheek" and was afraid that he would explode before the trip was over.
Here we have what is the basic self-fulﬁlling prophesy. As happens so often, anticipating or fearing problems leads to having problems. In this case, little things, minor comments or jibes which would have been ignored, or perhaps not even noticed, became major irritants. For example, the party checked into an old, solid middle-class hotel with the four girls being assigned to two double rooms with a connecting door. (Fortunately the thick walls and doors provided natural soundprooﬁng to contain the girlish screams and shrieks which were inevitable.) Originally, Kenny and the male chaperone were to share a room and, carelessly, no one from the school had changed the reservations. With the original arrangements obviously impossible due to the nature of the parties, the hotel staff scrambled to ﬁnd new accommodations. There being no single rooms available, the reservations were upgraded to the only vacant space, a luxurious suite with a sitting room, two bedrooms and two baths -- certainly far more luxurious quarters than the school system could have paid for. In fact, it hardly could have been better, solving the sleeping accommodation problem, plus providing a place for the group to gather and talk. Mrs. Kramer, perhaps innocently, perhaps not, ruined a good thing by commenting that the arrangements were perfect because she had to keep her eye on the only male in the group. Regardless of her intent, Kenny was sensitized to see any remark as criticism and this one brought him one step closer to that anticipated explosion. The same thing went on all afternoon and during dinner, with innocent or not-so-innocent remarks taken as criticism.
Added to this, it soon became apparent that Mrs. Kramer had no intention of following Mr. Phillips' laissez-faire pattern of supervision. She made it quite clear that she expected the entire group to stay together at all times -- under her observation. This piece of news was dropped like a bombshell as they separated and headed for their respective rooms. The group had no time to respond to this seemingly arbitrary decree, so, after storming around his room for ﬁfteen minutes or so, his ire rising all the time, Kenny deputized himself to be spokesman. He went out into the sitting room and knocked emphatically on the other bedroom door. She opened it and stood there with a startled and worried expression on her face, asking, "Kenny, is something wrong?"
"Something's wrong, all right! You're acting like a dictator and spoiling our trip! Why can't we go where we want?" In fact, he was wrong in this case, for her view of a chaperone's duty was completely innocent and followed the rules set down by the Lynwood school board. Mr. Phillips was at fault for lax supervision in past trips, and Mrs. Kramer, who had never accompanied a group like this, wanted to be sure to follow the rules to avoid problems and criticism. However, Kenny was not prepared to accept a rational response and, faced with what she regarded as an insubordinate and insolent student, Mrs. Kramer was not inclined to explain or be conciliatory. In any case, the issue of supervision was only the trigger for a long simmering feud, and consequently, the debate rapidly degenerated into a confrontation about the entire school year. While her attitude was the real cause of the bad feeling, there was sufficient fault on both sides so that each had plenty of ammunition. Recriminations ﬂew thick and fast, tempers rising, until, ﬁnally, Mrs. Kramer exploded, shouting, "Young man, if you were my son, I'd give you a sound spanking! This is just too much! Tomorrow, I'm going to put you on a bus and send you back home!"
For Kenny, this was the ﬁnal straw. "If someone around here needs a spanking, it's not me!" As he ground out those words, he gripped her around the waist, set back on the bed, and dropped her across his thighs. Flipping her skirt up over her back, he grasped the waistband of her panties and literally ripped them from her body. Hard as it might be to believe, Kenny was completely unaffected by the sensual sight revealed to him. Framed by the straps of her garter belt was a pair of hips that a sodomite would love -- perfect globes covered with soft pink skin unexpected in a 45-year old woman. A deep crevice between the rounded cheeks ran downward, continuing as a slit between two plump, hair-covered lips pushed outward by her position. At that point began a very nice pair of legs with garter straps supporting sheer dark hose. All this was lost in his rage as he raised his hand and brought it down with a sharp slap, the "smacking" noise echoing throughout the room. That blow left a red imprint on the left cheek, quickly followed by a similar smack on the other, the ﬁrst two of many.
For Linda Kramer, the whole sequence was unbelievable. There seemed to be no transition: one second she was standing, involved in a furious verbal dispute, the next she was draped over a hard pair of legs, her head hanging down, her hips jutting upward. She was stunned, literally unable to comprehend what had happened. She was brought back to herself abruptly, however, when she suddenly felt her skirt thrust up and her panties violently ripped off, her most private features completely revealed. Oddly enough, her ﬁrst thought was only of the exposure, not why she was there and what was going to happen. She always had been proud (and even bragged) that no man other that her husband (and a few doctors who weren't really men) had ever seen her naked, and now, for practical purposes, a student could see everything below her waist. She clenched the muscles of her buttocks and squeezed her legs together to hide everything she could and, loudly and with some questionable language and threats, demanded to be released.
When the ﬁrst smack came, however, her focus immediately changed. With a cry of pain, she ﬂailed wildly, her legs kicking up and down, her torso twisting desperately. Efforts at concealment were forgotten, her legs spreading widely as she attempted to break loose. The blows rained down, smack...smack...smack, sending waves of agony through her body as she thrashed back and forth. There was no pattern to the action, the spanking hand hitting whatever part of her rear that was directly under it at the time. First one cheek, then the other, sometimes two or three smacks on the same spot as he was able to hold her still. Several times her efforts caused her body to slide upwards and the next smack would hit directly on her bulging cunt lips, bringing a different squeal of pain. The process was very noisy, the smacks, each followed by a screech or shriek. Between blows, she loudly screamed her demand that he stop and let her up. Thank heavens for those thick, soundproof walls and doors!
On Kenny's part, he really wasn't thinking or listening, only reacting to the rage that had built up in him over the school year and brought to a head by her injudicious threat to send him home. Smack....."Ouch! Damn it, let me up!" smack...."Ow! I'll get you for this!" smack..... "Ooooh, stop it!" smack....."Ouch, ooh, stop!" smack..."I '11 have you arrested!" It went on and on, her struggling, demanding that he stop, threatening, twisting and turning -- anything to stop the beating. The blows were hard, intended to hurt, and they did. She had never felt anything like this. She had never been spanked before, even as a child, and the indignity, the humiliation, hurt almost as much as the hand belaboring her ass. She was enraged that he had the temerity to do such a thing to her, a teacher, a grown woman -- and on her bare bottom, a thought that sent a new ﬂare of anger through her. The spanking went on and on, her bottom becoming beet-red as the hand-imprints merged into a solid, deep crimson.
As Kenny's wrath was gradually appeased by his very thorough spanking of Mrs. Kramer, and his arm ﬁnally began to tire, he, bit-by-bit, became more aware of the erotic sights spread before him. The feel of her ass cheeks was quite sensuous as they quivered and bounced as he hit them, like spanking a pair of very ﬁrm foam rubber pillows. Her legs ﬂailed back and forth as she tried to free herself, opening and closing, giving him frequent glimpses of her cunt, and, even when they were tight together, her cunt lips protruded in a fascinating way. He knew what a cunt looked like, of course. No teen-age boy, even in those days, could be ignorant of that part of the female anatomy, what with X-rated movies, porno sites on the internet, etc. Nonetheless, as his spanking slowed, he leaned to the side to get a better view of this cunt. However, that distraction caused him to loosen his hold on his victim, and she was ﬁnally able to pull free, rolling off of his lap and falling ﬂat on her back on the rug.
She had never ceased her struggle or her verbal assault and, she was in the midst of the continuing tirade as she unexpectedly fell off and hit the ﬂoor, driving the air out of her lungs. She lay there, skirt up to her stomach, her legs splayed open, gasping for breath. Neither moved, and it was almost as if time was frozen. Kenny gaped at her open cunt, never having seen a real one displayed like that. Oh, he had gotten two girlfriends, after a date, to lower their panties in the car for quick petting sessions, but little detail could be seen in the semi-darkness. Recently, as he and Beth had become more serious about their relationship, the petting with her had become quite extensive, involving mutual masturbation (and, even then, it was done more by feel than vision), but he had never gotten her to "go the whole way." It may seem unlikely that an eighteen year old man should have such limited sexual experience, but this was before the age of "hook ups" and female virginity was still prized. As a result, research showed that, despite normal male braggadocio, close to a majority of entering male college freshmen had done nothing more than "heavy" petting in high school. As it happened, one of the reasons Kenny was so furious at having Mrs. Kramer replace Mr. Phillips was that he was pretty sure, from some recent hints, that with minimal supervision in a strange city, he might ﬁnally get Beth to "put out." He had even purchased a packet of condoms in case the big event should occur! In any case, what was spread open before him was not the vagina of an eighteen year-old girl, sparsely hair-covered and virginal -- it was the cunt of a mature, adult woman. In reality, it was like looking at the illustration of the female sexual organs in their sex education class. He didn't consciously do an inventory, but there were the outer-lips, thickly covered with curly, brownish- blonde hair, puffy and somewhat swollen from being spanked. These external lips were pulled back in arousal, revealing the dark red, shiny inter-lips, the shine coming from the lubrication that was a sure sign of that arousal. Finally, in the center was an even darker red hole, the portal into her most intimate recesses.



As she lay there, Mrs. Linda Kramer, teacher and married woman, slowly got her breath back, but rather than continuing the berating of her spanker, she just looked at him. His eyes were glued to the area between her legs, and instinct and a lifetime of modesty told her to pull her legs together and cover herself -- but she did nothing. A wave of licentious passion coursed through her and for one of the few times in her life, she wanted to be seen! Involuntarily, her legs spread even wider, her knees ﬂexed upwards, displaying herself in a way that made clear that she was available. She wasn't thinking, just reacting, offering herself in a way she would have found inconceivable at any other time. She had a dazed, out-of-it look, a look her husband never had seen on her face, a look that said that anyone could have her right then! Being spanked, for the ﬁrst time in her life, had kindled a ﬁre that could only be quenched by immoral sex.
Kenny also wasn't really thinking, just becoming more and more aroused. His cock was rigid with desire and his mind was ﬁlled with lust as he stared at the beckoning hole between her legs. Who she was or what she was ceased to matter. Not even waiting to undress, he hurriedly opened his pants, with difﬁculty got his hard cock out, and threw himself between her legs. The cock seemed to have a mind of its own as it found her waiting hole and plunged inside. Actually, she was so open and wet that aim didn't matter -- and the screwing began!
Kenny had never been in a woman before, as said above, but instinct (and many X-rated movies) told him what to do. He drove in as deeply as he could, pounding against her clit as he did so. Pulling out, he drove in again.....and again.....and again. His lust-ﬁlled mind left no room for subtleties, just the basic in-and-out motion that fed the mounting pressure in his balls. He wasn't thinking of her pleasure, or, for that matter, of anything else. He was in a woman!
Linda Kramer's reaction was much the same. Whatever the reason -- a perverse reaction to being completely dominated and soundly spanked, another perverse reaction to having the most intimate parts of her body bared as she spread her legs to expose herself even more -- Mrs. Linda Kramer was hot! As Kenny came down on her, she spontaneously raised her legs and opened them even wider, welcoming the penetration that she wanted as much as he. As the cock slammed into her cunt, she lifted up to meet it, relishing the hard contact with her clit. As he continued the pumping motion, surging in and out of her, she bucked up against him, establishing a rhythm -- as he pulled out, she lowered her hips, as he pounded in, she rose to meet him, a pattern repeated time and again as their passions grew.
This was not sexual intercourse, not even just screwing: this was fucking. Neither even thought of whom the other participant was. There was no affection, no relationship, just two people who hadn't liked each other all year fucking each other because of the circumstances. In any case, as might be expected, the activity didn't last long. Kenny screwed her with great vigor, but little ﬁnesse, the pressure building up rapidly. The in-and-out sequence lasted no more than twenty cycles before the climax approached. Each "in" was harder, each "out" was briefer. As his cock plunged in as far as it could reach, he ground hard against her cunt, applying greater and greater pressure on her clit. At the end, the motion was almost a blur as he jabbed into her with tremendous urgency, ﬁnally, welding himself against her as if he were trying to force his entire pelvis into her. He gasped and groaned with the exertion as he strained toward completion. Finally, hard against her, his cock ejaculated up into her vagina, pulsating as it sent wave after wave of cum deep into her internal passages.
For Linda, the fucking was just as frenetic. She was completely lost in the action, her own pelvis continuously ﬂexing upward to meet the battering cock. Every impact on her clit sent a torrent of excitement ﬂooding through her, raising her passion to new heights. As he came into her she tried to prolong the contact, grinding herself against him to get as much titillation as possible. As a married woman, she had been screwed many, many times, but never had she been so lost in the passion, so out of herself as now. Every part of her, mind and body was focus solely on building toward her climax. Her entire body was a cunt! As Kenny came closer and closer to orgasm, pounding harder and harder, the same pressure built up in her. His ﬁnal fusing of his cock with her cunt, the crushing pressure against her clitoris, was the trigger to her explosion. Her pelvis jerked up against him in a series of involuntary and uncontrolled pulsations, grinding with a twisting or rotating motion. Then, almost simultaneously, they ﬁnished, breathing hard and exhausted, they held together for a few more seconds, then fell back onto the ﬂoor.
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When their mutual orgasms complete, they lay there almost in a stupor. Finally, Kenny realized that he was still lying heavily on her, his cock still embedded in her cunt. Raising up on his elbows he pulled out, got on his knees and, then, to his feet. He looked down at his teacher, still lying there, her legs splayed apart, the cunt he had just left, open and wet with cum. Suddenly she came to herself, abruptly pulled her legs together and attempted to get up. Finally, with Kenny's help she got to her feet and the two of them just stood there, both embarrassed, not knowing what to say or do. The whole experience seemed unreal, but it had happened and someone had to break the ice.
Neither was prepared to take that step, so they just stood there looking at each other and thinking. It's amazing how many thoughts can ﬂow through a person's mind in just a few seconds. For Kenny and Linda Kramer, it was not quite like "seeing their lives pass before them," but the result was similar. For Kenny, his mind still was full of the euphoria of having screwed a woman, and, as he looked at her, ﬁrst, lying spread open on the rug, his cock, which never had relaxed completely began to harden again. That feeling of elation, however, began to be tempered by foreboding as realism seeped in. "What should he say? What would she say? Was he in trouble? Gods, he had fucked a teacher! The witch of Lynwood High School! Unbelievable! But what if she said he had forced her? He had spanked her! He could be expelled, arrested!" These and a multitude of similar thoughts ﬂashed through his mind as he helped her up. He seemed to alternate between images that caused his cock to harden and visions of doom. So, when she was erect, he just stood there, unspeaking, waiting for her reaction.
The same thing was going on in her head. As she revived and found herself lying spread open, her cunt displayed as in a porno movie, a wave of embarrassment ﬂooded through her. She quickly pulled them together, and, with his help, laboriously got to her feet, her skirt falling into place to cover her. As with Kenny, thoughts raced through her mind like lightning, but, unlike his, none of them were pleasant. The pleasure she had received from the sex act faded rapidly as she could see only problems, disgrace, and humiliation. "My god, what am I going to do'? He made me! Thank heavens I'm still on the pill! It was adultery! How will I face Henry -- or anybody else? Will he tell anyone, brag about having me? I'll die! How did I get in this mess? I'm so embarrassed! He's seen everything...gods, he spanked me! It hurts!" To her everlasting credit, she never, for a moment, thought of claiming that he assaulted or raped her. In fact, even in this darkest moment, she never denied to herself that she was a party to it, not a victim -- except for the spanking. Still, she didn't know what to do or what to say, so she just stood there, silent, waiting for him.
Who knows which would have ultimately said something, but what ﬁnally broke the ice was not a statement but an event -- her skirt fell off! Evidently the fastening had come loose in the struggle and subsequent action, but, whatever the explanation, she now stood there, no skirt, no panties, naked below the waist except for her garter belt and hose. A rational person might wonder why such semi-nudity mattered, particularly since the person watching had not only seen everything but also had just screwed her. For Linda Kramer, Mrs. Linda Kramer, however, it was like a bucket of cold water thrown over her. As said before, she had always prided herself that no one but her husband had seen her undressed. In addition, she had been a virgin when married and had been literally untouched since -- a chaste and extremely modest woman. Suddenly, it was just too much for her to take -- her body exposed, sex with a student, adultery, fear of exposure -- and she just went to pieces. Dropping one hand down in a ridiculous effort to hide her cunt, she reached up with the other and slapped his face, gasping out, "Look what you've done to me! I'm your teacher, a married woman! How could you treat me like this?"
Realizing the futility of her "September Morn" pose, she straightened up and began pummeling his chest with her ﬁsts, while hysterically continuing her verbal abuse. Actually, the slap stung a bit, but the pummeling was totally ineffective. Kenny held her off with ease, but as her harangue continued despite his efforts to hush her, his anger surged upwards again. "Stop it now or I'll spank you again! You deserved it before and you'll get it again unless you settle down!" She was too far gone, almost hysterical, to listen to reason or recognize a threat, ﬁnally blurting out, "You're going back tomorrow! I certainly can't deal with having you here!" That, of course was the last straw and, just as before, she found herself draped over his thighs before she was even aware that she was in danger.
Her position was quickly brought home to her, however. This time there was no skirt to get out of the way, no panties to rip off! There was just a bare ass, still crimson from the recent spanking, provocatively poised and vulnerable. Kenny's hand rose and swept down with a tremendous ear-shattering noise, like the sharp "crack" from two hands hitting together in enthusiastic applause. This was only one hand, of course, smacking viciously on her already sore buttocks. Actually, the spanking was no harsher than before, but the hips were still inﬂamed and irritated from the punishment inﬂicted no more than a half-hour before. As the ﬁrst blow hit the tender flesh, Linda went wild, twisting and jerking to free herself and to dodge the next smack. She was like an eel, squirming and slippery, making it difﬁcult to hold her with one hand while spanking with the other. However, the hand that could hold and throw a 180-pound wrestling opponent was far too strong for a 120-pound woman to overcome, and all her wiggling and struggling availed her nothing.
"Smack....smack....smack.....smack...." The blows rained down, Kenny intent on punishing her for her renewed threats. He was further incensed, and worried, by her implication that he alone was at fault, her "Look at what you've done to me....how you could treat me like this!" Mostly, though, he was still just reacting to the long term animosity he felt toward her. He was determined to spank her until, somehow, she had been repaid for her haughty mistreatment throughout the school year.
On the receiving end, Linda was just as determined. She would escape! She would not accept this kind of treatment! She was outraged by what had happened. She was blaming him, but her own guilt feeling made her even more stubborn. She continued to shriek at him, demanding to be released, threatening him with all sorts of unspeciﬁed punishments if he didn't stop. (Once again, it was fortunate that the walls and doors were soundproof, for, while the pain being inﬂicted on her ass was excruciating, being "rescued" would have been far worse. She was a proud and independent woman, and to have someone come in and ﬁnd her half naked and being spanked by a student would be humiliation and embarrassment beyond comprehension.) Of course it didn't stop and it became a contest of wills -- what would wear out ﬁrst, Kenny's arm and hand (as well as his anger) or her bottom and pain threshold.
His hand rose and fell, hitting ﬁrst one cheek and then the other, sometimes varying the pattern by concentrating on one side for several hard wallops before alternating again. Once in a while he delivered a slap directly on her protruding cunt lips, always eliciting an outraged scream of agony. The whole process was agonizing. It felt as if a ﬁre or electric shock shot through her with each blow. She couldn't see it, of course, but the skin covering both hips was now a reddish-purple, like one large bruise, with the promise that it would be bruised tomorrow. A pattern developed: smack , "shriek, stop it," smack, "ouch," smack, "OUCH, let me up!" smack each blow followed by a cry of pain and a command to stop. Her legs kicked, her ﬁsts pounded his legs, her hips twisted from side to side -- but the spanking went on.
Suddenly, a change took place. She was struggling and ﬁghting, screeching and demanding -- and then she collapsed, her deﬁance whooshing out like air escaping from a balloon. With no warning, she burst into tears and she began beseeching rather than ordering, begging rather than instructing. She lay limply across Kenny's knees, not even attempting to avoid the spanking hand. At first, he couldn't believe that she had surrendered, so vigorous had been her ﬁghting against him. A few more swats brought only low moans and pleas, "please, it hurts so much.....please stop.....I'm sorry....please stop....." He was startled as he looked down at her ass cheeks and saw that the skin was mottled red, looking almost like a red rash showing through, rather than a uniform color. He slowly ran his hand over the burning ﬂesh of her hips and, when she made no opposition, over and into the bulge of her cunt lips. Then somewhat embarrassed by what had transpired, he raised her to her feet and stood up himself.
They faced each other, neither speaking nor knowing quite what to do. Finally, when she said or did nothing, Kenny reached out and began to unbutton her blouse. She just stood there, docilely, until he ﬁnished, then just pulled her arms out of the sleeves, shrugged it off to fall on the ﬂoor with her skirt . Not waiting for instructions, she reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to join the rest of her clothes. She straightened, standing there naked before him, waiting for whatever he wanted next, seeming to have no mind of her own. Then, as if a silent signal had been given, they turned, as one, and went into her bedroom.
There, in very undramatic fashion they prepared for sex. She sat on the edge of the bed, unfastened her hose, rolled them off, removed her garter belt and lay back, waiting. Kenny almost ripped his clothes off -- zippers and buttons didn't want to cooperate -- and, nude, joined her. This time there was no hesitation, no equivocation: she just lay back, raised and opened her legs in welcome. For a person who had fought so hard, so vigorously, she seemed unbelievably submissive -- and she was. Actually, she was like the wild horse, the bronco, independent and feisty, accepting no one as master. When a cowboy attempted to mount and ride the bronco, the horse would jump, buck, twist and dive, anything to dislodge the unwelcome rider. The struggle would be mighty, and sometimes the cowboy was thrown. But, if the cowboy won, broke the spirit of the horse (i.e. "broke" the horse), then the horse was tamed, and the subdued bronco could be mounted and ridden with ease. You wouldn't want to carry the analogy too far, Linda Kramer certainly was not a horse, but she had been tamed and she was ready to be mounted and ridden.
This time was different from the ﬁrst. That time, Linda was just overcome by lust, whatever its cause. Then she just lay there, open to fucking, exposing herself because she wanted it. She hardly knew what she was doing in her conscious mind, her baser instincts dominating her actions. Now, she knew exactly what was going to happen and she was a willing, cooperating partner in the inevitable sexual act. Last time, for all the reasons discussed before, she was hot enough to let almost anyone into her cunt. Now, she was serving the person who had mastered her, had spanked and dominated her to the point of total surrender. She had no qualms now about her complete exposure, her complete nudity, or about consciously committing the act of adultery. In fact, her husband, her previous chastity and modesty, never entered her mind. She just lay there, open and available, and when Kenny came down on her, she obligingly raised and spread her legs, welcoming him into her body. At that moment, at least, she was his to do with as he wished. That complete, total surrender has its own attraction and appeal, removing all exterior constraints and obligations, all right and wrong, placing all blame on the other person.
Kenny, of course, had no compunctions about taking her again. Even if her status as a teacher and married woman had entered his mind, it probably would have increased her appeal rather than discouraging him. Actually, at that point, he was thinking no more clearly than she, his actions controlled by the very potent sexual drive of a man who has just forced a woman into total, voluntary submission. Rape gives some twisted men that dose of power that excites them sexually, but for a normal man, the real charge come having an imperious woman willingly offer herself to his cock. That is much greater domination than physical superiority, much more satisfying and exciting than abusing a defenseless victim.
In any case, explanations aside, he lowered himself down on and into her, beginning what would be a longer, actually more enjoyable, sexual experience. The ﬁrst fucking was really like two animals rutting, driven by instincts and physical urgency, rather than conscious sexual desire. This time, he was consciously screwing Mrs. Linda Kramer, a very attractive woman whose bodily charms had aroused him as he spanked her. Thus, he was driven by both that male domination factor and the appeal of a voluptuous woman. As his cock sank without opposition into her vaginal depths, his excitement was almost beyond containment. Happily, for both of them, he was not one of those unfortunate men who suffer from premature ejaculation, and, as a result, he was able to let the sexual tension slowly build up to a gradual climax. Surprisingly for one so inexperienced, he was able to start deliberately, enjoying the slight friction as he plunged into her and slowly pulled out, repeating the sequence time after time as his passion grew. The speed of the alternating in-and-out pattern gradually accelerated, the contact on the "in" becoming harder, the "outs" briefer. Soon, his hips were a virtual blur as the ﬁre grew higher and the climax approached.
For Linda, she was, at ﬁrst, more of a willing receptacle rather than a heated participant. She was hot, but it was as much from that sense of being dominated and taken as from her own sexual drive. That didn't last long, however, and within a very short time, she was matching his plunges, move for move. She surged up, greeting his entering cock, an electric charge going through her as his pubic bone hammered her clitoris. Even before he did, she began her per- orgasmic moves, grinding upwards against him, twisting a bit to prolong and spread the contact. Her increasingly uncontrolled moves, the gasping "oh, oh, oh" cries as passion overcame her, spurred him to his own climax. They met each other, her clit ﬂattened against him as he slammed in one last time, staying locked against her as he sent a torrent of cum ﬂooding deep into her most intimate passages. They held that position, welded to each other at the crotch, until, ﬁnally, the sexual tension was completely drained from them.
As her orgasm subsided, Linda's legs drooped down toward the bed as she just lay there, panting, getting her breath after the extreme exertion. Kenny slumped down over her as he also recovered from the heart-pounding strain of fucking. Finally, he pulled his deﬂated cock from her cunt and collapsed beside her. They lay there, side-by-side, not speaking, as their pulses gradually returned to normal. With that recovery, came reality, and her ﬁrst words were, "My god, I can't believe this! No one but my husband had ever been in me....and no one else has ever even seen me naked! Now, you've had me twice and I'm lying here like this! How on earth did this happen?"
Kenny raised up on one elbow and looked down at her doleful face, replying, "Well, we're even. I don't believe it either! If it makes you feel any better, yours is the ﬁrst cunt I've ever been in, and you're the first woman I've ever seen completely naked!"
Linda looked up with an astonished look on her face. "Do you really mean that? That's funny, it really does make me feel better.....I don't know why, but it does! Still, it's worse for me because I'm married, and regardless of the circumstances, it's still adultery. I can't even claim that I was forced into it or didn't want it....cause I did!" As she spoke, she twisted on the bed and a sharp pain shot through her bottom, causing her to wince and gasp out, "Ouch! Damn, and you spanked me!" Turning trying to see her hips, she added, "Gods, that hurts! You must have bruised my entire bottom!"
"You're probably right. My hand is even sore!" Grinning, he added, "For what it's worth, I never spanked anyone before, either! Here, let's see."
Answering his grin with a rueful smile, she replied, sarcastically, "Well, I'm certainly glad I gave you all these opportunities for new experiences!" As she spoke, she meekly turned over on her stomach, exposing her very red, actually blue-red, buttocks to his eyes, a move that would have appalled her an hour or so before -- but, of course, her entire front had been open to view before she turned, so perhaps it didn't matter.
Kenny looked at the curvy hips displayed before him, feeling a twitch in his cock as he did so. Running his hand over her skin, he said, sounding somewhat surprised, "Boy, you really are hot," receiving a bitter, "Do you really think so," in reply. Raising his hand in mock threat, he brought it down lightly on one cheek, warning her, "Be careful! I can spank you again!"
Even that relatively gentle slap sent a brief wave of pain through her, and she cried out, "Ouch! Don't you dare! Oh, that hurts back there. You really shouldn't have spanked me so hard....I didn't do anything to deserve it!"
Something of Kenny's previous feelings returned for a second, as he snapped, "Oh yes you did! You were on my back all semester and you started again here! You deserved everything you got!"
With that, a conversation began that would have been impossible without that second, very severe spanking, the surrender, and the "bonding together" sex that followed. Kenny's animosity had been dissipated by his physical domination and her complete surrender. For Linda, that domination had defeated her, making her more amenable to listening without defending herself or, worse, counterattacking. She heard Kenny explain, in detail, how she had tormented him, how her intractable and inﬂexible discipline had made her class a torture and how it threatened to destroy the pleasure of their senior trip.
In her current subordinate position, she actually did listen to him for the first time, and was startled to realize just how despicable some of her behavior had been. It's amazing how a person can go along, doing things without really recognizing how they appear to or affect other people. Mrs. Linda Kramer had heard the term "the Witch of Lynwood" applied to herself and considered it to be nothing but an insult from disgruntled students, but now she began to realize that it might be all too accurate. As Kenny went on, she became more and more embarrassed as she was forced to admit that she had acted so nastily without even being aware of the impact on students. "Oh, Kenny, I'm so sorry! I didn't realize just how the things I said would hurt you and the others. I had all those rules to keep the class in line, otherwise no one would pay attention to me." Without thinking, she blurted out, "If I let down, don't make everyone stick to the schedule, no one will pay attention to me and the lesson plans won't be followed....nothing would get done!"



Suddenly, like an epiphany, she saw her real motivation, the fear of the class. She honestly hadn't realized that her stubborn reliance on rules came from a lack of self-conﬁdence. She went on, revealing to herself as well as to Kenny, her actual concerns. "Look, I'm not a real teacher like most of the others. I really know math, but I'm not trained as a teacher and I'm afraid that if I let down in class....well, I don't know what would happen. I don't think they respect me as they do someone who has done it as a career for years. The truth is....it's hard to say it....but I'm really nervous in class, and I guess I say things I shouldn't to keep things in order." She never had articulated these thoughts to herself before, and it was a startling case of self- revelation.
Kenny was equally startled by her disclosure. Like most kids, he knew in theory that teachers were real people, but it was still a shock to ﬁnd that a teacher actually was nervous, even
frightened, before a class, particularly the very composed Mrs. Kramer. "You must be kidding! Look, I've hated the way you've acted toward me, but I loved the class! Everyone I know thinks that you are one of the best teachers in the whole school! You know what you're talking about; you don't have to have the textbook in front of you to explain a problem. The others may have experience and have training in how to teach, but you know your subject, and kids respect that, particularly those in the honors program!" He was, again, leaning on one elbow, looking at her lying stretched out on the bed. Despite her reclining position, her breasts still made cone-like mounds with erect pink nipples crowning each one. Her belly was ﬂat and, at its base, her luxuriant, curly pubic hair made another mound, a triangular one. As his eyes ran over her nude body, he added, "And I'll tell you something else. If the fellows in your classes knew what your clothes hide, their cocks would get hard every time they looked at you!"
"Kenny! What a thing to say!" She blushed, realizing that he was studying her nudity, and, while she was a little startled at his comment, it sent a pleasant thrill through her. "Still, thank you very much, but that would really be embarrassing! The truth is, I usually wear a minimizing bra to school to keep the boys from staring at my breasts. However, as of now, you are one of only two men who have seen me naked....and," blushing again, "I shouldn't say this, but I like you looking!" Stopping for a moment and changing the subject, "Thank you for the other things, too. I do try very hard in my classes, and I would love to relax and enjoy them more. I'll tell you what, when we get back I'll try to ease up and we'll see what happens."
She went on to explain the Board of Education's instructions about the trip, but when assured of the maturity of the girls, she promised to ease up there, too. Then, turning very serious, she, rather plaintively asked in a very small voice, "Kenny, will you tell anyone about having me'? If it got around that you've screwed me, I'd be ruined!"
Kenny was startled at the question and replied vehemently, "What on earth would ever make you think that I would talk about this? Of course I won't!" Smiling down at her, he went on, "In any case, who would believe me? I can just picture myself, surrounded by my friends, bragging that while we were in Washington, I spanked and fucked Mrs. Kramer! I'd get laughed out of the building!" Then, kiddingly, "Maybe I should try it and see!"
"Don't you dare! I was just afraid that you might be tempted....oh, you know, to brag about....fuc....screwing me. Boys do that, I know. Anyhow, thank you!
All-in-all, it was a very quiet, pleasant conversation between two people who had suddenly become very intimate and now were becoming friends. With this good relationship replacing the acrimonious confrontation of before, Linda promised to behave herself and not pick on Kenny during the Washington visit. I n return, Kenny promised not to spank her again if she behaved herself. When acrimony is replaced with light-hearted kidding, the wounds really are healed. I n this case, the kidding was ended by Kenny lightly kissing and sucking Linda's nipple and, with his newly hardened cock pressing into her side, she laughingly said, "If that," pushing her hip against his cock, "means what I think it does, we'd better get started! We have a busy day tomorrow! Gods, I can't believe I said that!" She was right about his intent, of course, and Mrs. Linda Kramer received her third screwing of the evening -- oh the wonder of teenage virility! Nothing further was said about sending him home.
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The following morning, Linda Kramer awoke with a feeling of well-being, ﬁlled with vitality. Just feeling good. She lay there half asleep, savoring the mood, not really thinking of anything, just feeling good. Then, breaking into her golden sphere of happiness came the sharp noise of a door shutting, and the real world poured back into her mind. "Oh, my god!" burst from her lips as she sat upright as the events of the previous evening surfaced and her golden glow was replaced by a dark cloud of doom. Her recollections were all too vivid, the pictures in her mind too stark. As the images cascaded through her mind, she was almost in a state of shock. She would have been hard pressed to determine which was more embarrassing and humiliating, being "made" (as she thought of it) by a boy several years younger than her youngest son or being brutally spanked by that same boy. Her face turned beet red as she recalled her abject surrender during the last spanking and her submissive acceptance of him afterwards. Thoughts ﬂashed through her mind -- "My god, what am I going to do...he had me...what if someone found out....will he tell people....he said he won't but he might...ooh, he spanked me....gods, it hurt....how did I let him do it...how did I get into this position....how can I face him...what will I say....he saw me naked....I can't believe this...he screwed me....and I let him!" This last thought brought her up short. She admitted to herself that she had accepted, even wanted the screwing. She suddenly remembered the servile raising and spreading her legs so that everything was displayed, deliberately exposing the most intimate parts of her body to his gaze. "Ooh, what he must think! I really asked for it -- and I got it!"
Finally, she got herself together enough to get up, shower and make-up and prepare to dress. Laying out her clothes, a tailored suit skirt and sheer, lacy nylon blouse, she suddenly realized, with a start, that her bra was still on the ﬂoor in the sitting room. Nerving herself up, she put on her robe (realizing that it was hardly necessary after last night) and went out, dreading seeing Kenny. Despite her renewed self-condemnation and fears, she remembered the intimate and pleasant ending to the evening and how nice Kenny had been to her after the spanking, but, still, she wasn't ready to face him just yet. She was pleasantly surprised (and a little worried) to ﬁnd him gone, realizing it was probably he that had awakened her by closing the outer door. Turning to the couch, she saw her skirt laid out with her blouse neatly folded upon it. Then, she ﬂushed a deep red as she saw her bra and the remnants of her panties lying beside them. Hurriedly picking them up, almost afraid he would return, she scurried back to her own room. She hung the skirt and blouse, hid the panties in a drawer but, as she started to don the bra, she saw a one-line note attached to it. It read, peremptorily, "Don't wear any underwear today."
She was ﬂabbergasted at his audacity, hardly believing what she was reading. "Who does he think he is? Damn it, I'll wear whatever I want, and I certainly am going to wear underwear!" She fumed about his note the entire time she was dressing, particularly as she deﬁantly put on her panties and ﬁt her breasts into the bra cups. As she fastened her garter belt and pulled up her hose, she thought, "I'll bet he wouldn't want me to leave these off!" blushing again as she realized what she was thinking. Finally ready, she headed for the door to the suite, touched the knob -- and stopped. She stood there, her hand on the knob, not able to turn it. Suddenly, defeated, she hurried back into her room, reached up under her skirt and pulled off her panties, took off her blouse and removed her bra. She slumped back onto the bed for a moment, not believing what she was doing, wondering what on earth was making her obey an l8-year old boy like this. Resigned to the fact that she couldn't help herself, she put her blouse back on and looked in the mirror. She was shocked, her thin blouse showing her nipples almost as clearly as if she had been naked. Grabbing the jacket that went with the skirt, she concealed her breasts and, before she could lose her nerve, she hurried out of the suite, into the elevator and down to the lobby -- without underwear for the ﬁrst time in her life. This bronco had been broken!
As she walked through the lobby, Linda felt sure that everyone was looking at her as she felt the unusual jiggling of her breasts under her jacket and the empty, airy feeling between her legs. She met the girls at the entrance to the dining room and, once again, was relieved and worried that Kenny wasn't present. However, Beth told her that he had gone out for a short time and would be back for breakfast. Relieved that everything seemed normal, (no "funny" looks), she led them through the buffet line. As time passed, however, and the time for their 10:00 tour approached, she became more concerned. Fortunately, Kenny arrived just in time to hurry through the line and settle down to eat before they had to leave. Despite their agreement of the previous night, she couldn't stop herself from making an acerbic remark about "glad you could make it!" Kenny gave her a long look, but made no comment, just sat down and ate.
The morning tour of Washington's sights was fascinating, and everyone was in a good mood. Nonetheless, several times Linda, despite the best of intentions, aimed sarcastic jibes at Kenny. She tried to stop doing it, but she was nervous, very conscious of her lack of underclothes, all this added to her inability to put the previous night's activities out of her mind -- no matter how fascinating the Jefferson Memorial was. It was all just too much for her, and there was, as might be expected, a continual undercurrent of tension between herself and Kenny.
The tour stopped at a small restaurant on the Potomac for lunch, and, after eating, the girls headed, en masse, to the restroom and Kenny quietly asked Mrs. Kramer (he still thought of her in those terms) to walk down and look at the river. They strolled down, and, as they did, Kenny asked her if she had done as he asked in his note. Embarrassed, she hufﬁly replied, "That was no request, it was an order!" Kenny's reply was, "Whatever, but did you do it?" Blushing and very ﬂustered, Linda ﬁnally was able to say "yes," turning away from him. Taking her by the arm, he pulled her to a spot in front of a boathouse, out of sight from the restaurant, and turned her toward him. Releasing her arm, he quickly began to unbutton her jacket. She stood there, stunned, as he pulled it open, revealing her thin blouse and her rock-hard nipples that seemed to be trying to get through the fabric. Her eyes were averted until he simply said, "Wow!" Looking up, she saw him staring with unalloyed fascination at her breasts. That undisguised appreciation suddenly released much of the tension that had plagued her all morning, and she stood straighter and pushed them out proudly.
Breaking out of his trance, Kenny said, "Show me the rest!" Buoyed by his reaction to her breasts and feeling a real surge of excitement flow through her, Linda did something she could not have conceived of twenty-four hours ago -- she reached down to the hem of her skirt and slowly pulled it up, revealing first her dark hose tops, then the white ﬂesh of her thighs lined by her supporter straps, and, ﬁnally, the puff of ﬂuffy hair that crowned her cunt. She continued until the skirt reached her waist, letting him see everything. Again he stood enraptured, never having seen a woman exposed like that in broad daylight, much less married teacher. Again, he said "Wow," an exclamation that suited Linda Kramer perfectly. Then, shocking her completely, he pulled a bag from his jacket pocket and said, "Here, put these on!"
She opened the bag and gasped with pleasure as she found a pair of silky sheer white lace panties. As she held them up, she saw that they were high-cut and very sexy, nothing like anything she had worn in twenty years -- actually never -- as she looked at them. Not hesitating, she stepped into them and pulled then up, ﬁnding that the ﬁt was perfect. Unembarrassed, she held her skirt up to her waist, showing them, and herself, saying, "Oh, they're perfect, Kenny! Thank you so much!" With that, he pulled another bag from his other pocket and just handed it to her. Anticipating what it would be, she was not surprised to ﬁnd a matching bra. "Oh, this is wonderful! I wish I could put this on too!"
Kenny looked around the corner at the restaurant, and said, "Go ahead. No one is in sight. You have time." Hesitating, she replied, "I'd better not. I'd have to take off both my jacket and blouse and I might not get finished in time." Then, unable to resist, "Well, watch the door and warn me if anyone comes out." With that, she hurriedly removed her already opened jacket, unbuttoned her blouse, with fumbling ﬁngers, and took it off. She stood there, naked to the waist, directly in front of Kenny (and in view of anyone on the river). He looked with fascination at her large breasts, bare before him in broad daylight. Forsaking his guard post for a moment, he reached over with both hands to fondle and squeeze them, saying, "You have beautiful tits!" Permitting (and enjoying) this for a few seconds, she pulled away, quickly slipped her arms into the straps, bent over ﬁtting the "tits" into the bra cups and reached around and fastened the clasp. Never having seen a woman performing that personal act, Kenny had a hard time keeping his eyes on the door. However, just as she was slipping her blouse on, he warned, "Hurry, I think they're coming now!" She rapidly fastened the buttons and reached for her jacket as Kenny left, moving down toward the river, whispering back, "Tell them I've gone exploring." Thus, when the girls arrived, Mrs. Kramer was alone, looking innocently at the river ﬂowing past. When they asked about Kenny, she nonchalantly replied that he had gone exploring, "as you might expect, and he'd darn well better be back before the bus is ready."
Kenny was back in time, barely. Mrs. Kramer made the expected acerbic remarks, but her smile toward him removed the usual bite. As he explained later, he had left not only to avoid their seeming to be together (Kenny alone with the witch'? Very suspicious.), but he had an extremely prominent erection, caused by her exposure, which had to go down before the girls saw him!
The rest of the tour went well, the girls pleasantly surprised by Mrs. Kramer's light- hearted mood and cheerful comments. When sitting with Beth, Kenny conﬁded to her that, last night, he and Mrs. Kramer had vigorously discussed their relationship and her view of supervising, and that they had made a compromise, she would "get off his back," and he would be less aggravating. He went on to say that she had apologized for the way she had picked on him and he had apologized for deliberately provoking her. He even said that after they had reached accommodation, that she turned out to be very nice and not at all as he had pictured her from classroom impressions. Beth, of course, passed on this information to the other girls, and, by the time they met for dinner, all had revised their opinion of their chaperon.
As for Mrs. Linda Kramer, she was almost ﬂoating, feeling like a school-girl after a date. The gift of such intimate items as a pair of lacey panties and a matching bra somehow changed their relationship in a way she didn't quite understand, but she liked it. Somehow, the fact that he had gone to the trouble to check her old panties and bra for size (this thought brought a brief blush to her face) and then hurry out to buy them for her, was important. He certainly hadn't needed to do that to get something from her -- he'd already had more than just "something"! The admiring way he had looked at her body as she exposed herself at the river, and his obvious arousal, was intensely ﬂattering. His "wow" spoke volumes, probably the highest compliment given to her in many years, perhaps ever. Like most women her age, she had come to doubt her physical appeal, and this intense interest by a younger man (or boy) caused her self-conﬁdence to soar. As said above, Mrs. Kramer was ﬂoating. She found herself sexually aroused and, rather than dreading being alone with him, she was looking forward to whatever might happen.
In addition to all of this, there was a practical reason for her more cheerful attitude: she was much more comfortable around the other students. Instead of an embarrassing jiggling freedom, her breasts were ﬁrmly encased in a perfectly ﬁtting brassiere. Instead of the niggling fear that somehow her skirt would blow up, revealing her bare cunt, such a catastrophe would now expose a lovely, quite brief, pair of panties. She even thought, for the ﬁrst time ever as far as she could remember, that she wouldn't really mind if her skirt did ﬂy up! Later, she did take the relatively daring step of removing her jacket, letting the lacey bra show through her thin blouse. It wasn't too revealing, of course, but the girls did notice and told her how pretty it looked. That was the crowning touch for her, making the day complete.
After a long day touring the city, the students were quite happy have dinner in the hotel dining room and, then, to settle down in the sitting room to talk about the things they had seen and plan for the next day. The high school administration had arranged for them to join a White House tour on their second day, and Mrs. Kramer described the schedule. It was a pleasant, relaxing time, the girls reassessing their feelings and coming to the conclusion that she really was very nice. She had been cheerful all day, and even when teased about something by Kenny during the afternoon tour, she laughed along with the others. Oddly enough, the opening of her jacket to reveal her thin blouse and lacey bra had made her seem more of a real person, not a remote teacher. It made them recognize that she was a real person who could be free and informal with them. Suddenly, their fears about not enjoying their trip evaporated. So, after going back down for a snack before separating for the evening, their "goodnights" were very friendly, almost affectionate.
However, she was a married teacher, and it was an unbelievably weird feeling for her, standing alone in the elevator with a male student going to their suite, knowing that she almost certainly would have sex with him -- again! Two days before, sitting at home with her husband, such a thing would have seemed no more likely than going into her classroom completely naked! Absolutely impossible! Neither said a word in the elevator or walking down the hall, and it was likely that he was as unbelieving and apprehensive as she. As they entered the sitting room, they still didn't speak, only standing nervously, not knowing, again, how to break the ice. This time, of course, they would not be rescued by a falling skirt. Finally, after what was really only a few seconds (but seemed like minutes), Kenny made the ﬁrst move, reaching out to the buttons on her blouse, saying, "Let's see how that bra looks when we're not hurried. I hope it ﬁts." Feeling brave and daring, she had left the jacket off all evening, knowing that the lace of her brassiere showed through the blouse, receiving several appreciative glances in the restaurant -- and, more important, from Kenny! Now, a wave of excitement ﬂashed through her as the buttons were undone and the blouse spread open, revealing what he had been able to see only dimly before.
Involuntarily, she straightened up and pushed her breasts out, welcoming his scrutiny. His reaction was all she could have hoped for, his rapt gaze taking in every detail, as his hand came up to cup them, to fondle and lightly squeeze them. Of course, he had done that before, but it was different this time, somehow more intimate. "It certainly does ﬁt, Kenny, and I love it!" she said, encouraging his exploration. His unalloyed admiration and obvious excitement gave her the courage to take her next action. Without prompting or even a suggestion, she reached for the fastener on the side of her skirt and undid it. Then, without hesitation or ceremony, she just stepped out of the skirt, threw it onto the couch, saying, "The panties also ﬁt perfectly, and I love them too!"
Kenny could hardly believe his eyes or his luck. The night before he had spanked Mrs. Kramer twice and fucked her three times, which was almost impossible to believe even knowing that he had done so. Waking up in the morning and seeing her bra and the remnants of her panties on the ﬂoor, he got the idea of replacing the panties and getting a matching bra. He left the note and slipped into a small mall connected to the hotel, and, after a somewhat embarrassing search in a lingerie department, found just what he was wanted. All morning, he kept looking at her trying to discern whether she had left her underwear off or, perhaps, had been angry at the idea. Several jibes at him during the tour had almost convinced him that she was understandably upset (furious?) at the previous night's activities. When he got her alone outside the restaurant and found that she was naked under her skirt and blouse, his relief was beyond measure. Seeing her nipples protruding against the blouse and then seeing her raise her skirt to show her cunt caused his cock to grow and harden. Watching her put on the panties he had given her was
unreal, but when she was bare-breasted in broad daylight and he felt her tits, he thought that the cock would rip through his pants. The rest of the day was a blur, waiting impatiently to get her alone. Now they were alone and she had undressed and wearing only the bra and panties (plus, of course, her white garter belt and hose), his cock was boring a hole in his pants again. Talk about a teenage boy's fantasy!
He put his arms around her and not another word was said as, in unison, they turned toward her bedroom. Within ﬁve minutes, both were naked, lying on the bed together, Kenny running his hands over her breasts and down between her legs. Neither was interested in prolonged foreplay, so, as he pulled away and raised up, she just naturally lifted and spread her legs in welcome. She expected to be mounted and entered immediately, of course, but she received a surprise. Kneeling below her raised legs, Kenny bent down and began to use his tongue on her cunt, ﬂicking across her clit and running down the open lips. Her ﬁrst reaction was shock at the unexpected sensation, but the shock was quickly replaced with a surge of pleasure and sexual arousal. She drew her legs even higher, her knees touching her breasts, raising her hips off the bed, reaching upward toward the licking tongue. Kenny had never done this before, but encouraged by her obvious excitement, he redoubled his efforts to please her. Placing his hands on each side of her crotch, he pulled her open, exposing everything between her legs, including both openings. Starting with her clit, he worked his way backwards, slipping his tongue in and around her cunt. She arched toward him as if she wanted it all the way inside her. Slowly, he went further back and teased her asshole with ﬂuttering licks that seemed to send an electric shock through her. He worked his way back up and then back down, licking her most intimate areas in a way that was quickly working her toward orgasm. Sensing her growing agitation, he worked back downward one more time, and then concentrated on her clitoris. At the same time, be began stimulating her with his ﬁngers, probing into her cunt and, with his ﬁnger well lubricated, pushing a short distance into her ass. This last, unexpected, insertion sent her over the edge and, pushing hard against his tongue and ﬁnger, she climaxed.



Not giving her time to relax or to come down from her high, he continued the stimulation for a short time and, not able to wait any longer, rose up, moved closer, and thrust his cock deeply into her cunt. He began a powerful fucking motion, drilling into her with piston-like strokes that rekindled the ﬂame of her excitement while rapidly building toward his own orgasm. Shortly, the two of them were bucking against each other, surging in and out until the inevitable explosion took place. She had her second climax as he ejaculated deep inside, ﬂooding her vagina. Withdrawing, he lay beside her as they recovered their breath.
Lying there, talking in the post-orgasmic quiet, they discovered some surprising things about each other. Linda, still breathing heavily, gasped out, "Kenny, that was wonderful! Ooh! I don't think it ever felt so good before! I've never been licked 'down there' or," blushing furiously, "'back there'!"
This came as a pleasant shock to Kenny. Teenage boys throughout history have made a major effort to ﬁnd out about the intimate parts of the opposite sex. Not long ago, the only source of such information was underground pictures and stories, and, if they were lucky a "stag" ﬁlm or so, showing a grainy, poorly photographed depiction of sex acts. As magazines like "Playboy," "Penthouse," and "Hustler" became available, boys could study female genitalia and read salacious stories of sexual contacts. Now, Kenny's generation could hardly avoid such knowledge, with mainstream movies showing full nudity and X-rated tapes readily available to satisfy a boy's sexual curiosity. In the past, a boy might ﬁnd a sex manual, such as that of Havelock Ellis, and read a sterile description of foreplay and sexual intercourse between married couples. Basically, that intercourse involved the man mounting the woman in the "missionary" position, or, perhaps, daringly, the woman getting on top as a variation. Other acts generally were frowned on or described as perversions. Now, again, Kenny's generation would ﬁnd copiously illustrated sex manuals, sometimes videos, depicting every variation of intercourse, vaginal, oral and anal, with no suggestion and any was more "normal" than the others. This still was before the advent of "social media" and general exposure to the internet, but everything of significance was available to the curious -- meaning almost everyone!
Thus, Kenny, while inexperienced in practice, was very well versed in how to do things. He was also of the generation that accepted that a man should do those things that appeal to and excite women, not just get on and enjoy himself. He had just assumed the Mrs. Kramer, a long- married woman, would be very experienced, would have tried those variations. His unconscious fear was that she would compare his performance invidiously with that of previous lovers. When he discovered that she had never had sex with anyone but her husband, had never had anything but "normal" sex, it took a load, that he hadn't know was there, off of his shoulders. Certainly, to ﬁnd that she had never had the pleasure of cunnilingus before surprised and elated him. Understandably, it was a big conﬁdence and ego booster to have satisﬁed her so well.
For Linda Kramer, the revelations were both surprising and somewhat embarrassing. She was surprised, and pleased, when she discovered that she was the first woman with whom Kenny had ever had intercourse. Somehow, that made the whole unusual situation more acceptable, more a personal thing in a way. He was her ﬁrst (and likely only) extramarital affair and she was his ﬁrst woman! She was a bit embarrassed, however, to ﬁnd that he knew so much more than she did about sex. She had lost her virginity almost twenty-ﬁve years ago (eight years before he was born!) to her husband, had two adult sons, and yet she was a complete neophyte when it came to sex. She was very conservative in such matters, and, while she knew of those "other" sexual practices, oral and anal sex, she always considered them to be, if not perversions, unacceptable to a respectable married woman. Now, after that bragging that no one but her husband had ever seen her totally nude, here she was lying naked in bed beside one of her students -- after enjoying one of those perverted acts, followed by committing adultery. Her self- created halo deﬁnitely was gone!
They lay there quietly for some time, conversing while Kenny, resting on one elbow, fondled her breasts, teased her nipples and ruffled the hair on her cunt. Then, breaking the mood completely, he shocked her by saying, "Now, Mrs. Kramer, you are due for a spanking." She reacted with a startled expression, gasping out, "What do you mean? I haven't done anything and we agreed not to do that anymore!"
"I said that wouldn't spank you again unless you deserved it, and you agreed. At least four times today you jabbed at me or said something sarcastic and you're going to get ﬁve spanks for each!"
"Oh, Kenny, I was so nervous this morning about not wearing panties and I really was afraid that you wouldn't get to breakfast in time. Later I was so afraid that my skirt would go up somehow, or that the girls would see that I wasn't wearing a bra! Anyway, I showed myself to you and put on the bra and panties you gave me and I was nice after that!" Then, with a tremor in her voice, "And....and...besides, you just made me!"
"I just fucked you!"
"All right, I've never said that word in my life, but, yes, you fucked me -- now, please don't spank me. I'm still sore from last night and it would kill me! Look!" With that, she stood up and, without any thought of modesty, she turned around and looked over her shoulder as she presented her behind for Kenny to check. In actuality, there was a considerable amount of redness and signs of light bruising proving that the previous night's spanking had been quite thorough. Kenny sat on the edge of the bed and reached out to touch one of the darker spots and she winced perceptively. Nonetheless, he said, "You should have thought of that this morning. If your bottom was hurting, it should have reminded you." Then, in a commanding tone he said, "You have a spanking coming, so get over my lap."



        The Senior Trip Ch. 04

        Female teacher and students in Washington, D.C.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-senior-trip-ch-04

Title: The Senior Trip Ch. 04

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Female teacher and students in Washington, D.C.

Tags: spanking, language, cock sucking, adultery

Series: The Senior Trip


Tears welling in her eyes, Linda whimpered, "Oh please, Kenny, please don't spank me! I promise I won't say anything tomorrow. It'll hurt. Please!" At the same time as she was pleading, however, she meekly positioned herself beside him, and seeing no compassion in his face, draped herself over his knees and awaited her fate. The idea of the dominating, by-the- book, Mrs. Linda Kramer begging one of her students not to spank her and then submissively surrendering....well, no one who knew her could ever have conceived of such a possibility. As said before, she had been tamed and Kenny was, for now, her master. The spanking started.
Actually, Kenny was not really angry with her as he had been last night. As a result, the blows were more "slaps" than "smacks," but they stung the already sore buttocks, causing a yelp of pain and protest. As the first slap landed, Kenny called out "one," followed by "ouch," slap, "two," "ouch," slap, "three," "oh, ouch,".... As said before, Kenny wasn't really angry this time, so, as he spanked her, he was much more aware of what he was doing and what (as well as who) he was doing it to. As he looked at the rosy-colored ass lying before him, it was impossible not to focus on something more that punishment. While she wasn't actively trying to escape as she had the previous night, Linda Kramer still twisted and writhed around, trying to evade the stinging slaps, exposing her most intimate areas to his rapt gaze. Yes, he had seen everything before, but this was different. It was a heady feeling for him (as it would be for any man) to have mastery over a woman so that she would, on his orders, lie over his lap to be spanked. When that woman was older, married and his teacher, the charge was twice (or more) as potent. Then, to be able to peer at those regions she would hide from everyone, except perhaps her husband or doctor....well, that was exciting beyond compare. His cock was hard, being rubbed constantly by her thrashing movements, so it would be understandable that he concentrated more on the various sensations rather that the count.
As a result, the sound in the room was slap, "ten," "ooh, ouch," slap, "ten," "ooh, that hurts," then, from Linda, "that's number eleven!"
Kenny paused, "Are you sure?"
"Yes, damn it!"
"Ok, you count!"
A hard slap, "ouch...I can't count...ooh," another hard slap followed by the order, "count!" "Ouch, damn it, thirteen," slap, "ouch, fourteen,"...somehow it was more painful and humiliating for her to have to keep track of her own spanking...slap, ouch...fifteen,"..... The numbers mounted up, and then, smack, "shriek, nineteen," smack, "ooh, my god, it hurts, twenty, stop!"
The last two were very hard, and, coming after eighteen stinging slaps, she once again burst into tears. Raising her up, Kenny stood and held her against him. One of the surprising characteristics of many women seems to be a tendency to turn to the man who has spanked them for consolation. This seeming paradox may be the unrecognized, and certainly unacknowledged, desire to be dominated, combined with the pleasant feeling of being submissive. Interestingly enough, it almost always evokes a complementary feeling of compassion and tenderness in the man (or, occasionally, another woman) -- the spanker has mastered the woman and now feels protective. This certainly was the case here as Linda snuggled close, sobbing gently against Kenny's chest. They held that position for a short period, and while he certainly a growing affection for her, his feeling gradually changed from commiseration to lust.
While he had spanked her, his cock was massaged by the side of her hip as she moved around. Now, it swelled up against her stomach, pressing against her with increasing urgency. Linda felt it prodding into the soft flesh, fanning the sexual heat that had built up in her as he controlled her. As she stood there, she sensed, rather than actually feeling, a gentle pressure causing her to gradually sink downward, her head moving lower on his chest. Suddenly, like a light bulb going on, she realized what he wanted! "Oh, Kenny, I've never....I.....I don't think I can do that! I'm sorry, but I just can't!" Kenny, showing restraint beyond his years, said nothing, did no urging, just continued to hold her, letting nature take its course. Despite her protests, and no pressure from him, Linda continued to sink downward until she was crouching awkwardly at his waist, at which point she sank to her knees. Kenny sat back on the bed, leaving her kneeling between his legs, his cock rigid, pointing toward her like a spear. She gazed at it as if it was a snake hypnotizing her, repeating, "I can't! I can't do that!" Still, mesmerized, she stayed there while Kenny just lay back watching her staring at his cock.
In that position, the head of the cock was no more than an inch or two from her mouth, and, very slowly, as if unable to stop herself, she leaned forward and kissed the tip. Then, compelled by some emotion she didn't recognize, she opened her mouth and engulfed the end of the cock and let it sink in. She wasn't thinking, just reacting to a need to satisfy Kem1y's desire and, at least in part, to satisfy her own curiosity as to what it would be like. He had performed cunnilingus on her (she didn't actually think of a word for it -- "he had done that to her"), and if that had felt so good, maybe doing this (i.e. fellatio) would not be so bad.
Kenny felt an unbelievable thrill go through him as he saw his cock disappear into her mouth. He had seen porno pictures of the act, but had never gotten even close to having it done to him. Now, right before his eyes, his teacher began to suck his cock. It was amazing that he didn't erupt at once at the touch of her lips, but he managed, barely, to restrain himself and enjoy her ministrations longer. She really didn't know exactly what to do, but she took the cock as deeply as possible and then withdrew, repeating the action as Kenny reacted by raising his hips up and down to match her efforts. Soon she had a rhythm that matched his, and, as his motions became more vigorous, she sucked in and out faster. She didn't know how she would react when he ejaculated, but she was determined not to disappoint him and pull away. Finally, he was moving in and out as if her were fucking her, and she just held still and let him use her mouth like a cunt. When the explosion came, he forced himself deep, causing her to pull back slightly, but she was able to keep her lips around the head and swallow the cum as it poured in. She was astounded at the quantity his young, virile balls could produce. At last, though, the flood ended and he slumped back, depleted, the cock, slipping out of her mouth as she laid her head against his thigh.
They stayed in that position for several minutes, resting and recovering their equilibrium. Finally, Kenny sat up and pulled her up onto the bed, and lay beside her. Little was said, but it was obvious that their relationship had changed considerably. He had seen and felt every part of her body, had screwed her four times, performing cunnilingus once. Things had been done to her -- she had been screwed, she had been licked. This time, however, she had done the doing. Kenny hadn't urged her, hadn't even suggested anything. Perhaps he had let his desire be known by pressing downward gently, but even that had been almost imperceptible. Nothing had actually forced her to her knees. When there, no one had forced her to kiss the cock, to open her mouth, to suck it, to swallow the cum. All of this was her decision, her willingness to perform an act that she had considered to be perverse, an act perhaps more intimate than intercourse, itself. Thus, she became an active participant in the affair, and, after admitting that by her actions, the atmosphere lightened considerably. It certainly never became a love affair, more a pure sex affair, but affection between them grew, and any lingering animosity vanished.
In that lightened, tension-free milieu, they were able to lie there, talking about non- sexual things (plans for tomorrow, what they were going to see, etc.,) and scheming as to how they would be sure to hide the affair from the others. When Kenny asked how she had felt, going without underwear, she said again that she had been quite nervous -- fearful that she would forget and open her jacket or that her skirt would be caught up somehow -- but she admitted that it had been exciting in a way. She never had done anything like that, and it did feel sexy! In this quiet time, even kidding around was possible, as when Linda saw Kenny's cock rising again, she said, "If we're going to do that again, I'm going to clean up and get ready for bed first.
Kenny grabbed her and wrestled her down, teasingly asking, "Doing what again?"
Linda struggled futilely, finally laughing, gasping out, "All right, if you're going to fuck me again, I'm going to the bathroom first! And, I'm going to get cleaned up and ready for bed before you do it! One more thing! If you are going to keep on fucking me, stop calling me Mrs. Kramer! I get embarrassed every time I hear that "Mrs." For heaven's sake, call me Linda when we're alone!"
She (actually, they) did get cleaned up and ready for bed, he did fuck her (with her enthusiastic cooperation), and they, without planning it, slept together. When she awoke, fuzzily, around 4:00 AM to go to the bathroom, she was startled at first not to be alone, taking a second or two to figure where she was and with whom. When she came back, however, she just cuddled up against him and went peacefully back to sleep. Another Rubicon crossed.
The following morning, a natural moment of awkwardness was followed by an also natural progression into more sex. They had wakened early, so there was no hurry, and Kenny just enjoyed pleasure of waking up next to a nude woman and feeling and caressing her body. Linda was unprepared for such early morning activity, but soon fell into rapport with him, and both had a very pleasurable start to the day. It had been many years since she had been screwed even twice in a day, never three times, so she was startled at both Kenny's carnal desires and his seemingly inexhaustible ability to fulfill them -- an hour after cuming, he would be ready again. This was illustrated shortly afterwards.
They separated to get ready to go down to meet the girls, but fifteen minutes later, Kenny was back in her room, washed, shaved and fully dressed, waiting for her as she came out of the bathroom completely naked. Her first, automatic reaction was to cover herself as she saw a man sitting there, but, laughing at herself, feeling silly, she just started to dress. Oddly, enough, after all the previous nudity, she felt embarrassed as he watched her don her garter belt and pull on her hose. Still, after that first burst of shyness, she found that having an appreciative male audience to be stimulating and she began to enjoy his scrutiny as she walked around the room getting her clothes ready, still virtually nude. As yesterday, Kenny was fascinated by watching her fit her breasts into the bra cups and then stepping into her panties. By the time she had her blouse and skirt on, his cock was like a bar of iron in his pants. As she finished combing her hair, he pulled her against him, pushing the cock hard against her, demonstrating its rigidity.
She couldn't believe that she had excited him like that, but, she admitted to herself, it was quite flattering. Recognizing his desire, however, she said, "Oh, Kenny, we can't do that.....ok, fuck.....again! In the first place, we have to meet the girls, and I just got dressed! Can't you wait until evening? We just did it an hour ago!" Suddenly, however, as before, a light dawned and she realized what he was subtly suggesting, and she was genuinely shocked and disconcerted.
Her face blushed a furious red as she pleaded, "Oh, please Kenny! I can't do that now -- I'm all dressed, the girls will be waiting....l couldn't go down and meet them after doing that! I'd be too embarrassed!" She had enjoyed the act last night, but this was different: then she was submissive after being spanked, willing to do almost anything he wanted. Now, it was morning and she was very self-conscious, thinking of what she would be doing. The thought of performing such a servile act while he watched flustered and embarrassed her at least as much as the idea of the act itself. "Oh, Kenny, please don't make me do that now! Wait until tonight and I'll do it then!"
Still, less than two minutes later, Kenny was sitting with his cock out and she was kneeling between his legs, looking at it while he looked at her. Finally, bowing to the inevitable, she leaned forward and took it into her mouth and began sucking. Her head bobbed up and down, her lips pursed around the shaft, presenting a lascivious scene that he would have thought impossible 36-hours ago. She was his teacher, a married woman that he had spanked and fucked, had her suck him off the night before, slept all night with her -- and here she was with her mouth around his cock again, sucking -- and he could watch every detail! He never could have fantasized such a series of events! Needless to say, the whole process didn't take long, the cum building up rapidly in his balls and shooting powerfully into her mouth in just a few minutes.
For Linda, her first reaction was one of feeling humiliated as she was forced to kneel down and perform such a lewd act despite her protests, but, perversely enough, the very slavish nature of the act aroused her too. Very quickly she lost her self-consciousness and she actually became excited by what had embarrassed her -- being watched as she sucked his cock. Somehow, being completely under his control, forced to do what he wanted, inflamed her and she wanted him to see her submit. Thus, when the climax approached, she redoubled her efforts, anticipating and welcoming the coming ejaculation. When it came, she buried the cock in her mouth and gulped down the flood that filled it, savoring both the cum and Kenny's obvious enjoyment.
However, when it was finished and the excitement waned, she suddenly was flustered and embarrassed again. The abject submission that had aroused her moments ago, now humiliated her. Scrambling up off of her knees, her face flaming, she blurted out, "I hope you're satisfied now!"
Kenny's reply was succinct as he hugged her close, "I'm very satisfied! You were wonderful!" Then, pulling back and looking into her eyes, he said, with a laugh, teasingly, "That was the best cock-sucking I've ever had, even better than with the woman who did it last night!"
That caused her to blush again, but it eased the tension and she was able to regain her composure and laugh with him. "Oh, you! You're incorrigible!" Then hesitantly, "But I'm glad you enjoyed it! Come on now, we've got to get downstairs and meet the girls. First though, fix the beds so that it's not obvious that we slept together in here. Change pillows with the one in your room and mess up your bed."
Shortly afterwards, their illicit behavior concealed, they were in the crowded elevator on the way down. Everything was sedate and proper, but just before the door opened, Kenny leaned over and whispered in her ear, "Linda, I'll bet that you're the best cocksucker in this whole hotel!" If she had been flustered before, a new word would have had to be invented to describe her reaction then. Her face turned crimson and she was absolutely mortified, sure that everyone had heard, sure that guilt would be apparent to anyone who looked at her. Naturally, no one else noticed a thing and, fortunately, they didn't meet the girls until she had regained her composure. Kenny was laughing at her reaction, and, since everything had worked out, she was able to see the humor and join in. The girls were pleased to see them both in such good moods, and the day was off to a great start. Their second full day involved the White House tour in the morning, a disappointing view of Congress in session in the afternoon, followed by quick visits to the Library of Congress and the Supreme Court building. The day being beautiful, they walked down the mall, enjoying themselves and each other, any residual tension gone. The girls found that the out-of-the-classroom teacher Mrs. Kramer was a lot of fun, not stuffy or "above" them, just a pleasant non- restrictive tour leader. She even trusted them to climb up the Washington Monument alone -- she certainly had no intention of doing so -- but she did walk back down with them.
Later that evening, meeting in their common room, she said that, as they had planned, they were going to spend most of the next day at the Smithsonian. She then surprised them by discussing her supervisory role. "As I think you know, Kenny and I had a long talk Sunday night about my role as chaperone." Then, laughing, (and managing not to blush), she interjected, "Actually, we talked, about a lot of other things, too, as you also may know! In any case, as I told him, the school board has set up a very strict set of rules, requiring me to be with you at all times. Now, this is very confidential, but the reason I'm here instead of Mr. Phillips is that last year the parents learned that the kids were pretty much on their own. A couple of them complained that their kids reported being lost, missing connections and a bunch of other problems, and one parent threatened to sue. It was hushed up, but the board told me to follow the letter of the rules. However, the Smithsonian is a big place and you all have different interests. Kenny has insured me that you all are very reliable and that I can trust you to go where you say you are going and return on time. I think that he's right, so, I'm going to take a chance and we'll separate, each do his own thing, and meet for lunch at the cafeteria. We'll talk then about the afternoon. Ok?"
Needless to say, the girls were very pleased, both with her offer and her confidence in them, and promised to go their separate ways and meet whenever she said. They appreciated her explanation of her first intention of being very restrictive, blaming the school board rather than her own inclinations, and also her taking them into her confidence about the previous year. Actually, their feeling about her had turned 180 degrees, and instead of thinking of her as a witch, they now saw her as gracious and generous -- and, increasingly as a friend. That warm feeling was at least quadrupled, however, when she made the astonishing announcement that, "I have a surprise for you about tomorrow night! I called the ticket office and was able to get six tickets for tomorrow night's concert at the Kennedy Center!" Her announcement was greeted by wild excitement, several of the girls throwing their arms around her and hugging her in thanks. As they went to their rooms, the girls were bubbling over, thrilled at the idea of seeing a performance at the center and, of course, chattering about what they would wear.
For Kenny and Linda, however, the evening really began when they got to their suite. It's amazing how inconceivable things can, very rapidly, become almost routine. Kenny went to his room, cleaned up, brushed his teeth and all the other pre-bed activities, and just, naturally, went into Linda's room and lay back on the bed. When she finished in the bathroom and came out completely naked, she never considered covering herself when she saw him lying there, also nude. Instead, she calmly went over and lay beside him, welcoming the fondling and caressing that followed. They were, of course, far more comfortable with each other and the progression into real sex was smooth and non-traumatic. Kenny kissed and sucked her nipples and gradually worked his way down her body, ruffling and kissing her mound of pubic hair. This time, without hesitation, as he moved down between her legs, she raised and parted them, exposing herself completely. He moved in to kiss and lick her clit and, slowly moved downward, running his tongue through her cunt. He did that several times, ending with a light sucking of her clit. Then, as he moved downward again, she spontaneously raised her hips, virtually asking that he go all the way back. Accepting her invitation, he let his tongue leave her cunt and move back along the cleft to her asshole. Flicking all around the area, concentrating on the hole, itself, he felt her raising her hips even higher to intensify the stimulation.



Leaving there, he moved back up through her cunt lips, slipping his finger between her ass cheeks as he did so, lightly rubbing and stroking the area as she continued to move. Concentrating on the clit with his mouth and tongue, he slid his middle finger deep into her cunt, finger-fucking her as her excitement mounted. Then, recognizing her pleasure in anal play, he lightly stroked and then probed her asshole. As he did so, she began flexing her hips up and down, clearly relishing that form of stimulation. Accepting her broad hint, he kept his finger there, first continuing the probing, and, with the finger lubricated from her cunt, sliding inside. Leaving it there, he continued the titillation of her clit and cunt, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. She was moving vigorously, flexing her pelvis up and down, moaning and sighing passionately. As she moved, his finger sank in further until it passed the second knuckle and was completely inserted. He began to finger-fuck her ass, plunging in and out, matching her undulations, as he pressed harder and harder on her clit with his mouth. Finally, the climax was reached as she surged upwards, pushing hard against his mouth while squeezing tightly around his embedded finger, squirming against him to get every iota of pleasure from the contact.
As she slumped down, drained by the intense action, he slipped his finger out and began, again, the slow, gentle stroking between her legs. She lay there, panting, but the light massaging gradually had its effect, and subtle movements revealed that her sexual excitement was being rekindled. Lifting and parting her legs, Kenny moved between them on his knees and, with ease entered her saturated cunt. He had shown restraint and sensitivity, as well as technique, far beyond his experience and age, but his cock now demanded release. He began moving in and out of her, grinding against her cunt lips, pulling out, and plunging in again. This vigorous pounding of her sensitive tissues completed the rekindling, and the flame of sexual excitement engulfed her as the piston-like strokes continued. In and out, in and out, harder and harder, faster and faster -- and then the inevitable explosion as he ejaculated deep within her. He held himself as tightly as possible against her cunt, rubbing against her, squeezing to get the last drop of the discharge into her. That last surge triggered her second orgasm and she matched him by driving hard upward, holding herself as an open receptacle, her cunt lips mashed against him as he finished. Totally spent, they lay beside each other, content and happy.
For once, even Kenny felt no need for further sexual gymnastics that night, so they were soon asleep beside each other, just as if they had slept together for years. By morning, of course, Kenny was ready again, and they were able to have a very pleasant fucking to start the day. Being a little late, they hurriedly dressed and went to breakfast, and then to the Smithsonian. The Smithsonian, of course, is immense and fascinating, extending over several buildings and outdoor exhibition areas, making it impossible to see everything in one visit. The girls, and Linda, wanted to see the clothes, of course. Kenny wanted to go immediately to the space and air museum, plus there was the sculpture gardens, the art exhibits -- and innumerable other attractive things. So, separation was the only logical way for each to see his or her special interests and they arranged to meet at noon. As they split up, Linda's last, joking threat was, "Anyone who is late will receive a spanking, so watch it!" Everyone laughed in mock fear, as Kenny left and the women went to the clothing exhibition before separating. Promptly at noon, everyone was at the cafeteria, thrilled at the things they had seen, and what they wanted to see in the afternoon.
The afternoon excursions were equally beguiling, but, once again, all five were at the appointed meeting spot precisely on time, ready to go back to the hotel. They had an early dinner and went back up to dress and get ready for the big evening extravaganza. The girls were all atwitter, anticipating an evening's entertainment that they would remember for years. They got it, but not only from the performance.
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Jean and Jim Johnson were both products of parochial, conservative small towns in the Midwest. In those areas, right was right, wrong was wrong -- and nothing was in between. Of course, actions frequently differ from religious and moral beliefs, but both Jean and Jim were closer to the regional ideal than most. This was particularly true of Jean. Her father, a widower, was a hard worker during the week, a lay preacher on Sunday in a church that was close to being a cult. They railed against gays and lesbians, fornicators and adulterers, trashy women in tight sweaters and short skirts, pointy headed liberals who were undermining the moral structure of the United States, etc., etc. Virtually from birth she was conditioned to accept the church's views on morality, views engrained by winters spent in weekday sessions as well as Sunday school, by summers spent in church camp, by harangues at the dinner table and, if, after all this, a heretical thought was uttered, they were enforced by "don't spare the rod and spoil the child" spankings.
By the time she graduated from high school, she had absorbed and accepted all of these views. Her personal beliefs and behavior conformed and she was a "good girl," and not very popular, particularly with the boys. Thus, at graduation, not only was she a virgin, not only had she never been felt or fondled, she had never even been kissed -- talk about not being with the times! She went away to college (almost over her father's dead body -- "Why should a girl go to college? She should learn housekeeping, get married and take care of her husband") on a scholarship and, by her senior year, had been kissed, twice, and, had her breasts squeezed through her sweater, once. The latter experience was exciting at the time, but caused her considerable self-criticism and internal moral condemnation afterwards. It was, however, the first chink in her moral armor.
There were other breaches in the dogma created in her "growing up" period, although some might say that the true growing up occurred during her college years. She discovered that some "trashy" girls (i.e. those who wore short skirts and tight sweaters) were actually very nice people dressed in what most other students considered to be "normal" clothing. Gays and lesbians frequently were amazingly like everyone else except for a different sexual orientation -- and it wasn't catching! She even discovered that some of the most respectable girls "put out" on occasion. These and many other "revelations" undercut much of the indoctrination she had received during her early youth, and she became much less censorious in her evaluations of others. Nonetheless, her own behavior changed little. She still wore her skirts longer and her sweaters looser that was modish. She showered when she knew no other girls would be present and she stayed fully dressed when lounging around the room if anyone else might come in. On the few dates she had (rarely a second one), she was unapproachable for any act that might even be slightly questionable -- except for the two kisses and one fondling which were aberrations.
Much of this changed when, during her senior year, she met Jim. They came from the same background and, while he had a somewhat less restrictive view of moral behavior, he was not as aggressive as most "predatory' males (which means most men). Thus, he didn't frighten her off or cause her to be excessively wary of his intentions. On his part, he felt comfortable with her because her standards were similar to those he had known at home. In addition, he was in pre-med and had a very heavy course load which suppressed his libido so that he was satisfied with a slower developing romance. Still, by the end of the year, he had managed to undermine her standards to the degree that she had been explored quite thoroughly, and satisfactorily, by his hands and, finally, by his eyes -- but only when it was very clear that marriage was their mutual goal.
The wedding, a small affair, took place that summer and, with a short, mundane honeymoon in the conservative, safe, choice of Niagara Falls, they moved to where Jim was to begin medical school. He, fortunately, had received a generous scholarship and grant which they assumed, with Jean getting a job, would be more than enough to live on. However, they immediately found out two difficult pieces of information. First, living expenses, even in a small city, were far greater that in a small college town in the Midwest. Second, there was no great demand for liberal arts graduates who had no specific experience of any kind. They found themselves living, temporarily, they hoped, in a cheap, rundown motel on the edge of town. Jim started classes while Jean desperately looked for work. Ironically, when she finally found something to apply for, it was what her father had insisted that she learn to do -- housekeeping.
The advertisement merely said that a woman needed a housekeeper-companion, salary dependent on experience and compatibility. Jean had no professional experience, but she had maintained the family home (with the tutelage of an aunt), taken a few college courses in home economics, and, frankly, she was desperate. Even a cheap motel with meals out every day was quickly depleting their meager finances. However, even that job possibility appeared to be doomed. The interview went well; the potential employer and Jean conversed freely and seemed compatible. The friendly atmosphere made it pretty obvious that they were mutually satisfied with each other and that it was merely a question of details before Jean finally had a job. The job entailed house cleaning, some cooking and acting as a maid on occasion. It also required her to be available to keep the woman, Mrs. R. J. Simmons, company when her husband was out of town. As she explained, "My husband is the executive vice-president of a franchise leasing company. Part of his duties is to travel around the country, checking on franchise stores, helping new operators get started, etc. He's out of town two or three nights a week and sometimes gone for one or two weeks when a new store opens. I don't like being alone in this big house when he's gone." That's when the critical blow came. "Therefore, I need a live-in maid-housekeeper. We have a very nice, large room with its own bath and.....Why, what's wrong, dear?"
This last question came about because of the stricken look on Jean's face as she saw what had seemed the answer to their problem vanish. "Oh, Mrs. Simmons! I thought that you knew that I'm married! My husband is in the medical school and...." she broke into tears. Then, sobbing, "We've just been married and we moved here, we don't have much money, we don't have a place to live.... and I can't live here!" Composing herself, she continued, "I'm sorry, this is not your problem. I guess you'll have to get someone else."
"My heavens, I must be blind. I didn't even notice your wedding ring. I'm really sorry, dear. I think that it would have worked out perfectly." They both got up and headed for the door, Jean almost crying after thinking that she had what seemed like the perfect solution to their money problems. Returning to the drab motel room, she did cry and prepared to see if something like McDonald's might have an opening.
Back at the Simmons house that evening, however, a conversation went on that she would have found quite interesting in several ways. Mrs. Simmons, speaking to her husband, said, "I really thought that I had a replacement for Judy this afternoon. She seemed very nice and is quite pretty, perfect for what we wanted. Unfortunately, she turned out to be married, which meant that she couldn't live here. That made it impossible, but, heaven knows when a better girl will come alone -- she seemed perfect."
Mr. Simmons' reply clearly indicated that he had a different idea in mind for a housekeeper-companion that just a good cleaner. "Did she seem like someone that we could train like Judy? We're going to miss her, damn it!"
"I hadn't got far enough into the final hiring to tell, but she seemed desperate. She and her husband are living in that "Sleep In" motel on the edge of town and she certainly needs the job."
"Gods, if they're staying there she must be desperate!"
"I know, but she couldn't stay in Judy's room and leave her husband in that rat hole. They need an apartment." She stopped as an idea hit her. "Wait! Why didn't I think about this before? Why couldn't she and her husband live in mother's apartment? It's empty and I really doubt that she'll ever move back North, at least not for years!"
"Well, I agree that there is little reason to keep that place empty on the off chance she'll change her mind. If you think that this girl can be seduced like Judy, I'm certainly for it."
"I'm sure that you would like her. She seems very nice and, as I said, quite pretty. I couldn't tell much about her figure since her clothes were loose and her skirt long, but she's slim. She's in her early twenties and seemed to be in good shape, so I imagine she's ok. I don't know if she would be what we want yet, of course, but I'll give her the spanking speech and see how she reacts. Anyway, if she can't be trained, we can always look for someone else. As I said, though, she's just been married, which might be a problem. She really is desperate, though, and once she's here I can probably break her down. In any case, I really liked her as a person on first impression."
Later that evening, Jean was called to the phone by the motel office and received the thrilling news that Mrs. Simmons thought that she had a way to solve the housing situation and that Jean should drive out to the house the next day. She and Jim could hardly believe that something good could happen, but they both figuratively crossed their fingers in hope.
When Jean arrived at the house the following morning, she was met by a smiling Mrs. Simmons who explained, "The year before last, my father died and we added on a small apartment in the back for my mother. Just as it was finished, she moved to Florida to live with a man she met at a reunion. I didn't think it will last, so I kept the apartment closed and waiting for her to come to her senses and move back. I've pretty well given up on that idea, so there's no reason to keep it empty on that chance, so, if you and your husband want to live there while you work for me, we can do that. Understand, if she comes back, you'll have to find another place, but it would work for now."
"Oh, Mrs. Simmons, that would be wonderful! Gods, I can't wait to tell Jim!"
The apartment turned out to be perfect -- a living room, small kitchen, bedroom and another small room that would be perfect for Jim's study. The two women quickly worked out the employment details and, while the hourly pay was not high considering the hours of daily work plus, as Mrs. Simmons called it, babysitting when Mr. Simmons was out of town, it plus the housing made Jean a very happy young woman! The only flaw in the arrangements came at the end when Mrs. Simmons made some personal comments. "Now, Jean, everything seems to be right. However, before you agree, I must give you a warning. I am not a patient woman and I do expect to have things done the way I want them. The problem in these relationships is that normally I would have only two options if things didn't go the way I wanted -- overlook it, which I don't intend to do, or fire you, which I'm sure that I wouldn't want to do. Judy, the young woman that you will replace, and I had an agreement that worked well but may not be acceptable to you. If I gave her instructions and she didn't carry them out, or she did anything I didn't like, I used corporal punishment to correct things. She certainly didn't like it, but it provided a middle course and she was with me for two years. If you'll agree to the same arrangement, I'd love to have you."
"Jean hardly believed what she had heard and startled, gasped out, "By corporal punishment do you mean spanking?"
"Spanking, paddling, whatever. And when I do spank or paddle, I mean it. It hurts! Judy cried every time, but she accepted the punishment because the alternative was worse. Believe me, I don't want to be cruel, but I will insist on my orders being obeyed promptly without complaint." As she said these things, Mrs. Simmons' voice had a steely undercurrent that clearly indicated that she meant what she said, leaving Jean with no question as to her fate if a conflict occurred. For a moment it was if she was ten years old again and her father was threatening to apply the proverbial rod if she continued to misbehave. However, there was too much at stake here for her to worry about a possible spanking, particularly since she had no intention to defy any of Mrs. Simmons' orders. It certainly was not enough of a problem as to cause her to give up what sounded like a decent job and, even more important, a very nice place to live. No more dilapidated motel! So, a few minutes later, she had agreed to the conditions specified and was embarked on a career as a housekeeper-maid-babysitter and was rushing off to tell Jim.
Needless to say, Jim was ecstatic and they moved into the apartment that very night. His long hours of study could now be done in his "study" rather at the small table in the motel, a plus for both of them. For Jean, the loss of the pressure of looking for a job and worrying about money made actually going to work seem like a vacation. In fact, the work was pleasant and hardly onerous. It was a large house but most of it was not used regularly, so little cleaning was needed. Mrs. Simmons liked to cook, so there was little of that required of Jean on an everyday basis. Really, her biggest job was acting as a maid, keeping Mrs. Simmons' clothes in shape and acting as a companion. Since they were quite compatible and since Mrs. Simmons, who soon became "Marian," treated her more as a younger friend than an employee, Jean became quite comfortable in a position that might seem somewhat menial and subordinate for a college graduate.
However, there were real differences between them. Despite being considerably older, mid to upper 50's to Jean's 22, Marian was much more liberal in dress and attitude. Physically they were very dissimilar. Marian was almost 5' 11" and probably weighed close to 160 lbs. She certainly was not overweight, however, just large and well built. She had very large breasts that still had virtually no sag other than what their weight required. Her body was in excellent shape, firm and tight from daily exercise, a figure a woman twenty years younger could envy. She dressed to complement her figure and she could attract male glances wherever she would go. Her hair was dark blonde, worn in a sophisticated upsweep.
Jean, on the other hand, was just a little over 5' 3" and weighed about 115 lbs. Her figure was not particularly noticeable when dressed because she always wore her clothes loose or full-cut. When nude, a state seen only by her new husband since she was a teenager, it was apparent that her breasts were well formed and, while no way near the size of Marian's, were large for her height. That was a problem she hid throughout high school and college by wearing a B-cup bra when a C-cup would have been a better fit. The rest of her figure was in proportion to her size except, perhaps a more prominent (or, perhaps plump) rear end. Her hair was a light brown or brunette, worn in a modified pageboy which framed her small face perfectly. Actually, while certainly not beautiful, she was quite attractive, despite her attempts to disguise the fact. Unlike Marian, she tried to avoid male glances since attracting them was not "proper" according to her background. It should be noted that Jim was very pleasantly surprised at what he found when he was able to start his "explorations."
Thus, they were "Mutt and Jeff" in size and equally different in other ways. As stated, Jean was very conservative in clothing and quite reluctant to be seen in any stage of undress. For example, when she and Marian were alone watching a movie when Mr. Simmons was out of town, she still insisted on wearing her regular, daytime clothes. Marian would change to a robe or, occasionally a nightgown, but despite suggesting that Jean be more informal, she just wouldn't, or couldn't, do so. Once in a while, Marian would change clothes in Jean's presence and Jean always averted her eyes to avoid seeing her body. Marian teased her about her hang-ups, but nothing changed. Seducing her was not going to be an easy process.
The first step was to make it clear that, despite the growing closeness that developed between them, Marian was to be affable but dominant, making decisions and issuing orders. The orders were usually cast in the form of questions (would you like to...) or suggestions (maybe you could...), but Jean quickly found that she was expected to follow through. She learned that if she didn't do as "suggested" in a reasonable amount of time, that suggestion would be repeated in a tone of voice that had an underlying hint of steel. If that failed, the results could be quite painful. Jean had that impressed upon her one afternoon when, for no particular reason, she decided that something else was more important than following Marian's cleaning schedule. The difference in priorities didn't seem important to her and, when her antennae did not pick up the more unambiguous instruction, the penalty was harsh -- and for more than one reason. The breaking down Jean's independence by making her more submissive was part of the seduction process. If she were conditioned to follow orders without question, she could gradually be programmed to do what Marian wanted.
So, for example, when Marian came into the room one day and saw that Jean was still dawdling (as she saw it) rather than following her directives, she acted without further warning. Demanding in a wrathful voice, "Why are you doing that instead of what I wanted you to do?," she, without further comment or waiting for an answer, took Jean by the arm, and pulled her over to a nearby chair. Sitting down, she placed Jean face down over her lap, jerked her skirt to her waist, ripped down her panties and, without pausing, brought her hand down in a resounding slap on the exposed bottom.
Jean had been standing there when Marian came into the room and heard the question, but before it even registered in her brain, she found herself almost flying to a position over Marian's knees. It was all too fast for her to absorb at first, and, before she could react, she in position for a spanking. The whole process was a blur and as she suddenly became aware of what was happening, the first slap hit. Still, there was a real question as to which hurt most, humiliated her the most -- being spanked for the first time since she was eleven years old, or realizing that her entire lower body was bare. Even when the agreement was made that corporal punishment was part of the job description, Jean had somehow assumed that it wouldn't happen and, it never occurred to her for an instant that if a spanking was inflicted, that it would be on her bare behind. Such an idea was so foreign to her that it hadn't even been considered. Now, unbelievably, it was happening!
Impossible as it seemed later, it was the exposure that was her first, automatic concern. She struggled, futilely against the hand holding her down, striving to get her skirt back down, not even trying at first to avoid the other hand, the spanking one. She was almost screaming, "Pull my panties back up! Pull my skirt down! What are you doing? Let me up!" Still that spanking hand continued its belaboring of her buttocks, hitting one side and then the other, turning the pinkish-white skin to crimson. Despite her concern for her modesty, those blows very quickly got Jean attention to the pain being inflicted on her posterior. Suddenly the cries of outrage turned into shrieks of agony. "Ow...stop it...ow...let me go....ow! The screeching was intermeshed with slaps which were sometimes rhythmic, sometimes not. Slap....ouch....slap....stop....slap.... owooo... slap....slap...slap...gods, stop...slap...oooh! The erratic slapping prevented Jean from preparing for the next blow, not that it would have helped. The force of the slapping hand came from the much stronger, much larger woman, and despite her writhing and twisting, nothing she could do permitted her to avoid the blows that rained ruthlessly on her defenseless bottom.



Bit by bit her defiance and stamina wore away and gradually her shrieks turned to moans and her demands turned to pleas. From the top of her hips to the beginning of her legs, the skin took on a uniform red color, almost painful to look at. As Mariam's rage (partly simulated) was assuaged, she became more aware of shape and texture of the behind that she was belaboring. She had spanked her previous maid, Judy, on numerous occasions, but this bottom was, by far, the more shapely and resilient. As she finally decided that Jean had been punished enough, she ran her hand over it, thinking to herself, "What a nice little ass. She feels much smoother and softer than Judy. Of course, she's only 22. Very sexy! We made a very good choice!" Jean, fortunately, was completely unaware of this evaluation of her "little ass" and the thoughts that accompanied it. In fact, she was in a stupor and, again, fortunately, also unaware of the quick feeling of that little ass.
The outcome of this episode was to set down the rules of employment more clearly than before and to give Jean incentive to learn the nuances of Marian Simmons' voice when making her "suggestions." It did put a strain on their friendly relations, but as Jim reminded Jean when she reluctantly described the event, "She warned you about her lack of patience and what would happen if you didn't do as she asked. You'll just have to be more careful. Heavens knows, we don't want anything to spoil this setup! Besides, you know that you like her and she certainly seems to like you most of the time. In any case, I think that you are a lot more upset about her seeing your bottom than that she spanked you!" Actually, of course, Jean agreed that she had asked for it and, reluctantly, she had to admit that the humiliation that came from being half naked under Marian's eyes (and hands) was what bothered her the most. After considerable soul searching, Jean apologized for her actions (and for a few things she had yelled out while being spanked), admitted that she deserved the chastisement and promised to be more diligent in the future. In a way, it seems odd that the one who had been soundly spanked and mortified did the apologizing, but that's seemed to be prudent, and it did clear the air. That, of course, was exactly the mindset that Marian wanted. She was in command and Jean was wrong if she "asked for it" by not submitting.
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However, despite Jean's evident compliance, this certainly was not the last time that Marian spanked her. It seemed that, despite her best intentions, Jean managed to do something wrong at least once a week. She didn't follow through on an assignment or she did something wrong when she did. She broke something or knocked something over. Occasionally, it seemed that Marian just felt like spanking her for no discernible reason. Whatever the cause, the spankings had the hoped for effect on Jean. She was still mortified by the entire experience, but gradually fought and squirmed less and, more importantly, worried less about the inevitable exposure. It still felt wrong to have her panties down and her bottom bare, but she no longer felt that she should have stopped it. Later, when Marian instructed her to remove them prior to a spanking, she meekly complied. Actually, that word "meekly" largely summed up the biggest change: Jean accepted Marian's dominance over her and submitted passively even when doing so seemed "wrong" according to her upbringing. The seduction was well under way. However, there was a limit, a point at which Jean felt compelled to hold the line. That point was reached just before Halloween.
Marian and her husband R. J. Simmons, or "Rob" for Robert, always had a large costume party on Halloween and Jean was expected to serve snacks and drinks. The problem arose when she was presented with a French maid costume, one worn previously by Judy at past parties. She was immediately scandalized when she tried on the dress and saw how scant the coverage would be, The skirt was short, at least five inches above the knee. With it went long fishnet hose and garter belt worn with a pair of ruffled panties. The top was very low-cut, designed to show considerable cleavage created by a built-in push-up bra. Judy had been somewhat larger than Jean and, while the waist and hips weren't too bad, her breasts rested on top of the bra rather than in it. The result – if Jean bent over, the stiff skirt rose up, presenting, at the least, a view of her thighs, and the top fell away, permitting her breasts to swing freely and visible right down to the nipples. There was no way that she could wear such an obscene costume before other people. In fact, she was embarrassed when Jim saw her and she was surprised that he didn't share her total aversion to wearing it. Actually, he said, "Boy you look cute and sexy," a comment that angered (and secretly pleased) her.
Oddly enough, Marian used almost the same words when Jean marched over to show her how impossible it was for her to wear it to the party. She was even reluctant to let Marian see her, but had to prove her point. To her dismay, Marian focused solely of the physical problems, e.g. taking in the waist and hips, and seeing what they could do to tighten the top. From Jean's point of view, she missed the real problem completely. "Good heavens, Marian, I can't wear something like this in public! The skirt's at least eight inches too short and the top would show too much of my breasts regardless of how much it could be tightened! I'm embarrassed to see myself in the mirror – only a tramp would wear something lit this!"
This, of course, was not the most gracious way of expressing her opinion, particularly since Marian had selected the costume in the first place and obviously liked it, but Jean was not in the mood to be conciliatory. She raged on about how unsuitable and how vulgar the outfit was and how she wouldn't be caught dead in it. As she raged on, she missed the signs of increasing annoyance in Marian's face, a face that soon took on the visage of a thundercloud ready for a lightning strike. Her menacing silence finally registered on Jean who suddenly became aware of the frigid atmosphere in the room. When her diatribe hesitantly came to a stop, Marian spoke.
"Now, young lady, I've heard enough of this! That costume in not vulgar, it is not obscene, it is not any of the other terms you have used in your tirade! That is a very nice, pretty outfit that is perfect for serving at our party – and, by damn, you're going to wear it or I'll know why not!"
"It is vulgar and I feel like a prostitute in it, that's why not! Anyone wearing this, flaunting their body, letting people see their breasts, showing their legs and even their panties....I don't know what to call them! There's no way on earth that I'm going to appear in public in it!"
The "conversation" went downhill from there. Finally, enraged, Marian shouted out, "I've heard enough of this. Get over to the bed, take off those panties and bend over!" Surprisingly, Jean did just that. Marian's anger cut through her own fury and, frightened by the consequences of her intemperate words, she did as she had been conditioned to do by the frequent spankings of the past two months. Suddenly, she saw the specter of being fired, losing her home and income and she regretted her vicious comments. However, despite this threatened doom, she simply could not bring herself to compromise her principles and her belief in things being either right or wrong – and this was wrong! She could, of course, have refused Marian's orders and the inevitable punishment and run back to her apartment, but she knew that doing so would bring that doom. Acquiescing was also not an option. She didn't know what to do, so she did nothing – except wait.
The wait wasn't long as Marian grabbed a bamboo rod, normally used to hold up a climbing plant, and brought it down on Jean's exposed bottom. As a switch, the rod was perfect, going through the air with a frightening swish, and landing with a sharp, penetrating splat, immediately eliciting a scream of agony. Involuntarily, Jean straightened up and put her hand on her burning hips. "Take your hands away and bend over, damn it! And spread your legs! Wider!" Responding without conscious thought, Jean dropped her head onto the bed and spread her legs wide, an act that prevented her from tensing her buttock muscles in an effort to minimize pain. Swish... smack... eeek... swish... smack... OW... swish... smack... STOP!... swish... smack... PLEASE! On and on, the blows rained down. Marian, in a frenzy of righteous anger, kept up a furious flow of words and commands. "You're going to wear that dress! Swish..smack...OW. Tell me you'll wear it! Swish...smack...eeek. Tell me! Swish...smack...I can't! On and on, Marian demanding, Jean refusing. Angry red welts crisscrossed the round mounds of Jean's hips, some on top of each other, some ending on the lips of her exposed cunt. The swish through the air was terrifying as she anticipated the inevitable smack followed by the shriek of pain forced out of her. The agony was intense and, afterwards, Jean could never explain, even to herself, why she didn't leap to her feet rather than staying there, bent over and exposed to the cruel rod. But she did!
Finally, it ended. The welts on Jean's bottom were swollen, livid and already having a purplish cast. Heat radiated outward from her skin while the throbbing ran throughout her body. With the bamboo rod held at her side, her arm tired, Marian asked, "Well, are you going to wear the dress or do you want me to start again? Or do you want to quit?"
Jean slumped down on the bed, sobbing pitifully, finally gasping out, "Oh, please, I can't stand anymore! Please don't make me do it. Please! Oh, it hurts so badly! Please! I just can't."
Marian looked down at her, impressed despite her anger, at the strength and resolve that permitted her to take that punishment and still not completely surrender. Now, however, she was begging, not demanding. Jean was a pitiful yet, oddly, an erotic sight. Her bottom, or as Marian said, her 'little ass," protruded up attractively despite the crosshatching of red welts, and her cunt was completely exposed, lips spread wide as if aroused. Obviously, thoughts of modesty were nonexistent and she made no effort, as she usually did after a spanking, to hide herself. Marian couldn't help but feel sympathy and, admittedly a bit of arousal, as she looked at the pitiful little figure, and finally said, "Ok, you think about it. Tomorrow morning, I want you here wearing that costume and we'll see about fixing it. If not, well, you know. Now, go over and change. We have a lot of work to do to get ready for the party." For Marian, this was a decisive event. Obviously, much of Jean's reservations about exposing herself to Marian had been banished by precious spankings and, now, by the brutal caning. If she conceded defeat here, seduction was much closer.
Still sobbing, both from pain and the crisis she was facing, Jean ran back to her apartment and flung herself down on the bed. The sobs turned into a flood of tears as she thought of what had happened and contemplated an impossible decision. Some time passed before she could force herself to her feet and remove the costume. Another wave of embarrassment swept through her as she realized that the ruffled panties were still on the floor in the main house. For the first time she fully realized just how exposed she had been – and another twinge of pain went through her cunt where the bamboo cane had hit. Trying to put that image out of her mind, she quickly dressed, wincing as she put on her oldest, softest panties under a loose, light weight skirt. Even those clothes rubbed and chafed as she moved, making her aware of her bottom at every step.
Moving gingerly and hesitancy, not knowing just how to act, she joined Marian in the living room. Surprisingly, Marian acted almost as if nothing had happened, making not even the slightest reference to their confrontation a short time ago. This somewhat restored Jean's equanimity and she plunged into the work as they prepared the house for the party. Obviously, the incident and the dreaded decision were always in the back of her mind (not too far back), and she, to a surprising extent, was able to join in the fun of decorating. It was only at the end of the preparation that Marian said anything about the caning. Jean, without thinking, dropped into a hard chair and, immediately, jumped up, giving a squeal of pain. Rather thoughtlessly, Marian asked, "Does it hurt that bad?" The silly question and the fire coming from her rear end, and the residual anger from the beating, caused Jean to flare up with uncustomary profanity, loudly saying, "God damn it, of course it hurts! You must have taken the skin completely off of my behind! I can't move without hurting!" Then, contrite at the vehemence of her explosion, she continued more softly, "It's really bad when I sit down, but I can stand it when I'm up."
Now it was Marian's turn show remorse, "I'm sorry it hurts so much, dear. Here, let's see." Amazingly, considering her normal shyness, Jean simply turned around and raised her skirt and Marian gently pulled her panties down. What was revealed was a pair of hips that looked almost as if she had sat down on a waffle iron. The welts were not that regular, of course, but every inch was covered. Marian was shocked at the appearance, realizing that she had been carried away and inflicted more damage than she had realized. "Stay there, Jean, and I'll get some cream that will help." Return, she commented, "This cream is for sunburns and has an anesthesia agent in it. Bend over the chair and I'll spread it on."
Like a robot, Jean did as ordered, presenting her bare hips to Marian's ministrations, immune, for the moment at least, from her aversion from being touched, particularly by a woman. Putting a large dollop of the cream in her hand, Marian gently spread it over the inflamed skin. "Boy, your little ass is really hot – this should feel good." It did feel very good, the cooling and anesthetizing agent quickly began to cut the radiating heat, bringing relief to Jean, but as the pain diminished, she became more conscious of the fact of her exposure. That exposure suddenly became much greater as Marian pulled her panties the rest of the way down and off, saying, "Spread your legs wider so I can see where else you need this." Jean shuffled her feet apart, opening herself to Marian's eyes. She presented an incredibly explicit demonstration of female anatomy, with everything from the anal opening in the back to the clitoris in the front visible. Marian had never seen such a display. Kneeling down at eye level, a foot away, absolutely nothing was hidden and she stared in fascination. She had seen Judy's cunt, of course, but never this clearly. Finally, she broke off her overall scrutinizing and focused on the damage she had wreaked. She saw that two or three welts extended right into the division of her bottom right up to the opening, itself. In addition, several direct hits on the cunt lips had caused obvious swelling.
Taking some of the anesthetizing cream on her fingertips, she carefully stroked the welts down between the cheeks, actually touching the hole several times. Then, she moved the fingers down onto Jean's cunt lips and spread cream over the swollen areas. As she did so, she couldn't help but notice that the lips were pulled back and that the internal areas were well lubricated.
This whole process was traumatic for Jean. As her legs spread, she became intensely aware that literally everything was on view, and her first reaction was to jerk back and conceal herself. If it hadn't been for the agonizing pain, she probably would have done so, particularly as she felt Marian's fingers touching her most intimate areas. However, the soothing cream on those fingers not only anesthetized the painful welts, it also, somehow sedated her aversion to being touched. On the contrary, the touches between her ass cheeks sent a funny feeling through her, a feeling that became more intense when Marian gently stroked her swollen cunt lips with the cream. Unbeknown to her, the stimulation from that gentle touch caused those signs of sexual arousal, the spreading of the lips and the lubrication. Of course, she would have been appalled and mortified if she had known, so it undoubtedly was better that Marian stood up at that point and drew her to her feet. "Ok, that should feel better. Now, I think we've done enough for today. You go rest for a while before Jim comes home. Remember, wear the costume over tomorrow morning and we'll see about taking it in." She just assumed that the issue was determined and, in general, she was very pleased with the entire episode.
Of course, she was right about Jean's decision. Jean really had little choice when she thought about it calmly. She finally rationalized the whole situation by convincing herself that she wouldn't be showing anything that wasn't on television or everywhere else anyway. She would just have to be very careful not to bend over. She felt much better the following morning although her bottom still hurt and her cunt was still tender. She had concealed her wounds from Jim the previous night to keep him from being concerned about her treatment by Marian, and fortunately, he was too tired to be interested in her cunt. As she dressed she remembered his comments the previous day, and as she looked in the mirror she was forced to admit that, aside from its lack of coverage, she did look very pretty. She suddenly realized that while she had considered herself to be pretty in the past, "sexy" was something new. It was a different thought and, she admitted, surprising herself, an interesting one.
They worked on the costume and were able to take in the surplus in the waist and hips, but their efforts on the top were less successful. Marian commented, "I guess you'll just have to careful about bending over. Keep your back straight and bend your knees. You really look pretty in that costume. You know, I always wanted to wear an outfit like that, but I'm just too big, too tall." She giggled and added, "In addition, my tits are just too big, too! I'd stick up way above the top!" Jean was surprised at that idea. She'd always envied tall women, particularly those with figures like Marian's. Clothes just seemed to be made for taller women. She also was continually surprised at Marian's expressions, like "tits," "ass" and "cunt," even occasionally, fuck, words that Jean knew but didn't feel that she should use. Marian, however, just used them and, somehow, made more proper words like breast, buttocks and vagina seem almost prissy. Like saying "sexual intercourse" rather than "screwing", a word that, surprisingly, Jean did use. Using "fucking" rather than "screwing" was inconceivable.
In any case, Halloween came and the guests filled the large living room, dressed in all manner of costumes. As she entered the room the first time, passing out snacks, she felt that every eye was on her. Slowly she realized that, in most cases, she was almost invisible, a part of the furniture, as the eyes passed right over her to other guests. Oddly enough, as time passed, she found her costume to be very comfortable as she got used to the short skirt. She felt "dressed up" at a party, acting as a character different from her usual conservative self. As that basically anonymous character, she began to enjoy herself, feeling much freer with her build-in inhibitions under control. She quit worrying about her skirt raising up to reveal her thighs as she offered drinks to seated guest, even, for the first time in her life, half hoping that someone would see. She became almost giddy at this first taste of semi-sexual freedom. At one point, when a couple sitting on a low couch reached for her drink tray, she bent right over, wondering if anyone behind her could see her ruffled panties. However, she, for the moment, forgot the loose top and non-restricting bra, and suddenly she woke up to the feeling of her breasts swinging free before the entranced stares of the guests. She straightened abruptly, almost spilling the tray of drinks, and, blushing furiously, turned away in a panic as her conservative self took command again. The rest of the evening went by in a haze as she rigidly held herself in a safe posture, averting her eyes, wondering each time she served someone if that person had seen something earlier.
She was relieved when the party was finally over and cleaning up began. Much could be left to the next day, of course, but not everything. Marian complimented her on how helpful and efficient she had been and Jean basked in the praise, putting her indiscretions behind her. However, she had one more faux pas to commit. Rob Simmons, who usually had no role in housekeeping, was straightening up the furniture and taking things to the kitchen. Engrossed in the cleaning up process, Jean was paying no attention, bending over to pick up plates, reaching down for discarded items and, in general, forgetting the "stay erect" strategy to preserve her modesty. As a result, Rob was treated to an excellent, and frequent, view of her bare thighs above the fishnet hose as well as the ruffled panties. Even better, from his point of view (literally), when she leaned down when facing him, both breasts were clearly visible, including both nipples. In fact, one time when she reached out and sideways as she bent over, one breast actually fell completely out of the dress. That she could hardly overlook and she straightened up abruptly, catching his eye focused on the exposed breast. He looked away immediately, of course, but the damage was done. Mortified and horribly embarrassed, Jean hurried with the rest of the cleanup, said goodnight and hurried out.
Later that night, Marian and Rob talked about the event, inevitably getting to Jean's role. Rob was quite animated when he talked of, "Seeing her tits as she bent over, particularly when one fell out. They really looked nice and firm – bigger than I expected for someone so small! Her legs looked very sexy too, especially when her skirt was up to her panties. I wonder how many other people got a look at her."



"I'm sure that a number did. I think that she was a bit careless for a while. She does have nice tits. I haven't touched them yet, but I'm sure they're firm. One other thing. After I used the rod on her the other day, I rubbed some lotion on her ass and cunt and her cunt was open and wet. I deliberately felt her and she didn't pull away, so I think I'm making good progress. You know, I really like her and I hope we can all enjoy this. I'll take it slow, though."
Fortunately for Jean's equilibrium, Rob left on another trip on Monday morning so she was spared the further embarrassment of meeting him until time eased the awkwardness. Actually, she didn't see a lot of him, anyway since he was normally out all day or working in his home office when not on the road and out of town the rest of the time. He was in his middle fifties, in very good shape (travel burned off the calories) and seemed quite convivial and friendly, if usually preoccupied. One of the first rules Jean learned when starting work was to stay out of his office except for occasional cleaning and then to be extremely careful not to disturb any papers. She had been very careful and, after showing him her breast, and, she was certain, her panties, she intended to avoid any contact for a while!
Gradually, these few little (?) problems or indiscretions faded in significance for Jean, but she still remembered that heady feeling of freedom from her self-limiting moral rules. Jim, Marian and, as she heard indirectly from Marian, Rob, all thought that she had really looked nice, and, truth be told, so had she. The most obvious outcome of all this was her selection of somewhat shorter skirts and less concealing bras. She still insisted on staying completely dressed in the evening even when Rob Simmons was out of town and she was watching a movie with Marian. Nonetheless, while it didn't show, of course, her thought processes and view of proper behavior gradually were changing. She even shocked herself one day by referring to her "tits," blushing deeply immediately afterwards. The real change from the Halloween incidents, particularly the caning with the bamboo rod, was her relationship with Marian. Prior to that, Jean had been spanked because of something she had done of not done. The caning was done to force her to do something she didn't want to do. The end result was to firmly establish Marian, in her mind, as the unquestioned dominant person, she the submissive – a personal domination, not just the employee-employer relationship, although that obviously played a role. It was a subtle difference, but a real one. That did not, however, mean that a disagreement over deeply held beliefs could not lead to another major altercation. This type of confrontation occurred several weeks later when Rob Simmons was on a two-week trip to the southwest. It was the next step in Marian's seduction campaign.
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As was a daily occurrence when Rob was out of town, Jean came into the main part of the house to keep Marian company by, as usual, watching a movie on TV. As was not unusual, Marian was taking a bubble bath before settling down for the evening. Sometimes she bathed early in the evening and put on a dressing gown to be comfortable as they watched. Other evenings, she waited until the movie was over and relaxed by soaking in the tub after Jean left. As always, while she waited, Jean sat down in the bedroom, turning on the TV. Hearing a call from the bathroom, she walked to the door and asked, "What is it Marian?"
She was shocked to hear the reply, "Come in and wash my back, Jean, I can't reach it very well." Jean knew that Marian had strained her shoulder that afternoon reaching up to a shelf, but the request came as a shock. never having done anything like that before.
Hesitantly, she pushed open the door and, averting her eyes from the tub, asked "You...you... want me to wash your back?"
"Yes, of course. It's hard to do myself. Here's the washcloth." It seemed to be an innocent enough request, but, Jean had never been even that intimate with another woman, and it bothered her. Reluctantly, and not being able to think of a non-offensive way to say that she didn't want to do it, Jean took the cloth, covered it with soap, and began rubbing it gently in small circles over Marian's broad back, down to the water level. She was surprised to find that the sensation was not unpleasant and that, really, there was nothing "wrong" with it. Perhaps more personal than she liked, but nothing wrong. Marian sighed, "Oh that feels good!" Then, leaning further forward, she added, "Go further down, dear."
Without conscious thought of anything amiss, Jean let her hand holding the washcloth work down through the bubbles into the water, going past Marian's waist onto her lower back. Without any comment, Marian raised herself slightly, and, suddenly, Jean realized that she was washing her hips, even, briefly, encountering the start of their division. Startled and shocked, she jerked her hand back out of the water and up to Marian's shoulders, and, thinking that she had carelessly washed too far, gasped out, "Oh, I'm sorry!"
Marian's reply, however, was even more shocking. Leaning back completely, she replied, "Don't be silly, dear, that felt very nice. Now, do my front."
It took several seconds for her request to get into Jean's numbed brain, but when it did, it was like a bombshell. Without thinking, her eyes went down where Marian's large breasts floated on the water, the rosy-pink nipples, firmly erect, peeking through the froth of the bubble bath. Frozen there briefly, Jean couldn't take her eyes off them, fascinated and tempted despite herself. Coming out of her stupor, she pulled back and, still staring at the exposed breasts, squeaked out, "Oh, I couldn't! I can't do that! It'd be wrong!"
"Now, don't be silly, girl! There's nothing wrong with washing my breasts. Your hands felt good on my back -- now do the front!"
The last was said with a tone that Jean had come to recognize as "Do what I tell you or you're in deep trouble!" Her hand involuntarily started forward at the command, but jerked back as she pulled away and got to her feet, fearfully saying, "I just can't!" Hiding her face with her hands, she repeated, I just can't!" This was far more traumatic than the French maid costume problem because called for her to actually do something, not just exposing herself. She just stood there, trembling, not knowing what to do.
Then, like the voice of doom, she heard Marian icily say, "Go out into the bedroom and wait for me. I'll be out as soon as I've finished my bath."
Jean stumbled out of the bathroom, hardly able to control her shaking as she slumped into a chair. She was in very deep trouble. Unquestionably, she had insulted Marian and was going to pay the consequences. Her mind was in turmoil, and, as time passed as Marian unhurriedly finished her bath, she went back and forth. "Maybe I should have done what she wanted. All she wanted was for me to wash her breasts with the cloth! I didn't want to, but maybe I should have anyway. But, she could have done that herself -- why did she want me to do it? And it wasn't right. I shouldn't be touching her breasts. I shouldn't even have looked at them. Gods, though, they were big! What's she going to do? Maybe I should have done it....." Time passed at a turtle's pace and her mind just ran the same thoughts over and over, leaving her, eventually in a puddle of fear. Waiting for the inevitable chastisement seemed worse than the eventual reality -- but, of course, it wasn't. Finally the bathroom door opened and her doom appeared.
Marian walked into the room, the image of a freshly-bathed woman, her skin pink and glowing, well creamed and pampered. Wrapped in a warm, fluffy robe, presumably relaxed and calm after her bath, one would have expected to see a happy expression on her face. Unfortunately for any hope for leniency for Jean, her expression was menacing, promising retribution. Her first words confirmed what the expression promised. "Stand up, take your panties down and bend over the bed! Quickly!"
Jean never thought of disobeying. Almost by reflex action, she was on her feet reaching under her skirt for the top of her panties, slipping them down around her thighs and placing her head and shoulders flat on the bed. Her back was angled upwards and as Marian flipped her skirt up, the curves of her buttocks were displayed in all of their beauty: pink skin over well fleshed cheeks providing a lovely target for what was to come. "All right, young woman -- explain yourself!"
"Please, Marian, I just couldn't do it. It's not right for me to touch your breasts. I'm a woman too and it's not right for one woman to touch another. I've been taught that all my life. I'll...I'll do your back whenever you want, I'll do almost anything you want, but I can't touch you other places! Please forgive me."
"No Jean, I won't forgive you without punishing you first. You'll get five hard blows from this ruler for your actions in there." Waving an 18" wooden ruler which was about 1" in width, she went on, "However, the punishment will continue until you are willing to give up that senseless, puritanical viewpoint and promise to do as I ask. We went through this at Halloween and I thought that you had learned. Now, spread your legs and get ready. You can stop this after
As instructed, Jean spread her legs wide apart, presenting a view of her cunt that would have been inconceivable for her not long ago, but now she did it without conscious thought. She knew that protests were useless, but she tried anyway. "Please, Marian, just give me the five. I can't do what you wa.....OW!" Before she could finish her plea, the flat, flexible ruler came down with a loud "whacking" noise, leaving a wide red stripe on the previously unblemished skin. Before the pain had even a moment to subside another "smack" brought another shriek of agony from Jean. Smack, smack, smack, the rest of the five punishment blows came in quick order, crisscrossing Jean's flesh with crimson bands and eliciting louder and louder cries of pain.
"Ok, those are for your actions tonight. Are you going to do as I ask?"
"Oooh, please! I can't! Please stop!"
Without further conversation, the ruler began a rhythmic, almost metronome-like beat, one "smack" after another. Each smack was followed immediately by a cry of anguish and a plea for mercy. "Please, please, I can't, I can't, OUCH, please stop, OW, I can't....." Smack, smack......on and on......the smacks louder and louder, the cries and shrieks fainter and fainter as Jean's reserves of strength waned. Soon she was just moaning and crying rather than screaming. Suddenly, Marian changed angles, bringing the ruler upwards directly across the broadly spread cunt, eliciting a new, different cry of agony. Three more quick whacks hit the cunt lips, bringing a final collapse and surrender from Jean. "God, stop it! I'll do it! Anything. Please quit." The submission was faint and gasping, but clear -- complete capitulation. Ironically, if she had held out one or two more blows, she might have won, for Marian, not a sadist, just didn't want to hurt her any more. Still, she took advantage of her victory.
"Look at me, Jean!" As Jean, with difficulty raised up and looked around, she saw that Marian's robe had come open during the spanking and both breasts were completely exposed. Marian stepped forward until her right breast was directly in front of Jean's face and commanded, "Kiss my nipple!" Completely under her control now, Jean leaned forward and obediently placed a kiss right on the tip. "Now, suck it!" Seemingly in an almost hypnotic state, Jean took the nipple between her lips and gently sucked it and, guided by Marian's hands, repeated it on the left breast. Her victory secure, Marian pulled Jean to her feet and embraced her as Jean rested her head between the breasts and cried while returning the hug. Actually, Marian had taken a real risk that she was pushing Jean too far and too fast by beating her so badly and then demanding such a clear declaration of submission, but she had won.
Fortunately, Jim was still studying when Jean returned and she was able to conceal her flaming bottom and throbbing cunt. The following morning, after he was gone, she surveyed the damage to her hips in the mirror and was relieved to see that, unlike the bamboo rod, the flat ruler did not leave welts, although there were red-purple spots that were destined to become bruises. She felt her cunt and, while there was a little residual soreness, the swelling had disappeared overnight. Thus reassured about her physical condition, she went to work with only the remembered and future trauma to worry her. She had lain awake for a long time, reliving the ordeal of the previous night, haunted by the immoral contact with Marian's breasts more than the spanking. The thought that she had not only seen those breasts but actually had kissed and sucked both of the nipples -- well, there are no words to describe the jumble of thoughts that plagued her.
All her life, the idea of homosexual, or lesbian, contact with another woman had seemed to be obscene, beyond the pale. She had never conceived of any combination of events or pressure that would have excused her actions. Yet she had done so and, hanging over her and dominating her thoughts, was the realization that she was going to be given the same options that night -- accept Marian domination and go even further down the road to degradation, suffer another furious beating and, after great suffering, take that same road, or categorically refuse and sever relations. She couldn't do the latter without losing her home and job and disrupt her's and Jim's lives. It made no sense to be beaten into submission and end up doing the same immoral acts, but she also couldn't meekly do what she always had considered to be sinful. A no-win situation but the time of choice was bound to come.
Still, the day, itself, was completely normal. Nothing was said about the previous night and the comments and conversation between Jean and Marian were as innocuous as usual -- nothing consequential or alluding to any potential confrontation coming that evening. Nonetheless, Jean felt, all day, a mounting pressure that approached a climax as evening approached. Jim and Jean had dinner and, as usual when Rob Simmons was out of town, she, this time with foreboding, joined Marian. Unlike the rest of the day, the atmosphere was electric. While the conversation was neutral and friendly, both seemed to be filling time until the main event occurred.
With no particular inflection, Marian announced, as she had done on other evenings, "I think I'll take a bath. Would you run the water for me, dear?" Moving like a robot programmed to follow orders even if it led to its destruction, Jean quietly went into the bathroom and began filling the tub, sprinkling in Marian's favorite bubble bath liquid. She wasn't letting herself think, merely acting. Unlike other evening when the bath was late, she had the feeling that she wasn't going home after filling the tub. She did, however, expect to finish and leave the room before Marian entered, but she was startled out of her rigidly held composure as Marian came up behind her, doffed her robe, and stood completely naked, saying, "Please help me into the tub, dear. It gets slippery with that bubble bath soap already in."
Jean was stunned and couldn't help but stare at the voluptuous figure before her. She couldn't avert her eyes to avoid the seeming acres of nude flesh before her, nor frankly, in her shocked state, did she try. The large breasts, hanging pendulously as she bent over to step in, the triangular forest of hair crowning her Mons pubis and, as she turned, the rounded curves of her hips -- all were mesmerizing, even for someone primed to be scandalized by such sights. Finally facing the crossroads that she had feared all day, Jean did what she had known she would do -- capitulate! She couldn't make that catastrophic choice, giving up her job, home and, perhaps, her future, nor could she suffer another agonizing spanking when she knew that she would surrender in the end anyway. Reaching for the washcloth, she, without prompting, began to wash Marian's back.
As she had the day before, she worked the cloth downward, washing in circles until she reached the lower back and the beginning of the buttocks. Delaying as long as possible, she repeated the process going upwards as Marian sighed, "Ah, that feels wonderful." Then, without further comment, Marian leaned back against the rear of the tub, presenting, as yesterday, her breasts floating in the bubble-strewn water, the erect, pink nipples providing a focal point for Jean's transfixed eyes. Resigned to the inevitable, she began washing at the shoulders and worked down over Marian's chest and, finally, onto the left breast. She watched her hand as it seemingly moved of its own volition over the soft, but firm, mound of flesh. The thin soapy cloth slid smoothly over the skin and, despite herself, the sensual sensation overcame her reluctance to touch the other woman. As her hand moved under the breast, lifting and gentling squeezing, she became entranced by the unexpected weight and resilience. Added to that, the turgid nipple, easily one-half inch in diameter and three-quarters of an inch long, pushing against the palm of her hand through the thin cloth, was almost erotic.
Suddenly, Jean awoke from her almost trancelike condition, realizing that she had washed the same breast three times. Blushing profusely, she moved to the other one, giving it a quick but through washing. Not knowing what to do next, she let her hand move below the breasts into the water onto Marian's abdomen and stomach. Marian, who had just been enjoying the manipulation of her breasts with her eyes closed, indicated her approval by arching up slightly, making her middle more accessible. As she did so, Jean's qualms returned, multiplied many times. The whiteness of Marian's skin showed clearly through the water, concealed only partly by the bubbles, and, just barely visible, her cunt hair. As Jean reluctantly began rubbing the wash cloth over the slightly rounded stomach she couldn't take her eyes away from that triangle of hair, dreading the fearful moment that she knew was coming.
Once again, her hand seemed to move without conscious direction from her brain. She watched in that trance-like state as the fingers manipulating the wash cloth moved downwards in a circular path, over the navel and crossing from hip bone to hip bone. Near the hair line, at the hair line and, finally, into the hair, the forbidden pubic area. She was fascinated to see the foaming up as the hair caught the soap from the cloth. She seemed disconnected, yet she, still, even though the cloth, felt the changing texture as she began to wash Marian's most intimate charms. As her hand reached the triangle of hair the legs automatically parted, welcoming and giving access to the secret area between. Accepting that invitation, Jean's hand slid between the thighs and began washing Marian's cunt.
For Jean, the situation was confusing as well as shocking. She watched the hand, obviously knew that it was hers, and actually could feel the separation of the cunt lips, but it still seemed that she was detached from what was going on. Suddenly, she was startled into a more aware condition as Marian pressed upwards toward her hand and even writhed against it, clearly aroused by the manipulation of her vaginal area. Jean's fear and aversion returned as she was pulled out of her mental stupor, suddenly unable any longer to isolate herself from the sexual nature of the situation. Blushing profusely, she quickly ran the wash cloth through Marian's crotch into her anal area (enticing another surge against her hand by Marian) and, anticlimaxally, if there is such a word, down her legs. Ironically, part of the genesis of her profuse blushing was the realization that Marian's reactions had stimulated an unacceptable hint of sexual excitement in her own system!
Finally, with the careful washing of Marian's feet, the ordeal seemed to be over. However, Marian prolonged the torment by saying, as she got up, "Take the spray and rinse me off, and then get a towel off of the rack." As Jean directed the spray over the nude body before her, she was forced to see all parts nicely displayed as the residual foam was washed away. Taking a heated towel from the rack, she began a vigorous drying of Marian's shoulders and back, working down to the hips. She ran the towel over the buttocks and, forcing herself not to think of what she was touching, dried the crevice in between. At that point, Marian revolved, and the entire naked front was presented for drying.
Starting at the neck, Jean worked her way down, drying each breast separately, all too aware of the weight and resilience as she did so. Bending over as she moved further down, over the stomach, she found herself almost at eye level with the blond thatch of wet, matted pubic hair. The towel quickly absorbed the moisture, leaving a springy and curly mound crowning the entrance to Marian's cunt, an entrance made more accessible as her legs parted widely. Trying to keep her mind blank and acting as matter-of-factly as possible, Jean slid the towel inward and gently dried the cunt, uncomfortably aware, as she did so, of the different texture and feel of the hair lined slit. Despite herself and all of her hang-ups, she couldn't resist a quick peek as she pulled her hand out, seeing, for the first time in her life, the cunt lips of another woman. Suddenly embarrassed, she pulled her eyes away guiltily and quickly dried both of Marian's legs, ending what unquestionably was the most traumatic experience of her life.
Actually, of course, really nothing of moment had happened. As Jim would point out later, nurses (male and female) wash female patients all the time. A masseuse will rub a client's entire body without hesitancy. For Jean, however, her background, her beliefs, her inexperience, all made this a harrowing incident out of all proportion to what had occurred. The entire event probably took less time to happen than it did to describe, but Jean's internal conflict lasted much longer! She was awake much of the night, filled with conflicting emotions -- she had done what she knew she had to do, but her conscience kept telling her that she shouldn't have. At the same time, despite her qualms, it had been interesting to feel Marian's breasts, even though the washcloth and towel. Things that had been traumatic at the time, now, in retrospect, seemed to be at least interesting. Thus, rationality battled with illogical training and moral imperatives. Ultimately, rationality prevailed since her obvious lack of options made it irrefutable that she had been forced to do what she had done, thus easing her conscience. This decision was made easier when she finally admitted to herself that the whole thing hadn't been so bad, after all. In addition, though this was still something she wouldn't permit herself to recognize that night or for some time to come, she had been aroused by seeing and touching Marian's nude body.



Still, regardless of her own acceptance of her coerced sinful behavior -- as she still thought of it -- she didn't tell Jim of what she had been forced to do. She was certain that he would angrily react, blaming both her and Marian for what he would consider their totally depraved behavior. Even worse, he probably would be more principled than she and they would end up without a place to live. Besides, regardless of rationalizations that eased her conscience, she, irrationally, still did feel guilty.
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Kenny dressed quickly and came over to watch Linda get ready. As he approached the room, all he could hear was, "Damn, damn, damn, what did I do! What'll I do now?" As he came in he saw that she was completely naked except for a pair of black, lace-topped, thigh-high hose. Certainly an interesting picture, but as she looked up, seeing him, tears of frustration in her eyes, she said, "I didn't pack what I need to wear with this dress! Now I don't have anything I can wear tonight and it's too late to buy anything! Oh, how could I have been so stupid?" Kenny obviously was confused, so she explained. "As you may have noticed, my breasts are large for my height and weight. As a result, I have trouble ﬁnding dresses that ﬁt. If they ﬁt my breasts, the waist and hips are too big. If they ﬁt my waist and hips, the top is too small. This dress, though," holding up a silky, black sheath, "ﬁts perfectly down below and has a light built-in bra that stretches enough so that it holds me ok. Unfortunately, the material is soft and thin so that if my nipples get hard, they stick straight out. In addition, I can't wear panties, garter belt and hose because the material shows the outline of them too. What I normally wear is a heavy body stocking that hides my nipples and I wear these thigh-high hose that stay up by themselves. It is perfect then.....but I forgot the damn body stocking! I can't wear a bra under the dress and I don't even own any pantyhose!" The frustration was suddenly too much for her, and she started to cry.
Putting his arms around her, he tried to help. "Come on, Linda! You have lovely tits and they certainly are not too large. They're perfect! Now, put the dress on with nothing under it and let's see how it looks."
"My god, Kenny! I couldn't wear it like that! I'd be almost naked! Everything would show! I'd have to wear panties, at least." Despite her consternation, she was finally agreed to slip the dress on just to prove to him how impossible his incredible suggestion was. She reached into the drawer and pulled out a pair of panties, slipped them on and slid the dress up over her hips. "You'll have to fasten it in back. The zipper goes the whole way up and I can't get into or out of it without help." The dress was a silky, form-ﬁtting black sheath, the material, as she had said, stretching comfortably and snuggly over her breasts and following the curves of her body ﬂawlessly.
After zipping her up, Kenny stepped back to see the overall look, and his reaction was one of awe, saying, "Wow, Linda, you're beautiful! That ﬁts perfectly! Look at yourself! "
She looked at herself in the mirror and agreed that it looked wonderful -- as he said, a perfect ﬁt. She picked up the brightly colored scarf she wore with it and tied it around her neck, the tails ﬂowing gracefully, one over her shoulder, one over her left breast. The vibrant scarf set off the black sheath, creating an ensemble that anyone would be pleased with. "Oh, Kenny, I do like it, but that's not the problem." Even as she spoke, her nipples stiffened and, suddenly, two hard points projected through the cloth. "See what I mean? And look here!" She turned her back to the mirror and looked at her hips. The material of the dress was thin and clinging, and every seam of her panties was clearly delineated. "I couldn't possibly go out like this! I feel positively naked on top and my panty line shows in the back! And, even if I could wear it, the girls would be mortiﬁed to be seen with me! It just won't do!"
"You look wonderful, and you see more than that on TV every day! What makes you think that the girls wouldn't like it? I'll tell you what. I'll call them and have them come up. They can look at you and tell you what they think."
"Oh, Kenny, don't! I'd be horribly embarrassed! In any case, they wouldn't tell the truth if they didn't approve!" Ignoring her protests, Kenny did phone the girls' rooms and told them that Mrs. Kramer had a serious problem with her dress and asked them to come up and help. Linda was aghast when he told her that they would be right up, sure that they would be scandalized, wondering, anyway, if she should tell her students about her personal problem. She never showed anything in school, and always tried to minimize the size of her breasts and, certainly, to hide her very prominent nipples.
Kenny led the girls in, sitting down on the edge of the bed and saying only that Mrs. Kramer evidently left something at home and that she thought that she couldn't wear this dress without it. As they came into her room, their first reaction most certainly was not what she had expected and feared. They had anticipated seeing their teacher in a teacher-type dress, but instead they found a glamorous woman dressed in a sleek, sophisticated ensemble. There was a moment of silence followed by a jumble of appreciative comments, ranging from "Oh, wow!" to "That's beautiful!" More than the remarks themselves, however, was their immediate and obviously sincere approval. She basked in that appreciation as the girls continued their admiring comments, saying that they couldn't see any problem. That brought her back to earth and she explained the need for her missing body stocking.
At that point, a strange transformation of the group took place. Rather than being a teacher and four girls, they became ﬁve females discussing clothing problems -- what was suitable and what could be done. The girls showed unrestrained admiration for her ﬁgure, particularly her "too large" breasts (Jenny Simpkins, looking down at her own 34A's, said "I wish I had that problem!"), and being very emphatic that she shouldn't worry about points showing.
Beth Simmons added, "You see it all the time! Going braless and letting them show is perfectly acceptable today, all the stars do it! Besides, you have a bra in the dress so they can't stick out too much even if the material is thin." Then, "Ooh!" as the "points" they were discussing suddenly stuck out, causing her to add, "Well, I guess they can show! What difference does it make anyway? It looks very nice and very sexy!"
That was the unanimous opinion and the comments about her "points" were extremely complimentary. Linda was beginning be convinced by their enthusiastic support, but, she suddenly remembered the other problem -- her bottom. Reluctantly, she turned around, presenting her hips to them, saying, "Even if I could go out without the body stocking over my breasts, I still need it back here!" There was immediate and universal agreement she was right -- there was no way she could wear that sleek, sophisticated dress with her panties so clearly outlined.
It was Angela, who ﬁnally made the obvious suggestion that the others had been reluctant to propose. "Mrs. Kramer, why don't you try it without panties? It would get rid of the lines, and no one would know, anyway." Once the subject was broached, everyone enthusiastically supported the idea, and, after several protests that she couldn't do that, Linda ﬁnally pulled the tight skirt almost to her waist, exposing her hose tops and even, brieﬂy, her cunt hair. She quickly pulled the panties down and off, throwing them onto the bed near Kenny. (Actually, everyone had forgotten that he was there, but peculiarly enough, no one seemed surprised or concerned that he undoubtedly had just seen a considerable amount of Mrs. Kramer. Certainly, she paid no attention.)
The removal of the panties made a tremendous improvement, as might be expected. The panty lines were gone and the material ﬂowed over her hips in a smooth, unbroken line. Unfortunately, however, as the material hung from her waist over her hips, it molded itself to her body, showing the rounded cheeks of her ass, even dipping into the indentation between. As she walked around the room, her unfettered buttocks moved seductively through the thin fabric, teasingly announcing the lack of undergarments. Again, the consensus opinion was expressed as "Wow!" Everyone agreed that the outﬁt was somewhat revealing, but insisted that she wear it. Far from being embarrassed by being with her, they loved the idea! Finally, she conceded, saying, "Well, if you all think it looks nice and doesn't show too much, I'll do it. It feels wonderful on me, much better than with a body stocking -- but," blushing for at least the twentieth time in the last ﬁfteen minutes, "I almost feel naked! But, I guess that if you've seen this much of me, it doesn't matter about a bunch of strangers!"
So, in short order, accompanied by the four girls (now deﬁnitely her friends and collaborators (or co-conspirators) and her youthful lover, Mrs. Kramer went out to face the world, feeling very sexy. Once again, she went out naked under her clothes, enjoying it much more this time, that pleasure augmented by the extremely complimentary comments and admiring (and envious) looks that the girls continued to send her way. Needless to say, however, those were certainly not the only appreciative eyes that roamed up and down her body. As she strolled through the vast lobby of the Kennedy Center, her nipples proudly erect and protruding, her hips swaying and undulating, she attracted glances and stares which normally would have made her cringe. However, the overwhelming majority of those observing her appearance clearly were impressed by what they saw, and she felt like a celebrity with her coterie as they were ushered to their seats. All evening she felt glamorous and daring, one time, during intermission, deliberately bending low over a drinking fountain, knowing full well that the clinging fabric was molding itself around the cleavage of her ass cheeks.
Surprisingly, the girls seemed almost as excited by her appearance as she, gleefully pointing out people, mostly men, of course, who couldn't take their eyes off of her. They seemed to get a vicarious thrill from her sensual appearance and the attention she received as they walked through the crowd. All evening their conversation centered on her ﬁgure and her appearance, all of them startled by the transformation from a nice looking teacher to a fem fatale. Remarks that a day or so before would have been catty, now were admiring and sincere: "Boy, look at her nipples! They must stick out an inch, at least!" "I'd love to see her tits bare! They must be something!" "Gods, when she bends over you can see the split of her pussy right through her skirt! I'll bet she doesn't know how much she is showing!" "Kenny sure got a good look at her pussy when she took her panties off! I'll bet he's hard!" "Wow, look at that guy over there...I think he got a ﬂash of her cunt when she got up. He can't take his eyes off of her!" On and on, but not critical: envious perhaps, certainly proud to be with her -- and honestly curious about what was under her dress.
Kenny had brought his digital camera, and they took pleasure being photographed with her, individually and collectively, both in the lobby and the concourse outside. By the time they returned to their hotel after a wonderful performance, she was ﬂoating again, ﬁlled with the pleasure of the evening and their unending compliments. The girls were still suffused with the energy generated by that vicarious participation in her erotic display. Thus, as might be expected, no one was ready for bed after such a heady evening, so they purchased a variety of snacks and drinks from the small store in the hotel and prepared to have themselves a little party.
They sat around, eating and drinking, giggling and comparing notes as they talked about performances at the Kennedy Center, both that of the orchestra and that of Linda. The consensus was that Linda was more interesting. She had never had this kind of adulation and genuine admiration, and when combined with the sexual thrill she had felt all evening, she was actually giddy, almost drunk with sensations, not liquor. The girls were almost as exhilarated, and they seemed as excited as ever by their participation in her semi-illicit (for a teacher) exposure. They looked at the small images of the pictures, taken that evening, in the digital camera, and even in that minute size, Linda's "ﬁner" points were obvious, not to mention several showing her "rear" assets! The reality that the girls (and Kenny, of course) were co-conspirators, was made clear when one of them commented, "We'd better not let anyone else see these! We'll have to take some regular pictures tomorrow to show other people!"
Linda, replied, "Good heavens, is that the truth! But, I had hoped some of those at the theatre wouldn't be so obvious. I wanted to be able to show them at school, but I'm afraid they might be shocked at these! Actually, they don't really show anything, but it's pretty clear that I don't have anything on under my dress!"
At that, Kenny volunteered, "Don't worry. These will go right into my computer and no one else will see them. I'll make prints for all of us, but I'll be able to 'dampen down' your 'points' with my editing program so that you can have regular prints."
When Linda realized that the pictures would not have to be developed and that Kenny could "clean them up" if necessary, her relief was obvious, and when Beth suggested more pictures, with unanimous support from the others, she joined in the levity with enthusiasm. Several pictures were taken that emphasized the projection of her nipples, and several more showing her skirt following every line and division of her hips.
Finally, Kenny suggested a few "cheesecake" poses, and, again with the unanimous urging of the collaborators in her debauchery, she perched on the arm of a chair, breasts projecting out, skirt pulled half-way up her thigh, asking, "How's this!" She was greeted with whistles and applause, calling for more provocative poses. Several of the girls joined in, pulling their skirts up, exposing thighs encased in pantyhose, and urging her to lift her's higher. However, she ﬁnally, drew the line when the band of her thigh high stockings came into view, blushing and saying, "I can't pull it any higher than that! I've got nothing on under here, as you well know!"
For Kenny, all of this deliberate sexual showing off had an obvious impact. Upon returning to the room, he had changed to a tee shirt and soft sweat pants with, as usual, nothing under them. He had not anticipated anything sexy going on until after the girls left, so he never even thought of needing to restrain his cock. Seeing, ﬁrst, Linda posing sexily, followed by the girls' exposure, had the inevitable result. As a result, if he straightened up, his hardened cock projected straight out, a fact that had become more and more difﬁcult to conceal. Actually, the girls were already well aware of his condition and found it to be both amusing and exciting. Like most girls in a similar situation, they wanted to play up to a boy (or man) and to show themselves off, using any reasonable excuse to do so.
So, seemingly accepting Linda's statement as a limit, Jenny proposed a group picture, a girl on each side of Linda, all holding their skirts up. Jenny got on one side, Beth on the other, and all three lifted their skirts and posed for a very provocative picture. Then, Jenny said, "I know, you put your arms around both of us and we'll each hold our own skirts with one hand your skirt with the other!" So, the tableau was set. They got in position, the girls lifted their own skirts up and, together, raised Linda's. As it came up higher, Linda, concerned, said, "Not too high girls!" Kenny prepared to snap the shutter, and just as he did, both girls gave a quick tug, pulling Linda's skirt well above her triangle of cunt hair, exposing everything below her waist.
It was very quick, and Linda wasn't quite sure of how far it had gone up, but she almost screamed, "Girls! What are you doing! Oh, my heavens!" Her face was suffused with red, horribly embarrassed -- but, somehow, excited at the same time. She didn't know where to look or what to do, but the air was ﬁlled with whistles and "wows" from her audience. The two girls hugged her and she brieﬂy hid her face against Beth until her composure returned. At last, face still red, she faced them, saying, "You're awful! What a thing to do! Gods, I'm embarrassed!"
Jenny asked, "Are you mad at us?"
"Yes! That was awful! " but she, reluctantly, was smiling as she said it. Reassured, Beth said, "Let's look at the picture." On the small screen, the image of Linda's exposure was crystal clear and, once again, her face turned crimson, as she blurted out, "Oh, Kenny! Make sure no one ever sees that! I'd be ruined!" He promised and the others all consoled her, telling her how sexy she looked and it was nothing to be embarrassed about with just them. Finally, comforted by their obvious caring, and convinced that she really did look sexy, she simply said, "Ok, damn it! I guess it's all right as long as you keep it hidden. It's a little late to worry about showing everything after the fact, anyway."
Angela then chimed in with, "But, that's not fair! Beth and Jenny had their picture taken with you but Judy and I didn't. We should have a picture, too!"
Linda looked at her in consternation, asking, "Do you mean that I should pose like that with you too? I couldn't possibly do that deliberately! lt's bad enough that they tricked me into doing it!" However, after long and intensive cajoling, there was Linda standing between Angela and Judy, all three holding their skirts up, the girls showing their panties, as Kenny took their picture. Then, resignedly, Linda put her arms around the two girls, smiled at the camera, and waited. The girls pulled up their own skirts all the way up, and, without hesitating raised Linda's almost to her waist -- and held it there, exposing her completely, as Kenny focused the camera. This was no quick glimpse at her nether charms, it was a viewing, an exhibition that she permitted with no protest. It was, in part, resignation to the inevitable, but, even more, she liked it!
At that point, Angela whispered to Jenny, "Let's give Kenny a thrill! His cock is almost breaking through his pants now!" She whispered her proposal and Jenny passed it on. One by one, without saying anything, the girls went into the bathroom, removed their pantyhose and panties and came back out. When all were ready, Angela suggested, "Let's have a picture of all four of us with Mrs. Kramer." The proposal was enthusiastically accepted and they stood together, two girls on each side of Linda, and Kenny took the shot. Then, as planned, Angela said, "Ok, one more with all our skirts up! Mrs. Kramer, make sure yours is pulled up all the way!"
Linda was resigned (as well as pleased) to exposing herself, so she giggled like one of the kids, saying, "Why not? Everything was displayed before, anyway!"
Kenny said, "Ready!" At that signal, and just as he snapped the shutter, they lifted their skirts to their waists, revealing that all ﬁve were now naked beneath their skirts. Kenny's eyes, ﬁguratively, at least, bulged out in shock at that totally unexpected exposure. The girls and Linda all laughed uproariously at his expression, refusing his request that they do it again.
Then, someone suggested that Kenny have his picture taken with Mrs. Kramer and he ended up sitting on a chair with her perched on his knees, her breasts thrown out, nipples erect. Egged on by the girls, Linda pulled her skirt up to show her thighs for a shot, and ﬁnally, after much prodding, her skirt all the way up, exposing her cunt hair with his hand resting on the lace of her hose tops. Both she and, of course, Kenny were visibly (particularly Kenny) turned on by that intimate posing, to the riotous laughter and giggling of the girls, who urged even more activity. Teenagers are noted, of course, for getting out of hand, one thing leading to another without regard (or even thought) of consequences, egging each other on to greater and greater indiscretions. Linda was loving being included in their companionship, one of the group, going with the ﬂow, and was tempted to just let things happen.
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It is amazing how events that seem to be extraordinary and should be the focus of all conversation, the subject that should push all others into the background, can be ignored while trivial activities continue and banal subjects can be discussed. Thus, as Jean worked and she and Marian talked, no reference to the previous night's proceedings was made, even by implication. Seemingly, to Marian it was a non-event, not worth referring to. Jean, of course, was not going to raise the subject. However, at least to her, it was not a non-event and she certainly was apprehensive about the coming evening.
As it happened, that evening was very similar to the past one. Marian had a leisurely bath attended, once again, by Jean. The changes were few and slight. Perhaps Marian raised up a bit higher so that Jean wash further down her hips when doing her back. Perhaps Jean held Marian's breasts a bit longer as she washed them. Certainly, however, Jean looked at Marian's body more closely. Certainly she didn't feel that disconnection as her hand ran over that body. Certainly, also, Marian reacted more strongly and noticeably when her cunt was being washed. In other words, changes were incremental, and as the week went on, they both became freer. Jean made no effort to avoid looking, washed everywhere and everything without hesitation. There was, however, one fortuitous event that was of significant.
After four days of serving as Marian's bather, she became careless when using the sprayer to rinse off the soap from Marian's body. Suddenly, the sprayer took on a life of its own and jumped out of Jean's hands, showering the room and drenching her before she could find the control. The situation was really quite comical when the flood was under control and, laughing, Marian quickly took advantage of the accident, saying, "You'd better get out of those clothes! Here, let me help." Before Jean could think clearly, she found herself down to her bra and panties, both of which turned out to be soaked also. "Oh my heavens! I can't believe that you got that wet. You'd better take them off too. I'll get a robe that you can wear while things dry." So, in a matter of moments, Jean was completely naked and, to her own surprise, was not really embarrassed by her exposure. Probably this was due to the suddenness and humor of the experience, and, also, to the fact that Marian treated it as a matter of course. In any case, the next evening when Marian off-handedly said that she might as well undress rather than getting soaked again, she did so without hesitation. From that time onwards, both women were nude during the bath sessions.
By the end of Rob's two week trip, the evening bath was an established custom. Marian made it very clear that she enjoyed the sybaritic experience, saying that she always had wanted a naked serving girl to wait on her. She said this with a laugh, but there was no question that she meant it. Surprisingly, Jean, once she got past the original trauma, took pleasure in it also. She admitted to herself, not out loud, that she really got pleasure from the feel of Marian's body as she ran the wash cloth over her. It was very sensuous. Even more surprising, she recognized that she even liked the position of being that "serving girl," kneeling on the floor beside the tub, giving her mistress a bath! There was no question that the series of spankings, combined with the more severe caning and paddling, had made her more submissive and that Marian's dominant position was even more secure.
However, the last day that they would be alone, Marian introduced a new idea that reopened the door to Jean's fears. After the bath, a late one this time, Marian casually commented, "You know, my skin has been getting much dryer since I hurt my shoulder. I just haven't been able to rub cream into it the way I should. Maybe next week when Rob will be gone again, you can cream me up. I think it can wait until then." She said it in a matter-of-fact voice which assumed that Jean would have no reservations and that it was a small matter. Of course, Jean did have reservations and she did not see it as a small matter. All her concerns flooded back in as she realized the Marian expected her to rub cream into her bare skin – no wash cloth providing a symbolic separation between them. To Jean, that thin piece of cloth was a major psychological support that permitted her to rationalize, to balance her moral stand with practicality. Now that was to be removed, and she, once more, was torn.
Several days later, she and Jim were sitting in the apartment while he took a break from studying. She obviously was nervous and on edge, and he finally asked, "Jean, what on earth is wrong with you? You're bouncing around like a cat. You seem tense and worried. Is something wrong? Are you not getting along with Marian?" His question and concern caused the dam to burst. She blurted out the whole sequence of events, all the things she had been holding back because she didn't want to worry him and, most important, the things that she was certain would upset and disgust him. One of the things that had originally pulled them together was their conservative background, including sexual matters. Jim was an attractive man, just under six feet tall, dark hair and quite good looking. One would have expected him to be popular, perhaps be a fraternity man, certainly to have serious interest in, and success with, women. However, he just didn't fit in with the drinking, promiscuous crowd and he had the same engrained moral restrictions that inflicted Jean. Thus, he concentrated, with success, on his pre-mad studies that eventually got him into med school with a scholarship and grant. Meeting Jean in their senior year changed things somewhat, but the small town, Midwestern attitudes remained. This somewhat limited their sexual conduct to basic intercourse although he had been hinting at some more advanced activities as time passed.
In any case, despite her fears of his reactions, she, crying all the time, described the series of events, starting with the pre-Halloween caning, the inadvertent exposure of her breast and her panties and concluding with the ruler paddling that had forced her to bathe Marian. She expected an explosion or, at least frozen condemnation, as she described the nudity and the new demand (as she saw it) for creaming Marian's body. Finished, she waited for the denunciation that was sure to come, the censure for her depraved actions, the compromising of her (and their) principles. Shockingly, it didn't come. To her utter amazement, Jim only sympathized with the painful treatment she had received and was very appreciative of her sacrifice to make sure that they wouldn't have to move. He wasn't the least bit concerned with her breast exposure, even thought that it was amusing. Finally, he saw absolutely nothing wrong with her activities with Marian as long as she, personally, didn't mind. As he pointed out, even the hospital provided therapeutic massages to men and women. Touching Marian, he said, was not inherently wrong and, again, if it didn't bother Jean, there certainly was nothing moral or immoral involved. He simply said, "I think that you should do anything she wants you to do. Rubbing cream into her skin probably would feel good. In fact, I wouldn't mind doing it myself!" This last statement was said with a laugh, but it still amazed Jean that he would even kid about it. It seemed that being in a more cosmopolitan environment might have liberalized some of his views as the experiences with Marian have liberalized hers. Nonetheless, while she did still have qualms, his approbation relieved her mind and, suddenly, the idea actually touching Marian seemed less threatening.
On the day that Rob left, Jean felt considerable apprehension and, at the same time, anticipation. Things, however, were quite normal as they relaxed, watching a television program. At its conclusion, Marian stretched and said, "I think a bath would feel good now. Run the water for me, would you, dear." It was a polite request, but there was no question that it would be answered positively. Jean ran the water, put in the bubble bath lotion and, without really thinking about it, stripped off her own clothes as Marian came in, also nude. Jean made no effort to avoid looking at the voluptuous body as Marian stepped into the tub and sat down. The bathing went as it had the previous times, ending with the spraying off of the soap and the drying with a warm towel. Both, servant and mistress, in fact if not name, now really enjoyed this step-by-step procedure. Then, the new part began. Without being told, Jean took a very large, white towel and spread it on the bed, as if she had done this many times in the past. Marian lay face down and awaited the great pleasure of being pampered by her naked serving girl. That girl looked down at the nude body and felt a funny thrill go through her as she took the bottle of warmed, fragrant body lotion, and prepared to spread it on Marian's back.
Starting at the neck, Jean slowly rubbed the cream in, moving her hands in circles over the skin. Moving downwards, she smoothed it over Marian's back and down to her waist, massaging it in gently. When she reached the swell of the hips she hesitated briefly but then went on, applying the solution first to one buttock and then the other. As she did so Marian spread her legs further apart, opening herself in back and, inevitably, Jean's fingers slid into the crevice between them. The touch was brief, but at the contact, Marian said, "Ooh, that feels good. I've been a little sore there, dear. Put a little more of the cream on me – it really feels nice." Jean was startled at the "suggestion," but, after faltering for a moment, resigned herself. Putting a dollop of the cream on her fingertips, she ran them between the cheeks and gently spread it down the division, right over the anal opening. She stroked the area several times before moving on down Marian's body, eliciting a contented sigh each time she went over the that opening. Jean had the funniest feeling as she did something she would have considered impossible to do just a month before, not really sexually exciting, but something suspiciously similar. She continued downwards and, finishing the legs, waited for Marian to turn over.
On her back, Marian was a picture of female pulchritude. Even lying flat, her large breasts projected upwards into cones with only a little slumping downward. Her stomach was somewhat rounded, at its base a thick bush of curly dark blond hair. Jean had seen her naked a number of times by then, but seeing her like that was a revelation. It was a very sexy body. Starting at the shoulders again, Jean stroked downward onto the right breast, or "tit" as she was coming to think of it, spreading the creamy lotion over it, working it into the skin while massaging it down to the nipple. The nipple was erect and hard and Jean was enthralled by the feel of them pushing against her palm as she slid her hand over them. Putting cream on both hands, she cupped and lifted the breast and, actually, fondled it before moving to the other. She gave that tit the same care, fondling and gently squeezing it as she rubbed in the cream. Marian left her in no doubt that she enjoyed the manipulation of her breasts as she went "umm" and "ah" several times.
Finally, she moved her hands downwards just as she had in the tub, but now nothing was hidden by soapy water. Her eyes went past the stomach with its deep navel, drawn to the pubic patch which stood out, fluffy and springy looking, and very feminine looking. She spread the lotion over the stomach down to the hair and then onto the left leg. She did the top and outside of the thigh and, as she moved her hand to the inside, Marian spread her legs to give her room. Jean's fingers applied the cream to the inter thigh, the edge of her hand brushing the cunt hair as she did so, causing Marian to open her legs even wider. Jean worked the rest of the way down the leg and started back up the other one. While she worked the cream in, her eyes were focused on the juncture of the two legs where Marian's cunt was completely exposed and obviously aroused. Even someone as naive and inexperienced as Jean could not be aware of the spread cunt lips with the very red hole open between them. She didn't want to look at it, but it was like a magnet to her eyes. As she did the upper inner thigh she watched her hand coming closer and closer and, when her hand again brushed the hair, a sort of tremor went through her. She quickly pulled back as she finished the creaming, asking, "How was that? Did I do it right?" Marian's response was effusive, saying, "Oh, Jean, that was wonderful! I don't think that my skin has ever felt so good! I certainly can't do that for myself! You have a wonderful touch!" The praise made Jean feel good, of course, and she had to admit that the experience had been very pleasant, but the obvious sexual overtones sent a nibble of fear coursing through her. Still, it had been very pleasant!
As time passed, these pseudo-sexual encounters continued whenever Rob wasn't home. However, each one seemed just a bit different, just a bit more intimate. Marian made no moves that, of themselves, would cause a strong negative from Jean, just small incremental advances. For example, when Jean creamed her back, Marian encouraged her to spend more time on her hips, specifically the area between them. That first time Jean had run her fingers over the anal opening, or asshole, Marian had reacted favorably, even asking for special treatment there. The next time Jean spread the lotion cream over her hips, Marian spread her legs widely, obviously inviting similar treatment. Hesitantly, Jean complied, dragging her fingers through the entire channel and, finally, lightly caressing the opening at least thirty seconds, causing perceptible enjoyment by Marian. The next time Marian encouraged her even more by her reactions, with the titillation lasting longer as a result. Thus, bit-by-bit, Jean became inured to the intimate massage and came to consider it to be just a part of the process. However, inevitably, her slippery, cream coated finger slipped into the asshole, eliciting a "uumm" from Marian. Jean was shocked and embarrassed the first time, but inserting a finger ultimately became an integral part of the massage.
The same process of advancing intimacy occurred in the bath. Lying back in the tub one evening, Marian suggested to Jean that she do her breasts with just her hand, not the wash cloth. Jean was happy to comply since she had grown to really enjoy feeling Marian's tits. So, covering her hands with soap, she fondled the wet breasts, using both hands to lift and gently squeeze each separately, feeling the rubbery nipples pushing into her palms as she cupped them. Interestingly enough, she still wasn't thinking of that activity as being sexual – sensual perhaps, but not sexual. The next step, however, was a bit more blatant and Marian sighed and said, "Oh, that feels so good! Go on down over my stomach, dear." Without thinking, Jean did just that, gently massaging Marian's skin in sweeping circles, enjoying the feel of the slippery skin on her hands. Suddenly, however, the circle ran into cunt hair – a very different feel! As she did so Marian spread her legs, opening the path to her cunt, clearly implying that she wanted the stroking to continue on down. Jean had already washed that area with the cloth, but now her hand was bare. The invitation was clear, however, and her hand, as if attracted by a lodestone, slipped down between Marian's thighs.
It was very peculiar to actually feel the soft hair with her bare fingers and, as she moved further down, even the lips felt soft. Her hand slid over the plane of the cunt, not delving in, but definitely feeling the separation into two halves. It was the most peculiar situation for Jean. She had her hand on another woman's cunt, but there was little sexual sensation, just that same sensual, pleasant feeling she had received from fondling the sleek, wet breasts earlier. Oddly enough, Jean didn't even feel any real qualms about all of this. Just a month or two ago, she had been devastated at even the thought of seeing, much less touching, Marian's breasts. Now, she enjoyed that "depraved" act and ran her hand over a cunt without being concerned, not even considering it to be a sexual act. Still, it was a cunt, and another Rubicon was passed, and Marian was sure that Jean was ready for the next step in the seduction process.
During the next few weeks, Rob was gone only a few days at a time, and on those days, the bathing and creaming continued with no new activities introduced. Jean, during this time, became quite comfortable in this intimacy, enjoying, more and more, "the naked serving girl" relationship. Then, a two week trip was scheduled and Marian was ready for the next stage.
On the first evening, Marian took her bath early with nothing unusual happening until she was out and being toweled off by Jean. When she stood erect her breasts were almost at Jean's face, and, when the drying was finished, she leaned forward, placing her nipple right at Jean's mouth. Placing her hands behind Jean's head, she gently pulled forward, leaving no doubt of what she wanted. Actually, this had happened several times before, and, unlike that first incident, Jean complied without really thinking. Kissing the nipple first, she took it into her mouth and gently sucked it, even flicking her tongue over it for a second. She repeated the act on the other nipple, after which, Marian almost hugged, and almost smothered her, between the two massive tits before going out into the bedroom. As said before, this act was not unusual, and, like the bathing, Jean had come to actually enjoy it. Her moralistic concerns had been allayed and whether consciously or not, she felt a sense of security in the routine. She had never had a close and intimate, particularly a physically intimate, relationship with another woman – not at home with a widower father, not in high school or in college. Now she did and she enjoyed making her friend and mistress happy.
Leaving the bathroom, Jean spread the towel on the bed and got the creamy lotion ready as Marian lay face down. The massaging of her back went as usual, including the stroking and brief penetration of the anal area. Marian turned over, Jean creamed and fondled her breasts, massaged downward to the triangle of hair, and down one leg and back up the other. That is when things changed. When her hand brushed the hair between her legs as it always did, rather than lying still as she normally did as Jean finished her thigh, Marian reached down and took the hand and pulled in directly onto her cunt. Her legs were spread wider than usual and, suddenly, Jean found her fingers pressed into the slippery groove between the cunt lips. With the legs spread wide and the cunt obviously aroused, the slit was like a highway, leading her fingers over the clit to the open and well lubricated hole. Before she was really aware of what was happening, her finger slid directly inside. Now, she not long before had slid her hand down over Marian's cunt in the water, but this was very different! Then it was just in passing and under water and there was no sense of it being a sexual act, merely the continuing of an innocent washing. This was sex!
Jean's first reaction was of absolute shock as all the fears of lesbianism, perversion and depravity flooded back into her mind. All the old fears that had been discredited or rationalized away suddenly were back, crowding any coherent thoughts from her mind. At first she just sat there, stunned, as Marian controlled her hand, sliding her fingers through the lips, but at the instant of penetration, she jerked away with a cry of horror. "Marian, what are you doing? Please stop it...I can't do that!" She literally did not know what to do, the act was such a surprise. Jumping to her feet, she stood there, frozen, her mind simply not able to comprehend this transition from a pleasant and, again, innocent, activity to one that she considered to be wanton and degenerate. Abruptly, her fears overwhelmed her and, breaking the chains holding her, she turned and ran, totally naked, toward the doorway to escape.



As she did so, however, Marian, in that steel-toned voice that she knew so well, called out, "Jean, stop it! Come back here!" It was if she were on a leash, dragging her back against her will. Jean was torn by her visceral need to get away and her conditioning to obey Marian. She stood motionless, the pulls being of almost equal power, but, slowly, she turned back, drawn by her mistress's voice. "Sit down here!" Taking Jean's hand, she placed it on her cunt, saying, "Play with me!" Jean left her hand still for a moment, and then the enormity of what she was told to do overcame her and she jerked it away again. "Jean, do as I say or you'll be whipped!"
"Oh, Marian, I can't! It isn't right! I can't do it. Please let me go!"
"All right, bend over and put your hands on the bed. Spread your legs!" Like an automaton, Jean did as ordered, sobbing as she did so, crying in anticipation of pain to come and petrified at what she had been told to do. She stayed there, bent over, her bottom elevated, cheeks tensed as much as possible in her spread position. She heard Marian leave the room and the anticipation intensified as she waited for the inevitable. Shortly afterwards, Marian returned with a long, thin rod that was very flexible on the tip. Without warning, she drew her arm back and flicked the rod downward with an almost singing or humming noise which ended abruptly as it snapped against Jean's ass, the tip flexing forward adding an additional sting. Jean let out a shriek that would have suited a murder victim in a movie. She involuntarily jerked up at the impact, then fell flat on the bed. Not waiting for her to get back in position, Marian brought the whip back up and, then, back down with another resounding snap. Four more times, hummm...snap....ooow! Hummm....snap...eeeek! Hummm....snap...please! Hummm.... snap... shriek! "Will you obey me?" "Ooh, please, I can't. Please let me go!"
Hummm....snap...eeeek! Hummm....snap...ooooh! Hummm.... snap... oh, god! On and on. The thin rod left narrow, red welts that quickly turned red-purple, side-by-side working down Jean's ass cheeks. Reaching the end of the buttocks, they started inching back upwards, sometimes hitting the exact same sports and eliciting even greater cries of agony. Hummm...snap....ooow! Hummm....snap...eeeek! Hummm....snap... please, oh please! Every now and then, Marian hit particularly hard on the writhing young woman, causing her pelvis to sink deeper into the bed and forcing out even more plaintive pleas for mercy. Hummm....snap...eeeek! Hummm....snap...ooooh, good heavens, please stop! Hummm.... snap... oh, god! Once in a while, the flexible tip dug into the delicate area between the cheeks or on the lips of Jean's cunt, actually breaking the skin slightly. It was after one of those brutal more directly on the cunt that Jean's will broke and she surrendered, no longer able to bear the excruciating pain. Her capitulation was absolute, unconditional. "Please, Marian, please stop! I'll do anything you ask. Anything. Just stop whipping me."
Someone watching this entire sequence would have seen an unexpected ambivalence on Marian's part as she brutally lashed Jean's "little ass." As Jean bent over, Marion's expression changed from one of fury to concern and reluctance. First, she was not really angry – as she had been about the Halloween dress. Secondly, as said before, she was not a sadist and really did not enjoy hurting Jean. Oh, she did like to spank her with her hand because of the erotic sensation caused by slapping her resilient ass cheeks, but using bamboo rods or whips were merely means to an end – Jean's seduction. So, in this instance, Marian really felt bad about the damage she had inflicted, but knew that she had won. "You swear that you will do as I ask?" Jean's immediate, reply, gasped out, "Yes, anything. Just don't hit me anymore! I can't stand it." Marian lifted Jean's legs onto the bed, got the soothing anesthetizing lotion out of the bathroom, and applied it to the livid welts that covered the cheeks of her ass and carefully patted it onto Jean's cunt, smoothing it over the wounded lips.
"Does that feel better, dear?"
"Its better, but I still feel it. Please don't use that thing on me again, it's awful. Just spank me. Please."
"I won't use it unless you break your promise, but, I'm sure you won't. Now, give me your hand." Marian took Jean's hand and put it between her legs, saying, "Stroke me gently...that's it....tickle my clit and slide your fingers up and down over the lips...oooh, that's it...all the way back, honey...push in...yes, like that...stroke up and down... put your finger into me as you go over the cunt hole....oh, yes, that's nice...push into my ass again....just keep doing that, it feels wonderful! So, Marian gave Jean her first lesson in how to masturbate a woman, letting herself become more and more aroused until she was really humping up and down against the titillating fingers. "Harder, dear, I'm almost ready to come!" Then, her calm instructions degenerated into a series of moans and gasps as her orgasm hit. Slumping down, she managed to pant out, "That was very good, honey. You did it just right. Thank you."
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However, despite her enjoyment of the camaraderie and the sexual excitement, she had enough sense remaining to ﬁnally call a halt before things went even further. She said that she hated to break up the impromptu party, but it was getting late and that they were going to the National Gallery tomorrow. Reluctantly, still on a high, the girls gave in and got ready to go to their own rooms, but, just before leaving, Judy remembered Mrs. Kramer's comment that she couldn't get out of her dress without help. Accompanied by the girls, Linda went into her room, leaving Kenny in the common room, of course, and turned her back, saying, "See, the zipper tab is hard to get to, and l can't reach far enough to get it down all the way." Judy took the tab and pulled it down to the bottom, exposing Linda's bare back all the way to her hips. As the gap widened, the dress just naturally fell off of her shoulders, and, suddenly, those nipples that had beguiled them all evening were unveiled. Hard as rocks, mounted on the cone-like breasts that a much younger woman could envy, they were stared at with utter fascination and envy by the four girls. Then, as Judy let go of the zipper tab, the entire dress fell at her feet, leaving her completely nude except for her lacey-topped dark hose.
Their ﬁrst reaction had been complete, stunned silence, as their eyes ran over the totally unexpected voluptuousness of her body. They had been aware, of course, that her breasts were big and that her nipples were prominent, but they weren't prepared for seeing them bare. C-cup with virtually no sag, they stuck out as if she wore an invisible bra. The aureoles were pink and about one-half dollar in diameter, centered by those erect nipples, a half inch across, three- quarters of an inch high. While breasts of that size usually jiggle and wobble if unsupported, hers merely quivered enticingly as she moved. From them, their eyes just naturally went downward over her slightly rounded, very feminine, stomach to the triangle of curly cunt hair at its base. Unlike the girls, who shaved much of their pubic hair to wear brief bathing suits, hers was a neat mound in its natural shape. Beneath that, no more than an inch below, four inches of frilly elastic lace held up long dark thigh-high stockings. As she turned part way in a futile attempt to shield herself, her hips came into view. Like her breasts, these were plump mounds, curvy and full, and a bit oversized for her height. This merely made her bottom more attractive and, as revealed in her thin dress, the natural sway and bobble as she walked was very sensuous.
Linda stood there, naked, for a moment and, before she could even think of what to do, the silence suddenly ended with everyone talking at once, the comments all overlapped each other, a commingling of ﬂattering observations: "Oh, my god, Mrs. Kramer, you're beautiful!" "God, what a body!" "Will you look at those tits!" "Man, both of mine wouldn't be a big as one of those!" She was totally ﬂustered, not knowing how to respond, absorbing the obviously sincere admiration and ﬂattery, but, at the same time, feeling unbelievably exposed. However, while she had stopped the situation from, as she feared, from going too far in the sitting room, she was still very aroused and high from the evening and the unending compliments ﬂowing from the girls. Suddenly, without consciously making any decisions, she just quit worrying, almost as if a switch marked "modesty" had been turned off in her head. The sexual "high" that had permitted her to pose in a somewhat licentious way in the other room returned and, displaying herself like a model, she made a pirouette, feeling very bold and daring.
Then, to her utter consternation, Angela cried out, "KENNY, come in here and bring your camera! Hurry!" Now, Linda obviously had no problem with Kenny seeing her naked -- but not with anyone else present! The fear of another kind of exposure, her illicit sexual activities, momentarily dampened her high. She quickly tried to cover herself, but the girls would have none of it. As Kenny ran in, carrying his camera, to see what was going on, he found her standing naked, surrounded by laughing excited girls, still high themselves from the evening's entertainment. "Oh, please, Kenny, go back out! Don't take any pictures! Oh, good heavens! Come on, girls, let me get my robe." The modesty switch was back on and, for what probably was the hundredth time that evening, she blushed -- this time from head to toe.
Needless to say, her pleas fell on deaf ears. They were relatively mature young women, all very intelligent, all nice, stable and considerate -- but, as said before, they were all teenagers! They had enjoyed an evening of high excitement, become sexually aroused (although perhaps they didn't even recognize that), and now, feeding on each other's energy, they were really beyond reasonable thought. Early in the evening, stripping Mrs. Kramer would never have
crossed their minds. Now that it had happened naturally and without premeditation, they were thrilled with the results. The idea that she really would mind, that she really would be embarrassed beyond belief, just never occurred to them -- they were just having fun! In fact, Linda's mind was ﬁlled with a weird mixture of thoughts: on one hand, she was both mortiﬁed and humiliated, standing naked before them and Kenny, the center of their staring eyes; on the other, she was so excited and aroused, that she wanted to parade around, display herself to those eyes.
In any case, it was too late to hide anything as Kenny came in and, despite being shocked and aroused (as shown by what appeared to be a spear in his pants), began snapping pictures as fast as he could. Finally giving up, bereft of any thoughts of propriety or limits, she just stood there, posing with the girls and, even, while feeling alluring and seductive, with Kenny. Whatever pose they came up with, she went along, her mind in a state of sexual overload, so aroused that she never even thought of stopping as the poses became more and more suggestive and risqué. The girls took turns in arranging her, each trying to outdo the others in putting her in salacious poses. Several, which she didn't even recall (fortunately) until she saw the pictures, featured her in "Penthouse" types of positions which left literally nothing to the imagination.
The last pose, scripted by Angela (naturally), had Linda sitting on Kenny's lap again, only this time she had nothing on but the lacey topped hose. As directed, she was leaning back, one leg completely across his knees, the other pointing outward, exposing most of her cunt. She had one hand resting on each thigh, not hiding any of the crucial areas. In that position, the projection in Kenny's pants, which was painfully obvious, was actually right against her nearer leg and showing above it. His left arm was around her, his hand placed just below her breast, the other hand on her inner thigh within an inch of her cunt hair. At this point, Linda was just doing whatever she was told, in an erotic daze, not thinking at all. Kenny, of course, was in a different kind of daze, sexually aroused and relishing the increasingly carnal atmosphere in the room.
The picture was taken, and Angela said, "Come on, now, one really sexy picture to ﬁnish it off! Just stay still and let me arrange you." Following instructions, the two held their pose and, looking to the other girls for approval, Angela took Kenny's left hand and moved it directly onto Linda's breast and, slid his right hand directly between her legs onto her cunt. Just reacting, not thinking, Kenny cupped the breast and tightened his hand against the cunt, obviously feeling her. Linda, not capable of thinking at that point, just automatically spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely and giving him complete access to her cunt. Unexpectedly, as, she opened her legs, her hand on her thigh slid off, directly onto Kenny's rampant cock -- and stayed there, grasping it! The tableau held, Linda leaning back, legs wide open, Kenny clutching her tit while actively fondling her cunt, her ﬁngers around his cock, neither of them conscious for the moment that they had an audience. Judy, who was operating the camera, took three quick pictures, the girls gaping at the unbelievably lurid sight before them.
The pose held for thirty seconds or more, both Linda and Kenny carried away by the unexpected contact, lost in a real sexual act as his ﬁngers found her cunt hole while her hand was actually working on his cock. The room was deathly quiet as the girls were mesmerized by the lewd activity before them. Whether it was the silence or something else that caused it, suddenly some measure of sanity returned to Linda and, pulling away and getting up, blushing more furiously than ever, she cried, "Good heavens, what are we doing? We've got to stop this....I can't believe this!" With that, she hid her head in her hands, gasping out, "You'd better go girls....we...we have a long day tomorrow!" The girls, sobered at last, muttered their "goodnights" and left, leaving a very aroused Kenny alone with a naked Mrs. Kenny.
It had been like a dash of cold water on the girls, suddenly realizing that they had gone way too far, recognizing at last that Mrs. Kramer unquestionably was embarrassed and mortiﬁed beyond belief by those last acts and that they were responsible. Still, while more composed and rational as they left the suite, they were still irrepressible teenage girls, and when they returned to their room their sobriety vanished and they couldn't help but talk in risqué and bawdy terms about what they had seen, and giggling as they boisterously babbled to each other about Kenny's very obvious physical arousal. They couldn't talk enough about the actual sexual contact just before they left, how Kenny had actually felt Mrs. Kramer's pussy and tit and she had her hand on his cock. The general consensus was that something had to be going on in Mrs. Kramer's room. The speculation and language about that "something" was certainly ribald and, perhaps, obscene.
"Did you see how he squeezed her tit? Gods that must have felt good. I can't believe how ﬁrm they look! I'd have liked to have felt it myself!"
"Hell, he had his ﬁnger all the way up her pussy! If we hadn't been there, I'll bet his cock would have been in next!"
"Speaking of his cock...wasn't it big! Boy, she was really feeling it, too!"
"She was so open and wet that any size cock could have gotten in!"
"I hope he does get into her. It would be good for both of them, the way they've stopped arguing!" The only real question was whether or not Kenny would fuck her and the obvious belief was that he would.
Needless to say, their speculations, and hopes, were right on the money. Linda, as said before, had been on a cloud all evening: she had gone out revealingly dressed, been fulsomely admired by the girls, appeared celebrity-like at the performance, and, ﬁnally, sexually exposed in the suite. A woman who had rarely been seen nude even by her family had now been displayed, nakedly and erotically, by ﬁve students. More, one of those students, her young lover, had actually felt her in front of the others! And, while she had not intended, at first, to touch Kenny's cock, she certainly had not let go once she did! More, the girls had watched the whole thing! Nothing remotely like this had ever happened to her before, and she never would have believed that it could have appealed to her -- but it had and it did! Hard as it would be to admit, having the girls see them really spurred her on, and if sanity hadn't returned exactly when it had, she might actually have been fucked right in front of them!
Kenny, of course, had seen and been part of all this, too, and he was more than ready for relief. Of course, he had seen everything she had before, but it was packaged differently. All evening he was faced with this enticing woman, tits out, skirt revealing almost as much as it hid, and he couldn't touch her. What's more, he had to act as if he were as ignorant of what the dress hid as he would have been not long ago. When the girls lifted Linda's skirt and deliberately exposed her cunt to him, his cock actually hurt it was so hard in his pants. Seeing all ﬁve females lifting their skirts and deliberately showing their cunts to him, was almost enough to cause him to go off prematurely. The ﬁnal step of seeing Linda naked, posing with her, actually feeling her with the girls watching and, then, having them leave him alone with her -- well, that was almost too much.
Kenny followed the girls out into the sitting room, but turned back into Linda's room as they pulled the door shut behind them. Still, before he could return to the room, Linda was already spread out on the bed, not even having taken time to remove her hose. He frantically stripped himself, having a difﬁcult time getting his rigid cock out of the sweat pants, and joined her. Actually, if the girls had sneaked back in instead of going out, they would have seen the fucking. They hadn't even reached the elevator before he was inside of her, and long before they got to their own rooms, the action was well under way. There was no talking, no foreplay, for neither needed or wanted it. As he came to her, her legs rose and spread wide, welcoming his entrance. He plunged deeply into her in one surge, her well-lubricated cunt opening wide as he sank in. The fucking was very rapid and vigorous, both close to orgasm before they started. As he drove inward, she rose to meet him, their bodies meeting forcefully, coming together as if they actually were going to merge. She lowered her hips as he withdrew, only to surge up, harder than ever, as he came in. The whole act took only about three minutes, with her reaching climax ﬁrst, jerking and twisting so hard that it almost dislodged him for a moment. Her orgasm just went on and on, ﬁnally triggering his, sending waves of semen deep into her inter recesses.
Unlike normal times, even ejaculation did not mean satisfaction, and his cock never really lost its rigidity. There was no letdown, no slumping. The in-and-out motion still felt almost compulsive, impossible to stop. The smooth, slipperiness of her cunt walls massaged his cock, stimulating him to greater endeavors. The same continuing desire controlled Linda too, and, rather than cooling off, her sexual heat actually seemed to mount. She welcomed the uninterrupted pounding between her legs, gasping out, breathlessly, "Fuck me, oh god, fuck me! Oh, it feels so good!" The screwing mounted to a crescendo, both totally out of control of their feelings, both completely lost in the pleasure of fucking and being fucked. Ultimately, of course, the climax was reached, Kenny discharging a second ﬂood of cum into her as she surged up against him. This time, they did slump down, exhausted, both from the sexual release and from the easing of the tension that had built up through the evening.
They lay there quietly, sexual urges satisﬁed for the moment, but only temporarily! Linda was still on a rosy cloud, savoring the evening's excitement and her own unexpected role as beauty queen. It had been, almost certainly, the most exciting evening of her life and she had relished every minute. "Boy, I'm certainly glad I forgot that body stocking! Oh, that felt good, going out like that! I've never done anything like that before and," hugging him, "I'd never have done it this time without you and the girls! I really shouldn't have let you take those pictures of me afterwards, though! Gods, I can't believe that I posed holding my skirt up without panties... what am I saying... with or without panties! And then, letting them pose me completely nude.....I still can't believe I did that!"
Kenny's replies were, as might be expected, highly complimentary and explicit, "You looked wonderful, and everyone at the Kennedy Center admired you and we certainly did! The way your tits stuck out through your dress would excite anyone! You even got the girls going... they actually showed their cunts off! I can't wait until I can download those pictures and see them full size! Five cunts lined up, with you in the middle! Too bad we didn't get their tits out too, but they probably didn't want to show theirs next to yours."
However, as they talked, niggling worries began and she asked, "Do you think that the girls have any idea of what we're doing? After seeing me showing myself last night, letting them strip me, and then you doing that, they have every reason to think that something might have happened after they left! I certainly would in their place! They left us together with me completely naked and," giggling a bit even though she was increasingly worried, "you obviously were ready! I can't believe that they had you feel me! I think that they wanted us to do something -- and, good heavens, you and I were really lost in it for a short time there. I was so hot that I think I would have done anything they told me to do! I think that part of me really wanted to do something in front of them! I probably shouldn't admit this, but I knew what I was doing when I let my hand fall onto your cock. I...I wanted them to see me do it! It seemed like an exciting idea then, but now I wonder."
"I wouldn't be surprised if they believe that we are doing something, but l don't know if they think that you would go all the way. If they say anything, though, I'll tell them that you just went to bed and that we didn't do anything, but I doubt that they would believe it! Look, Linda, after everything we all did yesterday, you have nothing to worry about. You've been so nice to everyone....taking us all to the concert, treating us like adults, not kids....they wouldn't care what you did. In any case, they enjoyed everything as much as you, or I, did, and they encouraged you to do everything you did last night. Remember, they stripped you and posed you! I'll bet they hope that I fuck you! They certainly did everything but tell us to! Now, quit worrying!" All this time he was fondling her breasts and stroking her cunt, and shortly afterwards, they ﬁnished the evening with a last, milder and relaxing screwing. Sleep followed quickly after a long, very pleasant day
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Linda was looking furiously through her drawers for underwear, but her bras and panties seem to have vanished. Her only dress in her closet was the black sheath which was inappropriate, but, search as she might, there was nothing else. Suddenly, she was before the school board, wearing that dress, her nipples projecting completely through the fabric, the material covering her bottom as if it were paint. Everyone was leering at her as she tried to explain that nothing had happened in Washington. Somehow her husband was sitting with the board, accusing her of adultery and threatening divorce. Then, without transition, she was completely naked, running out of the meeting through the school corridors, students jeering making lewd comments as she passed. She was stopped abruptly by ﬂashing cameras putting pictures on a newspaper with the headline,LOCAL TEACHER IN SEX SCANDAL. All at once, she stumbled and fell, lying there shivering....and was awaked by Kenny shaking her, worriedly asking, "Linda, wake up! Wake up, there's nothing wrong!"
She lay there, moaning and whimpering, as he shook her until, ﬁnally, her eyes opened and, dazed and half-awake, she looked at him, unable to focus and, at ﬁrst, unable to recognize who was in bed with her. The dream was still with her, very real, very scary, and, as she ﬁnally began to come around, the magnitude of her last night's exhibition descended upon her. Lying there, half awake, everything looked black. Suddenly, rather than feeling like a fem fatale, she felt like a brazen hussy. Her exposure at the Center seemed blatant and shameless, and the events in the hotel beyond belief. "How on earth did I let myself do those things? Wearing the dress like that was bad enough, but exposing myself in front of the girls was unforgivable." All the puritanical mores that had controlled her life buffeted her, making the pleasure she had enjoyed seem sinful. Even worse, ﬁnally focusing on Kenny brought back the realization that she had gone to bed with him and committed adultery as soon as the girls were out of the door! Suddenly, she was certain that the girls knew what she had done! They'd be bound to tell someone and she would be ruined! The scandal would kill her! All of these horrible thoughts ﬂashed through her mind in those few seconds while her mind shook off the after effects of her nightmare. She sat up, rigid and panic stricken, crying, "Oh, Kenny, what am I going to do? It's hopeless!"
Kenny, of course, had no idea in the world what she was talking about. She was crying and, obviously distraught, almost hysterical, so he did just the right thing -- put his arms around her, hugged her, saying, "Relax, Linda, honey, there's nothing wrong! You just had a bad dream. Come on, tell me what's worrying you."
His compassionate tone and the endearment, the first she had heard from him, penetrated her terror-stricken mind, breaking her out of the vicious circle of self-condemnation and panic. "Oh, Kenny, I'm scared about all the things I did last night....and us! I dreamed that everyone knew and the scandal was in the paper. I was going to be ﬁred! My husband was there andheknew! Then I wasnakedwith everyone looking! Oh, what am I going to do?"
"Oh, for heaven's sakes, Linda, it was just a dream! Nothing's going to happen and no one is going to know." Then, with a grin, "Icertainly am not going to tell anybody....as I told you before, no one would believe it anyway....I hardly believe it myself! I'm sure that the girls won't say anything about last night. In any case, theywere responsible for everything, anyway. They talked you into going out dressed like that....and you lookedwonderful....and they certainly were the ones who went crazy and caused everything that went on here! They got us so hot that they practically put us in bed together. Look,theyenjoyed it,youenjoyed it andIcertainly enjoyed it! The six of us had a good time, no one was hurt or felt bad -- so, what's the problem?" He was hugging her tightly as he said all of this, and his reassurance gradually dragged her out of the dream-generated panic, but she still had those niggling worries from last night because shehaddone things that would cause her to be pilloried if they ever were revealed. Still, Kenny's conﬁdence and unworried demeanor ﬁnally calmed her down, and she lay back, relaxed, as he began to caress her. Gradually, she became aroused and, putting her fears aside for the moment, she joined him in what was, probably for the ﬁrst time, more love-making than fucking.
Afterwards, she took a quick shower that dissipated the last of the cobwebs and fear left by her nightmare, but she still had a residual concern about the girls. However, just after they ﬁnished dressing, there was a tentative knock on the door and, when Kenny answered it, all four girls were waiting outside. Beth quietly said to him that they wanted to see Mrs. Kramer alone, so he called in to Linda, saying that the girls wanted to talk to her and that he was going on down and would meet them in the dining room. Linda came out, ﬁlled with foreboding about this different morning procedure, particularly when she saw the long faces before her. But her fear were soon allayed when Judy said, "Oh, Mrs. Kramer, we want to apologize for last night!"
Angela chimed in, saying, "We were so happy and excited about the entire evening, that we just got carried away and went too far! We didn't mean to embarrass you or cause you any problems, we just didn't think about what we were doing."
"You looked so lovely and we all felt so good about everything, that we all thought of you as one of us, not a teacher! Are you mad at us?" asked Beth.
Linda's relief was unbelievable. Hugging Judy, the one closest, then the others, she said, "Of course I'm not angry at you. I loved last night and all of you, but, as a married woman and a teacher, I should have had enough sense to stop things before they got out of hand! The truth is, I've never done anything like that in my life before, and I just was so excited by going out dressed as I did, that I wasn't thinking clearly. We allgot carried away and did things we shouldn't have," blushing furiously, "particularly me. I'm afraid, so no one is to blame! In any case, I don't really regretanythingI or we did last night, but....but...I'm terriﬁed of what would happen if anyone else found out! If your parents, the school board or," hesitantly and blushing, "my...my husband knew about last night, well, I don't know what would happen!" Her last statement sounded panicky, and the girls instantly tried to reassure her.
"For heaven's sake, Mrs. Kramer,wecertainly aren't going to say anything....gods,wecaused everything that happened! You never would have doneanythingif we hadn't urged you, so, regardless of whatever you say,we'reresponsible! Look, we'll always remember everything we did last night, but as far as anyone else is concerned, we had a marvelous time at the concert with a wonderful teacher, came back, had a snack, and went to bed!" Judy gave that promise, but the others all eagerly joined in her pledge, expressing their sincere admiration and love for her. That pledge and their respectful comments made her feel like royalty, and, with her becoming more cheerful, they had no reservations about talking about their nefarious activities of the previous night.
They couldn't say enough about how much they had enjoyed the performance and how wonderful she had looked. They all agreed that they couldn't wait to see the pictures they had taken. No one seemed the least bit embarrassed about what theyhad shown in those pictures, and Angela chimed in with, "I know thatyoulook good in them! We could tell that from the little viewer, but how welook is hard to tell." And, now that they were sure that she wasn't upset, they seemed to accept her nudity as a matter of course, nothing to make a big deal about. They giggled uncontrollably when someone commented on Kenny's obvious erection, adding, "Boy, was hehard, and I'll bet I know where he wanted to put it!"
Linda blushed profusely, looking very embarrassed, leading the other into gales of laughter, as Jenny, the quiet one, added, teasingly, "We knowthat! The only question is whether he succeeded!"
Linda recovered sufficiently to say, with a 'don't ask more questions' smile, "Come on girls, you know that I'm a married woman! Let's go now. Kenny's waiting for breakfast." That ended the conversation, but all of it, even the last part, was very companionable, even conspiratorial, andveryreassuring. Clearly the girls had a good idea of what had happened after they left, but they approved ofeverythingshe had done.
So, when the little group joined Kenny for breakfast, the last vestiges of Linda's fears had evaporated and the world looked very bright. Making things even better, when the day's agenda was laid out, the reaction was just what Linda had hoped. "Ok, kids, today, as you know, we're going to the National Gallery, which probably will take all morning. If we've seen everything we want to, we can look around that area for a while. Then, we'll come back here after lunch by 2:00 PM, and then, I have a surprise for you. You all, with Kenny lukewarm agreement, wanted to see the stores and do some shopping. Well, I've arranged with the concierge for us to take the hotel airport shuttle to the big shopping center at Tyson Corners. They'll let us off there on the way to the air ﬁeld, and another shuttle, coming back from taking passengers, will pick us up around 8:00, getting us back here in time for the nighttime tour of Washington. How does that plan suit you?" Needless to say, the plan was endorsed with enthusiasm, including several hugs.
The day went wonderfully, the students enraptured by the beautiful building and paintings of the National Gallery. While the girls (and Kenny when they were together) still addressed her as "Mrs. Kramer," they actually treated her as one of themselves, kidding and teasing her exactly as they did each other. It was a clear sign of acceptance, and Linda really enjoyed the intimacy of the give and take, doing some teasing of her own in return. They really enjoyed the Gallery, and, without incident, they returned to the hotel in plenty of time to catch the shuttle, arriving at Tyson Corners around 3:00, giving them almost ﬁve hours before their scheduled return. As they entered, Linda stopped them and gave instructions. "Notice where we are now. This is the Hecht's entrance where the tour buses and shuttles stop. This is abigmall, just alittlebit bigger than anything we have in Lynwood. They have Lord and Taylor, Nordstrom's, Bloomindales and hundreds more, so there is no way we all want to shop at the same places. We'll separate, but don't get lost. Let's plan to meet at the food court around six and we'll go from there." The group started out together, losing Kenny to a computer store while the others hung together as they looked, mostly, at clothes. There was, of course, nothing remotely like this near Lynwood, so the stores fascinated them, with the group breaking up as they saw new things of interest.
Angela and Judy went together, stopping at a costume jewelry store where Angela looked over a case full of monogram letters on. Selecting one she liked, she glanced over the rest -- and began to giggle softly as she gestured for Judy to join her. "Look! I think that I should buy for Mrs. Kramer!"
Judy's instant response was, "Oh, you wouldn'tdare!That would be too much! Itwouldbe funny, though!"
Still, overcome with laughter, Angela did buy it, having the item wrapped as a gift. Meeting the others women at the food court (Kenny had already eaten and left), Angela presented the present to Linda, holding her hand over her mouth to suppress her giggles. Looking askance at the package, anticipating a practical joke, Linda opened the package as everyone else watched closely, expecting the same thing. Seeing the store name on the box, she thought for a moment that she had misjudged Angela, the clown of the group. As the lid came off, however, she ﬂushed as she saw, nestled in cotton, a monogram pin in Angela's letter. It wasn't large, only about one inch tall, or ostentatious, but it was the letter "A" in bright red -- ascarlet letter!
"Oh my god," went Jenny, a sentiment echoed by Beth, while Angela's giggled could no longer be controlled.
Almost unable to get the words out, she gasped, "If you don't want to wear it, I'll take it back for me, it'smymonogram, but it seemed so ﬁtting!"
Linda's face was as red as the pin, but, since she didn't immediately show anger or signs of beingtooupset, the others ﬁnally joined Angela in gales of laughter. Linda was stunned at ﬁrst, totally numb as she had no idea how to react, but, the laughter was infectious and, soon, she was able to see the humor in the situation. Itwasa great practical joke and, more than anything else they could have done, the girls showed that not only did they not disapprove of her adultery, they thought that it was to be expected in the circumstances. In fact, their joking about it proved that they also did not consider it to be a big deal -- and that theydidconsider themselves to be close enough to her that they could kid about it. Finally, she was able to control her embarrassment enough to smile and, with mock seriousness, say, "Angela, when I get you back to school, you're in real trouble!" The chuckling from the others showed their appreciation of her good sportsmanship.
Angela put on a dejected face, saying meekly, "Oh, I'm so sorry, Mrs. Kramer. I didn't mean to insult you.Pleasedon't punish me!" Then, grinning, "I'll take it back if you don't like it."
Linda had the funniest conﬂict of emotions running through her. Obviously, she was inclined, on one hand, to maintain at least the semblance of innocence and laughingly decline the graphic admission of guilt. On the other hand, she was surprised to discover that, in a way, she wanted to admit her adultery to these friends, friends who obviously knew (or guessed) anyway, to share the experience with them. Somehow, it was sort of exciting to have others know of her indiscretion. After a moment of introspection and soul-searching, the latter position won out. Blushing furiously as she spoke, she said,"Oh no you don't!You gave it to me and I'm going to wear it! Iearnedit and I'm going to keep it!" Proudly, she took the pin and fastened it to her blouse, right over her left breast."There,how does that look?"
The girls stared at her, goggle-eyed, for a moment, having their strong suspicions conﬁrmed -- then, Angela reached over and hugged her, the others quickly coming around to do the same thing. Comments ﬂowed like water, all supportive, all surprised that it actually had happened. It's one thing to suspect, to be almost certain, but another to have a woman admits such an act, and the exclamations came from all directions. "Wow, so youdiddo it! We thought that youprobablyhad, but we weren't certain.Wow!" "Boythat was Kenny's lucky day!" "My god, youmusthave beenhot!" "Wehopedyou had done it!" Their faces shining, their voices bubbling, the girls were ecstatic to be part of her secret and wildly curious about any details she would give them.
"Ok, girls, I'll tell you, although there isn't actually muchtotell. You had Kenny and me so excited -- you,Angela,you troublemaker, putting his hand on my boob and between my legs, for heaven's sake -- that we were on the bed almost before you were out of the room. Neither of us even thought of what we were doing until it was over....and then the shock came! I'd never done anything like that in my life before, andyou fourwere largely responsible. You really set me up for it....but I'm glad you did....as long as no one ever ﬁnds out about it! I just can't believe how excited I was last night from the time we left for the theatre until Kenny had me! There, that's the whole story....now you know!" She looked around at the awe-struck girls, their mouths
gaping open as they listened, not knowing what, if anything, to say. Suddenly, when it was obvious that the dam about to burst and she was going to be inundated with questions, she said, "Look, girls, we don't have much more time here. Why don't you go on and ﬁnish your shopping and, maybe, we can talk about this later if you want to. And, Angela, thank you the pin! I'll wear it with pride while we're here!"
Reluctantly, wanting to hear more, to dissect everything that had happened between her and Kenny, the girls did as she suggested and hurried off, still talking excitedly to each other as they went. Jenny and Beth went with Linda toward Lord and Taylor's while Judy and Angela headed off to Nordstrom's. As they left, Linda warned them all one last time, "Remember, be at the Hecht's entrance as no later than ten minutes till eight. We have to get back for the tour!"
At a quarter to eight, Beth, Jenny and Linda were sitting outside the Hecht entrance, watching a tour bus unload a horde of shoppers, as Kenny came up. Looking at their shopping bags, he said, facetiously, "I hope the bus home isn't crowded...you'll never get on."
A typical male, he noticed nothing new about Linda, so Jenny, with a knowing grin, asked, "Do you see Mrs. Kramer wearing anything different?"
Looking more closely, he, at ﬁrst, didn't see anything, but suddenly he focused on the new pin. His ﬁrst reaction was not what was expected, as he said, "Looks nice, but that should belong to Angela, it's not your initial. Why are you wearing it?"
Needless to say, Linda's face again matched the color of the red A, and, as she sputtered to ﬁnd a non-embarrassing answer, Jenny, giggling, said, "That's her scarlet letter from last night!"
Kenny failed to make the connection at ﬁrst, but suddenly saw the light. As might be expected, he was startled, knowing of her fears of that morning, and didn't know just how to respond.
Linda saved him from worrying by saying, "Oh, Kenny, they knew anyway! They won't admit it, but I think that they deliberately set us up to do what we did! Angela gave me this, and, damn it, I decided to wear it! "
There are few men, and probably fewer teenagers who would be unhappy having his friends know that he had bedded an attractive woman, and Kenny was no different. In fact, Kenny was pleased to have the girls know that he had screwed Mrs. Kramer, but, when he looked at Beth, it was with a mixture of chagrin and embarrassment, sensing that her enthusiasm was less than it appeared. Accepting thefait acompli, however, he acknowledged their awareness with aplomb and sardonically said, "The pin looks nice on you, but I don't think that you should wear it back home! Say, does that mean that I have to wear a hair shirt?"
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All four were in good humor, the sexual conversation adding to their enjoyment at having visited something that was foreign to Lynwood, a shopping center, and looking forward to the evening tour. That good humor, however, began to wear thin as 8:00 approached and Judy and Angela still had not arrived. Eight o'clock arrived and, several minutes later, so did the shuttle -- but no girls. After ﬁve more minutes, the driver was forced to leave, having a schedule to meet and other passengers who had appointments. Then, ﬁnally, at 8:15, the girls came running up, Angela panting harshly from hurrying, Judy with tears ﬂooding freely down her cheeks. "Oh, we're so sorry! We were in Nordstrom's and made the wrong turn and ended up at Penny's! We've been all over the place! Did we miss the shuttle?"
They received a frosty reception, the others having carefully arranged to get to the proper entrance on schedule, the good humor of earlier lost through their latest mishap. The immediate problem, of course, was getting back to the hotel. A call to the concierge, who seemed to work very long hours, led, ultimately, to their being picked up by another hotel's van and dropped off -- ten minutes after the night tour left! If Judy and Angela felt chilly before, they were quick-frozen now! Oddly enough, the most forgiving one was Linda, herself. She felt very sorry for the two girls, knowing how awful they felt, but the other three were adamant in demonstrating their displeasure. It's one of those peculiarities of most people that transgressions by outsiders
frequently are met with fortitude, and apologies are met with (perhaps grudging) acceptance. On the other hand, very close friends and family ﬁnd that their failures often are met with condemnation, the person hurt feeling freer to express their anger. This certainly was the case here.
They all went up to the suite and sat around the common room, the air full of tension, the two girls still apologizing, but becoming more truculent themselves at the continual abuse. Despite Linda's endeavors, the atmosphere became more strained, until, ﬁnally, Kenny landed a bombshell, saying, "Mrs. Kramer, you said that anyone who was late or not at the right place would be spanked. Well, they certainly were late and they ruined the evening, so it's up to you to punish them!" Beth and Jenny immediately jumped in, demanding that she do what she threatened. Needless to say, Judy and Angela were appalled at the suggestion, and Linda was at a total loss.
"Come on, kids! You know I was joking! I certainly never meant to spank anybody -- you're all too old for that!"
As she made the last statement, she blushed a bright red, thinking that she, herself, had not been too old, as Kenny well knew. Still, she was stuck. The three insisted that the two should be disciplined and, oddly enough, Judy finally said, "Look, we were wrong and we've apologized. However, I agree that Mrs. Kramer set the penalty, and if the only thing that will satisfy you is to have us punished, well, I guess I can stand it. I don't want this to drag on and spoil the rest of our trip." Very reluctantly, Angela accepted her concession, and it was agreed that both girls would be spanked by Mrs. Kramer, twenty spanks for each girl. Reluctantly, she agreed to administer the spanking, and headed into her bedroom, anticipating that it would take place there in private.
However, the other three were not going to let them off that easily, suspecting that the "punishment" delivered out of their sight would be minimal, at best. "Do it out here," demanded Beth. "We want to watch!" Whether her interest was merely nothing more than seeing justice done or, actually, prurient, didn't matter, for the others agreed.
So, shortly afterwards, Angela was selected to go first, but, as she prepared to lay over Linda's lap, Beth, the self-selected arbiter of spanking decorum, stopped her, saying, "Come on, Angela, not over your jeans! You wouldn't feel a thing. We want this on your bare bottom!"
As might be imagined, that demand was nearly too much. Angela, shocked, almost screamed, "You've got to be kidding! I'm certainly not going to do that, particularly with Kenny here!"
The argument went back and forth until, ﬁnally, Judy succumbed, declaring, "Damn it, I think that it's unfair, but let's get it over with. Come on, Angela, Kenny was here last night, so what difference does it make if he sees us again." Then, almost yelling, "Let's just get it over with!" With that concession, Angela's resolve gave way, and very reluctantly, she unfastened her jeans and lowered them and her panties around her thighs and lay over Linda's lap.
It's amazing how the same act can be fun one time and horrifyingly humiliating another. Angela was almost always the ringleader and troublemaker of the four girls and had led the girls in exposing themselves the previous night, enjoying every minute of the evening. Now, showing the same parts of her anatomy to the same people embarrassed» her almost beyond belief. Actually, lying there on her stomach, she was, at the moment, showing no more than she had last night, but she was almost in tears as she lay there. With her feet reaching toward the "audience," only her naked hips and legs could be seen, not her cunt, but she felt more exposed. Somehow, the position seemed shameful and demeaning, being punished like a little girl in front of her friends. However, she looked nothing like a little girl in that position.
There is almost always something sensual in seeing a woman placed, bare bottomed, in position to be spanked, and this case was no different. Angela was short and slightly plump,
characteristics that caused her upturned behind to look round and full. It was like two ﬂeshy pillows squeezed together, creating a deep channel between them, a channel that segued into a slit between two prominent cunt lips, both covered with a thick mat of curly, dark hair. The entire bottom was a pleasure to look upon: tight, soft, pink skin covering the ﬁrm ﬂesh beneath, just begging to be smoothed and caressed and, maybe, fondled.
Linda had anticipated taking the two girls into the other room and, as the others suspected, do a pro forma spanking, noise but no pain. In addition, she, somehow. had assumed that both girls were just that, girls. Looking down now, it was obvious that this was no adolescent bottom, bony and angular, but, instead, a woman's curvy ass. In addition, the fact that Angela was a woman was made manifest by that mass of dark pubic hair covering her cunt. Lightly resting her hand on one buttock, she felt a tingle in her own cunt caused by both the visual and tactile stimulation. Like all women in that position, anticipating a spanking, Angela's ass cheeks and thighs were tightly clamped together, both to hide the secret areas between, and to, perhaps, mitigate the blows to come. Under Linda's hand, the taut muscles felt like ﬁrm foam rubber, resilient and springy. A bit embarrassed to see her hand resting where it was, she ﬁnally, at the urging of the others, began the spanking.
The ﬁrst blow was more of a slap than a whack, more noise than power, but as the spanking continued, both the noise and the impact became greater. Linda had never actually spanked anyone before, certainly never an adult (or almost adult). Yes, she had, technically, spanked her sons, but only when they were very young, and, then, only a quick smack on their bottoms through their clothes. Consequently, this was a totally new experience for her, and she discovered (without really realizing it, certainly not articulating it in her mind) two things about spanking. First, spanking someone, particularly an attractive woman, is exciting in the sense of having power, of domination, over the "spankee." In this case, she suddenly found that she actually enjoyed the feel of her hand slapping against the firm, resilient ass before her. As her hand rose up and down and Angela responded by yelping or moaning, she felt a strong urge to hit harder to elicit more reaction. Oddly enough, there was no sadism, no desire to actually hurt Angela, just a desire to continue that feeling of mastery. It started slap...."ouch".... slap.... "ooh".... slap, but quickly became slap...."Ouch!....slap...."Oow!....slap....."Oh, that hurts!".... slap...."Ooooh!"
As Kenny had learned (again, without realizing it), spanking someone is exciting and that desire to continue, to do it harder, is almost irresistible. He stopped spanking Linda only when, the ﬁrst time, she rolled off of his lap, and, the other two times, when she completely surrendered. It was not a conscious decision, just the ﬁnal achievement of complete domination and control. This situation was not, of course, quite the same, the spanking taking place in front of witnesses. The awareness of the others dampened that urge to continue, but, still, Linda was carried away in a similar manner, almost hypnotized by the regularity of her slapping. Fortunately, she was aware of the others counting the strokes ....slap ...."Ouch!... "Sixteen!".... slap "OW".... "Seventeen"....slap...."Ooh, that's enough!"...."Eighteen".... SLAP.... "OUCH!"...."Nineteen".... SLAP...."OOOOH"...."TWENTY." As the count mounted toward twenty, the slaps became harder, the cries more anguished -- and then it was ﬁnished. Linda was actually shocked as she forced herself to stop, shocked at the way she had lost herself in the spanking.
There was, of course, that second thing that Linda discovered, unconsciously, about spanking a woman, particularly one with a bottom like Angela's. That is that not only does spanking give that delectable feeling of power, but it also is virtually an aphrodisiac. Whether it is the feel of the soft, resilient buttocks, the viewing of normally concealed openings, or just that having power is itself sexually exciting, the person doing the spanking virtually always becomes
physically aroused, regardless of the cause of the spanking. If the spanker is a man, he almost inevitably will want to have sex with the woman. If the spanker is a woman spanking another woman, she may still want to have sex with her victim or she may just have a general, unfocused sexual desire that she can't pinpoint. That was the case with Linda. She was sexually aroused by the spanking but didn't really recognize the cause, not thinking that another woman, spanked or not, could excite her.
For the observers, the spectacle presented to them by Linda and Angela had different impacts. The three instigators of the spanking were enthralled as it continued, getting vicarious pleasure from watching the action. All three were pleased to see a measure of revenge for their lost evening and were excited by the sensuous display as Angela twisted and turned to avoid the blows. She had quickly given up any effort to keep her bottom tensed and her legs together, and the revelation of her extensive pubic hair was titillating. This, of course, was particularly true for Kenny, being privileged to see Angela's cunt quite clearly several times. Since he was recording the event with his camera, he would have a permanent record for future ediﬁcation. Linda would not be the only person exposed when he downloaded the pictures to his computer.
While their reaction was about what might be expected, Judy's was surprising. While she usually went along with Angela's "ﬂakiness," she was, by far, the most conservative and morally upright of the four girls, limiting dates to kisses and rarely, a feel of her breasts through her clothes. The previous evening, she was the only one reluctant to "give Kenny a thrill," giving in only under considerable peer pressure. The ﬁrst time she reluctantly lifted her skirt, exposing her pubic hair, she was startled to feel a surge of sexual excitement ﬂow through her. Later, when Linda was naked and the girls exposed themselves again for a picture, her skirt was raised highest of all! That night, in bed, she had been shocked at her unexpected reaction, and actually had masturbated as she pictured herself baring her cunt for the picture. When spanking was proposed, however, she never even thought of anything except the humiliation involved, not even worrying about the pain. However, she was absolutely stunned when a bare-bottom spanking was decreed, particularly with witnesses. Thus, when Angela lay over Linda's lap, it was the embarrassment, not the exposure that dominated her thoughts. That changed abruptly as she saw Angela's naked bottom, her ass, raised into the air, preparing for the spanking. Somehow, that made it much more real, excruciatingly so, since she knew that she was next! The spanking was bad enough in itself, but worse, she was shocked as she saw Angela's entire crotch exposed several times, mortiﬁed that her own cunt probably would be on show very soon unless she, somehow, could manage to keep her legs closed.
As Angela's spanking ended, she struggled to her feet, standing with some difficulty, with her jeans and panties now down around her ankles. She just stood there, naked below the waist, seemingly lost, giving the others time to inspect both her very red bottom and her dark, curly triangle of hair in front. Suddenly becoming aware of her condition, she turned her back and quickly bent down and pulled up her panties and, then, her jeans. Unfortunately, in bending over like that, she graphically displayed both of those hidden openings, details immortalized as Kenny took her picture. Again, Judy was appalled and planned to remember not to bend over afterwards!
That, of course, was her conscious thought, but her actions seemed to contradict that modest intention. Unlike Angela who was wearing tight jeans, she had on a pair of loose slacks. Loosening the button at the waist and pulling down the zipper, she just let them fall, stepping out of them, leaving them in a heap on the ﬂoor. She stood there, facing the girls and Kenny, wearing only her panties below the waist. Pausing for a moment, she turned her back on them, calmly slipped the panties off of her hips and down, removing them entirely. Then, without
hesitation, she stretched out over Linda's knees, keeping her buttocks and thighs tightly clamped together.
Judy was taller and thinner than Angela, so her hips were not as plump and rounded. Instead, they were lean and more muscular, but the skin was equally soft and pink and the curves were deﬁnitely feminine. The different muscle tone was quickly evident to Linda as she brought her hand down in a resounding slap. She still was in that state of enjoying the feeling of domination, and the ﬁrst blow was considerably harder than Angela's beginning. Rather than bouncing and quivering, the mounds of Judy's ass gave reluctantly, hardly indenting at all, the slap leaving a crimson hand print on the silky skin. It certainly was a different sensation for Linda, no less pleasant, just different. As the hand rose and fell, Judy accepted the blows stoically, making no verbal complaint. Slap.....slap....slap....slap....and she just hung there. Somewhat provoked at this lack of reaction, Linda increased the power of her spanking hand, bringing it down with increased force, ﬁrst on one ass cheek and then the other. Smack.... smack.....smack.... Finally, Judy's composure broke and the next smack was followed by a pained "ouch." More signiﬁcantly, the tight control she had maintained on her buttocks and thighs gave way as she tried to twist away from the impact.
For Judy, it was a time of crisis. She consciously had been protecting her modesty by squeezing her hips together, but warring against that "proper" behavior was her memory of the pleasure of displaying herself last night. As the spanking became harder, her instinctive moves to evade punishment began to take over, and her thinking stopped. At that point, her subconscious took over and she just reacted, doing what she really wanted to do -- relive the pleasures of the previous evening. It was like an out-of-body experience, knowing what she was doing, aware of what she was showing, but having no control over her actions. As Linda continued, the hard smack...was followed, now, by the typical cries and moans...."Ooh, ouch!"..... smack....."Oooh!" smack...."Ow!" However, while the moaning and wailing continued, the result of Judy's awareness of pain, her subconscious erotic drive went into action.
By the seventh or eighth smack, her legs began to separate, revealing at ﬁrst a hint of her cunt, and bit-by-bit, every detail. Her cunt lips were thickly lined with hair like Angela's, but that hair was light blond, seeming almost transparent, permitting the ﬂesh to show through. As her legs opened, the cunt lips spread, clearly showing the pink inter-lips, shiny with lubrication. Even the cheeks of her ass separated, revealing the channel between, the pink, puckered anal opening visible. The spreading of her legs was not something she thought of doing -- she just did it! She had the weirdest mental condition, almost a form of schizophrenia: one part of her mind concentrated on the physical punishment being inﬂicted on her bottom, another part was overwhelmed with erotic excitement as she knowingly exhibited her "charms." Sexual heat surged through her body while another type of heat built up in her ass.
As her display expanded, showing more and more, the atmosphere in the room changed dramatically. With Angela, the air was mostly jocular, counting the blows, speculating on how she was feeling, etc. Now, the room was quiet, the silence punctuated by the smacking noise and Judy's involuntary responses, but there was no talking. The three other girls had never seen another girl's cunt (or its neighbor) before, and were fascinated -- and shocked -- by seeing Judy's so clearly exposed. Even Angela, so recently the subject of the same spanking and intense scrutiny, couldn't take her eyes off of this new victim. Kenny, of course, had thoroughly explored Linda's anatomy, but this was only his second clear view of a cunt. For the girls, each felt an unexpected sexual thrill at seeing such a forbidden sight, and stared intently as the legs continued to spread. For Kenny, his cock was already painfully erect from seeing Angela, but he was completely enthralled by this new erotic spectacle.
For Linda, in the middle of the exciting experience of spanking a second bottom, the sudden revelation of the most secret parts of Judy's body was a shock. She had, of course, seen most of what Angela had revealed, but this was different. From her position, she was directly above the center of Judy's ass, and, when the legs began to spread, her eyes automatically followed the cunt lips. She watched with fascination as the lips opened, little-by-little, as the legs spread. She continued the spanking, her hand on cruise control with no conscious direction, hitting the cheeks alternately. The spanking, itself, had already aroused her, the tingles in her own cunt being almost continuous, but this new stimulation sent the temperature between her legs soaring. Her eyes were ﬁxed on the increasing revelations, but, fortunately, the eyes of the others were also glued to Judy, all concentrating on the same thing.
Smack....."Oooh".....Smack....."Ooooh!" Finally, as the end approached, the others managed to get their thoughts together and start counting down -- although whether they had the right number might be questioned! Smack....."Ooow!".... "Sixteen"....smack.... "Oooooh!".... "Seventeen'....smack...."Oooow!"...."Eighteen!"....SMACK..... "OUCH"....."NINETEEN!" On the extremely hard smack at nineteen, Judy twisted wildly, her outer leg slipping off of Linda's knee, wedging her legs apart, spreading everything wide open. Even through the pain of the last blow, Judy knew that she had completely exposed herself, and concurrent surges of mortiﬁcation and sexual excitement ran through her mind and body. One part of her mind said "gets your legs closed," while another said "open wider, let them see everything." The conﬂicting instructions left her in the same position as, SMACK....."Oooooooh, ouch!"....." TWENTY," came.



It was over, but nobody moved. Judy lay there, spread open, the girls and Kenny stared, mesmerized at what could have been, but wasn't, a clinical depiction of a woman's sexual apparatus, vaginal and anal. For Linda, the excitement of the spanking, itself, was tremendous, but now, as she looked down, her eyes focused on Judy's open cunt and asshole, every detail crystal clear from no more than eighteen inches away. Her hand still rested on the ass, cupping the buttock nearest her, her ﬁngers actually in the crease, almost touching the opening. Then, as Judy slowly came to herself and raised up, she moved directly into contact with Linda's ﬁngers, and, as she got up, those ﬁngers slid down the division of her bottom, touching both the asshole and cunt. It was a ﬂeeting contact, but both Judy and Linda were well aware of the ﬁngers, and felt an amazing escalation of their sexual excitement.
That contact was broken as Judy shakily stood up, facing Linda with her back toward the audience. Comments such as, "Boy, is that red!" "Wow, did you see that," came from the girls, while Kenny was too astounded to talk. Listening to them, still in the sexual stupor that had dominated her, Judy did what she had told herself not to do -- she bent over. Even more, this was not a normal, quick, bent picking something off of the ﬂoor. With her feet well apart, she bent from the waist and slowly reached for her panties. Unlike Angela's momentary display in that position, she paused for close to thirty seconds, deliberately presenting her ass and crotch for their observation. All talk stopped as they gaped at her cunt and ass, stunned at the display. Finally, the panties in her hand, she straightened up and turned to face then, nude from the waist down. As she looked at their dazed faces, her sexual high evaporated like fog on a summer day, and the feeling of humiliation and mortiﬁcation, as well as the pain, ﬂooded in, inundating her. Brought back abruptly to the real world, faced with what she had just done, she burst into tears.
Instantly contrite, Linda turned her around and, consoling, embraced her. Judy sobbed against her shoulder while her friends hurried over to offer sympathy in what became a group hug. It took a while, but ultimately the tears stopped and the sincere warmth and compassion from everyone permitted Judy to see things brighter again, even to accept the good-natured kidding that always passed among them. She even managed to let them talk her into displaying what was really a very red behind. Standing there among them, still naked below the waist, she, to her own shocked realization, was quite at ease. Then, without any sense of embarrassment that would have immobilized her an hour ago, she calmly stepped into her panties and pulled on her slacks, talking calmly as she did so. The session was concluded when she asked, playfully, with a moue, "Have we been punished enough yet?"
Kenny spoke for the group, saying, "You certainly have, both of you. For a show like that, you can be late anytime!" (That night, in bed, she had moments when the shock of what she had done sent waves of horror through her, but mostly she remembered the experience with sexual excitement, recalling the drug-like high that suffused her as she displayed herself. She masturbated to orgasm three times before falling asleep!)
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SENIOR TRIP 9 (of 12)
Linda was still ﬁlled with unexpected sexual excitement, aroused by the spanking, the unbelievable intimacy of what she had seen, and, certainly not least, by the brief physical contact with Judy's nether and rear "charms." However, with these "incidental" activities out of the way, she was able to focus on their plans for the next day. Actually, she became quite excited in a different way as she sprang a pleasant surprise on the kids. "Tomorrow morning, we are going to do something I've been looking forward to all week! We are going to the zoo and see the pandas!" There was an immediate uproar as soon as she spoke, the others practically dancing at the news. Once again, she was the recipient of numerous hugs, even from Kenny who was not given to such displays. When the hubbub ﬁnally died down, Linda went on, "We'll probably be there most of the day and, when we're ready, we'll go downtown for a last look around. Then, if things work out, we'll still get that night tour of the city. The concierge thinks that there should be no trouble using tonight's tickets."
That news also brought forth cries of joy -- except from Angela and Judy who pretended rage at the idea that they had received serious punishment when their lateness really hadn't caused any real damage to the others. "I think that we should get to spank Mrs. Kramer for not telling us about this before we were spanked! She wasn't fair to us!" Fortunately for Linda, they were kidding, for the idea had some appeal to the others, picturing what she would look like in Judy's position. In any case, shortly thereafter, the four girls left for their rooms, leaving Linda and Kenny alone.
As might be surmised, within a very short time, the two of them were engaged in an energetic bout of fucking. Kenny's cock had never lost its hardness from watching the spanking and sex show, and, of course, Linda had endured so many erotic thrills that she was approaching orgasm as Kenny entered. Consequently, the screwing was vigorous and short, their climaxes coming very quickly -- but their sexual passion was not satisﬁed, the fires only subsiding for a brief rest. They talked of what they had seen, particularly Judy's performance, speculating as to whether her exposure was inadvertent or deliberate. Linda even told him of touching Judy intimately and how it excited her. That conversation fueled the ﬂames again, and they prepared for another bout. However, as Linda rolled onto her back and raised her legs, Kenny stopped her, saying "I want to try something different." He had her put her legs back down and, taking her by the shoulder, he turned her over on her stomach. Reaching over to the bedside table, he picked up a small tube, explaining, "I bought this at a drugstore at the mall."
Removing the lid of the tube, he squeezed a glob of the contents onto his ﬁnger and told her, spread your legs now and reaches back and hold yourself open." Linda, puzzled, did as he asked, startled enough by his request not ask questions, pulled her ass cheeks apart, revealing her anus. Kenny put his ﬁnger directly on her asshole and gently inserted it inside, liberally spreading a lubricant in and around the opening. Suddenly, the light dawned and she realized
what were his intentions. "Oh, Kenny, no! I can't do that! Come on, fuck me again the regular way!"
Not to be deterred, Kenny simply said, "Yes you can! Look, we both know that you really love being played with back here. I've had my ﬁngers all the way in you almost every time lately. There's nothing wrong with anal intercourse -- even the marriage manuals say that it's an acceptable alternative to regular screwing. Here, doesn't this feel good?" With that, he slipped his ﬁnger deep into her anal passage and moved it in and out, causing an involuntary matching movement with her hips. "See, it feels good and doesn't hurt!"
"Kenny, I just don't think we should. In any case, you cock is a lot thicker than your ﬁnger, and probably won't go in, not without hurting, anyway!" He noticed her movement form a moral to a practical problem and proceeded as if she had agreed to try. "Raise up," he said, sliding a pillow under her stomach and, then, moving between her spread legs. Squeezing out more of the lubricant, he coated his cock and leaned forward. "Now, pull yourself open so I can see your asshole." Not put off by his language at that point, Linda did as she was instructed, opening herself to his penetration. He placed the head of his cock at the opening, pushed gently forward, and with no real effort, slid past her sphincter and into her ass. Once the head was in, he paused to let her get used to the intrusion, and then began gently pushing in, pulling out part way, and going back in a little further. Bit-by-bit, he got in deeper, stretching the passageway slowly. To Kenny, the feeling was like entering a very tight cunt that gradually opened wider as he progressed. The tightness of the sphincter around his cock was a continual stimulus, as was the tight sheathe he was penetrating. In an inch, out one-half inch, back in an inch and one-half, back out an inch.....until, ﬁnally, his stomach and pubic hair was tight against her ass, his balls against her cunt. At that point, ecstatic that he was completely in, he ground his pelvis hard against her, pushing as deeply as possible.
For Linda, it was, of course, a very peculiar sensation. When the head of his cock slipped past the sphincter, her anal muscles involuntarily tightened, squeezing the cock and effectively stopping any further easy entry. Committed to letting him enter, though, she almost immediately forced herself to relax those muscles, and the slow progression began. At ﬁrst, she just lay there, letting him use her ass, feeling, without any great excitement, the probing alternating with withdrawal that permitted him to go deeper and deeper. She waited for it to hurt, but there was no particular discomfort, just a feeling of being stuffed, of being ﬁlled, of being stretched. However, as the fear of pain ebbed and he continued the in and out motion, the feeling of being screwed in a perverse way began to have an effect and she began to react more positively. At first, she wasn't actually thinking so much of this being a sex act, being more concerned about that possible pain and trying to accommodate herself to this unique entry. Actually, she wasn't thinking at all, her mind a mélange of muddled images without focus. Suddenly, she felt Kenny's pelvis and stomach come tight against her bottom, grinding against her and forcing himself completely into her ass. At that point, a thought ﬂashed across her mind, sharply clearing away the muddle, "My god, I'm being buggered....sodomized! He's all the way in my bottom.....my god, I don't believe it!" Somehow, thinking coherently about what was happening, and putting a name, to it made it a great deal more real -- and more exciting! With that thought coursing through her head, her body reacted by a sudden jerk upward, causing Kenny hesitate and ask, "Is it hurting? Shall I go slower?"
"No.....no...it doesn't hurt, it just feels....different....I don't know, just different." Despite his sexual excitement which dominated his thinking, Kenny laughingly replied, "Of course it feels different! I'm fucking your ass, not your cunt!" Then, hopefully, "Does it feel good? Do you like it?" As he asked, he began a slow in and out motion, almost withdrawing completely and then going in the whole way. This slow fucking began sending shivers of pleasure through her, augmented by her obvious awareness that this was an "unnatural" pleasure."
"Yes, it does feel good, but it shouldn't! You're....you're.....buggering me!"
"No, Linda, I'm fucking your ass! I'm ass-fucking you!"
"Oh, Kenny! Don't say it that way.....it sounds awful!" Even as she spoke, Linda was well aware of a secret thrill that went through her as he said it. It's well known that in the throes of sexual excitement, women (and men, of course) revel in coarse or obscene language that they never would use in regular conversations. This certainly had applied to Linda earlier in their affair (using the word "fucking," for example) and definitely was the case here -- as her involuntary jerking upward against Kenny showed. Consequently, taking her physical reaction as a hint, Kenny forced the issue.
"Yes, Linda, I'm ass-fucking you. My cock is in your asshole! Come on, honey, say it!"
"1 can't! Please don't make me say that, Kenny....I'd be horribly embarrassed!" Kenny continued the slow fucking, saying nothing, putting pressure on her by just being silent. The tempo gradually built up, and, as it did, she began lightly grunting, "uhh, uhh, uhh," matching his rhythm. As her excitement mounted, she gave in, gasping out, "Yes, you're fucking my ass....you're fucking my ass.....you're ass-fucking me," the emphasis growing with the vigor of his movements. She continued forcing out the words, stimulated not only by the sex act, but by the words, themselves.
Kenny, his own arousal growing exponentially, pushed for more, panting from his efforts, he asked, "Where? Where is my cock?"
Without even hesitating, Linda replied with words that in other circumstances never could have crossed her lips: "You're cock is up my ass! It's in my asshole! You're cock is in my asshole and you're ass-fucking me! I'm being buggered!" She rambled on, gasping out the words that became unintelligible as her passion mounted even higher. This was unlike a cunt- fucking because of her face-down position. However, in some way the very subservience of that position augmented the physical pleasure she was receiving from the cock driving in and out of her rectum. She was serving more as a receptacle, letting him use her ass for his satisfaction, her movements limited to raising her hips to help his more and more forceful plunges into her. Still, even that sense of being used, of being a sex object, added perversely to the appeal and excitement of her ﬁrst ass-fucking. She was never able to describe, even to herself, what was that appeal, but the psychological element of abasing herself was probably as great as the physical attraction.
Still, when the climax approached, it was the physical element that predominated. Kenny was almost out of control, his cock sliding in and out now with no impediment, the sheathe stretched to accommodate its size. For him, also, the psychological element was strong. He couldn't see her face, only her back, making her more of a useful commodity rather than a person. This, of course, is why women normally do not like the rear entry position even when their cunts are screwed: they feel more like an object, like a cow mounted by a bull, than a valued partner. Still, as said before, on occasion, women do like that inferior position and even relish the role of servant. Regardless, the end result was inevitable and soon, Kenny's motions became more and more abrupt, jerking hard against her, until ﬁnally, he ground the base of his cock against her ass as if he were trying to get even deeper inside, and jetted cum deep into her anal passage. He stayed there, tight against her, jerkin upwards, expelling every drop of semen, and, then, collapsed over her back.
For Linda, the orgasm was quite different from that in her cunt. It was more of a continual surge of pleasure than the sudden, dynamic explosion of a clitoral or vaginal clmax. Still, it left her panting and satisﬁed and with a very peculiar feeling in her ass. Even after he pulled his cock out, it felt as if something was still inside, as if a phantom cock still ﬁlled her. From Kenny's view, as he looked down at hips as he pulled back, her asshole still was a quarter- sized dark opening to a passage going deep into her body, a hole that slowly closed, the sphincter gradually returning to its tight, puckered normal condition. Linda was, of course, unaware of his scrutiny or, fortunately, of the condition of her anal opening, but as Kenny gently rolled her over and removed the pillow; she had a hard time looking at him. For the ﬁrst time in their brief affair, she was actually embarrassed, both about what had been done to her and, ﬂushing as she remembered, what she had said. She attempted to hide her face in the pillow, causing Kenny to be concerned.
Pulling the pillow away, he asked, "What's wrong, Linda? Didn't you like it....did it hurt?"
Blushing profusely, not knowing quite what to say, she ﬁnally weakly explained, "Oh, no Kenny, it didn't hurt at all and," turning away again, "it felt very good....but...but I feel....funny, I guess, about it. I've never even thought of doing that before, and I just feel funny about it. And...and....saying things like that! I can't believe that I said those things!"
"What things?"
"You know what things! And I'm not saying them again!"
Almost before the words were out of her mouth, she found herself face down again with Kenny's hand poised over her defenseless bottom. "Well, Angela and Judy had their asses spanked tonight, so we might as well do yours too! However, after just fucking it, I hate to punish it because you're so shy!" He emphasized his point with a vigorous slap.
"Ouch! Please, Kenny, no! Don't make me say those things.....I'm embarrassed enough now!"
"You have no reason to be embarrassed! Now, come on!" Again, his command was emphasized, this time by slap, slap, one on each buttock.
"Oh, I can't! " Slap, slap, slap. "Ow! That hurts! Oh, damn it, you fucked my ass! You ass-fucked me! There!"
"One more."
Oh, god, ok.....you put your cock into my asshole and fucked me! You buggered me, you ass-fucked me, you fucked my asshole!" Linda wouldn't admit it to Kenny, but she found herself enjoying being forced to say those things, and when he turned her back over she made a playful grimace, saying impishly, "You want to completely corrupt me, don't you! Well, you certainly have done a good job of it!" Then, more seriously, "You know, when we left Lynwood I'd never done anything like this. In four nights you've spanked me, had me every way possible, made me say things I never even thought of, much less said....gods, it's a good thing we're going home soon! I don't know what you....or the girls....would have me doing if we stayed longer!"
I'll bet you'll miss this when you do get home, though."
"Unfortunately, I'm afraid you're right. Certainly my husband would never dream of....of...fucking my asshole! See, I'm already corrupted! Now, if I'm sufﬁciently debauched for one night, we'd better get to bed. We have a big day tomorrow!"
The following day was delightful. Linda was actually wearing her scarlet letter pin, delighting the girls and sending a sort of companionable sexual excitement through all of them. It was fun, all six of them sharing such a big secret! That, however, was only an early highlight to the start of a fascinating day. They arrived at the zoo and hurried to the panda area just in time to see them come out for the day. For over an hour they stood there watching the antics of the two animals, rolling around together, climbing trees, holding bamboo in their paws, etc. Finally, they left and toured the rest of the zoo, another of the many amenities they did not have in Lynwood. The animals were fascinating, of course, and they saw all of them, ending up, again, at the panda exhibition. They were there most of the day, leaving some time for another visit to the Smithsonian, a place in which they could have spent the entire ﬁve days. They separated there, permitting each to explore what they found to be most interesting. However, everyone returned to the meeting place well ahead of the appointed time -- not surprising alter the previous night! Thus, they had dinner and were in plenty of time for their delayed night time tour of Washington. The city was beautiful, the lights limning the monuments and White House, giving a completely different perspective from the day time views. They returned to the hotel, talked for a while, and then the girls went to their rooms to pack.
Linda and Kenny undressed as soon as the girls left, ready for their last night together, a thought that sobered both of them. As said before, this was not, by any means, a love affair, but in the last few days, their relationship certainly had become much more affectionate. Their different ages and positions had faded into insigniﬁcance and they were just two people rather than teacher and student. Consequently, there was a sentimental element as they lowered the lights and prepared for sex, knowing that the relationship would be very different back in Lynwood. After only a small amount of foreplay, Kenny got between Linda's raised legs, entered her, and began the age-old motions of screwing. At ﬁrst, there was little ﬁre, far less heat than was normal when they were in bed, but, gradually, the in-and-out speeded up as passions built. Linda head was sideways, her eyes almost shut as she was increasingly lost in the throes of that passion. Suddenly, her concentration broken by a strange sound, her eyes ﬂew open and she saw a vague ﬁgure standing in the doorway. She screamed, "Kenny, someone is over there!"
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SENIOR TRIP 10 (of 12)
Startled, Kenny jerked his cock from her cunt and whirled off of the bed just in time to see the intruder turn and run for the door. Without pause, he followed the ghostly ﬁgure, overtaking it just as it tried to open the outer door. Grasping the person's arm, he dragged her (as it turned out) back into the bedroom and turned on the light. "Beth! what the hell are you doing here? How the hell did you get in?"
It was a peculiar tableau, both Kenny and Linda completely naked (although Linda futilely tried to cover herself with the sheet) and Beth, dressed in a short, white robe and slippers. Beth's face was pure white, both from the shock of, ﬁrst, seeing her boyfriend screwing her teacher, and second, from being caught spying and dragged back to face them. Stunned, she at ﬁrst couldn't ﬁnd her voice, but then, deﬁantly, she burst out with, "I was watching you fuck Mrs. Kramer, that's what I was doing, damn it!"
Kenny's reaction was immediate, not waiting for further explanation. Five days ago, the thought of punishing a woman by spanking her would not have occurred to him, but the experience ﬁrst with Linda and then the girls last night, it was almost automatic. He still held Beth by the arm, and with little effort, pulled down on her robe, causing it to fall down her arms onto the ﬂoor, leaving her standing, momentarily, in a shortie nightgown, buttoned up the front and barely covering her pantyless buttocks. He sat back on the bed, dragged her over his lap and, sweeping the tail of the nightgown aside, he began to give her a furious spanking. While he didn't think it out, his action ﬁt the circumstances. He was enraged by her appearance, the anger ﬂowing partly from being interrupted in the act of screwing and her insolent attitude but, at least as much, from fear and confusion. He was shocked by her unexplained appearance and really upset by what her presence would mean. What would she do what would she say? What did it mean for Linda'? His mind was a confused mess and physical punishment, rather than reasoned discourse, was the automatic reaction.
Linda, of course, was horriﬁed and the thoughts that ran through her mind were too ﬂeeting to catalog. She was, of course, horribly embarrassed, caught in the very act of adultery, a girl, her student, seeing her with a cock buried in her cunt. The nightmare fears that had been suspended since yesterday morning surfaced again, more menacing than ever. That headline that had terriﬁed her in her dream changed to Teacher Caught in the Act in Sex Scandal. Actually, there was no coherent thought, just a stream of horrible scenarios ﬂashing through her mind as she lay there, almost cataleptic, waiting for whatever happened next. She became aware that something was happening when she heard the sharp smack of Kenny's hand hitting Beth's bottom. Brought back to reality by the sound, she sat up, ignoring the sheet falling from her breasts, and watched the walloping and listened to Beth's shrieks.
Beth was draped over Kenny's knees, writhing and twisting as she tried, with no success, to get free. As the ﬁrst blow came, she let out a resounding "Ouch! Stop it, let me up!" Her demands, of course, had no more effect than had Linda's a few days before. As with those spankings, the smacks were interspersed with cries of pain, commands, warnings of dire consequences and, occasionally, swear words. Smack....shriek..... smack....."Oww!" "Stop It".... smack....."Ooh, it hurts, don't!"....smack....."Ouch! I'll get you for this!"....smack....."Damn it, quit it!".....smack.....smack.....smack..... The blows continued to rain down, first on one cheek, then on the other. These were not tentative, pro forma spanks, but real, serious punishment. Beth's ass began to take on the look of being very badly sunburned, and the pain pyramided, became excruciating as the same areas were pounded time after time. Gradually, the screeching segued into wailing and moaning and demands and threats became pleas.
At ﬁrst, Linda sat huddled against herself at the head of the bed, but, as the spanking went on, a funny thing happened. Her ﬁrst horriﬁed fear began to wane, or at least, to move to \the back burner, she began to feel a tingle in her cunt, just as she had the previous night when the girls were spanked. She had been well aroused as the screwing had progressed and, as the ﬁrst terror subsided, that arousal began to return with this new stimulation. Without thinking or planning, she roused herself and moved to the bottom of the bed, sitting where Beth's feet were kicking up and down. Her eyes were drawn upward to where Kenny's hand was still belaboring the reddened ass, and, again without any organized intent, focused on the exposed cunt. She found herself comparing the luxuriant growth of dark hair exhibited by Angela and the sparsely covered cunt lips displayed by Beth. As the night before, she felt a tingle in her own cunt as she watched Beth's legs open and close as she struggled.
The end came quickly, as it usually does when a woman reaches the end of her resources and her deﬁance fades. Smack...."Oh, please Kenny, stop!".... smack.... Kenny, please! I didn't
intend to spy on you!"...smack ......"I came up to be with you!" That statement ﬁnally got Kenny's attention. Crying profusely, partly from the spanking, but in large part from shock and disappointment, Beth gasped out, "We were supposed to try and ﬁnd a place to be alone....and you didn't even try! I took the key off of the table so I could sneak up here and surprise you. And I found you.....screwing her! She...she...told us that you had made her last night, and I....I didn't...didn't mind that so much, but ....I....I didn't think that you would be doing it again! And...and...I saw you doing it!" Her tears ﬂowed even more copiously as she wailed out that last statement.
Thunderstruck, Kenny lifted her to her feet and hugged her close, saying, "You should have told me. You never said anything and I thought you didn't want to do anything now." Actually, of course, Kenny had been so busy with Linda that he'd had little time to think of sex with Beth despite his original plans for the time in Washington. As they stood there, tight against each other, he quickly became aware that her nightgown had become unbuttoned in the struggle and that she was naked in front against him. For a full minute or more, they stood, both now feeling a thrill from the intimate contact, something they had never enjoyed before. Beth could feel his cock hard against her stomach and a surge of excitement surged through her, momentarily causing her to forget the circumstances.
Suddenly, however, she saw Linda out of the corner of her eye, and was brought back to earth. Turning from Kenny, tears starting again, this time of remorse, she reached for Linda, threw her arms around her and cried, "Oh. Mrs. Kramer, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to embarrass you!"
Linda felt tears of compassion in her own eyes as she replied, "Don't apologize, dear. It must have been an awful shock for you too, seeing us together! Things just happened between Kenny and me, and it certainly doesn't mean that he doesn't care for you!" As they embraced, neither woman was conscious, at ﬁrst, at least, that, with Beth's nightgown open, their nude bodies were squeezed against each other, but it just felt good in the intimacy of the moment.
Kenny, however, was very aware of their naked bodies and, with the shock and trauma fading away, he was ready for something more. Separating them, he slid Beth's nightgown off and then gently pushed them back onto the bed, side by side. Both women just lay there, waiting for his guidance, neither having the will do anything on their own. He was the ringmaster, the master of ceremonies; they were the performers who waited his commands. Lying down next to Linda, he rested on one elbow and looked across her at Beth. Reaching over, he took her hand and placed it on Linda's breast, saying, "Doesn't that feel awesome? I'll bet you've never felt anything like that!"
Beth, who, of course, had never touched any breast other than her own, was stunned, but, nevertheless, couldn't help but enjoy what was in her hand. She fondled and squeezed the breast, ﬁngering the hard, erect nipple, and saying, "Oh, Mrs. Kramer, they're perfect! They're so large and ﬁrm! I saw them the other night, but I had no idea that they would feel like this!"
Linda wasn't thinking clearly and really was in a sort of daze. Still not completely recovered from the shock of discovery, wondering what was coming next, she just lay there letting herself be felt and, fortunately, admired. Vaguely, she thought that she should say, "Thank you," but her mind was closed down and words simply didn't come.
Knowing how sensitive Linda's nipples were, Kenny bent over and lightly licked the one near him and then, began, lightly, to suck it. Beth, taking her cue from him in everything, followed suit, lifting the breast to her lips as she did so. The impact on Linda was obvious as she arched her back, pushing her breasts upward toward their mouths. Then, taking Beth's hand and placing the palm on Linda's abdomen, Kenny began sliding it slowly, moving in small circles, down over the slight curve of her belly to the mass of curly, ﬂuffy hair crowning her pubic mound. He moved her ﬁngers into the hair, rufﬂing it, and, then, slid between her legs which spread open to accommodate them. As he directed her ﬁngers downward, she felt, ﬁrst, the small bump of the clitoris and then the slick, well lubricated slit between the cunt lips. At that, Linda moved her feet up to her hips, spread her knees further apart, making herself even more accessible. Taking advantage of the openness, he moved their fingers up and down the channel a few times and, when, Kenny took his hand away, Beth made no effort to withdraw hers. Instead, she continued her exploration, ﬁnally slipping her ﬁnger deep into Linda's vagina and, hesitantly, moving in and out gently. The reaction was immediate, Linda's hips began to raise and lower, matching the rhythm of the "ﬁnger-fucking."
At that unmistakable sign of real arousal, Kenny shifted down below Linda's raised hips and signaled for Beth to move also. Both knelt between her legs and, without prompting or even thinking, Linda pulled her knees up to her chest and opened them wide, giving them complete access. Even in her almost comatose state, a ﬂash of acute embarrassment surged through her as she knew that everything was exposed. Still, she made no effort to conceal herself, and Beth stared intently at the first live cunt that she had ever seen. She had seen her own, of course, in a mirror, but this was nothing like hers. This was a mature cunt, fully developed with hair-lined outer-lips bordering the red inter-lips that protected the opening into the vagina. Beth was not in the same comatose state mentally as Linda, but she still was reacting primarily to Kenny's directions. Following his gestures, she once again began playing with and fingering the cunt. Seeing Linda responding to having her clit tickled, she concentrated on it with one ﬁnger while probing and ﬁnger-fucking the cunt opening with one on her other hand. She was increasingly excited herself as Linda reacted to her manipulation.
All this time, when she was working on Linda, Kenny's hands were running all over Beth, even down to her cunt. Suddenly, one of his hands ran up her back in a caressing motion, ending up at her neck, and, then, on the back of her head. She was concentrating deeply on this totally new experience, so she, at ﬁrst, wasn't even aware when the hand began a slow, almost imperceptible urging forward. Actually, she had moved very close already, eager to see every detail and to better observe Linda's reactions. Consequently, she had her head right between Linda's legs, within inches of the cunt, itself, before she suddenly became actively aware of the pressure and what Kenny wanted. Conﬁrming that epiphany as she pulled back slightly, Kenny whispered, "Go on, lick her! Use your tongue!" Beth had never dreamed of doing any such thing, never had any particular sexual interest in another girl, but, this situation was like no other! Under Kenny's direction, she had already felt, fondled and caressed Linda's body and cunt, building Linda up to a fever pitch as well as becoming very excited herself. At this point she wasn't thinking of Linda as her teacher, nor was she thinking of the lesbian connotations of her actions. In fact, she wasn't really thinking at all as she leaned forward another inch or so and, tentatively, ﬂicked the tip of her tongue over Linda's clit.
At the contact, it was almost as if a charge of electricity ﬂowed through Linda, bringing a moaning sigh of excitement and an up-lifting of her pelvis toward the teasing tongue. Encouraged by that reaction and the realization that the touching was not unpleasant, Beth began licking in earnest. She stayed at the clit at first, then moved downward, running her tongue between the spread cunt lips, slipping over the lubricated tissues and probing the hole with the tip. She went back up and then back down several times as Linda became increasingly aroused, her motions indicating the oncoming orgasm. As when Kenny licked her, however, she drew her knees up even higher, mashing into her breasts, and lifted her hips until the entire area between her legs and buttocks were on a level, offering her anal area to be licked. As Beth went downwards, actually backwards now, she, without realizing it, went past the end of the cunt and over the asshole. At that contact, Linda really moved, jerking upwards against the tongue, asking for more. Excited herself at this demonstration of arousal, Beth stayed there for several seconds, ﬂicking and probing with her tongue, before moving back to the cunt. This process was repeated several more times until, as she reached the clit again, Linda exploded, crying out as she surged upwards, clamping her thighs around Beth's head, and holding herself rigid -- and then collapsed, falling back, legs splayed open.
Beth sat back on her heels, startled by the force of Linda's climax. She had masturbated, of course, and, at least once, Kenny had used his ﬁngers to bring her to what probably was an orgasm.....but nothing like this! And to think that she, herself, had caused it! She felt a tremendous upsurge of heat in her own cunt as she stared between Linda's legs, hardly believing that she actually had licked it. Her reverie was interrupted by Kenny moving to take her place, however. The unbelievable series of events culminating with Beth's initiation to female-female sex finally was too much, and he had to get relief. He abruptly took Linda's limp legs, placed them over his shoulder and mounted her, sinking his cock into her open cunt. She was bent double, hardly able to move as he began a ferocious pounding of her crotch. This time, Beth was not standing in the door of a darkened room: instead, the room was lighted and she was no more than a foot from the conjuncture of cock and cunt. Every detail of the screwing was laid out before her, every squishy sound was audible, as Kenny drove into and out of Mrs. Kramer (as Linda still thought of her). Beth wasn't even aware of it, but her thighs were squeezing together and relaxing, squeezing together and relaxing, matching the rhythm of the sex act she was observing, fanning the sexual heat building up between her own legs. Kenny was too hot to last long as he plunged in and out. Linda could hardly move, her cunt merely acting as a receptacle, waiting for the inevitable climax. Still, the continual pounding of her clit was exhilarating, arousing her again. Whether she came when Kenny did is questionable, but her moans and harsh breathing showed that the screwing was not completely one sided.
In any case, Kenny did explode inside of her, grinding against her in a burst of orgasmic frenzy, ﬂooding her, once again, with his cum. Pausing for a few seconds, he withdrew his still semi-hard cock from her cunt and lay down beside Linda, pulling Beth between them. Resting on his elbow and looking down at two naked women, he was in nirvana, a situation too far out to even be part of a fantasy. On the other side, Linda rose up on her elbow and had something of the same reaction -- it certainly had never been a part of any fantasy she had created! Not waiting for Kenny to guide her, she ran her hand over Beth's abdomen and up to her breast, cupping and fondling it. "Oh, Beth, your breasts are lovely! They're so ﬁrm!" To Beth's timorous reply that they were small next to hers, she answered, "Well they may be smaller, but they are lovely, and they'll grow. Heavens, you're only 18!" That was the last "conversation" for some time, as both Linda and Kenny played with the breasts and kissed and sucked the nipples. Beth was in a weird state: she could feel things being done, but it was almost as if they were being done to someone else. She was no longer there, just her body which was feeling sensations that were so intense that she couldn't think, just experience them.
Again, without prompting, Linda slowly worked her hand down over the silky skin of her stomach into the feathery, curly blond ﬂeece that crowned her mound. Linda's rotated her ﬁngers through the hair, barely grazing the clit, but Beth's legs immediately opened, involuntarily asking for more. Taking the hint, the ﬁngers ran over the cunt lips and cupped the entire crotch area before, ﬁnally, slipping between the lips and sliding through the slippery channel. Beth's reaction was immediate, her legs spreading wider and her hips ﬂexing upwards. Linda continued the caressing, lightly tickling the clit and then running downward through the cunt and back up, taking her cue from Beth's movements as to what stimulation was most effective. She continued this for some time, oddly reluctant to take the next step, waiting this time for Kenny's leadership. When, at last, he moved down to Beth's feet, she quickly joined him, and, with his guidance, moved, on her knees, between Beth's widely spread thighs.
Without waiting for instructions, Beth drew her knees up to her breasts, opening herself completely, giving Linda her ﬁrst ever direct look at another woman's cunt. In comparison with her own, the hair was, of course, much sparser, the lips almost bare. The lips, themselves, were much thinner; much less ﬂeshy than her own, more mature, folds, and the entire area was pinker, giving a very neat, clean appearance. Oddly enough, for an unquestioned heterosexual, it actually looked appealing, and she had absolutely no hesitation in moving her mouth to the small clit and begin licking. She ﬂicked her tongue rapidly, enjoying Beth's immediate response, a moan of pleasure and an upward movement of her pelvis. Slowly, she ran her tongue between the cunt lips and began actually licking the entire area, staying in one place if Beth reacted strongly, and then moving on. Trying to do to Beth what she enjoyed herself, she lightly tickled her anal region with her ﬁnger tip, licking the whole way back occasionally. Then, while licking and gently sucking the clit, she inserted her ﬁnger into Beth's cunt, but, to her surprise, it would not go in all the way, encountering a barrier not too far inside. In a sudden burst of awareness that almost made her stop licking, she thought, "My god, she's a virgin and that's her hymen! I don't believe it!" Actually, her own hymen had been broken in some non-sexual way long before her ﬁrst intercourse, and she was well aware that most girls had theirs punctured in some way (e.g. ﬁngers, candles, vibrators, bananas, screwing, etc.) long before their 18th birthday. Somehow, it seemed sexier to be licking a real virgin.



In any case, Beth's rising excitement was indicated by her more and more vigorous motion and the continual ecstatic moaning and "ohhh's" that streamed from her. Finally, the crisis point was reached as she jerked forcefully up and down, pushing upward toward Linda's mouth. Abruptly, she groaned loudly and, arched upward, held still for a moment, and then simply collapsed downward. Linda held her position for a few moments, then moved up and lay down beside her, oddly aroused and satisﬁed at the same time. Raising up on her elbow, she looked down at Beth's face, and impulsively, leaned down and lightly kissed her on the lips. A wave of affection surged through Beth, and she responded by putting her arms up around Linda and kissing back ardently. The kiss became quite passionate as they held each other, a tender moment between two women who had shared a time of great intimacy.
During all this activity, Kenny mostly observed, although, of course, his hands were busy fondling and, occasionally, using his ﬁngers on one or the other. He had eased his internal pressure by quickly fucking Linda, but the boiler was reaching steam level rapidly as he watched Linda work on Beth. Still, he beat down the pressure to do something immediately as the two women lay down beside each other. Watching them kiss was almost too much, but he temporarily dampened his ardor as they started talking. Beth explained her actions by saying, "I had tried to talk to Kenny alone today, but someone else was always near. Tonight, when we were ready to leave, I saw your plastic key lying on the table, so I grabbed it and when we went out, I disabled the security lock. When Angela went to sleep, I sneaked out of the room; got on the elevator....I was scared to death that I would meet someone, dressed as I was....and came up here. I very quietly came in the door and slipped over to Kenny's room and found it empty. Then, I heard noises over here and I looked in and saw you....well, screwing! I was horriﬁed and horribly scared that you would see me, but I just couldn't get my legs to move and leave."
"Oh, Honey, it must have been a terrible shock! I'm so sorry you had to see that!"
"It was awful! I came up to make love with my boyfriend, and found him having another woman! I was even too shocked to cry! In any case, I ﬁnally started to creep out of the room when you saw me. I panicked and ran for the door, but, of course, Kenny caught me before I
could get out. Before I knew what was happening, he dragged me back in here.....and then he spanked me! Gods did that hurt!"
"Believe me; I know just what you mean! He has a very hard hand!"
"You mean that he spanked you too?"
Linda blushed furiously, but answered, "That's how all this started! We had a big ﬁght the ﬁrst night we were here and before it was over, he spanked me twice and had me three times! Since that night, he's done just about anything he's wanted with me....and now you're involved too! Believe me; I never dreamed of being embroiled in a situation like this....no one but my husband had ever even seen me undressed before! Now, look at me, naked in bed with two other naked people. You know, I've had sex with Kenny just about every way possible, I've gone out with practically no clothes on, I've been stripped by my students, and, now, I've had sex with another woman.....all in ﬁve days! I've had a full sex education in less than a week.....and I love it! I don't know what, if anything will happen when we're back home, but the experience here was wonderful.....even if completely immoral!"
Beth's mouth was literally hanging open during that discourse, but she ﬁnally gathered herself together and embraced Linda, saying, "My, god, this must have been as big a shock for you as for me, maybe bigger! And, here we girls thought that we had started something new last night, and here Kenny has been screwing you all along! I certainly won't tell them about that! I'll tell you though, all of us think that you are absolutely wonderful and, as for me, I'm glad it happened this way! If I had just gone in and Kenny and I had made love, it still wouldn't have been as exciting as all of this! This is certainly a night that I'll remember with pleasure the rest of my life! I loved what I did to you, and even watching Kenny screw you was exciting!"
During all of this illuminating dialogue, Kenny had been quiet, not wanting to interrupt or to interfere with the self-revelations from the two women. Still, his own libido was pushing him and his extraordinarily hard cock was pressing into Beth's side, rubbing against her, clearly demanding release. Linda saw the motion and, half laughing, commented, "From the way Kenny looks, I think you are going to see him take me again! Look at that," pointing to his cock as he rolled onto his back. Taking her words as an invitation, he moved past Beth to position himself to enter Linda.
Suddenly, in a very small and timorous voice, Beth almost whispered, "Would you rather have me instead?"
Stunned, Kenny stopped and he and Linda stared at Beth as he asked, "Do you mean it?"
"Of course I do, damn it! I came up here to let you make me and now, I really want it! I don't see how I could ever be more ready!"
Linda pulled back, saying, "Oh, Beth, that's wonderful if you really want to. Look, I'll go over to Kenny's room or you two can go over there. That'll give you plenty of privacy."
Reaching for her hand, Beth answered emphatically, "No, I want you to stay here! You've been part of everything up to now, and I want you to share in this too! That'll make it all very special!" Then, hesitantly, "If it won't embarrass you to be here, of course."
"Oh, Beth, of course it won't embarrass me! In fact, I'll be honored!" Pausing for a breath or two, she continued, "Look, I don't want to be a wet blanket, but there is a problem. I'm
on the pill, thank heavens, but you aren't, and you won't have any protection. I'm worried about that."
"Wow, it's a good thing you thought of that! Wait a second." Hurrying over to his room, Kenny returned with the packet of condoms, saying with a grin, "As the Boy Scouts taught me, 'Be Prepared."' Opening the container, he took out a condom and rolled it onto his cock, under the fascinated eyes of the two women.
Linda watched intently, ﬁnally saying, "So, that's how they work. I've never seen one in use before. It does sort of break up a romantic interlude to stop and do that, doesn't it! Still, 'better safe than sorry."'
Condom in place, Kenny moved between Beth's raised legs, placed his cock at the entrance to her cunt, and asked, with an eager smile, "Ready?" Beth, holding Linda's hand, smiled back somewhat apprehensively, and nodded, spreading her thighs wider to emphasize her readiness. Kenny put the head of his cock at the small hole and gently pushed inward -- but could go no further as Beth obviously winced and pulled back, going "Oh!" He tried again with the same result, perhaps getting one-half inch in, but no more. The problem, of course, was that fear had dried up much of the natural lubrication in her cunt, and that, combined with the dry surface of the condom, caused considerable friction, and, in any case, nothing larger than a finger has ever slipped inside.
Recognizing the obvious problems, Linda let go of Beth's hand, hurried into the bathroom, carrying a small tube. "Here. Here's the lubricant we used last night. I think that's all you need. Removing the cap, she took a sizable dollop and, without hesitation, applied it to Kenny's rubber-covered cock, spreading it all around, leaving it well coated. She then took a larger quantity and, with it on her ﬁngertip, inserted it into Beth's cunt, putting it on the entrance and as far in as she could reach, thoroughly lubricating the entire channel. Lying back and taking Beth's hand again, she said, "That should make things easier for both of you! Now, just relax, honey!"
Once again, Kenny put his cock at the hole and gently pushed in. This time was different, however, as the head slid into Beth with no difficulty, stretching the opening wider to accommodate its size. He pulled back and re-entered several times, getting in deeper each time, until the barrier as reached. As the cock head hit her hymen, Beth winced, but made no objection as he withdrew slightly and, then, hit it again. "Does it hurt too much? Shall I stop for a while?" he asked, receiving only curt "Go ahead, break it!" in reply. Beth gripped Linda's hand tightly as Kenny pulled almost all the way out, and then plunged in, hitting and, ﬁnally, rupturing the membrane signifying her virginity. As it went through, Beth gave a sharp "Ooh!" followed by several less piercing "Oooh's" before the pain was replaced, first, by a tingle that was transformed into erotic desire as passion built up. Suddenly, she was surging up against Kenny as he screwed her. In deference to her virginity, he had shown unbelievable restraint (particularly for a male teenager) and had moved in and out quite slowly until she accommodated herself to the new experience. Now, as she began to respond vigorously, he was free to move more strenuously, sliding into her newly opened passageway arduously, grinding against her clit, and pulling back to repeat the process.
The real screwing had begun and, considering everything, it is no surprise that it ended soon with Kenny's triumphant ejaculation taking place with tremendous force. This time, of course, it did not go into a welcoming vagina, but into a mundane rubber -- but the result was the same! Shortly afterwards, Linda disengaged herself and discreetly rose from the bed, saying, softly, "I think I'll go take a shower and get ready for bed. You two stay where you are till I come back if you want to." Her purpose was transparent, but appreciated, as the two young lovers had a twenty-minute period of enjoyment and sharing. When she returned, she urged Beth to return to her room, saying, "We don't want the other girls to ﬁnd you gone and come looking for you! Kenny, you'd better go back down with her." Beth quickly put on her nightgown and robes while Kenny dressed to accompany her. They had a long "goodnight" kiss outside the door, several in fact, and Beth went in, ﬂoating on air.....to ﬁnd three girls, wide awake, waiting to hear all the particulars! It was a long time before everyone was satisﬁed, hearing about how Beth had sneaked into Kenny's room without Mrs. Kramer seeing her, and, of course, in detail, how her tryst had worked out!
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For Jean, the whole experience was beyond belief. Obviously, she had no idea as to what to expect or what it would feel like. Actually, her mind still was in a state of shock, and she really wasn't thing coherently at all. Here she was after an unbelievably painful caning, doing something that she always had considered to be the nadir of depravity, having sexual contact with another woman. Yet her morality censors seemed to be numb. She wasn't thinking right or wrong, just following instructions. Thus, with her mind on automatic and her guilt repressed, she just reacted and found that the experience was nowhere as repulsive as she had expected. With her censors in operation, those rules developed in her earliest, formative years, what she was doing would have been abhorrent and any pleasurable sensations negated or denied. As it was, however, the caressing of Marian's cunt was interesting and the tactile sensation really quite soothing. She stroked up and down, running her fingers through the moist groove between the lips, the silky feeling of the soft tissues very sensual. Following instructions, she tickled the clit and the hair along the lips, occasionally slipping between them and, every now and then, sinking her finger into the cunt hole.
She would have expected that to be traumatic, but it really wasn't, perhaps partly because of the numbness still limiting her thinking. The same thing applied to pushing her finger into Marian's asshole. Of course, she had done that before while creaming the area, but then the penetration had been shallow and incidental. Now, with Marian' encouragement, her finger, lubricated from the wet cunt, slipped in the whole way to her second knuckle. Thus, as Marian progressed toward orgasm, Jean explored both opening to her body while continuing the manipulation of the external parts. As the orgasm was reached, she stroked faster and pressed harder, fascinated, even in her mentally anesthetized state to see the woman lose control, pressing upward against her hand, gasping and moaning in ecstasy. As Marian finally slumped down, out of breath and energy, Jean realized that, despite her background and her beliefs, she, herself, had become aroused by this wicked act. Right then she couldn't think about that. In fact, she didn't want to think about anything.
Unfortunately for her peace of mind, however, it was not over. Marian wanted to be certain that Jean was sufficiently conditioned and controlled, so she intended to go one major step forward. Therefore, after resting awhile, lying side by side, Jean's head resting against her breast, she started again. Taking Jean's hand again, she placed it on her cunt mound. Jean lightly brushed her fingers through the hair, feeling its softness and springiness. Then, knowing what was desired, she slid her hand further down and began lightly caressing the clit. After a minute or so of this, Marian spread her legs and asked Jean to move and kneel down between her legs. As she did so, Marian pulled her knees up almost to her breasts and opened them, exposing every detail of her cunt and ass to Jean's eyes. Jean's head had cleared, and while she still was somewhat traumatized by the caning and subsequent events, she had recovered quite well. Actually, she had admitted to herself, while they lay there, that fondling Marian's cunt hadn't been as dreadful as she had feared and that it had been interesting to cause her to erupt into orgasm. She had never thought of such a thing, but, well, it had been interesting.
Now, with the mental numbness gone, she, for the first time, saw a cunt raised up and wide open. She couldn't help but stare, looking at the clit protruding slightly at the start of the division into cunt lips. The lips, themselves were puffy from previous excitement, the fringing hair damp from the flow of internal moisture. Then, between the lips, red with arousal, was the hole, the one her finger had been in not long ago, wet and shiny and beckoning. Her eyes moved further down as the cunt lips ended leaving a small bare area, the perineum, and just below, the asshole – where her finger also had been. She would be shocked later at her actions and her calm perusal of Marian's sexual (and other) organs, but right then she was fascinated by what she was seeing. She had, of course, seen pictures in biology textbooks of these same organs, but it was very different, kneeling down between a woman's legs looking at them as opposed to studying a dry textbook.
All this surveying took only a short time and, obviously, Marian wanted something more that to be examined. At her unspoken urging, Jean leaned forward and began tracing the cunt lips with her fingers, dipping into the opening as she passed it. She stroked up and down gently, lightly tickling at the clit and drawing her fingers all the way down to the ass. This stroking and petting went on for several minutes as Marian visibly became more aroused. The cunt had been wet when it started, but Jean's manipulation had started an output of lubricant that literally flowed downward, making the entire area amazingly slippery. It was at that point that Marian dropped her bombshell that made Jean's newfound equanimity vanish.
Jean was leaning forward from her kneeling position, her head between Marian's thighs, watching her fingers as she worked on the cunt. Suddenly, Marian reached down over her raised knees and put her hand on the top of Jean's head and gently pushed downward. Jean's first reaction was to wonder what she wanted when that question was answered when Marion said, "Lick my pussy, honey." The statement was made softly, as a request, but there was no question that it really was a command.
Jean's reaction was clear evidence that her conditioning was complete. She made no effort to pull back as Marian's hand pressed her head downwards until her mouth was at the clit. The "request," however, was like a thunderbolt, turning her mind into a quagmire of jumbled thoughts, none of which made sense. There was, of course, the overwhelming fear of lesbianism, but added to it was a feeling of revulsion at having her mouth on another woman's cunt. The moistness, the hair, the fear of "dirtiness," all the things that warred with her feeling of delicacy, contributed to her feeling of revulsion. All of these elements warred with her commitment and desire to do as Marian wished. The result was a conflict that prevented any coherent thought. She just couldn't think, once again she was numb, an automaton that did as she was programmed to do – she started licking.
She started as if she were licking an ice cream cone, long, rapid swipes over the surface of Marian's cunt. Marian's hand slowed her down, however, and, as something of the shock wore off, she began using her tongue with more precision. Marian's reactions told her when she was doing it right, and she used those as guides and developing a pattern. She concentrated on the clit at first, flicking her tongue over it as she had tickled it with her finger. Then she moved downward, running her tongue into the slit and finding an abundance of moisture seeping out of the hole. As she dropped further, she found the cunt lips to be very slippery, almost as if they were lined with Teflon. Even as she got the whole way back, she discovered that even the anal area was coated with the same lubrication. Marian, obviously, was very aroused.
Jean had not resisted when Marian told her to lick, but, as she complied, she almost burst into tears at the enormity of what she was commanded to do. Fortunately, the fugue condition of her mind, the numbness that precluded rational thought stopped even that normal (for her) reaction. All those thoughts of revulsion, etc. as described above were there ready to pounce as soon as the initial shock wore off. However, amazingly, the reaction was just the opposite. Even through the clouds in her mind, she realized immediately that her expectations of a nauseating, sickening taste were wrong. Actually, the "flavor" was more neutral and certainly not unpleasant. In addition, the slippery flesh was smooth and even the hair was soft and unobtrusive under her tongue. As she reached the perineum, and her tongue began flicking over Marian's asshole, the thought flashed through her mind, "This is clean, I just washed it myself!"
That was her first coherent thought, and suddenly, the mist over her mind seemed to vanish as she realized that there really was nothing repulsive about licking Marian. In fact, as she continued and Marian's excitement grew, she actually began to, well, if not really enjoy, not mind what she was doing. In some ways, the very perversity of the act began to excite her. Her first panicky reaction had been that this depraved, menial and servile act was filthy and horrible. Suddenly, being on her knees, kneeling between her mistress's legs, licking her cunt, seemed a good place to be. Just as kneeling by the tub giving Marian a bath seemed right and proper, so did this.
Consequently, her tongue became more active, the tip flicking over the clit, delving into the cunt hole itself and running the length of the channel. When the tip reached the asshole, Marian surged upwards, leading Jean to concentrate on that erogenous area while, at the same time, tickling the clit with her fingers. Swirling her tongue around the hole, poking inward with it, Jean elicited a humping motion from Marian, seemingly indication approaching orgasm. Licking back upwards, she replaced her tongue with her finger and, as she concentrated on the clit, slid it completely into the asshole. That combination of manipulation finally sent Marian over the edge, her pelvis humping up and down and twisting against Jean's face and finger. Then, with one final upward surge accompanied by a series of gasping groaning-like sounds, she collapsed. For almost thirty seconds, Jean stayed there, her face hard against Marian's cunt, her finger far up her ass and, then, she too pulled away and collapsed, almost as spent as Marian.
The aftermath for Jean was touchy for awhile, for her dormant censor awakened when the excitement and good feeling from serving Marian ended, and she was suddenly revisited by the shades of past beliefs, lesbianism the most prominent horror. She, under duress, of course, had committed what she had always deemed almost a mortal sin, a transgression that only the most depraved and degenerate women could be involved in. Yet, she had not only let happen, but, she admitted to herself, she had actively participated in and, in retrospect, worst of all, enjoyed. She couldn't deny this last fact. Mostly the enjoyment came from pleasing Marian by kneeling down and performing the servile role of a naked serving girl. In addition, she also admitted to herself that being forced to do such a thing, whipped until she no longer could fight, made it much more acceptable, less of a licentious act on her part. Nonetheless, she still had that residual feeling of having committed an immoral act. Interestingly enough, as Jean repeated this obscene performance many times in the future, this feeling of guilt remained, giving an element of wickedness that, somehow made it more interesting
For the two of them, the aftermath was, at first, a bit strained, but that lasted only a very short time. Somehow, the new experience was accepted as a natural development and they were quite comfortable with each other afterwards. Marian helped this considerably, by pulling Jean up beside her and giving her a quick kiss, saying, "Thank you, honey. That felt wonderful." She treated it in a matter of fact way, requiring no discussion or dissection and they were able to lie there, naked but comfortable with each other, talking of mundane things. An excellent way of diffusing a potentially traumatic situation! The only reference to the caning came just as Jean was ready to leave when Marian said, "Here, honey, let me put some more lotion on your bottom. It's really red. You know, you'd better make sure that Jim doesn't see your little ass until those marks clear up!"
Jean agreed entirely about that last remark. There was no way that Jim, despite his more liberal ideas about clothing and, perhaps, from hints he had made, sexual activities among married couples, could ever accept what he would have considered the most outrageously depraved act, even under duress. This she would have to keep secret!
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When Rob returned from his latest trip, he was met by the news that the seduction of Jean had progressed as far as Marian could take it alone. They had repeated the sex acts several times and Jean now seemed to be quite willing to literally do anything Marian asked. It was his turn to begin to participate. Actually, Marian's affection for Jean had grown throughout the seduction process and she really admired the strength and determination Jean had shown. "You know, I really wondered if she would win. I certainly didn't want to hurt her any more than I had, and she was really holding out. She finally did break down, fortunately. Actually, I think that she was fighting herself as much as me and, in some ways, she wanted to lose! Under that conservative, ultra-moral facade is a more liberal woman trying to get out. In any case, she's broken in now and I really have a sex slave to serve me! She's good! Now, we need to decide how you'll approach her. She's just been married a few months, so you'd better be careful. I certainly don't want to make her do anything she really doesn't want to."
No decision on strategy was made, but, without doubt, Rob was eager to do something now that Marian had destroyed most of Jean's defenses. In fact, however, the breakthrough came purely fortuitously as the result of a catastrophe created by Jean. Rob's home office was an area that Jean rarely entered because he kept paper records in careful piles on his desk, each pile a chronological record of the production in franchises he was supervising at the moment. He preferred this to computer pages because he could lay several weeks of reports side by side rather than having to switch screens. He agreed that his system was antediluvian, but he liked it. Jean was instructed to do nothing but sweep the floor, but leave everything else alone. About a week after the last episode reported above, she plugged in the canister sweeper with the hose connected to the wrong end. Not one-half hour after Rob had carefully updated the newest piles, she raised the nozzle, turned on the sweeper – and a blast of exhaust air came out like a leaf blower, sending the piles into the air like a snow flurry. She let out a scream of horror as she turned off the vacuum (or blower, in this case), but it was far too late. Rob, hurrying in to see what had happened saw a disaster before him.
Furious as he thought of the work he was going to have to do to rearrange all of those pages, he yelled, "What the hell are you doing? You know you're not supposed to touch my papers!"
Obviously, she hadn't "touched" the papers, but as she tried, fearfully, to stammer out what had happened, he grabbed her around the shoulders as he sat down in his chair, turning her over his knee. It may seem to be an odd, perhaps questionable, reaction, but Rob had been used to spanking Judy when she did something wrong and, in his rage, he acted automatically. Flipping her skirt over her waist, he literally ripped her panties down and delivered a tremendous SMACK onto her bare ass with the palm of his hand. Jean was completely stunned by the turn of events. First she was still in a state of shock from having the vacuum seemingly "blow up" in her hands, spreading papers throughout the room, having her employer charge in raging at her and, now, without warning, she found herself being spanked on her bare bottom – by a man!
As this last thought crystallized in her mind and she really understood what was happening, she began twisting and squirming in an effort to get away. He was seeing her naked behind...he was touching her...oh, god that hurt...all thoughts that flashed through her mind. "Stop, you can't do this! Let me up! Oow!" The last came from the effects of another vicious SMACK that caused her entire body to vibrate. The blows rained down, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! This hand spanking was far more severe than those she had received from Marian. In no time at all, the skin on both hips was beet red, the temperature such that it felt like an iron was being applied to her buttocks. Jean was used to being spanked by now, but this was different. It was a man doing it and he could see things that no one but Jim had seen. The pain was dreadful, but she tried to keep her thighs clamped together and her ass cheeks squeezed tight to hide her private areas. At first, this was her major concern. She had hated being spanked by Marian, even having another woman seeing her, but, still, that was much less traumatic, much less sexually prohibited, than being scrutinized by a man.
Actually, at first, Rob was too furious to think of the nature of the bottom he was punishing. He just had to dissipate his rage. So, his hand rose and fell, the skin became redder and redder. For Jean, the agonizing spanking gradually became too much for her to do anything but twist and turn to try to avoid the worst of the SMACKS. Soon, any thought of protecting her modesty vanished and her legs spraddled open, her ass cheeks relaxed and, while she no longer was even thinking of it, everything was open to Rob's eyes.
For his part, when he started the spanking, he wasn't thinking of Jean as a woman or, specifically, as a woman he hoped to seduce. She was someone who had made a great deal on additional work for him. However, bit-by-bit he became more conscious of what he was spanking – a well-formed, rounded and very attractive female bottom. As his hand hit with a resounding SMACK, it quivered in a delightful way, soft but resilient. Then, as Jean's defenses fell and everything was exposed, he stared with increasingly lust filled eyes at what he could see of her cunt and, occasionally, right between her ass cheeks.
By that time, Jean had lost all sense of who was spanking or of the sex of the spanker. She was completely lost in the pain and humiliation, no longer concerned about anything else except having it end. SMACK...OOOW...SMACK....OOOOOH.... SMACK! Then, SMACK... PLEASE...SMACK...OH, PLEASE STOP...SMACK...OH, I'LL SO SORRY.... SMACK....EEEEK.....SMACK....OH, PLEASE, I'LL DO ANYTHING! Finally, SMACK..... groan.... SMACK.....moan.....Smack....smack. Jean's resistance, even to beg, was gone when Rob finally stopped. She lay, quiescent over his knees as he ran his hands over her hips and between her open legs, feeling her cunt. Suddenly, he moved her off so that she knelt on the floor before him.
She watched with unseeing eyes as he quickly opened his pants and pulled out his very rigid cock. She didn't react as he reached for her head and pulled her to him until the cock actually touched her lips. It was the first time in her life that her mouth had even been near a cock and she heard him say, "Kiss it!" Mentally, she was in that same state she had been in with Marian, not really aware, beaten into submission by her spanker and completely under control. Not really comprehending what she was doing, she pursed her lips and kissed the tip of Rob's cock and, at his directions, did it several more times. Then, she heard, "Open your mouth."
Still in a daze, but knowing something was wrong, she looked up and started to protest, but the second she tried to speak, the head of the cock slid into her mouth. Finally, startled to her senses by this impossible invasion, she tried to pull away, but Rob held her head still and forced two more inches into her. "Suck it," he ordered as he began a slow in and out motion, actually screwing her mouth.
For two or three minutes, Jean continued to struggle against him, but Rob was too strong, caught up in the lewd sex act. For Jean, kneeling there on the floor, the entire situation was incomprehensible. She knew of cock-sucking, of course, and recently Jim had made some vague hints about it, but for her, the act was so unnatural that she just couldn't believe that it was happening. Such a thing was, to her, far more depraved than licking Marian's cunt – the actual invasion of her mouth....impossible! Still, it was there! And nothing she could do would dislodge it! Oddly enough, her vulnerability, that very inability to stop it, to force it out, made it easier to submit. As it had been with Marian, it was beyond her control and she was acting under duress – so she was innocent and her internal censor could be turned off. Suddenly, she surrendered completely. She quit trying to pull away and accepted the assault on her mouth. She ovaled her lips and began sucking. The change, the acceptance, made it easier for Rob, and soon his cock began the inevitable process of ejaculation. The first spurts startled her and her first reaction was to pull away. His hands on her head prevented that and, after that initial reaction, she stayed quiet, lightly sucking and swallowing until he finished.
Finally, his now limp cock fell from her mouth and she slumped onto the floor. All at once, the enormity of what had just happened hit her. She had sucked a penis (her term)! He had come in her mouth and she had swallowed it! Good god, he had taken her in her mouth! She could still taste it, making the entire episode all too real. She had, of course, cried during the spanking, and now a flood of tears began to fall. Rob sat there, not knowing what to say or do. He tried to console her, but simply didn't know the words to use or what, if anything, he should say. Fortunately, at the point Marian came in.
She had heard the spanking and the silence afterwards and had arrived just as Jean dropped to the floor. Reaching down, she helped her up and, smiling to Rob, took her to the bedroom where they had a long female-to-female talk. It took awhile, but Marian was able, with sympathy and reasoning, to get Jean over the trauma, and, finally, it was accomplished, at least on the surface. Actually, Jean had two things to overcome – she had sucked a cock and Marian knew about it. Somehow, she expected jealousy and blame, but, happily, and surprisingly, there was none. Thus, Jean was able to get through the rest of the day, studiously avoiding any possible contact with Rob.
That night, lying awake in bed beside her husband, Jean ran the events over and over in her mind. Her expected reaction to such an event should have been complete revulsion. The idea that she should look up and see an erect cock right before her eyes, have it put in her mouth and be forced to swallow the ejaculation from that cock – sickening! It wasn't as if it was her worst dream had come true, only because she had never even dreamed of such an unspeakable event. Even when, to her dismay, she realized that Jim was hinting at such a perverted act, she had been almost nauseated. Yet, when she thought of the afternoon's events, she realized that she had felt nothing like that.
She had, of course, been startled when she saw Rob's cock before her, the first time she had ever seen one so close (and only Jim's at all, previously), but she was still in such a state of shock from the spanking that it was not as horrendous as it would have been in any other circumstances. Amazingly, however, despite her almost comatose state, the entire episode was clear in her mind, almost like a recording that she could rerun and view. She remembered kissing the tip, once when ordered to and twice more without prompting. She remembered the feeling of the cock in her mouth, a feeling that should have been revolting, but somehow was not. And, finally, she remembered the explosion of liquid in her mouth, and, without thinking, her swallowing it without protest.
The whole thing was beyond belief. Partly her reaction was the result of still being in a state of stupor and just reacting. But, she should have reacted differently! She had not really struggled to get away. She could have let her mouth hang slack, but she knew that, instead, she had closed her lips on it and sucked. She could have spit out the cum, but she never considered it. In other words, while the cock sucking certainly was not voluntary, she also had to admit that she really had not been forced.
The whole thing, including her reactions, was unbelievable. Here she was, lying beside her husband and she should have been wracked with guilt – but, somehow, she was not! Partly, of course, this was due to the fact that she had, once again, been spanked into submission and, literally, would have done anything she was ordered to do. She had discovered that about herself from Marian's domination and control. However, she should have been totally passive, and she knew that she had not. She was forced to recognize that she had changed, of had been changed, in the months she had lived here. Things that would have overwhelmed her, absolutely devastated her, not long ago, now only disturbed her – if that – and she felt guilty about this loss of her moral certainty. This, of course, she could not discuss with Jim. Picture her opening the conversation with, "Honey, I sucked Rob's cock today!" This she had to work out alone, as well as another one which hovered in the back of her mind – would Rob make her do it again?
It didn't take too long to find the answer to that last question. For the next few days she had avoided Rob as much as possible, merely mumbling a shy, embarrassed "hello" if they passed. The following week, as Jean prepared to quit for the evening, Marian called her over and said, calmly, "Jean, honey, Rob would like to see you in his office for a few minutes before you leave.
With heavy feet, Jean trudged down the stairs and entered the office, finding Rob seated in his chair, wearing a robe. She just stood there, not knowing what to do or say, apprehension clear on her face.. After a moment, Rob asked, "Are you all right?" Receiving a barely perceptible "Yes," he opened his robe, revealing that he was nude beneath it. His cock, rigidly erect pointed toward her like a torpedo, indicating that he did not need Viagra. It was the "moment of truth" for Jean. She could have turned away and left or simply have said "no," but, instead she slowly walked forward and dropped down on her knees between his legs.
She looked at the cock, the first that she had ever seen close up when her mind was clear. It was of normal size, but to her it seemed huge. Leaning forward, she looked closely at the pinkish-red, plum-like head and, as she had done the first time, lightly kissed the tip. She did that several more times to Rob's obvious delight and then, hesitantly, opened her mouth and engulfed it. This time, Rob did not screw her mouth as he had before. Instead, he just reclined back and let her do the work. She wasn't sure of the proper method of sucking a cock, but she did what seemed natural, letting her mouth slide down the shaft and gently sucking as she withdrew. Rob's reaction proved that her instincts were right as he made moaning and sighing noises, gradually flexing his hips to get more contact on occasion. His only comment was, after a time, "Play with my balls."
Following his order, she put her hand down and cupped his testicles, lightly squeezing and fondling them. This additional stimulation was enough to send Rob to the edge or orgasm. Reaching down, he lightly held her head, directing the speed of her sucking, moving it up and down more and more rapidly. Suddenly, almost without warning, the cock exploded, filling her mouth with cum. She was startled by the ejaculation and its amount, but she managed to swallow just before another jet came in. The jerky in-and-out cycle was repeated five or six times before Rob dropped back and his limp, depleted cock withdrew from her mouth.
Jean stayed there on her knees for another minute or so, his hand lightly ruffling her hair. Finally, he said, "That was wonderful! Thank you, Jean," as she got to her feet.
As a reflex, she simply said, "Your welcome," a statement that seemed inane as she said it, but what does a woman say under those circumstances? She left the room quietly, not really thinking, certainly not immune to guilt feelings, but surprisingly composed, almost as if she had simply provided a service without moral concerns. She admitted to herself that it had not been as traumatic as she had feared and, in fact, once she was into it, it hadn't bothered her at all. Even having it come in her mouth was not repulsive at all with the taste not strong and really quite neutral. Amazing! It was fortunate that she had reached this level of acceptance, because the experience was repeated several more times before Rob left on his next trip. She didn't know it, of course, but the final stage of her seduction was at hand.
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On the trip home from Maine, Susan's mind was chaotic, ﬂitting from one subject to another. She enjoyed the freedom and sexual titillation of exposing herself as they rode along the highway, but, while she did so, she was thinking of a multitude of things. She was bubbling inside thinking of telling Jim that she was pregnant, knowing that he would share her euphoria. However, she dreaded telling Jean because she had no idea how she would react -- would she be angry, jealous....or what? Then her mind switched to what her overall relationship would be with both Jean and Don. She had really loved the month in Maine, partly, of course, the very restful conditions and delightful surroundings, but mostly because of the relationship with the two of them. It was hard for her to describe, even to herself, exactly what that relationship was. The best description she could come up with was that she was something of a sex slave with a very benign master and mistress. Each had used her sexually, each had viciously and painfully spanked her, but they also had been kind and thoughtful and the spankings had not been malicious or sadistic. They had controlled her actions, determining what she should or should not wear and had required her to expose herself so that she was embarrassed and humiliated. However, she had come to realize that she liked being dominated in that way. In addition, they had manipulated her, together and separately, causing her to have sexual relations with two other men, making her an adulteress three times over. Now, her "master and mistress" were taking her home where, presumably, they would, again, be just close friends.
However, while she assumed that her relationship with Jean would return to what it had been before, she speculated on what her relationship would be with Don. During the time in Maine, she had been available sexually any time he wanted her, which was often, but, before the trip, he had screwed her only once, after spanking her. Would he still expect her to be available when she was home with her husband? Could she say "no" if he did? Would she want to say no? In any case, regardless of all these idle speculations and thoughts of future problems, she had a sense of freedom, looking forward, for example, to dressing as she wished. Still, she admitted to herself that she had loved the experience of being a sort of sexual slave and would look forward to another trip to Maine.
All these speculations and ruminations made the trip home seem shorter and she actually was surprised when they arrived. Jim would not get home until that evening, but, if he had been there when they arrived he certainly would have seen a major change in his very conservative wife, for Susan was almost nude in the car. As she got out, her cunt was completely exposed because of her wrinkled and crumpled tunic top and, even more out of character (at least, the character of the "old" Susan), she made no effort to cover herself, actually almost ﬂaunting her semi-nudity. Don was, as would be expected, aroused by her display, and they made arrangements to get together after unpacking and resting. They did get together and, after their three-way sex, Susan and Jean discussed her pregnancy, as described earlier. After Jean left, Susan lay there for some time, thinking of all the events that had occurred since that first spanking by Jean -- lesbianism, adultery with three other men and, probably most signiﬁcant, being made pregnant by one of those men during dozens of adulterous sessions. Amazingly for one so new to such activities, none of these things made her feel guilty; in fact, quite the opposite was true. Just after another bout of lesbian activity and adulterous fucking, she was eagerly awaiting her husband's homecoming.
She went in and took a shower to prepare herself for the greatly anticipated reunion, paying particular attention to the area between her legs. She considered taking a douche, but decided, feeling daring as she did so, that enteral cleansing would be enough. She came out of the bathroom and, after inspecting herself with a mirror, she was satisﬁed that the exterior looked pristine while the cunt hole, itself, still was my wet with Don's cum. The idea of greeting her husband with the news of being pregnant, while knowing it was by another man and while her cunt was ﬁlled with that man's sperm, caused excitement to course through her. Not having seen Jim for a month was enough by itself, but the other factors added stimulation, such that, when Jim finally came through the door, he was almost assaulted.
Jim was startled and elated by this show of affection and Susan's obvious physical excitement at greeting him. Not having had sex for a month, and assuming that the same was true of Susan, he was more than ready to take advantage of their mutual arousal and make the homecoming memorable in an amorous way. After embracing and kissing for a few minutes, they hurried to the bedroom and stripped for action. Susan was a perfect picture of a desirable woman, large, ﬁrm breasts topped by turgid nipples. Blond cunt hair, bushy and curly, covering the base of her stomach and pointing toward the cunt, itself, nestled between lovely, firm thighs. Even when those thighs were spread, revealing the cunt lips and the crevice between, there was little evidence that she had been fucked not long before. No ringlets of hair saturated with liquid, no coating of thick gelatin-like ﬂuid over the lips, and, most important of all, no white mass of cum plugging the cunt hole, itself. A closer look in brighter light, however, would have revealed cunt lips coated with a clear, slippery coating and a cunt hole ﬁlled with a viscous ﬂuid just beginning to seep out. What is technically called the "outﬂow" was commencing, promising a gradual seepage of considerable proportions over time -- or a ﬂood if sucked out.
After a relatively brief period of fondling and foreplay, both were more than ready for more serious lovemaking. Susan had enjoyed the multiple fuckings of the last month, but she considered those sexual sessions to be just that, fucking, not lovemaking. As a result, her excitement mounted far beyond the simple physical arousal and she delighted in Jim's physical presence. As Jim moved between her legs, she drew her knees up to her breasts, opening herself as wide as possible. Jim was eager to enter her, but, knowing her pleasure points, he bent down, lightly kissed her cunt mound, and proceeded to lightly tickle and lick the hair. As his tongue moved lower to the clit, he began to encounter the first dampness, and, as he reached the cunt lips, it slid over the slippery liquid that coated them. He avidly licked through to the skin, savoring the evidence of Susan's excitement (and, of course, unknown to him, the residue of her recent adulterous fucking). Finally, he reached the cunt hole, and found a steady seepage of the same ﬂuid ﬂowing out of her vaginal canal, a ﬂow he sucked and swallowed as Susan's pre-orgasmic undulations became more pronounced. The ﬂavor of her cunt was stronger than usual, it seemed to him, but he took that as further evidence that she was extremely aroused.
In fact, she was extremely aroused. Seeing Jim for the ﬁrst time in a month, lying beside him, being fondled, anticipating being screwed -- she was wildly excited. The realization that her cunt was wet from Don's fucking was just an added stimulus, a catalyst that made the entire experience something new and different. As he licked her cunt, she pulled her knees to her tits, opening herself as wide as possible, and began moving up and down in a frenzy of delirium and abandonment. She forced her cunt against Jim's mouth, willing the cum inside her to pour out, to commit a different kind of adultery. Finally, she threw her legs straight up in the air and said something she had never said before, "Jim, darling, fuck me! Fuck me!"
That cry was enough to provide the final spark to send Jim into real action. He raised up between Susan's legs, positioned his bursting cock at the opening of her cunt, and drove inwards. He sank to the bottom in one surge, ﬁnding her vaginal passage to be open and slick, well lubricated with her own emissions and with the considerable remainder of Don's cum. As with the first time Don had screwed her Jim found her much easier to enter, the slickness making it possible for him to last longer. This made the love-making more intense and better for both of them, proving, once again, that fucking one's wife after another man has had her increases the pleasure, particularly if the husband (at least, most husbands) isn't aware of it. Interestingly enough, in later screwing sessions, even those few occasions when Don had not had her first, Jim commented on how much looser she seemed to be, how much easier it was to get in. Susan didn't tell him, of course, that the looseness came from being fucked two or three times a day for a full month!
In any case, as Jim's cock pistoned in and out, Susan achieved a quick, vigorous orgasm, but instead of slowing down, her excitement continued to build, culminating in a second explosion that she later realized was the strongest she had ever had. Jim soon matched her explosion with one of his own, ﬂooding her passages, blending his cum with that of Don. For each of them, the orgasms were memorable, amazingly strong and, most important, evidence of their deep feeling for each other. They lay, side by side, afterwards, holding each other close, as Susan divulged her great news, her pregnancy. The shared news sent them both into almost delirious happiness, culminating in a second bout of fucking -- less explosive, tenderer -- before, sated, they just relaxed and, finally, slept.
Susan's behavior in all of this was a fascinating reversal of the "normal" male-female reaction to extramarital sex. A man can say, with complete honesty, that the adulterous sex he had with another woman was just a physical thing, having nothing to do with the genuine love he had for his wife. He may even get a secret thrill of thinking of his paramour as he screws his wife. Even more erotic, having his wife suck his cock after it had been in the other woman could well bring on a premature explosion. Perverted or not, men have excused, or rationalized, such behavior throughout history, separating recreational sex with a "friend" from loving sex with their wife.
However, women traditionally have seen things differently, rarely accepting that dichotomy. A husband caught in infidelity "couldn't love her anymore!" Sex had to have an emotional component. Yet, Susan's relationship with Don (and, for that matter, Jean) was one of friendship and physical excitement, with no deep emotional attachment. She did love her husband, but there still was that illicit thrill which came from combining adulterous sex with marital intimacy. Inevitably, however, qualms of guilt surfaced in her quieter moments because, while she was far more experienced sexually than before going to Maine, she had a long way to go mentally to accept her "depraved" actions and arousal as being acceptable without remorse.
In any case, over the next several days, they fell back into their normal routine, although there were some differences. Susan, for a month, had been used to walking around wearing, at most, a pair of panties, and she found herself doing the same thing at home. On one occasion, she gave the paperboy a clear view of her bare tits. On another, without thinking, she opened the door to get the mail, standing completely naked on the threshold of the door -- just in time to almost cause a car wreck as a driver looked at her instead of the road. She soon adjusted, but never returned to the almost puritanical pattern of dress she wore before the trip. Jim, seeing her almost all-over tan, asked if Don had seen her nude and, hesitantly, Susan admitted that he probably had seen her sunbathing. She also confessed that she and Jean had worn their panties and bras around the "cabin," thus explaining, without emphasis, why she was going around the house in her underwear. Happily, Jim was quite unconcerned about such casual nudity and undress in those circumstances, and it removed any chance that Susan would inadvertently refer to the casual intimacy in clothes worn, or not worn, in Maine. In fact, for a while, Susan found herself being very careful in her comments about the time in Maine, fearful of giving any hint of the libertine vacation she had enjoyed. Her fears gradually ebbed, and soon they resumed their previous routine, Jim going to his ofﬁce to prepare for the fall semester and continuing his research. Life was good and their sex never better.
All in all, August was a very good month, partly the pleasure of being home, but also because things just seemed to work out. With her beating what seemed to be impossible odds and becoming pregnant, Jim and Susan agreed that it would be best if she avoided the stress and strain of teaching. Jim was now making a good income, and, with a little skimping, they decided that they could get along without her salary. Even that skimping soon became unnecessary, however. Jean normally employed a temporary worker to help type and edit her columns, and, as she said, Susan was far more qualiﬁed than most of the people the agency sent her. Being hired as an assistant to her very good friend provided the crowning touch for Susan, and she went around bubbling most of the time. Topping it off, when she and Jim attended the faculty reception later in the month, wearing her relatively sexy new dress, she was the belle of the ball. Jim was delighted with the "new" Susan, further feeding her euphoria, and making the world a delightful place.
However, there were some occurrences during the month that both added to and detracted from that rosy picture. For example, not everyone had such a delightful homecoming. As might have been expected, a month away from his ofﬁce created a pile of work for Don. In addition, a number of very vexing problems had occurred, many of which he had not been able to handle on the phone from Maine, and his ofﬁce workers had simply waited for his return rather than showing initiative. Unfortunately, the cabin was in a dead zone so using the internet hadn't been possible. As a result, when he returned home one evening, he was tired and very out of sorts. He was quiet and morose during dinner and, as he made clear to Jean, he just wanted to be left alone to think of the problems he had to solve. Around 8:00 PM that evening, Susan came over, complaining that Jim was so busy getting ready for the new semester that he wouldn't even talk to her. Despite Jean's efforts to warn her off, she kept attempting to draw Don out of his sour mood, being her normal vivacious self, even going so far as to rufﬂing his hair, a serious mistake. Never having seen him in that mood before, she didn't realize that she was tempting fate -- like teasing a bear trying to sleep.
Finally, after warning her several times to leave him alone, Don erupted. "All right, young woman, if you won't quit, you're going to get a spanking to teach you a lesson! Get up to the bedroom!" Don got to his feet and pushed her toward the stairs. Susan was thunderstruck, being taken totally by surprise. This was not Maine where she was committed to obey or accept punishment! It was in some ways a defining moment in their relationship, actually for all three of them. More than any words, her actions said that Don was still her master.
Almost in a daze, Susan went into the hallway toward the stairs as commanded. In doing so, she walked right by the door, a door that opened onto the deck connected to her house. Out that door and across ten feet of deck and she would be home, safe and with her husband. Don made no threat, wasn't forcing her, but she never considered disobeying, never even considered refusing to submit to what she knew would be a very painful spanking. Instead she slowly mounted the stairs, stammering, "Please, Don, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to get you mad -- I was just playing."
Don was in no mood to be forgiving, and probably wasn't even listening to her pleas. In fact, he was exactly in the mood to take his ofﬁce frustration out on Susan's bare bottom. Following her up the stairs and into the bedroom, he sat down on the edge of the bed and said, "Take your panties off and come over here!" Reluctantly, but without hesitation, Susan reached up under her skirt and slowly pulled her panties down and stepped out of them. Then, like someone going to their execution, she walked over to Don, lifted her skirt to her waist, and, without further futile protest, lay over his knees, her hips exposed and ready for the punishment. As always, she presented a delectable picture of a submissive woman, plump ass cheeks clenched together as if to deflect the blows, framed this time by the skirt rumpled up over her back. Jean, who had followed them upstairs, couldn't help but notice how much more vulnerable those cheeks looked outlined that way than if Susan had been completely naked.
Don looked down at the exposed ass and, without comment, raised his right arm and brought his hand down with a resounding smack, sending a cracking noise throughout the upstairs. Susan let out a scream of pain as the force of the blow crushed her bottom, sending waves of agony coursing through her body. She had anticipated the pain but, as always, forgot just how bad Don's hands would hurt. As the hand continued rising up and thundering down, Susan's ass began to look like meat on a butcher's shop. First it turned pink, then a uniform red and, finally, a mottled mixture of plain red and angry crimson blotches. The spanking hand pressed deeply into the ﬂesh, leaving an outline imprint in white surrounded by red as it hit and pulled away. The sunken area quickly rebounded, the outline of the hand turning an even deeper red and remaining visible until replaced by the next blow. The room was filled with the rhythmic smack, smack, smack....smack and the counterpoint moans of pain from Susan. Her shrill cries of agony had quickly degenerated into pleas for mercy, whimpers of how much it hurt and pitiful promises to behave in the future.
For Jean, the spanking brought forth the usual mixed emotions -- sympathy for her friend warring with the sexual excitement she always got from seeing Susan's perfect ass being belabored. She stood near the bed, watching intently, squeezing her thighs together in an involuntary reaction, bringing herself close to orgasm as the punishment went on. Reaching up under her skirt, she pulled her panties down around her thighs and began playing with her cunt. She couldn't believe the severity of the spanking, looking aghast as the hand prints on Susan's skin merged into what appeared to be one large, swollen welt. Susan was now lying limp, accepting the repeated blows with only a continual low moaning showing her reaction, while Don continued relieving his frustrations on her pliant body.
At long last, after what seemed like an eternity, his hand slowed and, finally, stopped, resting on Susan's burning behind, as he looked at the ravaged hips. The normally smooth, pink skin was now multi-colored, ranging from whitish areas that looked almost like frostbite to deep purplish-red splotches that already looked like bruises. In between was the overall dark crimson hue of a very well spanked ass. Without question, the cheeks were plumper than before, a swelling that would make sitting down uncomfortable for some time. Susan was limp, her head hanging down on one side of his knees, her loosely spread legs on the other. Her bottom cheeks, which had been tightly clenched together before the spanking, now were ﬂaccid, the groove between them open enough that her asshole was clearly visible. Further down, her cunt lips were prominently revealed, swollen with excitement despite the pain, their insides glistening with moisture. Don looked at the erotic display as his hands played over the bruised cheeks, letting his ﬁngers stroke between them, probing ﬁrst her cunt and then, his ﬁnger lubricated, her ass.



This finger-fucking was the final stimulus. Already tremendously aroused by his brutal domination of a lovely woman, Don was overcome by the need of sexual release. He pulled back, abruptly dumping Susan onto the ﬂoor, and ripped open his pants and removed his throbbing cock. Susan was jarred out of her stupor as she hit the ﬂoor and submissively looked up to see Don's intentions, ready to do whatever he asked. Seeing his cock come out, pointing toward her like a torpedo, she suddenly had a ﬂashback, deja vous, to the ﬁrst time she had really sucked it. She saw herself kneeling servilely between his legs after being spanked with a ping-pong paddle, engulﬁng his cock as he literally fucked her mouth. That picture energized her and she pulled herself up and knelt before him, aroused and thrilled to, once again, act as a slave girl, ready to be used and exploited by her master. Don leaned forward and, placing one hand on each side of her head, inserted his rigid cock into her open mouth and began to fuck it. Susan kept her lips tightly around the shaft as it went in and out, welcoming the penetration. At the same time, her hand was between her legs, masturbating her cunt, bringing herself to orgasm as she felt the first spurt of his cum ﬁll her mouth. She ground her clit against her hand in a frenzy of sexual gratiﬁcation, going off as she sucked and swallowed Don's ejaculation, the involuntary motions of her orgasm causing her to hump up and down in complete abandon. Finally, Don slumped back on the bed, his now-limp cock popping out of her mouth as he pulled back. Susan just stayed kneeling on the ﬂoor, her head sagging down to rest on his thigh, a strange languor overcoming her.
While all of this was going on, Jean stood watching, as she had in Maine, fascinated by the merciless belaboring of Susan's bottom. Her empathy for Susan's suffering was lost in her own mounting excitement as she stared, almost mesmerized as she did so. Don's hand moved up and down with a steady rhythm, like someone beating a tom-tom. Susan's ass cheeks quivered and vibrated, indented and rebounded in response to the slapping hand, turning a vicious, multi-hued red as described before. As Don finally finished the spanking and he and Susan began a real sex act, Jean's ﬁngers found her clit and she masturbated vigorously as she watched. Her orgasm came only a short time after theirs and, if they had been watching, they would have seen her explode, her hand clutched tight to her cunt, her pelvis ﬂexing back and forth as if she were being screwed. When her climax finished, she stood there for a moment, her hand still up under her skirt, her panties down on her thighs, before she came back to herself
Suddenly embarrassed, she pulled her panties up and quickly dropped her skirt, very conscious of the lewd picture she must present. Then on weakened legs, she went into the bathroom and returned with the soothing cream she had used on Susan before. Reaching down, she helped Susan up and had her lay face down on the bed beside Don. She began spreading the cream over Susan's ass cheeks and was startled by the heat emanating from them. Even her tender ministrations caused Susan to wince until, finally, the numbing effect of the cream eased the pain somewhat. As it diminished, the caressing of her bottom, combined with the vivid memory of being thoroughly dominated, gradually aroused Susan and she involuntarily began a slow up and down movement. Recognizing the signs of returning sexual excitement, Jean began a more purposeful stroking of her ass and, then, her cunt. She was very wet, and Jean's caressing fingers easily slid within the cunt lips and into the hole, causing Susan's motions to become more pronounced. As she ﬂexed up and down, Jean tickled her clit with her fingers while putting her thumb into her cunt. Then, stroking all the way from the front to the back, she matched her fondling to Susan's motions. As Susan moved even more vigorously, Jean concentrated on tickling the clit and cunt lips with her fingers while slowly inserting her thumb into the ass hole. With the thumb deeply embedded in her ass and the fingers massaging her cunt, Susan, for the second time that evening reached a climax, surging vigorously against Jean's ﬁngers and then collapsing.
Whether that was a good or bad experience was something Susan could never answer. All the rest of the evening, and even after she went home, the heat and soreness of her bottom both hurt and felt good, a contradiction she couldn't explain or understand. Nonetheless, the question she had asked herself on the way home was answered -- she still was the submissive sex slave she had been in Maine.
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Rob was gone for a little over a week, and, in the meantime, things went as had become usual – Jean and Marian spent the time watching movies and television, with bathing and creaming Marian a part of most evenings. Many of those evenings also included Jean acting as Marian's naked sex slave fondling her and licking her cunt. Once in a while, Jean was spanked, primarily (although this was not acknowledged) because Marian liked to do it. The spankings were not like the vicious canings that had been inflicted when Jean refused an order because she was now too well trained to refuse to do anything asked. So, on what was to be the last night that Rob was gone, the two of them were indulging in what had become a favorite pastime, pampering Marian. She had been carefully bathed, the creamy lotion rubbed in, and the naked Jean was on her knees between her thighs, gently licking her cunt while probing her cunt and ass. Jean was engrossed in her duties when, suddenly, she felt fingers running up her own thighs to her cunt. She tried to let out a shocked scream, but Marian held her down by her shoulders and the scream was muffled as her face was held against the cunt.
The fingers continued to lightly stroke her cunt while she tried pull away and get up, but she just wasn't strong enough. The fingers probed the cunt, finding it well lubricated from her actions with Marian. She felt the bed move as someone, and she knew it must be Rob, shuffled up between her legs. The hands that had been caressing her now reached up and fondled her breasts and stroked her body her all the way back down to her hips. The hands left her, and, suddenly, she felt something blunt being dragged up and down between the lips of her cunt, poking in briefly at the opening each time. Again, she tried to protest, gasping out, against Marian's cunt, that she couldn't do this, she was married, it would be adultery....all to no avail as, finally, the cock stopped at her cunt hole and very slowly began to push in.
As she felt it begin to enter, she squeezed her cunt muscles and twisted a bit sideways. This small effort to stop the penetration seemed to be enough, and Rob returned to just stroking his cock against her and, at the same time, feeling and fondling her tits. Leaving them, he pulled back and ran his fingers through her cunt down to the division of her upraised buttocks, teasing her asshole with his fingertips. Then, he gave her the treatment that she had been giving Marian for months – he slipped his finger, well lubricated from her cunt, into her asshole. It went in deeper as he also fingered her clit, causing her to open even wider. He moved his finger in and out, finger fucking her ass as he continued stroking her clit. She began moving in rhythm with his finger, grinding her ass back toward him.
Suddenly, he withdrew his finger and moved back up, nuzzling his cock against her cunt and, once again, began to push in. As he did, Marian finally spoke, "We won't force you, honey. All you have to do is pull away and we'll quit. It's completely up to you, but we really want you to submit, give yourself to us!"
Jean suddenly realized that she no longer was being held in position and that Marian was now fondling her tits. She felt the cock touching her cunt hole and knew that she could stop it. She really was free to go. They wouldn't stop her. All sense of morality and long-held beliefs told her to pull away, get up and go to her husband. She knew, somehow, that if she surrendered, she would be their sex plaything, their sex slave, as long as she and Jim lived there. Almost, the internal censor, the black and white view of right and wrong, prevailed. Almost!
Suddenly, all resistance vanished and she spread her legs wider and bent over further and the cock slid in, completely. She welcomed the penetration and the position, kneeling, face down, while her ravager took her. She wasn't being physically forced, but, somehow, in that position she felt vulnerable and controlled, a helpless, submissive woman. As an obedient sex slave, a role she accepted, she had committed adultery voluntarily, something she would have seen as impossible as the sun coming up in the west, but she had.
With that acceptance, Rob began a slow screwing, the tempo building up as arousal grew. The pounding in and out pushed her forward on her knees and her face was against Marian's cunt again, and, driven by her urge to serve both of them, she began a frantic licking. She reveled in the knowledge that they were having her from both ends, her cunt and her mouth. Her thoughts were jumbled, incoherent, driven by the growing excitement..."He's in me!......I'm being screwed!.....Gods, no, I'm being fucked! ....I'm being fucked!" A word she had never thought of using now seemed so right!
As the tempo increased and the cock began a more rapid screwing, her exhilaration mounted past any sexual plateau she had reached before. Suddenly, Rob stopped and pulled his cock out of her, quickly turning her over onto her back. Without prompting, she threw her legs up, spread and held them open as Rob mounted her from the front. His cock sank in deeply again and the screwing rhythm began again, more powerfully than before. Marian reached in between them and fondled her breasts giving even more impetus toward orgasm. Jean was humping up and down, meeting Rob's thrusts, grinding against him as he plunged in. Finally, the point was reached. He drove in even faster, hard against her clit, triggering her climax at almost the same time that he began coming deep inside her. They ground against each other in a series of spasmodic surges, each more violent than the last, until Rob just stayed in, fused against her.
Rob left his cock in her for a few moments, looking down at the woman he had just screwed. Then, pulling out, he collapsed beside her, both of them breathing heavily from exhaustion and sated desire. It was the first real orgasm for Jean, and she lay there with a feeling of euphoria. Recriminations and guilt would come later, but, for now, she felt wonderful. She repeated to herself that she had been fucked! This was fucking compared with the tame "sexual intercourse" or even "screwing" she and Jim had. Somehow, and she didn't really understand right then, this had been better. She'd had a real orgasm, and it had been wonderful!
The three of them lay, side-by-side, not speaking in a very companionable silence. Later, there was talking, fondling and finally, one more fucking before Jean walked back to her apartment and her husband. Fortunately, because their activities had lasted much longer that Jean and Marian's television watching normally did, Jim was sound asleep, making it unnecessary for her to appear natural shortly after her second adulterous screwing of the evening.
The following day was surprisingly normal with no awkward moments, just the acceptance by all, including herself, that Jean was now sexually available to either or both Simmons. As time went on, both availed themselves of the benefits of having a sexual slave in their employ. She was even required, occasionally, to go all day completely nude, both relishing the sight of her naked body doing her daily work. Rob was delighted with her, of course, using her mouth and cunt regularly and her ass fairly often. Marion luxuriated in continuing the customary bathing, creaming and fondling and licking by her "naked serving girl." Marian even, once in a while, returned the favors, to Jean's great pleasure and appreciation.
This lasted through the almost five years of Jim's medical training and continued periodically on visits after that. Jim never suspected that his very conservative wife was also a wanton sex slave, but he did reap some benefits from the situation. The next time he made his vague hint that they might expand their sexual repertoire to involve cock sucking (although he certainly didn't call it that), he was startled and unbelievably pleased that she complied and did a surprisingly expert job despite what he knew to be her complete lack of experience. He returned the favor by voluntarily licking her cunt – and, on occasion, finding it very wet after a session with Rob and Marion.
For Jean, the entire experience, except, of course, for having a sore ass much of the time (spanking continued for real or perceived faults on her part), and certainly her sexual horizons were widened far beyond anything she might have dreamed of. She realized after a time that Marian and Rob had mounted a campaign to seduce her, but she never held that against them – the results had been too good. Being transformed from a repressed, hide-bound, morally rigid woman to a cheerful sex slave had been worth it. She certainly had been seduced, not only physically but psychologically. A good time was had by all!
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Other experiences were of a completely different nature and showed a very changed Susan, more changed than she had realized. For example, after the spanking (which, at least, did Don a world of good), the rest of the week went on in its normal fashion with the exception of one event which probably showed these alterations in Susan's behavior as well as anything. Susan and Jean went to the mall, and unlike their past visits, there was no question as to what Susan would wear. She wore the same short skirt she had bought the previous June, but, with merely a suggestion, but no pressure, from Jean, she wore garter belt and hose, but, no panties. When she slowly slid out of the car, her legs were parted and the skirt rode up over her hose tops. Several men standing nearby were treated to a delectable view of her cunt hair and, probably, the slit between her legs. When trying on a blouse, Jean pulled the dressing room curtain open, "accidentally" exposing Susan's bare tits as she tried on a bra. Susan, well aware of the audience of several husbands waiting for their wives, made sure that they got an excellent view of her pink, very erect nipples. After putting her blouse back on, Susan, still pretending to be unaware of male eyes on her, raised her skirt to her waist to pull the blouse tails down, revealing her naked cunt. Walking out of the dressing room, she was so aroused by her exposure that she actually felt moisture from her cunt seeping out and down her thighs.
The coup de grace, however, came in the shoe store. There, she let her skirt raise up the expose her supporter straps as the clerk removed her shoe. When, as expected, he parted her legs and peeked upwards, she just let her thighs fall open, permitting him unrestricted visual access to her cunt. When he got up to get shoes for her to try on, his erection was prominently displayed through his pants. Susan and Jean snickered, but put on a serious face when he returned. Jean walked around behind him as he sat on the stool and raised Susan's legs and, as she let them spread again, Jean could see all of the cunt hair and, even, a little of the skin above it. This went on for some time, Susan's skirt higher and higher, until, at the end, the display was quite blatant. However, still professing innocence, she continually tugged the skirt down, only to surreptitiously let it work back up again. By that time, the clerk had studied her cunt hair as if for an exam, and his cock was visibly straining at the seams.
Susan wasn't through, however, and, wearing the shoes she intended to buy, she asked Jean if they seemed too tight to her. Instead of putting her foot on the stool, or sitting down, she raised her leg and placed the foot in the arm of the chair, right above where the clerk was kneeling. Hiking her skirt, again, "accidentally", well above the tops of her hose, Susan exposed her garter straps almost to her crotch. Swinging her knee toward Jean, she opened her thighs completely, exposing the entire triangle of hair and the cunt lips below to the enthralled eyes of the clerk. Jean carefully felt Susan's foot, while looking with fascination at the complete revealing, as she bent down a little, of everything between Susan's legs, even the cunt hole! They discussed the feel of the shoes, seemingly unaware of the complete exposure of Susan's nether "charms." Pretending to check her toes, Susan bent forward and looked down to see exactly how much was showing. She discovered that her skirt was now almost at the bend of her thigh and hip, leaving her raised leg almost completely bare except for the garter straps. As she looked inward, she was startled to be able to see her hairy cunt lips spread open, exposing the pink groove between, a groove which was literally dripping with her vaginal emissions. The hair was soaked and moisture from her cunt had seeped down to the top of her thighs, almost reaching her hose. Susan felt a thrill ﬂash through her as she realized just how blatantly exposed she was, and her cunt began to moisten even more.
From his position beneath Susan, the clerk was able to see every possible detail of her cunt, and he stared, mesmerized, as the two women discussed the shoes, seemingly unaware of her exposure or his position. Previously, he had looked up her skirt carefully, peeking at ﬁrst and then frankly looking as Susan spread her legs more and more. This, however, surpassed any cunt view he had ever had, and he seemed almost to be in a trance, totally unaware of the fact that he was simply staring between Susan's open legs at her shameless display. Without thinking, he actually leaned forward until his eyes were no more than a foot from her gaping, wet cunt hole, furtively rubbing his cock through his pants as he did so. To another customer, had there been one, it would have been a fascinating tableau: a woman balanced on one leg, skirt up, the raised knee held far from the other leg, displaying an open, dripping-wet cunt; another woman bent over, peering between the ﬁrst woman's legs, staring ﬁxedly at the cunt; a man, almost on his knees between the spread legs, literally gaping at the exposed cunt, his hand, hidden as he leaned forward, rubbing vigorously at the front of his pants. All talking had ceased as the three appeared to be almost in stasis, each frozen in place as each was sexually gratiﬁed by the situation, no longer concerned about appearances or propriety. The tableaux held for at least a minute, until several things happened at once.
As Susan stared, fascinated, at her own exposed cunt, she saw several drops of moisture gather on the tendrils of cunt hair. The hair was so wet that the curls had straightened out and it hung straight down, permitting the drops to ﬂow down and hang, precariously, on the tips. Suddenly, gravity took over and they fell to the ﬂoor, with others lining up to follow. The sight both embarrassed and excited Susan, sending her into a mini-orgasm, her pelvis surging forward and back, ending with her cunt pushed forward and held as if it were impaled on a cock as she climaxed. Suddenly shocked and ﬁlly embarrassed, she dropped her leg and let her skirt fall into place. Jean had been squeezing her thighs together rhythmically for some time and Susan's sudden moves of orgasm sent g over the edge, and she stood, leaning forward, her hand on the chair arm, legs welded together and undulating almost as if she were being screwed. The clerk leaned further and further forward, unconsciously drawing closer to the open cunt before him. He could see inside that cunt as it gaped open and he could even smell the hot, musky odor emanating from it, a cunt smell that is unmistakable. He furiously worked his hand on his cock as he saw the dribbling moisture draining out and, finally, falling from the hair, creating little beads on the carpet. Suddenly, without warning, he came, his cock throbbing and ejaculating cum inside his shorts.
Actually, all three came at almost the same time, the final impetus being Susan's dripping cunt juice down her leg and on the ﬂoor. As Susan put her leg down and dropped her skirt, it caught, momentarily, on the clerk's head, he was that close. He jerked back with an indescribable expression on his face and stood up, not knowing where to look or what to say. Susan was also speechless and had a face as crimson as a red ﬂag. They were saved by Jean, the least involved, who, matter-of- factly said, "I think the ﬁt is fine, honey. I think you should buy them." Later, she had no idea of how she could have been so calm, but the other two took the life preserver offered to them and were able to hurriedly complete the routine business and the two women almost ran from the store.
The clerk, left behind, went into the restroom to clean himself off, but not before jacking off again as he thought of the unbelievable events of the last half-hour. Later, he discovered that he had charged only $5.00 for a $50.00 pair of shoes, but the error was understandable under the circumstances and he thought, "It was worth it!"
Meanwhile, the two women rushed back to their car without speaking. As they unlocked the doors and almost fell in, they looked at each other with a mixture of shock and excitement.
"My god, I can't believe I did that! I actually spread my legs and deliberately showed my pussy to that man! I'm so wet I can't believe it! I actually dripped! I'll never be able to go into that shoe store again!"
"I can't believe it either, honey. You certainly showed him everything you had -- I think he went off! I know did, and it looked as if you did, too."
"I certainly did go off, and -- I still don't believe this -- I actually dripped on the ﬂoor! My legs are soaking wet and it's still coming out! Give me a Kleenex. I'd better dry myself before it soaks through to the car seat. I don't think I have ever been so hot! Gods, what a thing to do -- but it really was exciting!"
"It certainly was! Here, let me do that. Lay back on the seat and put your legs up and I'll dry you." Then, "Good heavens, you're as wet as if you had been fucked. It's a good reason to wear panties -- but, if you had worn them, you wouldn't be this wet. Heavens, your pussy is wide open. Boy, would Don love to have you now. Wait, I have an idea, slide down further in the seat."
As instructed, Susan slid down into a reclining position, spreading her legs as she ﬁgured out what Jean was going to do. Jean was able to bend down between Susan's legs and, with little difﬁculty, was able to begin licking up the vaginal emissions that had drenched the cunt hair and cunt lips and run down her legs. Then, she began a through licking and sucking of the cunt, itself, finally bringing Susan to a second, very satisfying orgasm. As the tremors ultimately ended, Jean sat up, wiping her mouth and face, and saying, "Now there was a wet cunt!" Then as she looked at Susan lying back on the seat, skirt at her waist, garter belt and hose framing her naked cunt, she said, "I hope no one looked in the window -- they certainly would have believed that a couple of lesbians were at work here!"
Susan lurched up, ﬂinging her skirt down and said, "Oh my god, we're in the parking lot! Let's get out of here before we're arrested -- for something! That felt wonderful, honey, thank you. Can you believe that I did that? Gods, did he have a view! I'm getting wet again, let's go home. I'll tell you something, if Don wants to fuck me when we get there, I'm darn sure available!"
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The following morning was one of those bittersweet days, happy to be going home yet sorry to see a wonderful trip end. This, of course, was doubly true for Kenny and, particularly. Linda. They realized that last night was probably the last time they would sleep together, and, as they had sex in the morning, they had no idea when, or if, they would dothatagain. For that matter, there was the question of just what their relationship would be when they got home. Linda had lain awake for a long time last night, trying to ﬁgure out just what shedidwant. There was another six weeks of school left, and she didn't know how she would handle having a student who had screwed her in her class. How would he react when he saw her standing in front of the class, picturing her naked, seeing her spread open on the bed to be fucked, or on her knees sucking him! And, what of her husband? How would she relate to him? There was, of course, no answer to thesequestions, but to the one of whether shewantedmore sex, to continue this extramarital relationship, the answer was yes! As said before, it wasnota love affair on either side, that was clear, a fact which removed any threat of commitment problems. So, for Linda the only problems were, ﬁrst, would Kenny want to continue now that Beth was available, and, second, if so, how could they do it safely.
As might be expected, Kenny's questions were along somewhat the same line. There never was a question about whether he wanted to continue having sex her -- why wouldn't he? Yes, he almost certainly could screw Beth now, but that, in no way, ended his sexual attraction to Linda. In any case, what young man wouldn't appreciate having access to twowilling cunts? However, hewasconcerned about how things would work out in class, although he didn't think it would be a real problem. For him, the real question was what would Linda want? She would be a teacher again, amarriedteacher. She would be with her husband, and even a teenager recognized that it was easier to have a brief affair, commit adultery, away from home, away from people you know and who know you. So, in many ways, the problems that Linda and Kenny faced were largely the same ones, but neither wanted to bring them up....and perhaps hear the wrong thing. So, like the others, they packed and prepared to leave.
The bus trip was relatively uneventful and, while the bus, itself, was crowded when they left, it was almost empty when they left Pittsburgh on the last leg. Taking advantage of the vacant seats, Linda sat with each girl for awhile, getting their individual feedback on good and bad aspects of the week. Actually, there were really no negative comments (other than Angela's and Judy's kidding complaints about being physically abused, of course). It really was a paean of love for her, even more surprising considering their opinion of "the Witch of Lynwood" when they started. They obviously had discussed it among themselves before, and they were unanimous in their recognition that she had gone far beyond the usual in making their senior trip memorable -- in more ways than one! Recognizing the delicacy of the situation, they each pledged that the extra-curricular activities would never be mentioned outside their circle. Each discussion ended with a sincere hug and brief kiss of what had become real friendship.
Leaving Beth for last, Linda found herself not knowing quite what to say, ﬁnally opening the conversation by asking, banally, "Are you all right, Beth?" The discomfort was mutual, of course, but soon, they got by that initial strangeness and were able to really bond with each other. Each having seen the other being screwed, they had few physical secrets to conceal. In addition, each admitted that they had surprisingly enjoyed their intimacy with each other, with Beth shyly confessing that she would like to do it again if the circumstances were right. It was a long, close and very warm conversation, and the hug and kiss at the end was considerably more than simple friendship. Beth, to her own astonishment, even put her hand on Linda's breast and held it while they kissed. Finally, Linda said, "I guess I'd better go back and talk to Kenny for a while." Then, with a knowing smile, "I want to get his opinion of the trip!"
Beth giggled, "I'msurehe was satisﬁed!" Then, as Linda started down the aisle, Beth followed, stopping two rows before where Kenny was sitting, whispering conspiratorially, "I'll stand guard!"
As Linda's sat down, Kenny pulled her skirt up and helped her remove her panties, feeling her cunt for what probably would be the last time for awhile. Sitting there exposed like that in public, even if no one could see, made her feel daring, giving her the nerve, ﬁnally, to broach the subject of future activities. Kenny was immediately responsive and the question they were afraid to ask about the other's desires finally was asked, and they both were happy with the answer. With the agreement that they both wanted to continue a sexual relationship, they then had to consider how could they go about it and when. They ﬁnally decided that they couldn't really plan anything, and left it at that, assuming that there would be opportunities. With all they could decide decided, they proceeded to more erotic activities. While they conversed, Beth looked back every now and then, watching to see if they were just talking, and it seemed that they were. About the tenth time she looked, however, she saw Linda's head lying back on the headrest, sort of panting or gasping.
Quietly moving back the two rows until she was across from them, she saw that Linda's skirt was up to her waist, her panties were gone, and that Kenny's hand was working between her legs. It was extremely sexy to watch, and with no one nearby, she opened her jeans and reached down inside her own panties and masturbated, matching the motion of his hand. She hadn't quite reached orgasm when Linda face became more intense and her hips began ﬂexing up and down, ending with a hard surge against Kenny's hand. Beth pulled back, not wanting to interrupt, but Linda, after recovering, glanced over and smiled, obviously not minding the audience. Without stopping to cover her bare hips, she rose up and, without hesitation, lowered her head to Kenny's lap, obviously sucking his cock. Beth couldn't actually see Linda's mouth, but she pictured the cock-sucking in her mind as it occurred, and worked her own hand in unison with Linda's bobbing head. She could see Kenny's face, however, and, this time, she was able to synchronize her own orgasm, coming just as he ejaculated into Linda's mouth. If an observer had walked down the aisle at that moment he would have seen a fascinating tableau: a woman sitting naked below the waist, a man with his cock semi-erect and still wet from the woman's mouth, while, across the aisle, another woman was semi-reclining, pants open, hand still in her panties, recovering from a self-administered orgasm. Fortunately, there was no such observer, and it was a very satisfying ending to the senior trip for all three.
The actual end came not long afterwards when the bus pulled up to the curb, and everyone disembarked. With a ﬁnal hug for Mrs. Kramer, the little group disbanded as the girls rushed to meet their parents, beginning to pour out an account (expurgated) of their adventures in Washington. By the time the stories were told, Mrs. Kramer seemed to be missing only a pedestal or the wings of an angel to be given her proper respect. The parents and, later, the administration, were made very well aware of the superb and thoughtful job of chaperoning done by their teacher. Kenny's hug was a bit more ﬁrm as he whispered in Linda's ear, "Wear the things I got you on Monday." Not waiting for a reply, he headed for his parents car, not, for some reason, wanting to meet her husband who was nearby.
For Linda, settling down at home was difﬁcult. She had unexpected guilty feelings, particularly when her husband screwed her, involuntarily thinking of how many times Kenny had been in that same cunt. Fortunately, as many women have discovered in the past, adultery doesn't change a woman physically. She was still a bit concerned about her ability to act natural in class, facing students who had seen her naked and one who had fucked her. The words also confused her. When she had sex with her husband, Henry, she had always used the rather sterile word "intercourse" or, occasionally, "screwing." With Kenny, the word"fucking"seemed natural and even exciting. She had used language, and, of course, done things, with him that would have appalled her in the past and would have stunned her husband. Still, as said above, Henry hadn't noticed any change in her, physically or otherwise, so evidently there were no external signs of her debauchery. Actually, she was surprised as to how easily she managed to compartmentalize her thoughts, acting and genuinely responding to her husband as she always had while recalling her adulterous actions in Washington with no real feeling of remorse. As said before, they were more friends than lovers with sex of little importance in their relationship. In any case, he neither saw nor sensed any differences, so, presumably, therefore, no scarlet letter would show on her forehead when she faced her classes on Monday!
Monday came, as it always does, and a composed Mrs. Kramer met her classes and was quite surprised how easy it was. Kenny and the girls acted as they always had, although Kenny made no disruptive remarks and she made no sarcastic comments. If anyone thought that their politeness to each other was unusual, it was taken as a good sign. The only change from the ordinary routine came at the lunch period when Kenny stayed back "to ask a question" after the rest of the class left. At that point, he pulled her out of sight line of the door and said, "Ok, Linda, show me!" She knew exactly what he meant, of course, and, going back to shut the door, she lifted her skirt to her waist, exposing the panties he had given her. He reached down and felt her cunt through them saying, "Very nice! As pretty as ever. What about the top?" Anticipating that he would want to see her bra, she had worn a blouse with easy access. Quickly opening it, she pushed her breasts out, the nipples almost protruding through the cloth . "Still very nice tits, too. I guess being home didn't change things too much."
She quickly closed the blouse, pleased at his reaction, but warning, "l can't dothisevery day. It's too risky!"
He replied, with a smile, "I know, but I wanted to make sure you still felt the same. Maybe tomorrow, you can go without panties and give me a peek!"
Linda did go without panties, ﬁnding it to be as stimulating as it had been in Washington. From that time onward, she frequently went without them, enjoying the feeling of daring freedom their absence gave her. For the rest of the school year, she was able to give Kenny that "peek" by opening her legs or lifting her skirt, entertaining both of them by her display. On two different Saturdays she was able to ﬁnd a reason to have Kenny and Beth come to her house (when Henry was at work) where they had a very erotic threesome, proving that all three had beenthoroughlydebauched in Washington. One of the most outrageous thing they did, and they did itbecauseit was outrageous, was when Kenny and Beth invited their favorite teacher, Mrs. Kramer, to go to a drive-in movie (Lynwood still has one) with them. There was the usual double feature and they watched the ﬁrst movie, the one Mrs. Kramer had wanted to see. Then, while Linda sat in the front seat, Beth stripped completely and she and Kenny screwed in the back. While Kenny recovered from his exertions, Linda undressed after joining Beth in back. Finally, of course, Kenny fucked Linda while Beth observed. The whole thing justfeltoutrageous!
Still, themostoutrageous thing they did, by far, involved the rest of the girls. Shortly before everyone left for college, when Henry was out of town, Linda invited them all over to her house for a farewell party. In addition, Kenny had ﬁnally found the time, and privacy, to make large prints of each picture for their ediﬁcation. These, of course, became the center of attention immediately. The girls were startled at how much was shown, having only seen the small camera view screen before, and, naturally, by that time many of the poses had been forgotten, creating a surprise for the ones involved. As might be expected, the atmosphere became more and more intense as the inevitable sexual arousal occurred, leading ultimately to a suggestion, embraced by all of the kids immediately, that they reenact some of the more interesting photographs and try some different poses. They quickly talked Mrs. Kramer (as they still called her) into putting on her Washington dress with nothing under it (except the same thigh-high hose), and they followed her up to the bedroom where she reprised her nipple thrusting, bottom showing poses. She walked around, bent over, leaned back, whatever the group ordered she did, to their continual admiration and delight.
As she relived the experience of exposing herself in Washington her excitement mounted, and she began to get that conscience-suppressing high that had dominated her then. Actually, of course, everyone was becoming quite aroused, both from, ﬁrst, scrutinizing the revealing pictures of her in that dress and, now, from her live display. Her non-alcoholic intoxication was made quite evident when Kenny got behind her and playfully, and very familiarly, cupped both breasts. Rather than pulling away with the proper show of indignation, she cried,"Kenny!"while making no move to get away.
The point was even more clearly demonstrated when Kenny tweaked the nipples between his ﬁngers, saying, "These things are unbelievable! Here, you feel them." This last comment was made to all of the girls and, hesitantly at ﬁrst, each did so, marveling at their firmness and size, and with, that ﬁrst step taken, they cupped and lightly squeezed both tits.
It was a measure of Linda's feeling of intimacy with the girls that she was not the slightest bit embarrassed as they felt her, enjoying their amazement at that firmness and size. Of course, the presumed motivation for feeling her was simple curiosity, and naturally that curiosity existed, but, obviously, the interest was more sexual than clinical. Feeling those heavy, ﬁrm cone-like breasts with their rock-hard nipples through the thin fabric would excite any normal person, male or female, and it certainly had that effect on the girls. For Linda, the additional stimulation merely added fuel to the growing ﬂame of her arousal. This, of course, was further fed by their continual ﬂattering comments about how wonderful the breasts and nipples were.
When the last of the girls had thoroughly fondled the tits, there was a sort of awkward pause as each waited for someone else to lead to the next activity. Who knows where that might have led right then, but Beth (who certainly knew what those breasts -- and everything else -- felt like) headed off any further sexual action by proposing, "Look, why don't we all go into Mrs. Kramer's Jacuzzi?" She and Linda and Kenny had used it before, so she was familiar with it although the others weren't. The idea was met with instant support until Jenny mentioned the lack of bathing suits. Not surprisingly, no one thought that the lack of suits was a barrier, and ﬁfteen minutes later, six nude ﬁgures, ﬁve female and one male, slid into the heated water and relaxed.
Relaxing does not mean that the sexual atmosphere was no longer present: in fact, if anything, all being nude in the semi-darkness accentuated their lascivious feelings. With Kenny's leadership, there was a general fondling of Linda's breasts again, this time without even the thin cloth in the way. In addition, the softness and slipperiness of the water made them feel even more sensuous than before. That then led, inevitably, to a general feeling of breasts in a scientiﬁc effort to compare them, an exploration that would have been difﬁcult if proposed baldly in the bedroom. Not only did Kenny get to fondle ﬁve sets of tits, each of the girls felt each other as well as Linda again, something that they would have avoided in a different setting. As might be expected, Kenny also managed to explore cunts as well, and, surprisingly, even encountered other hands doing the same thing! Who was feeling who was difficult to say in the crowded Jacuzzi, but he was certain that Linda was one of the explorers. In addition, it should be noted that several hands managed to grasp or stroke his cock under the water, something, it is needless to say, almost caused an explosion into that water.
When they ﬁnally emerged from the tub, everyone's focus on sex had been raised to a high level, and there was a real need to lower the carnal tension that dominated them. In tacit recognition of their desire for something more, none of the girls suggested getting dressed, merely wrapping themselves, toga-like, in large towels. None of them made any effort to hide themselves as the arranged their towels, so, when Kenny put a smaller towel around his waist, it was a very inadequate way of concealing a very vigorous erection.
By popular consent, they went back up to the bedroom, seemingly a better place for such a state of undress. Looking for something to break the thick tension in the air, someone proposed looking at the rest of the pictures. They passed several around, doing even more giggling and squealing as they saw themselves exposed in the prints. Suddenly, they reached the ones taken while Judy and Angela were being spanked. The regular spanking pictures were very sexy, showing the girls twisting and gyrating, trying to avoid the blows while, at the same time, inadvertently exposing their cunts and asses. They both were appalled, and, at the same time, stimulated by their extreme exposure. The last few pictures, however, went far beyond what they had expected. Angela's thickly-haired cunt was the centerpiece of one picture, followed by the one taken as she bent over for her panties, showing all the salient parts between her thighs and buttocks. Her groans and cries of dismay and embarrassment were quickly followed by even more vocal wail of protest as Judy's most intimate organs were revealed, particularly the print showing her bent from the hips, feet apart. It, unquestionably, was as blatant a display as could be imagined, with both openings so clearly depicted that they looked real, not a photograph. Both girls had known that they had been exposed completely, but not as completely asthat!
Judy ﬁnally found her voice and, almost shrieking, cried, "Good god, I don'tbelieveit! Don't look at that anymore.... go on to the next one! Please!"
Angela, agreed, saying, "Those pictures are indecent....well, I guess all of them are....but these areworse! Besides, they never should have been taken anyway! We shouldn't have been spanked because Mrs. Kramer knew that we could take the tour the next night."
Judy came back with, "That's right! Being late didn't really cause any loss anyway. She should be spanked for not saying so!" They were being unfair, of course, and Judy admitted it later, but both were thoroughly embarrassed and were seeking anything to divert attention from their pictures. They didn't actually think that deviously, but their subconscious minds were at work. Needless to say, Linda protested mightily, pointing out her attempts to not spank them, but she was ﬁghting a losing battle since the idea of seeingherspanked appealed to all of them in their aroused state. It was agreed, over her strenuous protests, that each girl should get ten smacks, so, shortly afterwards, Linda, bereft of her towel, found herself lying across Judy's lap, her bottom defenseless to what she knew was coming.



        The Senior Trip Ch. 12

        Female teacher and students in Washington, D.C.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-senior-trip-ch-12

Title: The Senior Trip Ch. 12

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Female teacher and students in Washington, D.C.

Tags: teenagers, virgins, cock sucking, spanking, lesbian type sex, adultery, teacher, group sex, ass fingering

Series: The Senior Trip


It presented quite a picture, Linda completely naked, her round, soft plump behind poised ready for spanking, her breasts hanging down, appearing even larger in that position, the nipples looking like little ﬁngers protruding from their centers. Judy's towel had fallen to her waist, so she, also, had bare breasts sticking out, not as large as Linda's, of course, but still a delightful sight. With no warning, she abruptly brought her arm up and her hand descended, hitting Linda's left ass cheek with a resounding slap, eliciting a loud yelp and a cry, "This is unfair! ...Ouch...I didn't want to spank you!" Before the sentence was ﬁnished, a second slap hit the other cheek, bring another "Ouch." Despite her continued protests, the spanking continued, both cheeks of her ass turning crimson as the blows continued to fall with increasing vigor. Slap..."Ow"... "Oooh, ouch"...slap..."Ow, it hurts!
Interestingly, administering the punishment had that same effect on Judy as it had on Linda in Washington. She started with the intent of giving a light spanking, but got carried away by the tactile feel of Linda's bouncy, quivering bottom and by the feeling of domination the spanking conveyed. Thus, the blows were not pro forma, they were real whacks that hurt. Consequently, Linda was twisting and bucking, trying to evade the impact, but, by so doing, she completely exposed her cunt and ass to the rapt gaze of her audience. In addition, the movement of her large breasts was fascinating. they swayed back and forth and side to side as she moved her hips, and, when her body was jarred by the force of the blows, they jiggled and quivered as if they had lives of their own. It was erotic in the extreme. In any case, Judy administered ten ﬁrm slaps, counted down by the others. Slap..."Ow"..."Six"...slap..."Oww"..."Seven"...slap... "Ouch"..."Eight"... SLAP... "OOW!"... "NINE"... SLAP... "OUCH"..."TEN!"
Linda sagged down over Judy's legs, glad that it was over, but her relief was short lived as she was helped to her feet only to be draped over Angela's knees. Angela had dropped her towel, so the audience was treated to the sight of two nude women, one ready to spank the other. Linda's ass was already very red and quite sore, so Angela's ﬁrst smack brought forth a pained wail, "Oh that hurts! One of you is enough! Please stop!" Angela showed no mercy: she had ten smacks coming and she was going to use them. Actually, Angela didn't spank as hard as Judy, but Linda's ass was already red and sensitive, and the pain was real. Once again, they made a pretty picture sitting and lying there. Angela's breasts were relatively large and they bobbled each time she raised her arm and brought it down. At their center were plump, dark pink, and very erect, nipples that really contrasted with her light skin. Linda, of course, presented her usual exciting array of charms which she no longer attempted to conceal as she did all she could to evade the spanking hand.
Smack..."Ow, it hurts!"...smack..."Ooooh, it's not fair!...slap..."OUCH, not there!" (as the hand smacked her cunt lips)...smack..."Ouch!" Linda ﬁnally gave up and just lay there, being spanked and listening to the countdown Slap... "Six"...Smack... "Oooooh"... "Seven"... slap..."moan"..."Eight"...SLAP..."groan, Ooooh"..."NINE"... SMACK... "OOOW!"... TEN!" At ten, Linda just slumped down, draped over Angela's knees, and made no attempt to get up. Finally, Kenny came over and lifted her up and held her, freeing Angela from her weight. Angela stood up beside her and it made a fascinating contrast. They were about the same size, but most noticeably, Linda's breasts were much larger and the mat of dark public hair above Angela's cunt made Linda's neat blonde triangle look small.
Linda had a dazed expression, very similar to the out-of-it look that she had when lying on the ﬂoor alter Kenny had spanked her the ﬁrst time -- very hot and very vulnerable and not knowing quite what to do. She wasn't actually hurt, of course: her rear end was painful, but spanking pain is ephemeral and hardly serious, and, actually, as she had found, rousing after the fact! All of the sexual activity had overloaded her conscious mind -- exposing herself in the dress again, being felt through it, being thoroughly explored in the Jacuzzi -- and, now, being spanked, naked in front of the others and by another woman, also naked! It had stimulated her sexual desires and she was really aroused, and, as in Washington with Kenny', she wanted sex, but, this time, had no way to get it! Still really "spaced out", not thinking of who was there, she just fell back on the bed, legs sprawled open, once again available for anyone to have her.
The others just stared at her, still highly aroused, themselves, by the evenings activities, particularly the erotic view of Linda being spanked, looking fixedly as her open cunt. No one knew quite what to do about her blatant offering of herself -- except, of course, Kenny.
Moving over and lying beside her on the bed, he quickly put his arm around her, and cupping her left tit with his left hand, he ran his right hand between her legs to caress and ﬁnger fuck her. This was no quick touching as when they posed in Washington. He continued feeling her breast while he stroked her between her cunt lips, tickling her clit while continuing to slide his ﬁnger in and out. As she began to hump up and down, he 'moved his ﬁnger back and easily slid it into her asshole, ﬁnger fucking her ass. That additional stimulation was enough to send her over the edge and she began a frenzy of surging undulations, climaxing with a long, upward drive against his hand.
The girls' arousal went even higher as they watched Kenny play with Mrs. Kramer. The brief cunt feeling that they had seen in Washington was nothing compared to this, of course. Seeing her lying there, wide open and lost in sexual pleasure, sent a thrill through each of them, a thrill that was magniﬁed as she began the sexual undulations and moans indicating her impending orgasm. Each felt a tingle in her own cunt as they watched his ﬁngers play along and through the cunt lips, slipping inside as her hips began to rise and fall. Still, nothing overwhelmed them as much as seeing his ﬁnger go into her asshole, sending her over the top and into orgasm. They had never conceived of him doing any such thing, or, if he did, that she would react as she had. At that point, they would have thought that they had seen everything -- but, of course, they would have been wrong!
Glancing toward Kenny brieﬂy as if to get his approval, Beth, dropping her towel, quickly got on the bed, knelt between Linda's spread thighs, and began to lick her cunt. Needless to say, the girls reacted with stunned silence, never having dreamed of Beth doing such a thing. However, these were girls of the twentieth century, and the idea of female-female sex was not the abhorrent thing that it had been (publicly, at least) in previous generations. In addition, they were so high themselves, that almost anything sexual would have been intriguing rather than repulsive. Consequently, when the ﬁrst shock passed, they moved closer to see, in detail, exactly what Beth was doing.
When Linda felt the first contact with Beth's tongue, she automatically pulled her knees up, almost to her tits, presenting, as usual, not only her cunt but, also, her asshole. Knowing from recent experience what she enjoyed, Beth began slowly running her tongue from her clit all the way back, lingering at the rear opening for a few moments, and coming back. She would ﬂick the clit a number of times, then make the trip back again. Receiving the stimulation she liked best, Linda began raising and lowering her hips, twisting a bit as she worked up toward another climax. She was panting and gasping, her mouth open, as the excitement began to overcome her. Recognizing the signs, Beth concentrated on the clit, alternating between lightly sucking it and ﬂicking it with her tongue. At the same time, following Kenny's past examples, she inserted the tip of her middle finger into the asshole, ﬁnger fucking it, matching the rhythm of Linda's moves. Suddenly, Linda erupted, her pelvis jerking spasmodically before, abruptly, holding herself still against Beth's mouth, her bottom completely off of the bed. Then, her orgasm complete, she slumped back, her legs drooping open, as Beth pulled back.
While this incredible exhibition was taking place before them, the girl's initial reaction was to watch quietly in complete awe. However, the whole situation was just too much for them to stand idly by, and within a few seconds, both Judy and Jenny had dropped their towels and, crouching over, legs apart, they were busily masturbating by rubbing their pubic area and clits.
Angela just stood there, hypnotized by the action, unable even to play with herself. Kenny, of course, had seen Beth do this before, so, while he was staring like the others, he was also able to look away and watch the girls -- which, needless to say, made his cock even harder, if that were possible. Seeing Angela totally engrossed in watching the "depraved" act of cunnilingus, he moved behind her, loosened her towel and began massaging her bare breasts. Hardly aware of what she was doing, her hand dropped down and grasped his cock, working up and down on it as they watched the conclusion of Linda's orgasm.
As Beth drew back, Kenny, without hesitation, pulled away from Angela and moved to the bed. Lifting Linda's legs, he placed them over his shoulder and, moving in, slid his cock deep into her dripping cunt. She was so wet that he went into her up to his balls without the slightest difficulty. With Linda's entire crotch raised up in that position, he pulled out and pounded back down, plunging in and out without impediment. With the sexual excitement of the last hour or so, the fucking was relatively short. He could have exploded almost as soon as he entered, but he was able to prolong the delightful feeling of approaching orgasm for a few minutes. For Linda, her climax with Beth had temporarily sated her sexual appetite, but Kenny's cock in her cunt immediately revived it, and she began matching him, moving contrapuntally: when he came in, she surged upwards, when he withdrew, she fell back. Of course, her position did not permit as much freedom of motion as usual, but it was enough. Gradually, the fucking motion quickened as Kenny could no longer postpone the inevitable, his cock literally creating foam from the lubrication pulled out of her cunt. Finally, the climax came and he pushed his cock as deeply as possible into her in a series of fast, jabbing thrusts -- and ejaculated! Linda's orgasm followed immediately, leaving the two of them locked together, tightly, between her legs, straining to completion. Finished, they collapsed back onto the bed, he having come explosively and she having enjoyed her third orgasm in a row (certainly a record for her).
At the end, the girls were beside themselves with sexual arousal. They had seen unbelievable sights -- Kenny masturbating Mrs. Kramer, Beth licking her to orgasm and, then, like a porno movie, Kenny fucking her. They had stared with utter fascination at everything, particularly the cock pummeling her cunt, the slippery, shiny shaft plunging in and out. When it was all over, they just stood there, petriﬁed, not having any idea of what might happen next. Beth, who had stood with them while the fucking took place, spontaneously embraced Jenny and, suddenly, Jenny found herself on her back beside Linda, with Beth's mouth glued to her cunt, receiving the same treatment that Linda had gotten earlier. Angela and Judy stared, open- mouthed at them, and without thinking, Angela pushed Judy back onto the bed next to Jenny, and went down on her, tasting a cunt for the ﬁrst time. The next hour was one of continual erotic sex play, during which every girl licked each other and Linda, with Linda servicing each of them. By the time they were ﬁnished, none of them was lesbian, but all deﬁnitely were bi-sexual!
Meantime, Kenny had gone off only once, and his cock was rigidly erect again. Unlike Linda, none of the others was on the pill, but, fortunately, these days he always carried a packet of condoms just in case he and Beth could screw. Rolling one on, he lay ﬂat on the bed, his cock sticking up like a ﬂagpole. Beth mounted onto it, letting it sink slowly into her very receptive cunt. Leaning forward on her extended arms, she began to ride up and down, letting her passion mount, controlling the tempo to suit herself. She was very excited, both from all that had gone on before and the realization that her friends were watching her fucking herself on Kenny's cock. He was fondling and squeezing her tits, while ﬂexing up and down, matching her rhythm. Fortunately, in that reclining position, his cock encased in the rubber, he was able to control his own excitement and, when she climaxed, he still had not come. Beth looked at the others, asking, "Who's next!"
The girls had watched with goggle-eyes as Beth performed, no longer shocked at anything, their minds overloaded with sensations that they never before had experienced. Now, they stood, glued to the ﬂoor as they looked at each other, a bit disconcerted at the unexpected offer, but wanting it at the same time. Surprisingly, it was Jenny, the quietest of them all that accepted the challenge and mounted Kenny's cock, positioning herself above it and guiding it into her cunt, letting herself down slowly. She leaned forward, copying Beth, resting herself on her hands and, as Kenny grasped her tits, began the exhilarating process of fucking herself. As it turned out, she was the only non-virgin among the three girls, having lost her "cherry" to a sixteen year-old neighbor the previous year. Thus, she had no impediment, physical or otherwise, and, as she lost herself in the exercise, her ﬁrst screwing with Kenny was both energetic and satisfying. Her ﬁnal movements were frenetic, climaxing with a loud, drawn out "Aaaah!"
Angela was next, having been urged onward by the others. As she prepared to lower herself onto the cock, she hesitated, saying softly, "I'm afraid...I've...I've never done this before." Of all the girls, the one they thought most likely to have "gone all the way was Angela, but she was a virgin. It turned out her hymen was not intact, probably broken by "playing around," but her passage was a tighter ﬁt than Beth's or Jenny's, making entrance harder, adding stimulation to Kenny's cock. As might be expected, she was hesitant when she started, but knowing Angela, it was not surprising that she worked up quickly and went wild with a cock up her for the ﬁrst time. Her lack of restraint in her movements and her obvious extreme excitement motivated Kenny, causing him to react strongly, driving vigorously up into her as he squeezed her breasts. Angela moved up and down almost in a blur, driving toward a violent orgasm that was too much for Kenny's restraint, and, as she climaxed, twisting ecstatically, he surged upwards and shot into the condom.
However, when she dismounted and he removed the rubber, he was still erect, so he put on a second condom and Judy impaled herself. It turned out that she also was a virgin, partly intact as Kenny discovered when she came down, rupturing the remains of her hymen. Once the twinge of pain was past, she freely humped up and down, bring herself to an orgasm marked by a wail of pleasure as she finished. This time, Kenny was more passive, merely moving up into her and fondling her breasts as he helped her come.
That, of course, left only Linda, and, with no fears of pregnancy, he removed the rubber, letting her lower herself onto his bare cock. It was a fascinating scene for the girls, despite having watched two "woman on top" fuckings and having taken part in one themselves. Somehow it was different seeing Mrs. Kramer sitting on a cock, her large, heavy breasts hanging down, her nipples grazing Kenny's chest as she leaned forward. This time, he made no attempt to hold back, driving his cock upwards into her receptive cunt, pulling her hips downward to meet it. For her part, she ground her cunt hard against him before raising up, dropping forcefully back down, feeling the shaft ram into her vaginal passage time after time. Soon, both of them were in frenzy, seeking release as the sexual tension built up. It was clearly the most vigorous and most animated of the ﬁve screwings, and when the mutual orgasms came, Kenny's hips were raised six inches of off the bed, reaching upward as Linda pushed down just as hard. They held there, frozen in time for at least thirty seconds before he slumped back ﬂat and she collapsed over him.
Recovering, they lay there quietly, and, spontaneously and without consultation, the four girls joined them, lying side-by-side, cross-wise on the bed, with a sense of camaraderie they had never felt before. They had shared the most intimate moments of sexual closeness and affection, and few words needed to be spoken. The events were almost beyond their belief. Their teacher had committed adultery twice in front of them, an unbelievable showing of conﬁdence in their discretion and love. Two of the girls had lost their virginity in front of the others, again, a
statement of trust and affection. Now, all six of them lay together on the bed, completely naked and cuddled against each other, hands cupping breasts, legs between thighs and ﬁrmly against cunts. Beth and Linda were against each other, gripping each other's breasts, Linda's leg between Beth's. Behind Linda, Kenny's arm was around her, holding a breast, his cock wedged against her ass and steadily reviving. The revival was advanced by Angela's hand gently massaging his balls as her breast was fondled by Judy. And so it went, each somewhat satisﬁed and burned out, yet enjoying the relatively mild continuance of sex play. The holding, fondling, kissing and quiet conversation had a very beneﬁcial impact (although they were not thinking of it at the time) in the releasing of tensions and the acceptance of the things they had done. Often things seem like fun in the heat of the moment, but distressful the following day. The closeness and after-the-fact intimacy they shared on the bed helped ease and defuse the qualms, embarrassment and regrets that might have existed otherwise.
They shifted around a number of times so that everyone had that closeness with each of the others, but, ﬁnally, all good things (and depraved ones) must come to an end. Looking at the time, the girls agreed that they had to get home and they started, reluctantly, to dress. For Kenny, the sight was astounding: four girls, completely naked to start, pulling on their panties and putting on their bras right before him, with no sense whatsoever of embarrassment. Somehow, watching them dressing was almost as exciting as seeing them nude. His cock, already revived by the long and very pleasant petting session as they lay together, took on that familiar rigidity that demanded release. Again, as with their dressing in front of him, the girls had no hesitation about recognizing his condition, something they would have noticed before but studiously ignored, one of them commenting, laughingly, "I guess that you'd better stay a while longer after we leave -- Mrs. Kramer can take care of that! " Unfortunately for that solution, Kenny and Beth had come together and he had to drive her home.
The issue hung in abeyance for a few moments, and then, Linda, doing something that should have been impossible to consider, much less do, in front of the others, fell on her knees between Kenny's legs as he sat on the bed, and before she really had time to consciously think of the act she was about to commit, she found his cock at her mouth. Without hesitation, despite being aware of the girls watching, she opened her lips and engulfed it, beginning to suck immediately. Kenny, startled, never having conceived of such a thing, quickly forgot about everything except the warm, sucking mouth around his cock. The audience, which in other circumstances might have been disconcerting, faded from his mind and, holding her cheeks between his hands, he began fucking motions into her mouth. exploding very quickly, sending a monumental burst of cum into her mouth, most of which she swallowed. Shocked by her own actions, she fell back on the ﬂoor, momentarily overcome by what she had done.



The girls, of course, were stunned at the exhibition of cock sucking before them, all very excited by the erotic scene. They had never dreamed of seeing such a display, and they were as lost in it as were the participants themselves. When he came in her mouth, no one said a word, or for that matter, even seemed to breathe for a time. The tableau before them was still erotic: Linda lay there on her back, her tits sticking straight up, the excess cum from Kenny's cock like white cream on her lips and chin. He sat there, breathing hard, his cock still erect and shiny, as he tried to recover. Everything, and everyone, seemed frozen in time, not moving, until, ﬁnally he broke the ice by standing up and helping Linda to her feet. He hugged her, freeing the girls from their self-imposed restraint, permitting them to show their admiration for her actions, as well as their approbation, by hugs and kisses.
It was a ﬁtting end for an amazing evening. The girls were much more subdued, less boisterous, than usual as they left, knowing that they all had been changed drastically by their
libertine evening, knowing also that they were happy about everything that had happened. So, a journey of sexual awakening that began with a simple senior honors trip to Washington ended with six people whose sexual horizons had been stretched immensely.
Epilogue
Thus, the girls and Kenny received an unbelievable send off for college, a night that they would always remember. Still, things were far from ﬁnished, for all ﬁve, together and individually, loved to visit their old teacher when they came home for the weekend and over the summer. After ﬁnishing college, the girls went their separate ways, marrying and having children of their own. However, surprisingly in the modern world, Beth and Kenny beat the odds and stayed together and were married shortly after graduation. (Linda did not go with them on their honeymoon trip, but was with them soon afterwards.) They settled in Lynwood, Kenny ultimately taking over the family business and they were like any other young married couple. Their ﬁrst child was a girl, named Linda after her godmother, who was a very frequent visitor to their house. Of course, this seemingly traditional married couple was part of a loving threesome for many years. The best times, however, were the high school class reunions when the girls, sans husbands, joined Beth, Kenny and Linda in reliving old times! All this amazing activity due to the consequences of a relatively minor argument during a class trip to Washington. It really is astounding, the short term and long term repercussions a solid spanking can have!
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THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF SUSAN ADAMS 4 (of 7)
Dinner was very pleasant, the ﬁrst they had together since Maine. After a reasonable time for digestion, Don found himself facing two very seductive women who ushered him to the bedroom where two very hot cunts were ﬁnally cooled off. Don never did find out why they were so fired up, but he certainly made the most of the situation. Both women were soundly fucked, the ejaculation taking place deep within Susan as usual, and they all relaxed, lying on the bed, reminiscing about their experiences in Maine. Inevitably, those memories, and the two naked women with him, caused a revival of D0n's cock. Susan began to work on it with her mouth, anticipating sucking it to completion, but Jean interrupted the process, saying to Don, "I have a better idea. We don't have to rush tonight, so why don't you fuck her in the ass? You haven't done that since we came home." As might be expected, Don was all in favor, so Susan ended up with her stomach resting on several pillows, raising her ass to the proper angle. With her legs widespread, her asshole exposed, Don eased his lubricated cock inside and proceeded to a mutually very satisfying ass fucking. Finally withdrawing his now-limp cock from her asshole, Don lay back, sated and through for the evening. Susan ﬁngered and licked Jean to one last orgasm, concluding an exceedingly enjoyable evening.
After dressing, Susan went home to discover that Jim was already there, in bed, reading -- and very tired. There are few things more tiring, or innervating, than spending a day and evening in meetings with self-important, opinionated windbags, a type of character that is always present on university faculties. After a day of listening to useless proposals and self-serving pronouncements, Jim was ready for bed -- and sleep, to Susan's relief. As she undressed, she felt uneasiness, or shyness, in front of Jim for the first time since the early days of their marriage. This was particularly true as he watched her take her panties off. She knew that her cunt and ass looked the same as always, but, somehow, it didn't feel that way.
Afterwards, lying in bed next to her sleeping husband, she still had peculiar feelings. She'd had sex with him immediately after Don had screwed her, and had felt no moral qualms about having done so, even when Jim had licked her freshly fucked cunt. Nonetheless, she still felt funny, probably, she realized, finally, it was because she had just been ass fucked, something Jim had never done to her. She began speculating why she could do that with Don, but wouldn't think of doing it with her husband. A real puzzle.
Actually, of course, the question Susan was asking herself was answered frequently by psychologists, sociologists and, for that matter, by the police. When a well-known married man, a pillar of the community, would be arrested for soliciting sex from a female undercover agent or was caught in a prostitution raid, the question invariably would be asked, "Why, with a perfectly lovely wife back home, would he want a prostitute?" If asked, his wife certainly would assure her friends (or lawyer) that she had never refused sex with him. The answer, of course, was that he was interested in a different kind of sex, different practices that he would never suggest to his straight-laced wife.
There is nothing new in this. In Victorian times, good old "Victorian morality," it was almost assumed that a wealthy man would have a mistress. He would go out in the evening to the club (or whatever), and actually spend several pleasant hours with another woman, leaving his chaste, unsullied wife at home to do womanly things (e.g. embroidery, poetry reading, etc.). His mistress would happily accommodate his aberrant desires, sucking his cock, permitting him to plumb the depths of her ass, or whatever other deviant activity appealed to him. He could then go home, his "unnatural" fantasies satisﬁed, returning to his virtuous spouse who would be scandalized if he so much as hinted at such perverted activities. In fact, of course, he would never dream of suggesting such things, and would certainly expect her to be outraged if he did so. As a wife and, potentially if not yet, a MOTHER, she was supposed to be too virtuous too countenance such behavior.
Ironically, quite often, the woman who happily provided the unconventional sex he wanted was the pure and chaste wife of another man! When she lay in bed beside her husband with the semen of a lover deep in the recesses of her cunt and ass (and, perhaps, stomach), his ejaculate might well reside in the same regions of another man's wife. So, as Susan dozed off, her question unanswered, her cunt and ass ﬂooded with Don's cum, she was not too different from millions of other adulterous women throughout history. In any case, as said before, she did, finally, use her mouth to satisfy Jim when she was deep in her pregnancy, surprising him since he thought she was too upright and uptight to do such a thing. However, her ass remained Don's private preserve, primarily because she was too self-conscious to suggest such lewd activity and he never dreamed that she would permit such a depraved act. Too bad.
The rest of August went smoothly, with no unusual happenings. While reading an account of their lives, it might seem that there was one major sexual experience after another, but, in actuality, most activities were quite mundane. Susan went grocery shopping, cooked, cleaned house, shopped at the mall fully dressed and quite modest, etc. Most evenings were spent quietly reading, watching television with Jim or Jean, or just enjoying an unimportant conversation with either. Such things are mundane, and, while they make up most of people's lives, they don't make edge-of-the-seat reading. Sex, on the other hand, is always titillating, particularly the voyeuristic peeking into the illicit activities of regular, normal people. So, while their day-to-day activities, the minutiae of everyday life, would not interest an outsider (or Literotica reader), there were enough of those illicit interludes to maintain interest.
Don continued to screw Susan several times a week and she also sucked him occasionally. Her bisexual, relationship with Jean went on as before, so Susan had plenty of extra-marital sexual satisfaction. Jim usually screwed her two, rarely three, times a week, but his pre-school regime kept him busy, so the Friday night session continued to be the main marital sexual focus. As it happened, Don ejaculated so deeply into Susan on those nights that, when Susan returned home to Jim, the exterior of her cunt was not particularly "messy." Plenty still leaked out so that her cunt tasted the way Jim expected it to, but there was no obvious evidence of adultery.
As August came to a close, things changed somewhat. Susan didn't have to go to school every day, but she found working with Jean to be very companionable and pleasant. Jim's classes started, so, with preparing and giving lectures, grading papers and the omnipresent research requirements, he was very busy. Don finally had cleared up his problems, and his business was running smoothly, just in time to permit him to suggest a quick trip back to Maine. He and Jean usually went up for the weekend in the fall to see the foliage, and, as Jean told Susan, the whole area was beautiful in September. Since Susan wasn't teaching, she was invited to go along, an invitation she accepted with alacrity (after consulting with Jim, of course). They would go up on Friday, spend Saturday there, and return Sunday evening.
The trip north was even more pleasant than the last time, with Susan making no objection to riding partly undressed. She said goodbye to Jim wearing a modest outﬁt of a long jacket, blouse and slacks over bra and panties. A few miles down the road, however, she was instructed to strip, and in a few minutes, was completely naked in the back seat. Over her embarrassed protests, she was forced to ride that way for a few miles, after which she was permitted to put the jacket on. However, even so, she still enlivened the day for several drivers who were treated to a quick glimpse of her "charms" as they rode along. This time, unlike the first trip, Susan frankly enjoyed revealing those charms.
As they rode through the wooded drive to the lake and cabin, Susan was thrilled by the brilliant and beautiful colors in the trees overhead. The afternoon sunlight ﬁltered through the yellow and red leaves created a golden luminescence that suffused the entire forest. Then, as they emerged out of the woods, she exclaimed with delight at the reﬂection of the trees along the shore, their radiant colors contrasting with the deep blue water of the lake. The cabin standing, under its massive white pine tree, on the dark gray rocks, added to the beauty of the scene, a scene worthy of a great painting.
As before, Don and Jean were delighted by Susan's undisguised and unfeigned enthusiasm. She got out of the car, wearing only an open jacket that barely covered her hips, and, without hesitation, ran down toward the shore. In Maine, in the fall, the days usually are clear and warm, but the night air quite chilly, making sunbathing still pleasant, but ruling out swimming for all but the most hardy souls. However, the dark rocks in front of the cabin still worked their magic, and, when she checked, Susan was surprised and pleased to find the water quite comfortable in the natural pool. So, after taking things in and quickly unpacking, she shed the jacket and, completely nude, hurried down and dived in. Shortly afterwards, more modestly attired, Jean and Don joined her in washing away the weariness of traveling.
Refreshed, they got out the boat and made a leisurely tour along the shore, "oohing and ahing" at the beautiful foliage set against the vivid blue of the sky. Then, back to the cabin to settle in and have a quick dinner. To no one's great surprise, as they set on the deck watching the sunset, a boat pulled in at their dock, and Jimmy came hurrying up the path. He was obviously pleased to see all of them, but his eyes were generally focused on Susan.
After a short conversation during which the sunset ended and sudden darkness fell, Don suggested a night-time swim. Susan, already chilly, was aghast at the idea, but with assurances that it would be warm in the water, agreed to try it. As dark as it was, they agreed that suits were not needed so Jimmy and Don hurried down to the pool, undressed, and walked into the warm water. Shortly afterwards, the women came down, bringing towels and wearing robes against the expected nighttime chill. As they removed their robes, it was too dark to see details, but their nipples and cunt hair stood out against their white bodies as they made their way in. Jimmy had never seen Jean completely naked before, and he enjoyed what he could see in the dim light, but he concentrated more on Susan. Everyone swam vigorously for a while, maintaining body heat, but soon Jimmy had Susan over a sheltered area, feeling everything he could reach. By then, the moon was up and, in its light her body was quite visible through the water -- as was his very hard cock.
A short time later, Don and Jean discreetly excused themselves, getting out of the way. Very shortly after that, Jimmy's cock was ﬁrmly implanted in Susan's cunt, giving positive proof, if it were needed, that fucking can take place standing up in a swimming pool. The position and the relative coolness of the water had the virtue of slowing down the climax of the screwing, but that just made it more explosive when it came, and both had very satisfactory orgasms. By that time, much of the heat had left the water, forcing an end to their sexual activities. As she went in, Susan couldn't help but think how she had changed in such a short time. She remembered, vividly, standing there while Don and Jimmy opened the pool, concerned that Jimmy could see her panties -- now, not only was she was naked with him, but, without hesitation, she let him put his cock into her and fuck her! Astounding!
Saturday was a delightful day. They took the boat across the lake to town, shopping in the small tourist-type shops, ate lunch at a local inn, and returned by going around the shore, seeing the transformation from a solidly green forest to a multi-colored fantasy land. When they returned, Susan and Don went into the pool again, where Don fucked her on screwing rock in broad daylight. After relaxing awhile, Don went into the cabin while Susan lay on the rocks sunbathing and enjoying looking at the lake's water rippling in the sunlight. Finally, she got up and, still completely nude, walked down to the shore and sat on a rock, looking out at the sailboats in the distance. The feeling of being exposed, naked in public, was very pleasant, far enough from people to feel secure from being seen, yet close enough for it to be possible.
When she went in, relaxed and happy, she found a surprise waiting for her; plans for an evening that would become one of the most memorable in Susan's life. Jean had called Cynthia Stuart to say hello, and, as a result, the three of them were invited to dinner with John and Cynthia, an invitation that Susan received with mixed feelings, mostly bad. She remembered with dismay the occurrences, particularly the spanking and screwing, when she had seen them last, but, that aside (if she could put it aside), she also remembered that she had liked them. In any case, she had no choice since Jean had accepted immediately and the date was set. That evening, the three of them got in the car for the half-hour trip, it being too cold at night for the boat. Both Jean and Susan dressed up for the occasion, wearing skirts (and, by special dispensation, panties, with hose and garter belts) and dressy blouses. Neither wore bras, a fact made clearly evident by the clinging material.
To Susan's pleasure and great relief, John and Cynthia were charming and made no reference to their last meeting. Dinner was excellent and, afterwards, they sat around making pleasant and innocuous conversation on a wide variety of subjects. After a while, however, the discussion turned somewhat desultory and it crossed Susan's mind that the evening might end soon. However, at that point, Cynthia said, "Oh, by the way, we have a video dvd to show you if you want to see it." Everyone, including Susan, who suspected nothing, was in favor, so John turned on the TV and put a dvd in the VCR. The dvd began with scenes around the lake, including a view of Don's cabin from the water.
Suddenly, the camera zoomed in on a ﬁgure lying on the rock, clearly a well-built woman, nude to the waist. At that point, Susan's heart dropped and if she could have, she would have run from the room, for she knew who that woman was. Shortly afterwards the dvd showed the woman, now obviously Susan, standing up, revealing that all she was wearing was a pair of very sheer panties which hid absolutely nothing. The camera followed her as she stretched and turned to walk up to the cabin. The sway of her hips through those almost nonexistent panties was extraordinarily sensuous and the camera had followed every inch of the way.
Susan had known that Cynthia had taken such a picture, but she just had forgotten it until it was shown. She was mortiﬁed, but she had a horrible feeling that worse was coming. A new scene appeared, showing the cabin from the water, this time showing two women, Jean and a semi-nude Susan standing on the deck as the Stuarts came for their infamous (for Susan) visit of last July. The scene ended as the Stuart's boat went around, out of sight, to the dock, but few seconds later, her fears were realized, although not quite the way she expected!
The picture had faded to black as the previous scene had ended, but that blackness was suddenly ended by the appearance of two struggling women, one now completely naked. The scene started abruptly with the smaller woman, the nude, trying to escape, being roughly thrown over the lap of the other. Susan's premonition was, of course, correct -- the movie was a record of her futile attempt to avoid the meeting with John and Cynthia last July. Obviously, Cynthia, seeing the unbelievable scenario being played out before her, had gotten her omnipresent camera operating just after the battle had begun, missing the preliminary struggle but recording the main event. On the screen the battle continued, Susan thrashing up and down, hitting Jean's legs and screaming hysterically. Jean's much greater strength prevailed, however, and, with her left arm holding the squirming Susan ﬁrmly, she brought her right hand down with a vicious smack, making a loud cracking noise followed by Susan's enraged cry of pain.
The two protagonists presented an amazing picture of two very different women: Jean larger and enraged by Susan's seemingly inexplicable actions, and Susan, hysterical and desperately trying to get away. Susan looked much smaller, her nude ﬁgure draped over Jean's knees, looking delicate and very vulnerable. Her continuing struggle, arms and legs going in all directions, her head raised up as she demanded to be released, almost belied that impression of helplessness as her anger and fear gave her strength far beyond her normal powers. None the less, she was very vulnerable and, really, defenseless once Jean had her held down.
The spanking began, Jean's hand raising and falling rapidly, the blows slapping Susan's bare bottom with a steady rhythm, accompanied by continued shrieks of rage and cries of pain. The camera had caught every nuance of the struggle, starting with an overall look at the combatants, and then focusing in of the action. Susan presented an extraordinary picture, a nude woman, struggling mightily and paying absolutely no attention to her appearance or what was being revealed. The lens ran over her entire body, focusing ﬁrst on her breasts as they hung down, bouncing and jiggling as she endeavored to reach back to protect her rear. Zooming in, they seemed immense, their erect nipples like little, pink stalactites as they swayed in time with the spanking. Obviously some editing had been done to the recording, for the zooming in and focusing on the breasts was repeated in slow motion, revealing a rippling and quivering effect not apparent at regular speed. With each blow on her behind, Susan's breasts surged forward like oil-ﬁlled balloons, the tips distended toward the ﬂoor. Then the close-up showed a rebound in which each ﬂattened out against her chest, the nipples vibrating like little finger-tips, then ﬂowing back out to their normal shape until the next blow came. A fascinating, and very sexy example of ﬂuid dynamics.
Normal speed resumed and the camera panned back to the scene of the real action, Susan's ass. There, something of the same reaction was taking place, as revealed by another slow motion interval. The ass cheeks looked like two smooth, round and very soft-looking sand dunes, the surface already reddened by being spanked. As Jean's hand drifted (it appeared) down, it sank into the ﬂesh, creating a wall of displaced ﬂesh around it and sending a quivering wave outward. As the hand withdrew, it momentarily left a white, hand-shaped indentation in which each finger could be seen. The compressed ﬂesh rebounded and, as the blood ﬂowed back in, it turned a deep crimson, leaving the clear outline of Jean's hand. It was fascinating to watch this ebb and ﬂow as the slow motion spanking went on. Finally, the normal speed resumed and the view pulled back to get the entire picture.
As the spanking session went on, the only sounds in the room was the rhythmic slapping of Jean's hand and the cries and, now, moans of Susan as the pain began to overcome her hysteric need to get away. The audience was engrossed in the drama unfolding before it, a very erotic and stimulating drama. Don and Jean had never seen the movie before, of course, and their eyes never left the screen for a moment. Cynthia and John had watched it many times, but it never failed to captivate them. Most surprising, however, was Susan's reaction. The first hint of what was coming caused her to sink deep into the couch, but, when the spanking display came on, the scene was not what she had feared since she had not been aware that Cynthia had recorded the action. Still, she was mortiﬁed, at first, when she realized what everyone was going to see, but, quite quickly, she was as immersed as the others in-the, struggle on the TV screen.



Susan was not a vain woman and, while she obviously had seen herself naked in the mirror and knew she had a good ﬁgure, she had never considered herself anything special. She had, until recently, anyhow, dressed and acted modestly, her clothing serving more to conceal her ﬁgure rather than to display it. Suddenly she saw herself, completely nude, battling the larger and stronger Jean, and presenting a body that could grace Playboy magazine. As the camera panned from her hips to her breasts, she found herself becoming excited, fascinated by the way the mounds of ﬂesh hung down, quivering and pulsating in rhythm with the steady spanking of her behind. As was not unusual, her mind tried to encompass several things and feelings at once. Seeing herself being soundly spanked should have horriﬁed her, but, instead, she found herself captivated like the others. Actually, she knew it was herself, of course, but, it didn't hurt like a spanking.
She could concentrate on the scene, itself, almost as if another woman was across Jean's lap, and watch the slow surrender of that woman to the physically stronger spanker as a spectator. It was fascinating to see the gradual wearing down of her resistance, culminating in abject surrender, draped defenseless and vulnerable as the ﬂogging hand continued to fall. She was still horribly embarrassed that the others were seeing her chastisement, but that feeling had quickly faded into the background as she became mesmerized by the action before her. Still, almost as an epiphany, she saw her own body as something very sexy and that realization dominated her thoughts.
Her tranquil self-appreciation was shattered, however, as the spanking finally came to an end. She was suddenly brought back to earth, and embarrassment, as the view changed as Cynthia had moved closer to the action. There was a sudden very tight close up of Susan's breasts, now still as they hung down, with the nipples turgid and almost red. Then the camera panned over her back to her ass, showing, in detail, the uniformly dark red cheeks, turning a lighter red around the edges and becoming pink where Jean's hand had not reached. Cynthia obviously had moved, for the next view showed the cheeks from near Susan's feet, showing the mounds of her ass from a different and more revealing angle. As she lay quiescent across Jean's knees, her legs were limp, her muscles relaxed in surrender. As a result, the cheeks were parted, permitting the camera to see the asshole and the cunt beneath. Cynthia zoomed in on those two exposed areas, and Susan was mortiﬁed to see the TV screen completely ﬁlled with, ﬁrst, her asshole and, then, her cunt. Every detail, each wrinkle and hair, was clearly delineated, leaving absolutely no secrets about the two openings.
Suddenly, the picture changed again as Jean helped Susan to her feet, Susan then throwing her arms around Jean and saying, "I'm sorry!" It was a gripping moment as they stood there, holding each other, the injured woman apologizing to the one who had just finished punishing her. From the rear, Susan looked like a little girl, a well-formed little girl, who has been disciplined for bad behavior. Her body was a lovely shade of pink except for the solid circle of red on her hips. However, as Jean pulled away and turned Susan around, it was quite obvious that this was not a little girl.
For the ﬁrst time they were able to see her large breasts in their proper place, standing proudly out from her chest. Below them, a large, dense mass of golden blonde pubic hair hid the entrance to her sexual area, but, as a shield, it was seductive in itself. Susan's face was turned down in embarrassment and humiliation, but Jean ordered her to greet her guests and, as she started to look up, Cynthia put the camera away. With that thoughtful gesture, the TV picture went black.
With that, there was a collective letting out of breath as people's minds suddenly were back in the room. Don let out a "Wow! That was something! I've never seen anything like that in my life! What a picture! Susan, you looked delightful!" Susan was already too red to blush anymore, and, in any case, she was afraid something worse was coming.
Her fears were immediately realized as Cynthia said, "Wait, there's more if you want to see it!"
Susan's cry, "Please! No!" was lost in the otherwise unanimous approval. Cynthia hit the "play" button on the remote and what Susan had feared from the beginning appeared on the TV.
The screen suddenly lit up, showing the still-nude Susan standing facing John who was just getting up from a chaise lounge. Unlike the other movie, this one was silent, having been taken through the window of the house. Obviously, however, John had called Susan over to him, and, when she complied, had begun feeling her. It was almost like a porno movie, watching, as the camera zoomed in, his hands fondling, ﬁrst, the breasts and, then, sliding down her stomach to run his fingers through her cunt hair and between her legs. That action was very brief as he pulled away and gestured toward the chaise, clearly telling Susan to lie down.
With no sign of protest or hesitancy, she did just that, stretching out on her back. John opened his pants and removed his erect cock and moved toward her and she compliantly raised and spread her legs. Her face showed no emotion and she said nothing as he lowered himself onto and penetrated her. As she had said to Jean long before, after being spanked the person dominating her could get her to do almost anything. Now, it seemed that she was vulnerable to others, also. It was evident that, at first, she was not really involved in the sex act as she looked fearfully over toward the house, obviously concerned that Cynthia would return.
However, as the screwing began and quickly became more vigorous, her interest picked up, and she began meeting John's fucking motions with undulations of her own, the two of them lost in the passion of the moment. In fact, as the climax approached, she was the more vigorous of the two, raising her hips off the chaise by her feet, humping up and down in an orgasmic frenzy, pouring out the pent-up emotions engendered by the spanking. However, John was extraordinarily aroused by the graphic scene he had watched, and, at the end, he matched her intensity with his own as he ejaculated deep within her cunt.
They lay there, him on top of her, for a few seconds, recovering themselves, then John pulled out of her, getting to his feet and stuffing his depleted cock back into his pants. Susan had nothing she could hide, so she merely closed her widespread legs and set up, nude as ever. However, in the moment that she lay there with her legs open, Cynthia had been able to zoom in on her freshly fucked cunt, showing the lips still swollen and open, the hole, itself, still dilated and red. The lips were wet and glistening, an erotic sight to finish on as the picture went black.
Once again, the viewers' first reaction was one of sudden relaxation, as when one finds that they have unknowingly been holding their breath. Even then, when the conversation began, there was none of the normal ribald kidding and lewd comments. There were even no references to John's performance or to his having had Susan while his wife was inside. In fact, no one really seemed to know just what to say except, "Susan is really something!" On that there was unanimous agreement. Susan didn't know what to say or do, and stayed huddled in the chair, hiding her face in embarrassment.
That led Jean to say, kiddingly, "Come on, honey, look at us. We think you were beautiful and sexy!" Then, "I have an idea! Stand up, Susan." She moved over to Susan's chair and reached down and pulled her to her feet. Susan cooperated reluctantly and stood there, looking down, afraid of meeting anyone's eyes. Then, to her horror, she heard Jean say, "Now, dear, take off your clothes. We've all seen you before, but I now we'd love to see you now after watching that movie!"



        Further Adventures of Susan Adams Ch. 05

        Married sex slave.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/further-adventures-of-susan-adams-ch-05

Title: Further Adventures of Susan Adams Ch. 05

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Married sex slave.

Tags: cunt licking, cock sucking, exhibitionism, group, humiliation, ass fingering

Series: Further Adventures of Susan Adams


THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF SUSAN ADAMS 5 (of 7)
Susan couldn't believe what she was hearing. The other three quickly seconded Jean's idea and called for her to undress. In desperation, she gasped out, "Oh, I just couldn't! I'd die! You can't expect me to do that!" The last was said almost with a sob as she contemplated what they wanted.
Her continued refusal ﬁnally led Don to declare, "Come on, Susan, take your clothes off or I'll spank you right now!" That was too much and tears formed in her eyes, but, nonetheless, her trembling hand went reluctantly to the top button of her blouse, unfastened it, and moved down to the next one.
"Take your skirt off ﬁrst, honey," Jean instructed, thinking of her braless condition. Obediently, Susan's hand shifted to her side undid the hook and ran the zipper down. For a second she stood there, holding her skirt in position and, then, with resignation, lowered it and stepped out, revealing her panties, garter belt and hose.
She was an alluring ﬁgure as she posed there, the sheer panties doing more to emphasize rather than to conceal her cunt hair. The hose, with the white thighs bare above, made her look more seductive than if her legs had been completely bare. Despite the provocative dress and revelations, the room was silent except for some harsh breathing. As before, there were no vulgar remarks, no "take it off," no bump and grind and no "The Stripper" playing in the background. It was not really a striptease, just a very pretty woman with an excellent ﬁgure undressing. Actually, everyone there had seen Susan naked and the dvd had shown her most secret areas in minute detail. All but Cynthia had been sexually intimate with her. Yet, somehow this was different, more exciting, and more sensual, than mere nudity -- she was stripping for them.
After a few seconds, Susan's hands returned to her blouse and began, again, the unbuttoning. Her fingers moved slowly, reluctant to complete their task, but, inevitably, the last fastener was undone and she was ready to remove her top. Her head was still hanging down, hiding her embarrassment, her shoulders slumped in defeat. As she finally pulled her blouse open and slid it off her shoulders, however, a transformation took place. Suddenly, from somewhere, her pride took over and she straightened up, raised her head and thrust her breasts, her tits, toward her audience.
They stood out from her chests, like the heads of torpedoes. In the center of each, a very erect pink nipple protruded a focal point that was startling against the white of the breasts, themselves. She stood proudly, letting them look their ﬁll at her tits, knowing that she looked lovely. Then, without further hesitation, she hooked her fingers in the elastic of her brief panties and pushed them down and off. Standing almost completely naked with four pairs of eyes staring at her, Susan just posed, making no effort to hide anything from their scrutiny.
Their reaction was non-verbal, but painfully clear. Each of the two men had an obvious tent raised in the front of their pants, their erections beyond concealing. The arousal of Cynthia and Jean was more discreet but equally obvious to a close observer. Both had ﬂushed faces and they were shifting in their seats, alternately squeezing and relaxing their thighs. There were four very aroused people in the room, ﬁve if you counted Susan. The shock and mortiﬁcation caused by being forced to watch the dvd and, then, having to strip, had, perversely, stimulated her, as being humiliated and dominated sexually usually did.
Now, as, for the ﬁrst time in her life, she displayed her body, actually enjoying her nudity, she felt a wave of sexual excitement ﬂow through her. Unfortunately, however, just as she began to revel in her exhibitionism, on a real high, she was, abruptly, plunged back into a feeling of trepidation as she heard Jean say, "Gods, that was exciting!" Then, "Look!" as she pointed to the conspicuous bulges in the front of the men's pants. "You know, Susan caused those things to grow. I think she should make them shrink again! What do you think?" Needless to say, despite Susan's gasp of dismay, the other three were wildly agreeable.
Like the air going out of a balloon, Susan's feeling of conﬁdence and self-esteem whooshed out. Suddenly she was back where she was before, timorous and apprehensive, cringing as she waited for whatever Jean had in store for her. She didn't have long to wait, as Jean said, "Come on, Susan, Don's cock needs relief. Why don't you suck it?"
Susan's face turned white and then crimson as she contemplated what she had to do, but she knew that she had to comply. Moving slowly to stand in front of Don, she lowered herself to her knees and waited. Don quickly ripped his zipper down and dragged his cock out, not an easy job since it was rigid with excitement. Susan had sucked his cock many times, not like this! Seeing the familiar shaft before her, Susan, reconciled to her fate, leaned forward and took it into her mouth. The cock went in and out, Susan's lips tight around it, sucking as it came in, relaxing as it went out. Her face was ﬂushed, her hands trembling, not caused by the sucking itself but by the realization that three other pairs of eyes watching her perform her servile task. Not long ago, she had never even had a cock in her mouth, but now she was sucking with an audience! She felt herself to be debauched, depraved, perverted, doing something that only a hardened prostitute --or, as she thought of it, a slave girl -- would do. That thought, in a way, helped her get through the ordeal of performing publicly: she was a slave girl, a sex slave, carrying out the orders of her mistress.
For the other three, it was like watching a live porno movie. There was Susan, naked except for her garter belt and hose, obsequiously bobbing her head up and down as she sucked. John already had his cock out, anticipating his turn, as he stared at the carnal act taking place beside him. Jean was watching Susan's sucking of her husband's cock while trying not to stare too openly at John's. Cynthia was busy using her camcorder to record the entire act. When Jean had ordered Susan to strip, she had grabbed her camera (which she conveniently had ready, hoping that something would happen) and was recording everything.
As might be expected, Don was not able to hold off his ejaculation for long, the combination of so many erotic spectacles and Susan's mouth being just too much. As his climax approached, he held her face with his hands, pumping furiously as he came, ﬁlling her mouth with cum. As he relaxed, leaning back and letting her go, Susan kept lightly sucking and licking until the cock became limp, at which point she sat back and awaited Jean's instructions. As she expected, and dreaded, Jean said, "O.K., honey, now it's John's turn."
It was one thing to suck Jim, she had done it many times, but it was something else to be so intimate with a virtual stranger. True, he had fucked her before, as the dvd certainly showed, but, somehow, using her mouth seemed even more personal. But, she had no choice, and like an obedient slave, she remained on her knees and shufﬂed over until she was between John's legs. She didn't really want to even see his cock, but, there it was, right before her eyes, only the fourth one she had ever seen. Of course, a few months ago, that number was one (not counting Charley's), and she had never expected to see a second!
Giving in to the inevitable, she held it in her hand, drew it into her mouth, and began the up and down movement of her head as she sucked. Somehow, however, as she serviced John's cock, she felt herself becoming more aroused. Being forced to do something that was distasteful, particularly, again, with an audience, excited her and, involuntarily, her free hand went down to her clit and she began to play with herself. (Cynthia made sure to capture that action with her camera.) As John began to jerk up and down and, finally, went off, Susan's hips matched his motions as she swallowed her second drink of cum.
John fell back, sated for the moment, and Susan, happy that the ordeal was over (even if it hid excited her), slumped down against the couch. There was a collective sigh, a feeling of being overwhelmed and not quite knowing what to say or do, as everyone seemed frozen in place. Suddenly, to Susan's horror, Don said, "Wait a minute, Susan took care of John and me, but I think we have two very hot women in this room. I think Susan should satisfy them, too!"
That suggestion was like a bombshell. Neither Jean nor Cynthia made any effort to deny Don's statement about their arousal, but their reaction was very different. Cynthia was scandalized, saying, "Gods, I've never done anything like that, and I don't intend to! I'm not a lesbian! The men can take care of us. I'm sure Susan couldn't do that to another woman."
Jean, obviously, had no problem with the lesbian aspect of it, but wasn't sure about pushing, and embarrassing, Susan that much. Also, she wasn't too sure about doing something so far out in front of Cynthia. However, she did have a desire to display herself in front of John. Equivocating, she just said, "I don't know, Don, maybe that is too much. We don't want to go too far!"
Don made the decision for her, insisting, in a voice brooking no argument, "Don't be silly, Jean! Take off you panties and sit down on the couch!" Faced with an order taking it out of her hands, Jean quit worrying about to effect on others, and, reaching up under her skirt, pulled her panties off. Lifting her skirt to her waist, she lay back on the couch, raised and spread her legs, displaying every detail of her cunt. John, taking the camera from Cynthia, recorded the scene, zooming in on the open cunt, feasting his eyes on it at the same time. Cynthia was shocked at the sudden turn of events, but she found herself fascinated by Jean's cunt, the ﬁrst she had ever seen except her own.
The cunt lips were spread open, the inter-lips a deep red, the hole dilated with excitement. The lips and the hair around them were soaked with a copious ﬂow of vaginal ﬂuids, glistening in the light from the camcorder. Even her asshole, ﬂagrantly visible in Jean's exposed position, was ﬁlled with a puddle that had quickly seeped downward. Cynthia couldn't take her eyes off of it as Susan, urged on by Don, slowly and reluctantly, knelt between the widespread legs.
Susan was almost crying, not because of the act, of course -- she had enjoyed making Jean feel good doing that many times -- but because of the circumstances. Having an audience while she performed what a few months ago she would have considered an obscene act, cocksucking, was bad enough! But to have people see her engage in lesbian sex was mortifying beyond anything she could conceive of. Nonetheless, faced with the inevitable, she leaned forward, put out her tongue, and began licking.
John and Cynthia had never seen anything like this before, and, as Susan began running her tongue over and between the cunt lips and teasing Jean by lightly ﬂicking her clit, they frankly gaped, mouths literally hanging open. John kept the camcorder focused closely, catching every nuance of movement for later appreciation as the action, got hotter and hotter. Susan licked all the way back to Jean's ass and back to the clit, time and again, before concentrating on licking and sucking the clit, itself. At the same time, she brought her hand up and began to finger-fuck both the cunt and ass holes.
Jean was extraordinarily aroused to begin with and this additional stimulation caused her to begin ﬂexing her torso up and down, pushing toward Susan's licking tongue and probing ﬁnger. She began to moan and whimper as she approached orgasm, completely lost in the pleasure of the moment, no longer even aware of the lewd picture she was presenting. Finally, the point was reached, and she exploded against Susan's mouth, holding herself rigid as Susan pushed against her and sucked hard on her clit. Jean collapsed, legs ﬂopping open, all energy spent, as her climax subsided. She came back to herself quickly and, seeing John holding the camera focused on her distended cunt, looked him in the eye and spread her legs even wider apart, almost an invitation.
At that point, Don interjected, "O.K., now it's Cynthia's turn! Come on, Cynthia, there's nothing wrong with it, look at Jean. She liked it."
John chimed in, "Yes, Cynthia, you know you want to....why not'? Susan's done each of us and now it's your turn. Take your pants off and lie down!"
Cynthia stood there, torn between desire and morality -- some things just are more immoral than others, and lesbianism was something she always had abjured. Still, the temptation was there. She was unbelievably aroused by all the sex sights and acts she had watched, most of all, she admitted to herself, by seeing Jean's cunt spread open with Susan's tongue working on it. Finally, she succumbed and, undoing her slacks, she slid them off and, before she could lose her nerve, pushed her panties off, standing there naked below the waist. All eyes focused on the triangle of pubic hair as she fell back on the couch. At that point, she did lose her nerve and, covering her face with her hands, cried, "Oh, I just can't! I just can't!"
Without hesitation, John handed the camcorder to Don and, before she could protest, reached down to his wife's ankles, pulled her until she was at the edge of the couch, and raised her legs over her head, completely exposing everything between them. Her cunt was fuller and ﬂeshier than Jean's, but the lips were open and ready as Jean's had been. Susan, once again bowing to the inevitable, knelt before her and stared at what was only the second cunt she had ever seen. Cynthia's ass was plumper, but the position spread it open, exposing, as with Jean, her puckered asshole, slippery with the emissions ﬂowing profusely from her cunt. Oddly enough, Susan had fewer reservations about servicing (as she thought of it) Cynthia than she had with John, probably because Cynthia seemed afraid of it, almost as reluctant as she was herself.
Forcing herself not to hesitate, she began lightly licking, ﬁrst, the cunt lips and, then, up the groove between them, absorbing the vaginal ﬂuid collected there. As Cynthia, despite herself, began to ﬂex her pelvis up and down, Susan ran her tongue from the asshole to the clit and began the light ﬂicking and sucking that she, herself, enjoyed. At the same time, she inserted her ﬁnger deeply into Cynthia's cunt, ﬁnger-fucking her in time with the licking. With the ﬁnger thoroughly lubricated, she moved it back to the ass and, slowly, inserted it into the hole until it was completely in.
That seemed to trigger Cynthia's orgasm, for, with Susan licking and sucking her clit and finger-fucking her ass, she surged upwards, crying out incoherently. As her throbbing diminished, Susan still lightly licked her, keeping her ﬁnger in until the last tremor subsided. Cynthia collapsed back on the couch, her legs spread wide, her cunt wet and open, as Susan ﬁnally pulled away and sat back off of her knees. She had knelt down and sexually serviced all four and, now, she could relax.
As before, after Susan had finished with the men, there was a period of silence, a time in which no one knew what to say or what they should do next. There was still an air of sexual tension in the room, a feeling of incompleteness, but each waited for the others to suggest something. Cynthia was still lying there with her cunt on display, Jean's panties were still on the ﬂoor and, as she sat in the chair, her cunt was clearly visible. Both men sported new "hardons," engendered by the lesbian activities of the women, but neither wanted to make any suggestions involving screwing their own wives or, even better, wife swapping. Susan just leaned back against the couch, still almost naked, not really thinking about anything, the events of the last hour just being too much to contemplate right then. She knew that she would have to come to terms with the exciting humiliation inﬂicted on her, but, for now, all she wanted was to get dressed and go home.
Unfortunately, that solace was to be denied her. Suddenly, Jean spoke up, saying, "You know, we've been selﬁsh! Susan has set each of us off, but she hasn't gone off yet. I think she should be permitted to have her own relief." With that, she jumped up from the chair and went over to the ﬁreplace and picked up a sheepskin throw rug off of the ﬂoor. Dragging it over in front of the couch, she spread it out and said, "Come on, Susan, lie down here." Susan, long past the point of arguing with any orders given to her, struggled to her feet and, as Jean directed, lay down on the rug with her feet facing the couch. She dreaded what was coming next, being fucked by one or both of the men while their wives watched. Actually, both wives had already seen that, but this certainly would be different, a staged performance right before them. Susan was reconciled somewhat by the realization that all she had to do was lie there and be a willing receptacle. However, she was due for a real shock!
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Jean, acting as mistress of ceremonies, said, "OK. Everybody sit on the couch." All four sat down, facing Susan, and the others looked to Jean to ﬁnd out what she had planned. With everyone in place, she heaped the final humiliation on Susan, her words causing Susan to go rigid, her face a mask of desperation and dread. "Susan, you've been wonderful to all of us, giving us tremendous pleasure. Now, I think it's time that you gave yourself that same pleasure by setting yourself off. Show us how an attractive, sexy woman can make herself come."
As she said this, the other three witnesses leaned forward, suddenly revitalized at the thought of seeing Susan masturbating right in front of them. Cynthia was running the camcorder again, and she zoomed in to focus on Susan's horriﬁed expression as she realized that she was going to have to perform that very private act in front of an audience. She had thought that she had been humiliated, mortiﬁed, before, but this was the worst of all.
By this time, however, her will to protest, even to refuse in the face of the threat to be spanked, was gone and she knew that she would do it. The feeling of shame at doing such a thing was more that she could accept with the almost stoic resignation, even dignity, that she had shown to this point. As she forced herself to move her trembling hand down her body, tears welled out of her eyes, this time running down her cheeks. Nonetheless, she continued, running her fingers through her pubic hair and beginning a light, teasing caressing of her clit. As she started, she had no expectation of feeling any real excitement, and assumed that she would play with herself for a while before faking an orgasm, but almost at once she felt a tingle run through her.
Her ﬁngers reached further between her legs, and she was startled to ﬁnd herself to be soaking wet. In actuality, her emotions had been mixed all night. On several occasions she had been aroused enough to use her hand on her clit as she sucked or licked, but never to achieve anything like an orgasm. That might have occurred except that her head interfered with her cunt -- the feeling of humiliation that dominated her thinking excited her, but, at the same time, prevented her from concentrating on her own sexual needs. There was not enough stimulation for her to lose herself, but the sexual urges had built up as she performed, and were now ready to surface.
She continued to caress her own cunt, becoming less and less conscious of her audience as she felt the electricity beginning to build. Hardly aware that she was doing it, she bent her knees and, spreading her legs, drew her feet up to her hips, permitting complete access to her fingers. Slowly, almost imperceptibly at ﬁrst, she began to undulate, humping up and down and slightly rotating her hips as the excitement mounted. She wasn't thinking, just reacting to the long period of sexual arousal that had been dampened by her trepidation and qualms while she served the others. Now, like a pent up volcano, her restrained sexual tension was ready to let go. In fact, the liquid ﬂowing out of her cunt, soaking into the rug, was like a preliminary lava ﬂow anticipating the big event.
For the two couples watching, the scene was indescribably exciting. None of them had seen a woman masturbate before and they watched with unbelievable intensity, their eyes riveted to the area between Susan's legs. As her legs drew up and spread, they were treated to an almost clinical view of an aroused cunt, its outer-lips open, the inter-lips a deep red, and the hole, itself, dilated and ready for penetration. Lubrication was leaking out, running down the crevice of the cunt lips, puddling in the depression of the asshole, then dripping off onto the rug. They watched the slow up and down motions of Susan's hips as her excitement mounted, the motion becoming more pronounced and rapid, and the hips higher off of the ﬂoor. Her ﬁngers became almost a blur as she rubbed her clit harder and harder, actually pulling on her pubic bone to put more pressure on it.
Her other hand went between her legs and she began finger-fucking herself. She probed her cunt, occasionally pulling out as her fingers slipped all the way down to her asshole and back. Finally, her hips came off the ﬂoor and stayed up, her back arched and her pelvis jerking in a motion simulating coitus. As the climax approached, only her feet and shoulder blades were in contact with the rug, her entire body surging up and down as both hand gripped her pubic area, applying even more intense pressure on her clit. Suddenly, with the abruptness of an explosion, she reached orgasm, her back arched at its highest point, her legs splayed open, her hands clutching herself, her hips making short, spastic jerking motions. Then, for a few seconds, she froze in place and, ﬁnished; she slumped to the ﬂoor, dazed.
The audience let out a collective deep breath, slumping back themselves, stunned by the erotic act they had just seen. Both men had cocks as stiff as ﬁreplace pokers and probably would have loved to have jumped on Susan as she lay there. Any such thoughts, however, were dissipated as Jean said, "Gods, that was something! Good heavens, I think we'd better stop this for tonight. I'm sure Susan is ﬁnished and the rest of us had better relax too."
Cynthia, startled out of her trance- like staring at Susan's open cunt, quickly agreed and, suddenly realizing that she was still naked below the waist, blushed furiously, dropped her camera on the couch and, crouched over, scuttled out of the room. The others watched her leave, and, seeing her ample bottom bouncing as she ran, broke into uproarious laughter, cutting through the sexual tension still pervading the room. Then, before anything else could happen, Jean added, "I don't think that there's any need for Susan to dress -- she seems to be out anyway. Don, why don't you go out and warm up the car so she won't get cold on the way home and we'll just wrap her in a blanket." Don complied quickly, wanting to get Susan home for another reason, and hurried out of the house.
Susan lay there, comatose, totally unaware of what was going on around her in the room. Ten minutes or so later, Cynthia returned, somewhat hesitantly, just in time to see Jean stepping into her panties while John sat on the couch, studying Susan's nude body. There was an embarrassed silence as Jean pulled the panties up, seeming quite ﬂustered as she did so. Before anything needed to be said to break that silence, Don came in announcing that the car was warm and ready. He came over to where Susan lay and said, "Boy, she's really out! That took a lot out of her. Do you have a blanket or something we can put around her?"
Cynthia immediately suggested, "Why don't you just wrap her in the sheepskin rug? It's nice and soft and certainly will keep her warm." Accepting her proposal, Don reached down to fold the rug over Susan, but paused, permitting all of them to have one more look at her. She lay there, legs open, cunt dripping, the very image of a sexually satisﬁed woman sunk into a deep, almost catatonic, sleep. Then, pulling the edges over her body, he lifted her off the ﬂoor and carried her to the car, laying her across the back seat. Cynthia brought Susan's skirt and blouse out and, after a strained but affectionate parting, Don drove home.
The short ride home was quiet, each lost in their own thoughts and reminiscences, not quite sure of what to say. When the got to the cabin, Don picked Susan up again and carried her in, although she was stirring by then. He put her on her feet in the living room and, still nude, except for her garter belt and hose, she staggered up the stairs, used the bathroom, and collapsed, again, on the bed. Downstairs, Don and Jean had a snack and talked for a time about the unbelievable evening, something they had never dreamed of with Cynthia and John, and speculated about the future with them. Obviously, things wouldn't be quite the same. They both were startled by Cynthia's surprisingly violent reaction to being licked as well as her seeming interest in Susan's body. Don also commented on John's unmistakable interest in Jean, especially the way he had scrutinized her cunt as Susan prepared to lick it. "I also noticed that you kept your legs open toward him afterwards, almost an invitation. Did he say or do anything afterwards?"
Jean looked startled at the question, not knowing quite how to reply. "I noticed that he really was looking at me, and I'm sure that he got a really good look while Susan was working on Cynthia. My skirt was up to my waist the entire time, and I knew that he could see my cunt. It was fun." She quickly changed the subject, without really answering, by adding, "I noticed that your cock was hard after Susan went off and I'll bet you're thinking of screwing before we go to bed. My cunt is a little sore after all that, but I'll bet you would rather fuck her anyway! She's sleepy, but I'm sure you could still get into her!"
Taking the bait, Don quickly ﬁnished eating and they went upstairs, to find Susan lying on the bed just as they had left her. Jean unfastened and removed her garter belt and pulled off her hose, leaving her completely naked. Don undressed, and, his cock rigid as it had been before, spread her legs and moved between them. She was half asleep, but, almost by reﬂex, brought her knees up and parted them, giving complete access to her cunt. Don moved forward and entered her, plunging all the way into her well-lubricated depths, and began screwing. For Susan, there was no particular excitement, no real sexual charge, just a pleasant feeling of being used. It was satisfying to just lie there, feeling his cock going in and out, her cunt being a receptacle, performing a service as a real sex slave should.
Susan woke up the following morning, feeling well rested and very good. She looked up out of the large window at the immense green pine tree and the crystal blue sky peeking through it, thinking, "What a beautiful day!" Suddenly, like an avalanche, memory of last night pushed that thought aside and she let out a moan of despair. She had a graphic image of herself, kneeling down, sucking and licking -- and them, worst of all, lying down playing with herself. Jean, downstairs, had been listening for her to waken and hurried up to see how she was going to react. She found her lying on the bed, hands over her face, saying, "Oh, my god, oh, my god!" Jean hurried to the bed and sat down, taking Susan's hand, saying, "It's all right, honey! Everything's all right. Don't worry!"
Susan raised up, putting her head against Jean's breast, crying piteously, "Oh, Jean, how did I do those things? Why did you make me? I'm so embarrassed.....how can I ever face any of you again? What must Cynthia and John think of me?" Jean hugged her close, and replied, "Don't be silly, sweetheart, we think you're wonderful. I've already talked to Cynthia and she's embarrassed, but she admitted that she loved every minute of it and she thinks that you are fantastic! You looked beautiful, very sexy, and all four of us loved you as well as what you did!"
Susan was shocked out of her misery, asking, "Do you really mean that, Jean? I thought I must have looked like a..a whore! Doing all those things, playing with myself in front of everyone!" Then hopefully, "Did...did they really like it?"
"Of course they did, silly, who wouldn't like a lovely young woman, a lovely young slave girl, perform sexually on them and herself? It was fascinating to watch you! I did feel a little bad about forcing you to do things that I knew would embarrass you, but I was pretty sure you secretly would like it -- particularly thinking about it afterwards. Was I wrong?"
If it was an avalanche that roared through her mind, crushing her pleasant thoughts, Jean's comments were like a tidal wave washing away her fears and humiliation. Like a light coming on in a dark room, Susan suddenly realized that she did feel good about last night if no one contemned her for what she had done. She had been forced, but she admitted to herself that behind the embarrassment while she was performing, there was a great deal of pleasure. She had actually been being forced to suck the men and lick the women. She had been excited by what she was doing and the fact that she had an audience, and that was why she was able to go off so easily -- her pump had been primed and her cunt was ready to ﬂow! Accepting that she was that much of an exhibitionist was difﬁcult, but the evidence was clear.
"No, honey, you were not wrong. I did like it, even when I was most embarrassed. Boy, that's hard to admit, but it's true! It's funny; it wasn't so much the sex acts that excited me....it was more the fact that everyone was watching me do them. Isn't that awful? But, you know, I didn't really mind sucking John and, even more surprising, licking and sucking Cynthia! Actually, I did get more excited working on her, probably because I could tell that she had never done it before. Did you know that I had my ﬁnger all the way up her ass and she really moved on it? Gods, I still don't believe I did all that. What made you think of making me do all those things?"
Susan was running from one subject to another, not giving Jean time to answer any of her questions. Finally running down, she just lay back, feeling good about herself and the world again -- the day outside the window regained its luster. In any case, before Jean could catalog the many questions and attempt to answer, Don came in down below asking if they wanted a last boat ride before going home. Jean quickly leaned closer and whispered, "Something else happened, but I'll wait and tell you when we get home." They left it at that, knowing they could go over every detail later, and discuss the "something else" when alone, and prepared for the boat ride. Sex and talk could wait, the boat couldn't.
There was a great amount of talk, of course, over the next week, cementing in Susan's mind that her sex performance was well received and that none of them thought the less of her for her depraved acts. The way they had cooperated in and encouraged those acts should have convinced her immediately, but, despite her seemingly debauched behavior, she still was basically the same, innocent woman she had been several months before. As before, her mind and body diverged in these things. Her mental censor was still there, merely muted, as she did the things she would have found totally impossible not long age.
As for the "something else," Jean dropped a bombshell by conﬁding, "John screwed me that night!" She went on to give details. "I was really turned on by the whole evening, particularly when John took his cock out for you to suck. Just watching really excited me! Then, when Don suggested that you work on Cynthia and me, I took my panties off, lifted my skirt and sat down with my legs spread right in front of John, looking right at him when I did it. As you licked me, he watched intently, as you might expect, and it really turned me on having him see me worked on and watch me come -- which I certainly did. Then, after you worked on Cynthia and were forced to lie down to play with yourself, I sat beside him on the couch with my skirt up over my cunt and I saw him looking down several times."
"Wow, you must really have been hot!"
"You're not kidding! In any case, when you were finished and 'dropped out,' Cynthia suddenly realized that she was still naked below the waist, and she ran for the bedroom. I suggested that we just carry you home in a blanket rather than rousing you and, I'll admit with an ulterior motive, told Don that he should warm the car since it was so cool out. I was standing behind the couch, and as soon as Don left, John got behind me and began feeling my breasts. Very shortly after that, he moved me over to a chair, bent me over, jerked up my skirt and pushed his cock into me! Boy, did it go in easily!
"In any case, he began fucking me like a madman, and I'll admit that I responded like a maniac, myself. I swear, I think I started coming as soon as he entered, and I don't think he was in me for more than three or four minutes before he exploded. He pulled out right away, of course, and I straightened up and let my skirt fall, covering me. Then, just as I got my panties and started to put them on, Cynthia came back in. I don't think she saw anything, but it was sort of embarrassing to have her watch me just after being fucked by her husband! Then, Don came back; we covered you with the rug and took you back to the cabin."
"Oh, gods, Jean! And I was right there and didn't know anything about it. Just think, John's had both of us....isn't that wild! Does Don know?"
"No, and that's a problem. When we got back to the cabin and carried you upstairs, Don said that he had seen me showing my cunt, and asked if John had touched me. For some reason, I froze. I just should have said, "Yes, he screwed me while you were warming the car," and told him all about it. I know he wouldn't have been upset because he wouldn't really have been surprised -- it's no secret between us that, for some reason, John always has interested me -- but, as I said, I froze and the words just didn't come out."
"Oh boy, did you lie to him and say nothing happened? He'd be really furious if he found out. Gods, I don't want to think about it!"
"No, I just agreed that John had seen my cunt and seemed interested, and then I changed the subject. I saw that his cock was still hard, so I diverted his attention. I said my cunt was too sore -- heavens, I didn't think how that sounded -- and, since you were lying there naked, I suggested that he screw you, which he did."
"He did? I don't remember a thing! Still, do you think he would accept that, or would he think that you deliberately misled him?"
"That's exactly what he would think! Fortunately, I don't think that there is any way for him to ﬁnd out. Cynthia evidently didn't see anything -- and she had no objection to him screwing you, so it probably wouldn't bother her anyway. John certainly won't bring it up, so, I think I'm home free. You know, that's the ﬁrst time in years that anyone but Don's had me, and, I loved it!"
"I don't know, dear. I'm glad it happened since you enjoyed it, but I have a feeling that you might be better off confessing to Don that you misled him. He'll really be mad if he thinks you lied to him."
"I know, and, if I can ﬁnd the right time, I'll do it. Still, I should be safe."
The two women spent an inordinate amount of time discussing the entire incident, getting pleasurably aroused by the conversation. Still, it is probable that the entire experience would have receded and become only an exciting memory except that a week later a package arrived from Cynthia. The package contained three items: Susan's panties that had been left behind when Jean gathered up her clothes; a copy of the spanking dvd they had watched; and, ﬁnally, a copy of the dvd taken that night. Susan, of course, was embarrassed by having her panties returned -- it was like going to a party and having the hostess ﬁnding her intimate apparel under a bed.
However, Susan was actually looking forward to viewing the spanking dvd they had already seen to see if she looked as good as she remembered. Even the spanking, itself, hadn't really bothered her. She didn't know how she felt about the other dvd -- great embarrassment about what it would show, but real anticipation at the same time. In any case, the decision was out of her hands. They agreed to wait until Friday night to watch it, since they would have several hours, both for viewing and for the sex that was sure to follow.
On that Friday, the dvd was put in the player and Susan, Jean and Don, all nude, lay on the bed preparing to watch. Susan had considerable trepidations, but, on the whole, looked forward to it. The other two had no such qualms. The action started abruptly as Cynthia started the recording, showing Susan standing in the middle of the room, a stunned look on her face, a look she would have most of the night, just after Don had told her to strip. She hesitated, her embarrassment palpable, as she dreaded what she had to do. Then, of course, she began undressing as recounted before, ﬁrst her skirt, then her blouse and, ﬁnally, her panties, leaving her naked except for her garter belt and hose.



Interesting enough, the movie showed Susan's transformation from reluctantly showing her body to proudly displaying herself. She did present a lovely ﬁgure on the screen, and both Jean and Don complimented her fulsomely, really making her feel good. It was fascinating, however, to see her face fall in the picture when Jean ordered her to service the men. In a ﬂash, the narcissistic pleasure vanished, replaced by consternation and humiliation.
Embarrassed but, even as she watched, Susan still had to admit that she presented a fetching picture as she knelt between Don's legs and took his cock in her mouth. Her thighs, bare above the hose tops, looked pure white, leading the eye to the perfect curve of her hips, framed by her garter belt and hose. Her breasts hung down, swaying forward and back as her head bobbed up and down on the cock. Cynthia had focused in on her face just as Don ejaculated, and all three were enthralled as her cheeks hollowed and her throat worked vigorously as she swallowed the emission.
Once again, it was fascinating to see the change of expression as she reluctantly moved over to John. Such nuances had not been clear in real life, but, with close-ups on the dvd, they were quite evident. She hesitated, looking at a different cock, obviously loath to go on, but with no option, she engulfed it in her mouth and gave it the same treatment that Don's had received -- with the same ultimate result. Once again, Cynthia had focused primarily on the sucking action, but this time she pulled away for a brief view of Susan's ﬁngers working on her own cunt, showing that she wasn't just performing a duty. (This caused Don and Jean to tease her and Susan to blush furiously as they watched the picture.) After John finished coming, Susan, once again, thought that she was through, only to be stunned into tears as she was instructed to service the women.
Here, the movie got interesting for a different reason. After feigning reluctance, Jean raised her skirt, removed her panties and sat down, spreading her legs as wide as possible right in front of John, looking straight at him as she did so. To the three viewers lying on the bed, it was crystal clear that she wanted him to see every detail, and, certainly, the camera showed that she succeeded.
Don said, "Boy, Jean, you really did give him an eyeful!"
To which Jean replied, "Gods, I didn't know that I was that obvious....that's embarrassing!" Susan didn't say anything, too concerned with her own role in the scenario.
Actually, Susan secretly was not at all unhappy with what she had seen. Of course, it was easier to lie there quietly and watch herself, somehow separating the movie Susan from herself. As with the spanking dvd, she was startled by how good she looked, how pretty and graceful she appeared. As she stripped, she tried to be objective, but even so, she realized that, as Jean and Don insisted, she really was lovely. Even more, while watching herself, bent over, servilely sucking Don and John, she found herself getting very hot as she thought of herself as a slave girl doing what her master and mistress ordered.
In any case, when, in the movie, Jean was in position, Susan obediently licked and sucked her cunt: lesbian action that would have been unthinkable not long ago, she now performed before an audience with no discernable hesitation. She licked and ﬁngered Jean to orgasm and, without waiting for instruction, moved toward Cynthia. Again, while the camera remained on Susan, it was quite obvious, when you looked for it, that Jean kept her open, wet cunt exposed rather than covering herself.
Then, as described before, Cynthia removed her jeans and panties, and, getting cold feet, sat down and covered herself. The picture twisted around as John, who had taken the camera before Susan licked Jean, gave it to Don and reached down and pulled her legs up and open, the camera now showing a much ﬂeshier, hairier cunt than that of either Susan or Jean. Cynthia's reluctance to have lesbian sex may have been real, but the dvd showed a very wet, excited cunt that actually longed for sex of any kind. In any case, when Susan moved in and started licking and sucking, particularly the clit, Cynthia's opposition vanished and she began undulating up and down, reaching for Susan's tongue.
For some reason, as Susan admitted later, working on Cynthia really aroused her, making her want to have Cynthia really explode as a result of her actions. Thus, when she licked all the way back and Cynthia responded even more vigorously than before, Susan inserted her finger into Cynthia's asshole, finally getting it all the way in, and finger-fucked her. That seemed to be the final impetus, and Cynthia surged up and down in a massive orgasm.
However, even after going off and slumping back, her hips continued a slow ﬂexing as Susan lightly licked her clit while wiggling her finger way up inside her ass. When Susan finally stopped and slowly withdrew her finger, Cynthia just lay back on the couch, spread wide open, all shyness gone -- at least until she recovered. All this was shown graphically on the dvd, of course, and the three viewers wondered among themselves as to what Cynthia's reaction to watching herself had been. That, of course, was far from the end, as Susan's greatest humiliation followed -- masturbating in front of an audience. As Susan watched herself, she was amazed at how sexy she looked, particularly when she really got into it and forgot, or perhaps, even enjoyed, having an audience. When the Susan on the dvd arched up, resting on her feet and shoulder blades, pelvis jerking in orgasm, the Susan on the bed couldn't believe her eyes, having no memory of such a violent climax. She was actually startled that she even excited herself, and found that, involuntarily, her fingers were working on her cunt as she watched. The other two were not immune to the climax (in another way) of the dvd show, and all three were ready for real action.
However, the dvd was still running, showing Susan lying ﬂat, seemingly out. Susan commented, "You know, I never was really out. It was more like being in a stupor, for I heard everything that was said. When someone suggested, I think it was Jean, carrying me out to the car, I wanted to say that I could walk, but nothing came out. It was a very funny feeling!"
The dvd ran on, but the picture suddenly twisted and showed the room turning. This was when Cynthia woke up to the fact that she was naked below the waist and dropped the camera. John quickly picked it up in time to catch a glimpse of Cynthia's ample bottom jiggling as she scooted out of the room. Then, as they discussed taking Susan home, he snapped the camera into its tripod and left it, still recording a wide angle view, showing only her, lying there almost naked. Finally, Jean suggested that Don go get the car warmed up for Susan, and, of course, he went out.
Lying there on the bed, Jean had a sudden premonition and said, "Well, I guess the shows over, I'll turn the TV off." Before she could move, however, what she had feared, dreaded in fact, occurred. The camera continued to run, recording Susan lying there in an otherwise empty room. Abruptly, there was movement and, in the background, Jean appeared, followed immediately by John, his cock protruding very conspicuously from his trousers. On the bed, there was a gasp from Susan, an "Oh, my god," from Jean, and a very ominous silence from Don.
In the picture, Jean reached an upholstered chair and, without prompting, bent over, resting on the arm. John reached down and swept her skirt up over her back, leaving her hips virtually naked and, unmistakably ready for screwing. Without any preliminaries, John ran his cock into her and began a powerful fucking, pistoning into her so rapidly that his hips were almost a blur, pounding so hard that she was pushed down toward the seat of the chair. Jean responded with equal vigor, making orgasmic moves almost as soon as he entered.
The entire fucking sequence couldn't have taken more than a few minutes, both attaining tremendous satisfaction at about the same time. Pausing only a few seconds after coming, John pulled his depleted cock out of her cunt and stuffed it back in his pants and moved out of camera range. It took a little longer for Jean to recover herself and lift herself off of the chair. Standing there for a few more seconds, she finally looked around, walked, shakily, over near where Susan was lying, and picked up her panties. Just as she was putting them on, she looked off camera and, as she had told Susan, saw Cynthia watching her. Guiltily, she pulled her panties up, dropped her skirt and, as calmly as she could, asked for a blanket for Susan. Shortly afterwards Don returned, picked up Susan and they left, leaving the camera running for some time afterwards, showing nothing but an empty room. However, the damage had been done.
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Richard Cabot was, in almost all ways, a happy and lucky man. At the age of 25, he had a lovely wife, Catherine (age 22), a good job that he enjoyed and, while a new home was being built, he had free room and board with his wife's wealthy parents. His relations with his in-laws always had been pleasant even before he married their daughter a year and one-half ago. Unfortunately, that relationship seemed to have soured, creating a difficult situation for everyone concerned. Actually, the problem was not only his: his mother-in-law, Cynthia, had, for the past several months, become waspish, critical and just hard to live with for everyone, including her husband (and, of course Catherine's father), James. In fact, her most vicious and sarcastic comments were addressed to James while Richard and Catherine were on the periphery. Still, the household atmosphere was poisoned for everyone and, recently, Catherine had increasingly borne the brunt of her mother's ire since James found more and more reasons to avoid being home. Richard's protective instincts had almost caused him to erupt several times, but his wife was able to head off the explosion that was long overdue.
Catherine and Cynthia always had been more than mother and daughter. They truly were "best friends" and had shared each other's good and bad times, having no hesitation in discussing their most intimate feelings with each other, a relationship that had made Catherine's formative years far less traumatic than those of her classmates. She was even able to discuss her first sexual urges and experimentations with her mother, and, as a result, she had none of the "I'll show you, I'll get screwed just to spite you" revolts of those classmates. When that screwing finally did occur during her freshman year in college, she has no hesitation telling Cynthia and received support, not censure. Equally, Cynthia had no difficulty in conﬁding in Catherine as her daughter matured, creating a mutual trust and companionship.
That, of course, made the current estrangement all the more difficult for Catherine -- she knew that something was seriously wrong, but any efforts she made to broach the issue were met with uncharacteristically cold responses. This was made far worse now that they were sharing the same house and would be disastrous unless, as Richard threatened to Catherine, they moved out of there before he blew up. Catherine ﬁnally was close to accepting that solution to prevent the inevitable explosion from occurring, but, one evening when she was out and not there to diffuse the issue, that explosion finally occurred.
Richard, thinking he was alone in the house since James was out of town and Cynthia had gone out earlier, walked into the kitchen wearing nothing but boxer shorts. He was startled to find Cynthia standing there wearing a surprisingly brief and thin nightgown. It was not completely transparent, but her nipples showed clearly through the fabric as did her dark triangle of cunt hair. Seeing her virtually nude body displayed so unexpectedly had the immediate masculine reaction, a hardening cock, until, almost immediately, reality hit -- it was his mother-in-law! It developed that she had returned early and, like him, had assumed that she was alone.
However, rather than ignoring the situation or making light of it, Cynthia lit into Richard for walking around in her house in his underwear. The attack was unfair, of course, and, she admitted later, came largely because she was embarrassed. Nonetheless, her sharp words ignited the fuse that had been smoldering for some time and Richard jabbed back, sarcastically apologizing for his behavior in her house. The battle of words expanded from there, his animosity build up in the weeks of seeing Catherine criticized burst forth, meeting her waspish haranguing about ungrateful, insensitive and immodest young men.
To an unbiased observer, the verbal clash would have been fascinating to watch -- words poured out, faces got red, breathing became rapid. Physically, it would have been interesting, also. Richard was a well-build young man, in good condition, his physique well displayed in his somewhat garish shorts (a present from Catherine on Valentine's Day). Cynthia also was quite well built. She was now 45 years or age, but when she and Catherine were out together, people invariably assumed that they were sisters, only a few years apart. Both were about 5' 5 and had good ﬁgures, their breasts a bit oversized, their bottoms perhaps a shade too plump, but if their breasts jiggled a bit as they walked and their hips swayed and bounced a bit, no one complained. Those attributes were well revealed in the gown Cynthia had on, but her embarrassment at her exposure had vanished in the heat of their verbal battle. While Richard had been well aware of what she was showing when he first walked into the room, any conscious appreciation of her attractions had been banished by the red heat of his anger.
The arguing went on, neither really listening to the other, until, thoroughly frustrated, Cynthia swung her hand, attempting to slap Richard in the face. Grabbing her arm, he forced it down saying, "So, you want to hit! I'm going to give you just what your daughter gets when she misbehaves -- a spanking! "
"Oh, no you won't, " shrieked Cynthia, twisting her arm away and dashing toward her bedroom, followed closely by her furious son-in-law. At that point, he no longer thought of her as his mother-in-law, or anything else for that matter, just a woman who had earned a spanking and was going to get it. If he had thought, of course, discretion probably would have ended the struggle long before, but the buildup of animosity coupled with the vicious verbal attack removed any coherent thought of consequences.
Grasping her by the arm, he pulled her back toward the bed, she struggling vigorously all the way. Despite her stringent efforts, he picked her up bodily, set down on the edge of the bed and whipped her down over his knees. She was twisting and writhing, literally screaming to be released, threatening dire consequences -- all to no avail. Without conscious thought of what he was would be exposing, he did as he did with Catherine when he spanked her. Grabbing the hem of her short gown, he yanked it up over her back, revealing what had been clearly shown through the diaphanous gown -- the fact that she wore no panties. For a second, his natural male reactions to such a display overcame his rage. Actually, the two perfect round mounds, the deep furrow between them and the hair-covered cunt lips nakedly displayed before him looked almost exactly the same as the ones when he spanked his wife. Perhaps it was that similarity, seeing the same thing he was used to, that dampened his momentary erotic reaction and permitted his anger to control him again.
Whatever the reason, the brief respite ended when he brought his hand down with a vicious SMACK directly onto her left cheek. That hit was promptly repeated SMACK on the other mound. Cynthia continual ranting was abruptly interrupted with a shrill cry of pain, "OW, stop it! OW, OW, OW, OW! " Each thundering SMACK was followed instantly by an "OW", followed by a howl of rage, the whole sequence repeated over and over again as his hand rhythmically went from side to side, turning what had been a pure white ass into one that was uniformly beet red. SMACK, "OW, damn it, stop!" SMACK. "OW, ooooh, stop," SMACK, "OUCH, QUIT IT!" SMACK...
Gradually, the SMACK was followed only by an "OW," and then SMACK, "moan," SMACK, "Oooooh" SMACK... During the entire spanking, Cynthia had continued thrashing and twisting, trying to dislodge herself from Richard's grasp, trying to avoid the next punishing blow. Nothing worked. Slowly her defiance melted away as she was battered into submission. Finally, completely defeated, she just hung there over his knees, moaning and crying as the punishment was delivered. At first she was all too aware, despite her own anger-blindness, of how much was revealed when her skirt had been ﬂipped up. Even while attempting to escape or, at least, to ease the pain, she attempted to hide her most intimate areas, squeezing her cheeks together, clamping her thighs tightly against each other. However, as that pain increased, as each SMACK became more agonizing, as blow after blow hit the same spots, any residual thought of modesty vanished as she, ﬁnally, surrendered and lay there, all revealed, all open to punishment.
Bit by bit, Richard became aware of her complete submission and, as his anger faded, exorcised by the physical punishment of the transgressor, his eyes focused in a different way on the crimson behind that he was belaboring. Like a magnet, his eyes were drawn to the open thighs that no longer concealed the cunt at their apex. Following the trail upwards, he saw between the cheeks to the puckered asshole she had tried so valiantly to hide. Involuntarily, his hand slid between her legs and fondled her cunt. Suddenly a different kind of drive took over him and, as he had been blind to the consequences of spanking his mother-in-law, now he became blind to other possible aftermaths. During the struggle, his shorts had come undone and now, his rampant cock rubbed against Cynthia's hip, creating an urge that was uncontrollable. It has been said that "a hard cock has no conscience," and that certainly was the case here.
Without conscious thought of planning, only reacting to a primal urge, Richard lifted Cynthia up and placed her on the bed. She lay there virtually naked, her nightgown having worked up over her breasts in her struggles, leaving her nude from the neck down. Dropping his shorts the rest of the way, he got on the bed, moved between her legs, lifted them over his shoulders and, without hesitation, slid his cock completely into her cunt.
For Cynthia, there also was no conscious decision making. As he placed her on the bed and moved over her, she voluntarily opened her legs and raised them, placing herself in position to be screwed. She, too, was merely reacting to the circumstances. She had surrendered to the spanking and now she submitted to the penetration, conquered and now being taken. However, that outside observer would have noticed that far from being simply complaisant, lying there as Richard enjoyed himself, Cynthia clearly was an accomplice in that vigorous act of adultery. The wetness of her cunt proved her arousal and made entrance easy, and, as the screwing began, she met his thrusts with upward surges of her pelvis, not only welcoming but seeking penetration.
Nothing was said, the only noise in the room beings grunts and gasps combined with the wet, squishy sound of a cock thrusting into and pulling out of a cunt. Those sounds increased in volume as the climax approached, the screwing mounting in intensity as the climax approached, both struggled to completion, both seeking release. Finally, Richard plunged inward, holding himself rigid against her flattened cunt, exploding deep within Cynthia's vaginal passages. At virtually the same time, she reached orgasm, surging upward, almost spastic in her motions as she jerked against him, taking the cock in as deeply as possible.
For thirty seconds or more they held that position, ﬁrmly locked together in their mutual orgasms, still not thinking, just grinding their sexual organs together, getting that last scintilla of pleasure from one of the most erotic moments of their lives. However, thinking and the real world descended upon them in a most cruel fashion as, looking over Richard's shoulder, Cynthia shrieked, "Catherine!" In a state of utter shock, he rolled away from her, his cock pulling abruptly out of her cunt as he turned to discover his wife standing in the doorway. From Catherine's position the previous events were crystal clear as she saw her naked husband, his cock still semi-hard and shiny from her mother's cunt. Her mother lay there, petrified, legs still spread, her freshly fucked cunt obscenely displayed as in a pornographic picture. In fact, the entire scene could have been taken directly from a porno film.
All the participants of the scene held their positions for seemingly an interminable period, which probably was only a few seconds, and then Catherine turned and hurried down the hall. Grabbing his useless shorts, Richard scrambled after her, catching her just as she entered their bedroom. Grabbing her, he put his arms around her and stammered his apologies, trying to find words that would explain the unexplainable. However, as he searched for words, he suddenly realized the she wasn't struggling or crying, and, to his utter surprise, seemed quite composed.
Her first words were even more astonishing: "Come on, Honey. I saw exactly what was going on -- you were screwing Mother when I came to the door and I watched the whole thing. I know that nothing has been going on between you two, and that the only question was what would happen when you finally blew up. From her red bottom, I assume that she finally went too far and earned herself a major league spanking. Then, as always happens with us, sex reared its head and you fucked her. Am I right?"
Richard was still at a loss for words, but this time thrilled to be so, the unexplainable having been explained for him. "That's exactly what happened, but I didn't expect you to be so calm about it. Aren't you upset at all?"
"I honestly don't know how I feel. I'm not jealous as I would be if it had been someone else. I'll even admit that I was excited as I watched you and I ran away because I was embarrassed at Mother catching me looking, not because I was upset of angry. Isn't that silly? In any case, I am not upset -- I'm just concerned about what happens now. I'd better go and see how she's reacting. This has to be the biggest trauma in her whole life." So, Richard was off the hook as far as his wife was concerned, but he immediately began thinking of the complications that the brief sexual interlude could bring. He started worrying again.
Leaving her husband, Catherine hurried to her mother's room, ﬁnding things almost exactly as she had left them. Cynthia was stilled sprawled open on the bed and Catherine couldn't help but focus on the cunt her husband had just screwed. Actually, she had never even seen another woman's cunt and here was one graphically displayed before her. It was gaping open, the hair-lined lips spread apart, revealing the reddish interior clogged with Richard's sperm which was beginning to leak out. It was an unbelievably erotic scene and she felt a surge of heat in her own cunt, momentarily overcoming her concern for her mother's mental condition.
As she entered, however, Cynthia finally came out of her almost comatose condition brought on by the inconceivable events of the last hour -- a verbal battle, a severe spanking, unbelievable sexual relations with her son-in- law capped off by being caught in the act by her daughter. She had lain there, her body frozen in its exposed position as her mind focused on the horrible situation in which she found herself. Seeing Catherine, she closed her legs and covered her face with her hands, sobbing out, "Oh, Honey, I'm so sorry! This whole thing got out of hand I just don't know what to say. It wasn't Richard's fault. We got into a big argument and... and...and he spanked me! I don't really understand what happened next, but...but you saw!"
Catherine embraced her mother and reassured her just as she had Richard. She was not angry, not really upset, but, obviously, they needed to talk, to clear the air. In her relief that her daughter was not distraught and the sins were forgiven, Cynthia ﬁnally broke down and explained her uncharacteristic behavior for the past month or so. "Your father and I have been having serious problems lately and I couldn't bring myself to tell you about them because they're so personal. I've always had a strong sex drive, more than he, but we've compromised over the years with no serious difficulties. For the last year, however, we've had practically no sex. It's partly that he's so wrapped up in work that it takes all of his energy and partly that he has become...well...inoperative, if you know what I mean. He won't see the doctor because he really doesn't feel that there is a problem. Gods, he's only 52, but he's just not interested! That's why I've been such a bitch lately! I'm frustrated by his lack of concern and, I guess, even more, by a lack of sex, myself. So, I'm nasty to him and, lately, to you as well as Richard. I try to hold back, be nice, but it just overcomes me!
"That's what happened this evening. I came home early and, thinking that Richard had gone with you and that I was alone, I changed into my nightgown and went into the kitchen for a drink. Suddenly, Richard came in. There I was in this thin gown and he was wearing only his shorts. I'm ashamed to admit it, but my ﬁrst reaction was to get sexually aroused. I was so embarrassed by my own thoughts that I hit out at him, and one thing led to another and you saw the result! It was all my fault and I'm so sorry!"
The story poured out of her. Her problem dammed up for so long streamed forth, a load off of her mind. Her sexual frustration was at least temporarily relieved. Her daughter was not angry and was, even, sympathetic. A feeling of almost euphoria came over her as she lay there on her side, happier than she had been for some months. The intimate talking went on, sharing other thoughts and desires, the very recent adultery no longer an issue between them. Finally, she asked, hesitantly, "Look, I'm certainly not complaining, but how can you take all this so calmly? You walk in and find your husband. ...well, to be frank, screwing your mother. Surely you were, to say the least, shocked. Yet you take it as almost a natural situation."
With the tension relieved, Catherine was able to laugh. "You're right, of course. My first reaction was utter shock, but before I could even get hysterical, I saw your bottom shining like a red stop light. Rather than screaming, I felt, almost, like laughing! I immediately knew that Richard had ﬁnally blown up over something that you had said, given you a very hard spanking and as a result, sex was just about inevitable. I certainly didn't feel betrayed or anything and I honestly don't mind at all! Having him screwing you just isn't that important if it's just a physical thing! In fact, if you've felt miserable all this time because you've missed having sex, I'm really glad it happened! Heaven knows, there's no reason for jealousy -- you certainly are not a rival for Richard's affections!" Then, musing, she added, "As a matter of fact, if Daddy's lack of interest is permanent, we may have to make arrangements to keep you happy."
Before Catherine could go on with that idea, however, Cynthia, without thinking, turned over on her back and, suddenly, was reminded, quite emphatically, of the spanking she had endured. A sharp, excruciating pain shot through her and drove all other thoughts out of her head. She immediately turned face down, relieving it somewhat, but she still felt as if her entire ass was on fire. Catherine reached over and lifted the short skirt of her nightgown and gasped, "My god, he did spank you! You're going to have bruises all over your bottom. Wait, I'll get a cool washcloth and some ice -- I'll bet you won't sit comfortably for days."
Making a compress, she applied it gently to the ﬂaming mounds of Cynthia's hips, quieting somewhat the feeling that her ﬂesh was burning. "Oh, that feels better! Richard has a very hard hand!" Incidentally, he said something about treating me the way he treats you. Does that mean he spanks you?"
Oddly enough considering all that had gone on that evening, Catherine blushed as she reluctantly acknowledged, "Yes, darn it! Not often, but only -- and I hate to admit this -- when I have done something to earn it. He did it the first time just after we returned from our honeymoon. We had less money in our account than we should have when we got back, and I knew that I had spent it on clothes he didn't know about in Hawaii. If I'd just admitted that, he would have complained but forgotten about it. Instead, I denied any knowledge of it and, stupidly, even blamed his record keeping! Unfortunately, he got a printout of our expenditures and there it was. Naturally, he was furious at the deception and I found out right then that punishment would be quick and painful!" As she described that fateful day, the words brought back vivid memories to Catherine.



**************************************************************
"So, you had no idea as to where the money went, huh? I must be wrong about how much we spent, huh? Well, my dear, you are caught and you are going to pay the price. Not hesitating or giving her time to even think of escape or struggling, Richard took his wife by the waist, swung her down over his knees, ﬂipped her skirt over her waist and, tore her panties down around her thighs. Suddenly realizing what was happening, Catherine twisted and squirmed, trying to break away but with no success. Reaching down onto the floor, he picked up a leather slipper and, without warning, brought it down on her unprotected rear end. There was a tremendously sharp SLAP as the ﬂexible leather sole smacked onto the left cheek of her ass, leaving a slipper-shaped red imprint on her skin.
She screamed in agony, but almost before the sound left her throat, the right cheek received the same treatment. The SLAP was repeated time after time, sending a sensation almost like a bee sting each time the slipper hit. Each SLAP was followed instantly by a shriek or squeal of pain. ..SLAP. ... "Ooooow"...SLAP. "Eeeeek"...SLAP... "OW, please stop, it hurts!"... SLAP..."OUCH, I'm sorry, l won't do it again"...SLAP. SLAPs alternated with cries and pleading, promises and vows of good behavior, but the spanking went on. "I'm going to make sure that you won't do anything like that again! You're little ass will remind you when you sit down for a while!"
Still, Richard was not immune to what he was spanking. That "little ass" was composed of two plump mounds that quivered and rebounded with each SLAP of the slipper. Her twisting and thrashing about did little alleviate to the pain, but did serve to expose a very attractive and inviting cunt, its lips shining with signs of her arousal. Paradoxically, the act of being spanked, being controlled and dominated, had the not unusual result of stimulating sexual excitement in both parties.
However, the sexual urges did not shorten the ordeal as the punishment continued... SLAP..."OOOOOW, oh, please!"...SLAP...screech...SLAP...scream...SLAP..."Oh, damn it, please stop! "... .SLAP... Finally, realizing that she had had enough, Richard dropped the slipper and gently ran his hand over the burning skin, sliding between the cheeks and slipping downward onto and into her cunt. Then, he lifted her onto her feet where she stood, head bowed, hands holding her stinging bottom like a contrite little girl who had received just punishment. It was a very sensual sight, very erotic since her skirt was bunched up around her waist, exposing her triangle of puffy cunt hair -- a little girl with a mature cunt; very stimulating!
Without hesitation, he swept her off of her feet, laid her on the bed and moving between her legs, plunged his cock into her. She obviously was equally ready, as demonstrated by her lubricated passages, and the two of them participated in a most vigorous screwing session. When the climax was reached and his cock ejaculated deep inside of her, she cuddled against him, accepting that, at least when she clearly was at fault, he was the master. As with many women, she enjoyed that subordinate position -- while using her feminine charms and body to blunt any real domination! [Of course, many women respond differently to a spanking. They fight like wildcats when they get away. They call the police and charge wife beating or call a lawyer and seek a divorce. Then, obviously, we would have a completely different story!]
****************************************************************
"Oh yes, believe me, I know how hard he spanks, and I also know that after such a spanking that he can do almost anything he wants to with me sexually. And, I'm sure that you felt the same way after you were spanked." Then, laughing again, "And from what you said, it sounds like you were ready for something before you were spanked! You in your nightgown and he in his shorts and you already frustrated...no wonder!"
The conﬁdential and very intimate exchanges went on for a long time while Richard lay in bed waiting for Catherine's report on Cynthia's mental state and what the future might hold. When, ﬁnally, she came in she had little to say other than the bare bones description of her mother's problems. However, she did bring Cynthia's sincere apologizes for her attitude for the last several weeks and absolving him of any blame for the argument preceding the spanking and subsequent sexual intercourse -- a very puritanical description of a fervent fucking session. Richard, of course, was extraordinarily curious about Cynthia's reaction to having been screwed by her son-in-law, but all that Catherine would say was that her mother was still trying to come to terms with the whole situation, but, clearly, there was no problem for their future relationship.
"But, what am I supposed to say tomorrow'? I can't just ignore something like that, can l?"
She replied, with a cryptic smile, "Don't say anything unless she does. Believe me, there won't be any problems!" He was forced to be satisﬁed with that answer. Interestingly enough, far from being a barrier between them, his sexual exploits with Cynthia seemed to have started a ﬁre in both him and Catherine, and they had a very satisfying sex session of their own before going to sleep.
The following morning it was as if nothing had happened except that Cynthia was back to her normal self (although it was noticeable that she sat down very gingerly with a perceptible wince as she did so). She and Catherine talked about mundane things, including Richard in the conversation as they would have any other day. He was amazed at the equanimity of the two women, hardly believing that he actually has screwed both of them just last night and that there was absolutely no reaction! He assumed, logically, that a pact had been made to ignore the events of the previous day and with relief, but also with a sort of "let down" feeling, he went along with them. It was, therefore, with the greatest surprise that he found himself in bed with two naked women that night.
The pact reached obviously was different from what he had assumed -- but he wasn't complaining. It may or not be true, as it is said, that "all cats are alike in the dark," but it certainly is true that in this case, in the dim light of a bedroom, mother and daughter were indistinguishable. It was impossible to tell whose hands or mouth was on his cock, whose breasts he was fondling or whose cunt he was feeling or licking. He couldn't even tell whose cunt he was fucking! But, of course, it really didn't matter! By the time the evening was over, each woman had been thoroughly explored by each of the others and each had been fondled, licked and vigorously screwed. Thus, a true manage a trois was created with non-threatening, consensual sex, solving Cynthia's sexual problem and reviving her even tempered nature -- to the relief of all, even her husband who no longer felt the waspish sting of her frustrated criticisms. Amazing what a good, sound spanking can do.
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THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF SUSAN ADAMS 7
As the picture ended, all three were silent for a few moments, but the air was electric, as if in anticipation of a storm. Suddenly, Jean blurted out, "Please, Don, I can explain!"
Don's reply, while mild in volume, carried such menace that both women froze for a moment, and, as Jean cowered back against the pillow, Susan hurriedly got off the bed. Don moved over to the edge, and without further comment, swung Jean over his knees. Jean was a fairly heavy, strong woman, but he handled her as if she were a lightweight. "You'll explain, all right, but you're going to learn a lesson first!
Don's obvious anger and the sudden turn of events left Susan disconcerted and, somehow, muddled – the shift from sexual excitement to a domestic catastrophe left her weak and she collapsed into a chair, her eyes focused of the tableau before her. She had read somewhere that a woman never looked more attractive, and vulnerable, than when draped over someone's knees, ready to be spanked. The comment had made her furious at the time, but, looking at Jean, she had to admit that there was some truth to it. Jean's hips, larger and plumper than Susan's, made a lovely, velvety- looking mound over Don's lap, an impression of softness belied by the play of strong muscles as she clenched her cheeks in anticipation of what was coming. Her breasts, larger but not as ﬁrm as Susan's, hung down like cone-shaped, gelatin-ﬁlled balloons, the nipples actually reaching past the level of her chin. Even before anything happened, they were swaying back and forth as Jean tried to turn up toward Don to ask for mercy – which wasn't going to be granted.
It's amazing what can go through a person's mind in a few seconds, for Susan suddenly was astonished to realize that she actually was feeling envious of Jean. She certainly was not envying what was going to happen to that round, pink bottom in the next few minutes, for she knew all too well from personal experience the pain Don's large, hard hand was going to inﬂict. She realized, in a moment of self-revelation, that what she liked – no, loved – was the feeling she got from having a larger, stronger person easily bend her over their knees where she would lie, exposed and defenseless, as they prepared to punish her. It was the lying there, the complete subjugation, having been overpowered and her fate out of her hands that had that weird appeal. However, she was not a masochist. She hated to be hurt, but she also liked, or loved, the feeling at the end of the spanking, that feeling of having been mastered and no being subservient to a kindly master – or mistress.
That moment of introspection, or self-revelation (and envy), ended as she saw Don's hand go up to begin the spanking, and she shuddered, realizing the pain that soon would be wreaked on Jean's bottom. For the ﬁrst time, she was going to see another woman spanked when she was not personally involved. Also for the first time, she got that ambivalent feeling that Jean had when Susan was being spanked – sympathy for her friend but, at the same time, a surge of sexual heat like that generated by a sexy movie.
Suddenly, without warning, Don brought his hand down with a violent smack, actually almost a clapping noise. The noise resounded throughout the room, blending with a cry of agony from Jean. The merciless blows began in a steady rhythm, interspersed with Don's furious comments: "You lied"....smack...."to me"....smack.... "I asked"....smack...."you if....smack.... "John said or"....smack...."did anything"....smack...."to you, and you"....smack... "deliberately" ....smack.... "let me . . .smack. . . ."think"...smack..."that nothing".... smack...."happened!" "That's". . . .smack . . . . "the same as"....smack...."a lie!"....smack....smack....smack...."I don't care".... smack...."if he fucks"....smack...."you every time"....smack...."you see him"....smack...."but don't"....smack...."lie about it!"
The wrathful spanking went on and on, Jean's ass cheeks went from a rosy pink to crimson to a deep, ﬁery red. Her cries of pain, mixed with pleas for mercy and promises never to do it again, fell on deaf ears as Don worked out his rage. This however, was not the jealous fury of a cuckolded husband punishing an unfaithful wife. Don had never felt that he owned Jean's cunt (or any other part of her body), nor did he feel personally diminished or betrayed by her adultery. As she well knew, any sin she committed would be ignored or forgiven as long as she didn't hide it or lie to him. Oddly enough, she felt that the punishment was justiﬁed and, as she had said to Susan long ago, the suffering she went through made her feel better afterwards.
For Susan, watching the spanking was a revelation. When she had seen Jean spanked that one time before, she had been totally stunned by the whole situation, able to see only the misery that Jean was going through. Certainly, on that occasion, she had seen no erotic element, nor had she even considered how Jean looked. Now, however, she found herself enthralled, no longer really upset with the spanking, itself, so different from the sadistic paddling she had received as a teenager. Now, the provocative element was there as she watched Jean's ass rising proudly over Don's knees, to be ﬂattened by the continually spanking hand, and to rebound as it pulled away.
She also was fascinated by the swaying and jouncing of her breasts, each seeming to almost have a life of its own. She had seen her own breasts reacting to the spanking on the dvd from Maine, but this action was different – and was occurring only a few feet away. The sexual stimulation she had felt while watching the new dvd, drained away by its shocking ending and Don's inevitable reaction, returned, and she felt herself becoming more and more aroused, actually squirming in her seat, as she stared. She decided, despite herself, that watching a pretty woman being spanked is a very sensual experience.
Inevitably, of course, Don's outrage subsided, his spanking hand slowed, and, after a few last, vigorous "smacks," he stopped and helped Jean to her feet. Contrite and compliant, as always after a spanking, Jean tearfully described her condition, i.e. mentally frozen, when he had asked her about John, and how she had been looking for a time to confess. Her confession and remorse, combined with the erotic effects of the spanking, led to a very exhilarating fucking session with Susan, as usual, receiving the ejaculation deep within her cunt.
With the trauma and the immediate sexual compulsion over, they were able to discuss the entire episode, how Jean had felt as John screwed her and, of course, how Susan felt about hg sexual ordeal – if that is what it was. Susan, for the first time, was able to rub the soothing cream on Jean's burning ass, as she had on Susan's bottom many times. Needless to say, that led to cunt and ass fondling and fingering, and, as might be expected, a rekindling of the sexual ﬂames in both women.
Less expected, however, was Don's reaction to the detailed recounting of the feelings of Jean and Susan. He found Susan's story of her mixed emotions to be stimulating, but, by far, most exciting, was Jean's explicit description of John's and her fervent sexual activities, from showing her cunt to the final screwing, ending with her admission that she had really enjoyed being taken by John so vigorously. Don found himself to be unbelievably aroused by Jean having been fucked, and they looked at that piece of dvd several times.
Finally, Don entered Jean, who was also wildly excited, and pounded her to a monstrous climax. Pulling out on the verge of orgasm himself, Don plunged into Susan. He was so aroused that his cock drove deeply into her cunt and withdrew completely before entering again, bucking against her in such frenzy that his cock wouldn't stay in. Almost immediately, the cock began spewing cum, depositing some inside as he entered, jetting onto the outside of her cunt as he came out, ﬁlling her cunt and coating the hair and lips at the same time. Finally he leaned back, exhausted, his cock resting on her clit, still exuding the last remnants of his ejaculation.
That, of course, was the end of the evening, but it was only the ﬁrst time that the movies led to a resounding sexual encounter. In fact, all three found the experience extraordinarily exciting, and, in the future, they were able to review both movies at leisure, the viewing of which never failing to create tremendous incentive for even more erotic activities. Actually, of course, that evening was not over for Susan as she went home to her husband – who was waiting eagerly for his own sexual rendezvous.
Fortunately, she had not had time to reach orgasm with Don, so she was more than ready. She lay back and raised her legs, waiting to be licked, knowing full well that the outside of her cunt, as well as the inside, was covered with fresh cum, a very "messy" cunt, as she thought of it. She had some trepidations, but she was so aroused by everything that had happened that she really wanted Jim to really taste the results of her adultery. Fortunately, Jim liked her "messy," and was even more excited, himself, as he, unknowingly, licked Don's cum off of and out of his wife's cunt. This all led to a ﬁnal, explosive mutual orgasm, and the end of a very exciting evening, with many more to come.
That second Maine trip was the end of, probably, the most eventful ﬁve or six months in Susan's entire life, both in terms of experiences and behavior changes. Life now returned to a more normal, but busy, pattern. The mundane activities mentioned before, plus working with Jean, ﬁlled the hours of Susan's days as she moved further into her pregnancy. Her bodily changes gradually limited her carnal activities, but one way or another, she continued to participate in both marital and extra-marital sex right until the end. There was one difference, however – she could not be spanked! It should be noted, however, that both Jean and Don made a point of keeping detailed records of punishable behavior, and, as Susan was continually warned, retribution, was coming!
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CYNTHIA'S AFFAIR 1 (of 4)
It's impossible to pinpoint exactly the time when Cynthia Anders' problem began, probably because there was no one time, only a gradual development. As with most marriages, her's began on a high note, with romance mixed with the normal carnal joys of matrimony. Unfortunately, also as with most marriages, the real world intervened and, bit by bit, things went downhill. Many things caused that decline; work, money problems and, perhaps, most important, the advent of children. Suddenly, a two-people relationship becomes one of three, then four and, in Cynthia's case, ﬁve. Life became devoted to childish things, a concentration that, of course, lasted for many years. In the meantime, the two original members of the family, inevitably, grew apart, that ﬁrst blush of romance and eroticism giving way to being parents ﬁrst, lovers a distant second.
In general, however, life was not bad. Cynthia temporarily retired from teaching social studies in the local high school and concentrated on child-raising, a tiring, frustrating occupation, but with obvious rewards. She served as a substitute teacher between pregnancies (her mother serving as baby-sitter) until the children were old enough, at which point she resumed her career. David, her husband, was in the corporate rat-race, working diligently to support the growing brood, putting in long hours and gradually rising in the company hierarchy. It was a hectic, very busy life for both of them, and one that predictably led them to have less and less in common -- except for the children. As is normal, however, the children grew up, developed friendships and relationships outside of the family, and, as they left home for college and their own lives, Cynthia and David had even fewer shared interests.
Cynthia had been 21 when they married, with the ﬁrst baby born when she was 24. At 26 she had her second, with the last arriving when she was 29. Thus at the age of 44, twenty-year old and eighteen-year old sons were in college and a ﬁfteen-year old daughter was a sophomore in high school. It was at this point, when her younger son went away to college, that she became increasingly aware that she and David hardly did anything together. While her career had blossomed (she was now the principal of the same high school that her daughter attended), and David was in an important administrative position in his company, there was something really missing in their relationship. David never had been particularly demonstrative in showing affection, but she couldn't remember the last time that he had kissed her, except for a pro forma peck "good night." They hadn't gone away alone, even for a weekend, since the ﬁrst baby was born. She had accepted these things without thinking for years, but now they took on real importance. She knew that in two years they would be alone and all she could see coming was a sterile relationship, each having a career and just living together.
Once she recognized the danger in the situation, Cynthia became even more aware of their lack of intimacy and interconnection, and it began to become a major worry. She made a conscious effort to show affection, to be interested in his concerns at work, to arrange times for them to be alone. Unfortunately, while they were really quite compatible, shared a common interest in the activities and progression of the children, and, in general, had the same view of the world, there just wasn't a spark. Cynthia simply wasn't able to create that spark, and, as time went by, she really wanted something more than companionship.
She tried to put the best face she could on what she now saw as a major problem, acting as cheerful as possible and trying to put things in perspective. She knew that her marital difﬁculties paled into insigniﬁcance compared to those she read about in "Dear Abby." Many wives would have been delighted to have a stable marriage, good kids, no serious money worries, etc. Looked at like that, the things lacking in her life seemed petty and she ungrateful. Still, whatever the rationalization, something was missing -- and she just wasn't happy!
In any case, by the time that her daughter was ready for college, two years of effort had in no way improved the situation. She even had tried, several times, to instigate a discussion about their relationship, once very bluntly, mentioning a counselor, but David simply brushed her initiatives aside, showing no concern for her feelings. The proverbial straw that broke this particular camel's back came as their 25th wedding anniversary neared. Cynthia received a brochure from the resort where they had spent their honeymoon, offering special rates to commemorate the occasion.
One evening when they were alone, she dressed in a black, sheer baby doll nightgown, bought especially for the occasion, and, carrying the brochure, walked provocatively into the living room and sat down beside David. Leaning close to him, she showed him the picture of the resort, asking him, "Do you remember this place, honey?" As he nodded, rather disinterestedly, she hurried on. "Look, they are offering us a special rate because we were there on our honeymoon, twenty-ﬁve years ago. Wouldn't it be fun for us to go back up there for a second honeymoon? It would really be romantic!"
His reply shocked her. "Don't be silly! Why would we want to drive all the way up there just to celebrate an anniversary. We can do something here like we usually do."
Cynthia just froze, crushed and humiliated by his abrupt rejection. At that point, something that had atrophied already, her romantic feeling for David, died, or, at least, went into deep hibernation. Not saying a word, she simply got up, dropped the brochure in the wastepaper basket and walked into the bedroom. There she took off the sexy nightgown and carefully folded it, putting it away for another time, possibly one without her husband! She was proud that she hadn't cried or launched a tirade at his rebuff. She did break down and cry afterwards, but, at least, she upheld her dignity at the time.
She said nothing more about the resort, and when David, possibly trying to make amends (he was not a complete clod), invited her to go out to dinner on their anniversary, she graciously accepted. She admitted to herself that she actually hoped that something would happen, that the elusive spark would reappear, but it didn't. The dinner was good, the conversation a little strained at times, but not too much so, and, all in all, the evening went well. However, it was like going out with a colleague, a friend, or, even, a brother -- not a romantic night to celebrate twenty-ﬁve years together!
So, things continued as they had, an outwardly happy marriage with something missing at its core. Cynthia maintained a stoic composure, but inside the unhappiness was eating at her. As with many things, the denial of romantic intimacy made it even seem more desirable. Perhaps she should have brought the matter to a head by confronting David directly about the ﬂaw in their relationship, but, somehow, she just didn't want too. Unfortunately, that hibernating or (dead) feeling toward David made her question as to whether she wanted to attempt a reconciliation. It's a measure of their relationship, and David's obtuseness, that through all of her internal travail, David never seemed to sense that she was upset or that anything was wrong!
Cynthia didn't dwell on the problem all the time -- she really had little time to dwell on anything with all of her duties. Most of the time she was more concerned with school, her daughter, and a multitude of other activities. However, late at night when she lay awake, the issue plagued her and she found her desire for real intimacy becoming more and more demanding. She wanted physical intimacy, of course, but, even more, she wanted a psychic closeness, a feeling that she mattered, that the other person cared for her -- not as a wife, not as a mother, but just for her! This was bottled up inside, at times almost causing her to either burst into tears or explode in rage. She needed to talk about it, to relieve the pressure by sharing her problem.
Cynthia's prime conﬁdante was Cathleen Simmons (Cathy to those who knew her well), a very close friend for years, now retired, who was the school principal she had replaced. Cathy was one of those people who cared for and was very considerate of her subordinates, never acting superior or taking advantage of her position. She was always cheerful, enthusiastic and helpful to all she encountered. Consequently, she was loved and respected by everyone and, even alter retirement, she still was the person people turned to for advice or just to receive sympathetic support when the world was too heavy.
It should be noted that, despite being retired, she looked, dressed and acted much younger than her years, nothing like the stereotype retired teacher or administrator. As said before, Cynthia was extremely pressed for time, running the school as well as being a wife and mother of three children of her own. Now, with two sons in college and her daughter ready to leave, she should have had more free time, but, as usual, her work had expanded to ﬁll her available time. Still, she and Cathy got together as often as possible for lunch, a play, or rarely, an evening alone. It was one of those evenings that turned out to be crucial for Cynthia.
They were sitting, talking quietly, when Cathy looked at her closely for a minute and ﬁnally asked, "What's troubling you, honey?"
Cynthia had decided not to burden Cathy with her personal problem, at least not that night, and had thought that she seemed perfectly normal. Surprised, she asked, "What do you mean? I'm not bothered by anything right now. I'm perfectly cheerful."
"Look, I've known you for some years now, and I know that when you act ultra-bright, too cheerful, that something is wrong. Did something blow up at school? Trouble with the board? What is it?"
Cynthia tried to keep smiling, but it was useless. Her resolve to ignore or, even, forget the problem for the evening crumpled and collapsed when faced with the sympathetic inquiry of her friend. Suddenly, tears welled up in her eyes and the whole story poured out as Cathy listened intently. Finally she ran down, concluding, "I suppose I'm being silly. David's not interested in other women, he's a good father, doesn't waste money, works hard. He does all the things a man should do except..." breaking down and sobbing, "...except paying attention to me. I want something more than us just being comfortable together!"
"Now look, you're not being silly! There should be some romance in marriage, not just living together and taking care of the kids. I hope you don't mind a personal question, but do you still have sex?"
"Oh yes, we still do that, and I enjoy it, but something is still missing. While we're obviously doing it together, it's almost as if we're doing it separately as far as feelings are concerned. Actually, of course, it's not the sex itself that's the problem, it's more that there just no ﬁre, no interest in the relationship. I kept wanting David to show affection, some romantic feeling, but he just doesn't, and, worse, I guess, I don't care anymore whether he does or not. My feelings toward him are numb: l'm not angry, I don't dislike him, I still think that he's a ﬁne person -- but I just don't care! Gods, I've even been thinking of having an affair just to have a romantic interlude, to get excited again!"
"Boy, you do have a problem! However, before you do anything desperate, I think that you should see a marriage counselor and see if something can be done to bring some interest or passion back. You don't want to ruin what you have in a wild attempt to ﬁnd something better."
"Well, I certainly don't want to risk what I have, which is why, I guess, that I haven't done anything yet. But I don't want to go on like this! Do you really think a marriage counselor could help? I could never get David to go since he has no idea that anything is wrong. Can you believe that? He has no idea that I, or we, have a problem!"
"I'm sure that you could go alone, at least at ﬁrst. You certainly have nothing to lose, and a counselor might be able to suggest ways to re-kindle your emotions and to get David to see that there is a problem."
The discussion went on for some time, with Cynthia ﬁnally agreeing to see a counselor. Cathy's sympathetic reaction, particularly her agreement that Cynthia was not being irrational in her need for more passion and affection in her marriage, really seemed to help. Feeling more cheerful to actually be doing something, she made an appointment the next following week. Meeting with the counselor, a Mr. James Silkin, and describing her marital situation in embarrassing detail, Cynthia sat back and hoped for some enlightening suggestions. Unfortunately, the advisor was not able to provide any substantive answers.
As he said, problems of this nature can be overcome only if both parties recognize the need and are willing to make concessions and changes. He did suggest that Cynthia try to arrange a second honeymoon-type rendezvous, try to arouse David's hormones by sexy dress and actions, etc., things that, as we've seen, she already had tried and which had failed. He suggested that she try to overcome her own negative feeling by thinking of David's (admittedly) good points. In other words, he offered nothing but bland, and useless, platitudes. In essence, he indicated that, barring divorce, which she certainly did not want, learning to live with it was the only real alternative.
However, it turned out that his services were not quite as useless as it appeared when he went on to say, candidly, "Mrs. Anders, I am a marriage counselor and I specialize in mediating between a husband and wife to help save their marriage. I really cannot help you very much, but I would recommend that you see a sex therapist who, I think, can help. She is Dr. Janice Butler, very well regarded in the ﬁeld, and she can handle your type of problem better than I. I'll give you her card, if you wish, and you can make an appointment with her. After being assured that the suggestion did not mean that something was wrong with her, Cynthia agreed.
After meeting the Dr. Butler and having a preliminary discussion, Cynthia was given an evaluation sheet that probed her sexual history and practices in embarrassing detail:
______________________________________
Were you a virgin when married? Yes.
Do you enjoy sexual intercourse? Yes.
Do you have an orgasm from sexual intercourse? Usually.
How often do you have sexual intercourse? Once a week.
Are you satisﬁed with the frequency? No
If not, more or less often? More
In addition to vaginal intercourse, have you participated in:
Oral intercourse? Yes If yes, cunnilingus? Yes. If yes, fellatio? Yes
Anal intercourse? No. .
Do you masturbate? Yes If yes, how often? Once or twice a week.
[The questions continued on, an inquisition that laid bare virtually all aspects of Cynthia's sex life, things the she had never dreamed of revealing to anyone else. For example, she certainly had never even hinted to anyone that she masturbated, much less talked about it. A number of other questions went into her thought processes, and unveiled things she hadn't known about herself. It was an exhaustive review and, except for some of those embarrassing revelations, Cynthia actually found herself enjoying it. The ﬁnal inquiry, however, did cause some hesitation as being almost too personal.]
Have you had extramarital relations? No.
If not, do you fantasize about having extramarital relations? Yes.
If yes, describe a fantasy that arouses you.
[It was at this point that Cynthia almost backed out, but having gone this far, she, reluctantly, described the following scenario.]
I'm at a close friend's house where she and her husband have a swimming pool. The three of us are in the water, batting a beach ball around. I'm wearing a very brief, two-piece suit, far more revealing than I have ever worn. The top is strapless and a little too large, and as I jump for the ball, it falls down, showing both breasts. I'm horribly embarrassed as I pull it back up, but they both just laugh. As we keep playing, the bra just will not stay up so my breasts keep being exposed. Finally, my friend says, "Cynthia, why don't you just take it off? We've seen them, so there's nothing to hide. I'll take mine off, too, so you won't be embarrassed."
We're both topless and it excites me to feel my breasts out bare and I can't help being fascinated by seeing her's exposed. We keep playing, but all three of us are more interested in looking at the breasts than the ball. We ﬁnally stop, and the husband, who seems very nice but who I don't know really well, helps me onto a ﬂoat, touching my breasts as he does so. He feels them several more times as we play around in the water. My friend sees this but just smiles, obviously not minding. I really enjoy the attention and am aroused, both by being felt and having her watch.
Suddenly, she hears the phone ring inside the house and hurries in, leaving me and her husband alone. As soon as she is through the door, he pulls me over to the side of the pool, kissing me while fondling and squeezing my breasts. He takes down my pants and, raising my legs, enters me under the water. He screws me vigorously, pushing me back against the pool side. It feels wonderful. Just as we ﬁnish and he lets my legs drop, my friend comes out. I quickly pull up my pants, but she has to have seen what we were doing. Again, however, she just smiles, and the three of us act as if nothing has happened. When I leave, both kiss me goodbye, and insist that I come back very soon."
_____________________________________
When the questionnaire was ﬁnally completed and reviewed by Dr. Butler, Cynthia was asked to spell out in detail exactly what her problem was. Having gone over it with Cathy and the marriage counselor, Cynthia was well prepared to describe her marital relationship quite succinctly. After doing so, she summarized by saying, "The problem may not sound like much to an outsider, but I just feel that I am missing something. That life is going by and I have spent all my time working, taking care of the children's needs, worrying about how they're doing, running the house -- all those things. I also deal with David and his problems! I feel harried, pulled in all directions, with little to show for it. All this would be eased, be less a burden, if there was romance, some affection to lighten the load. Now I see a future with the children gone and just the two of us just living together. I'm sure David loves me, in his own way, but he's not demonstrative. Worse, he's oblivious to my feelings. I wanted us to get away for a weekend to celebrate our anniversary, a chance to be alone, and he said that he thought that it was a silly idea I don't think that he gave any thought to what I really wanted. He didn't know it, but I broke down and cried about that, and I haven't felt the same toward him since. That may seem trivial, but it was the final situation that epitomizes out life together. We live together, we even have sex, but we're not really together!
"Ok, Mrs. Anders, I think I have the picture. First, let me say that your responses on the questionnaire indicate that you are perfectly normal and, I may add, that your desires for your marital and sexual relationship are certainly reasonable. In addition, while this may not help, your situation is not really uncommon. Nature played a dirty trick on human beings in that men have their greatest sexual drive in their teens, gradually running down as they age. Women, on the other hand, tend to mature, sexually, later, and the sex drive grows as we age, with our peaks being reached in our 30's, 40's or, even, 50's and 60's. Consequently, you are in a period when sexual desire is high, while your husband has less interest. Men tend to focus on their work, an emphasis increased by insecurity, the need to advance and succeed -- in other words, the old rat race. This is not to say that a man's sex drive vanishes, but, unfortunately, living with the same woman for years, the mother of his children, tends to dampen his sexual attraction to her. Another woman, on the other hand, can kindle his interest, giving him an opportunity to prove that he is still attractive and virile. From what you say, this is not the situation with your husband, and, since you do have sexual intercourse, he has no physical inability.



"Now, it just may be that he is preoccupied, inundated with work, worried about his job -- any number of rational causes for his seeming lack of caring. Again, this is not uncommon, and many women ﬁnd themselves in what are commonly referred to as "loveless" marriages. Frankly, most of the time, the lack of interest and demonstrated affection is a mutual thing and both husband and wife are just as happy to settle down to a comfortable, companionable relationship, held together by inertia, children, grandchildren and shared memories. The problem arises, as with you, when either party wants more than the other can, or will, give. That is the problem we must address.
"From what you've said, you have made real efforts, without success, to elicit signs of affection from your husband. Under the circumstances, Mr. Silkin's one alternative, that you learn to live with it, is the path that most women take. They sublimate their desire for affection and romance, accepting security and comfort as replacement for the more sensual pleasures. Divorce, of course, is theoretically another choice, but, as you said, you have no interest in that alternative. Now, Mr. Silkin is a marriage counselor, trained to mediate damaged marriages. That limits the proposals he can make. I, on the other hand, am a sex therapist, concerned with my client's mental and physical health. I want to ﬁnd a way to help you, to ﬁnd a way to solve your problem, not worrying about your husband's situation or the marriage itself. Obviously, your problem is best handled by preserving your marriage, but only in the context of your happiness. Therefore, I have to suggest another option, a possibly dangerous one, but one that I have proposed to other women in similar situations and with considerable success. It may sound immoral, or unethical, but I would like you to consider the possibility of having an affair."
Cynthia gasped and started to speak, but Dr. Butler went on, "Wait, I know that the idea of an affair, adultery if it is with a man, is hard to accept, but it could solve your problem. Understand, I'm not talking about a classic love affair where you run off together. No, I want you to consider a liaison with another person, exchanging affection and enjoying each other's company, as an adjunct to your marriage. Understand, ﬁnding such a person may be difficult, perhaps impossible. There is the danger of getting in too deep and ruining your marriage because you do want to run off together. You might be caught, your indiscretion revealed to your husband or, worse, to the public. In other word, there are real problems and dangers, but, it has worked for other women, actually saving their marriages by providing an outlet for their natural desires, desires that were not being met at home. Let's leave it at that for now. Go home, think about the potential risks and beneﬁts, and see me next week."
The one thing that Cynthia had not revealed to Dr. Butler was the fact that she already had speculated on having an affair. Before, however, the thought had been merely that, speculation, with no serious intent to follow through. Now, with professional support behind the idea, it became more real, more serious -- and more frightening! This was going to take some careful evaluation to answer some very signiﬁcant questions -- did she really want someone else, who would it be, how would she go about it, what would the effect be on her marriage, could she keep the affair separate from the marriage, did the morality issue bother her? These and a multitude of other issues inundated her. As she discovered, the fantasy of an affair and the reality of having one were two very different things. This was going to take very serious thought!
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As might well be expected, Cynthia found it difficult to concentrate on mundane things for the next few days. She went over Dr. Butler's proposal time and time again, thinking of the dangers, the ramiﬁcations, the impact on her marriage, and, certainly not least, the question of inﬁdelity and adultery. Against all these negative factors lay her real need for that elusive something that was missing in her life. She had felt her depression growing, held at bay by her busy life during the day, but threatening to engulf her at night. She recognized that she might be over-reacting, over-dramatizing the issue, seeking a chimera and letting it upset her life, but, as with most things, logic had little chance against emotion. She could come to no conclusion, and, needing impartial advice, raised the issue with Cathy. She described the entire interview in detail and ﬁnally, and hesitantly, told her of Dr. Butler's proposal.
"I couldn't believe that she suggested an affair, particularly since I hadn't mentioned that I had already thought of it. Now, I just don't know what to do. I haven't been able to concentrate on anything else since I talked to her. Damn, it's one thing to speculate about doing something like that but to think of actually doing it!"
"Well, honey, I don't think that anyone can tell you what you ought to do. It sounds like the therapist laid out the pros and cons pretty clearly. Certainly, if you go ahead with it, you will have the problems she mentioned. You are the only one who can decide if your situation is bad enough to be worth it. Heaven knows, I'd hate to have to make that decision for myself"
Cynthia sat there, silently, and then blurted out, "Did you ever have an affair?" Before Cathy could respond, she hurried on, "What am I thinking of? I can't ask you a question like that. It's none of my business what you've done! The question is, what am I going to do!"
"Now, wait, Cynthia! I don't mind talking about myself if it will help. If you mean, have I ever had a 'love affair,' the answer is no. If you mean, did I ever have extramarital sex, the answer is yes. However, my situation was completely different from yours. I certainly have never had any 'romance' problems with Eddie and the extramarital sex just happened. The ﬁrst time was when I was one of the chaperons for the senior class trip to Washington, D.C. After the kids had been checked in and were in bed, several of us went out for a snack and drink before turning in ourselves. We were in two different hotels, so we separated afterwards and Don Anderson and I...do you remember him?"
"Sure, he was the principal at Eastern H.S. when I was teaching there."
"Well, we went back to our hotel, still talking, and, without really thinking anything about it, I invited him to my room to continue the conversation. I had known him and his wife, Tessie, for several years, even going out with them on occasion, and there had never been anything between us. However, the conversation quickly took on a more personal tone and, within a half-hour, we were in bed. We had sex, talked some more, had sex again, and went to sleep. He left around 6:00 AM. and snuck back to his room, leaving me stunned about what had I had done, but, I'll admit, not the least bit sorry. I wondered how on earth I would be able to face him with the others around the next day, but it was as if nothing had happened between us, and everything was perfectly normal. That night, I went back to my room without having talked to him alone. I went to bed and, as I anticipated, around 11:30 he knocked on the door and we spent the night together again."
"Wow, that's something! Did Eddie ever ﬁnd out?"
"Oh, we came back home the next day, and the ﬁrst thing I did was tell him about it! I knew that there was no way that l could conceal it from him, he knows me too well. If I try to hide something from him guilt just radiates from me."
"My god, what did he do? Was he mad?"
"Not a bit. I'll admit that I was a little uneasy at ﬁrst, but he'd told me long ago that if I were ever in a situation that I didn't want to stop something, just to go ahead. He said that he wouldn't mind or be jealous as long as I was just playing around, not being serious. He was really happy that I'd enjoyed myself and I told him everything I had done. It was almost as much fun telling him as doing it!"
"Oh, that's wonderful! I know that David would not react that way, and, I guess, not many men would. You're very lucky." She hesitated, then asked, "Did you do anything with Don Anderson after that? If you don't mind me asking!"
"No, I don't mind. Since Eddie wasn't bothered, even encouraged me, I had sex with Don fairly regularly until he retired a few years ago and he and Tessie moved to Arizona. They were quite happy together, but she just wasn't interested in sex, so I didn't really feel that I was hurting her in any way. In any case, I guess you could call our liaison an 'affair' since it lasted over ten years, but it really was nothing but a series of pleasant sexual interludes. We developed a real affection for each other, but it really was just a very close friendship, certainly not a love relationship."
"Darn it, that's exactly the kind of affair that I'd like to have! I don't want some big thing! How do you get something like that going? I went on that senior trip for years and no one ever even hinted at anything, much less make a pass at me!"
"I don't know if you can start something like that. It may be that it just has to happen. On the other hand, would you even recognize the signs if a man were interested? No man, at least one you would be interested in, would blatantly proposition you. He would be afraid of offending you and would only hint, show extra interest in you -- things like that, and if you didn't pick up on it, he'd probably assume that you weren't interested. It's a very delicate game on both sides and unless one of you, somehow, makes the risky move from hinting to suggesting, nothing will happen. To tell the truth, to this day I really don't know just how Don and I moved from a casual conversation to going to bed together. I know that he didn't baldly proposition me and I also know that I didn't trumpet my availability, but the messages got across!
I think, though, that men and women give unspoken signals to those in whom they might have interest, signals that they may well not know they are giving. When there is no interest, or the signals are missed, nothing happens. Most often, when the attraction is there, a rapport develops so that smiles, gestures, glances, or whatever, are more personal and have more meaning, each party subtlety indicating interest and availability. The next step toward a sexual relationship comes naturally." Then, laughing, "Heaven know, I'm no expert on this whole subject. Any time I've had a relationship, or whatever you want to call it, it seems to have just happened without any overt actions on my part. Things just seem to happen! I know that I'm not helping much!"
In a way, Cynthia was shocked at her friend's admission of adultery, not shocked at the affair, itself, but just that she simply had never thought of Cathy and sex at the same time. On the other hand, thinking about it now, she realized, in retrospect, that men always seemed attracted to Cathy, talking and kidding with her, asking advice, and just, in general, enjoying her company. Even teenage boys had seemed to get crushes on her regularly while she taught high school classes. She radiated a sense of friendliness, of approachability, which appealed to both men and women, and, again in retrospect, Cynthia realized that she was very attractive -- not beautiful or with a perfect ﬁgure, just a very nice, outgoing woman that people liked. It was perfectly understandable that passes would be made at her, and, given her generous and friendly (and apparently sensual) nature, that some of those passes might be welcomed. Unfortunately, Cynthia recognized that she, herself; was not like that. While she was friendly and open with people, she simply didn't have in her personality whatever it was that caused men and women to gravitate to Cathy. Still, she realized that Cathy's story had crystallized things in her own mind.
"No, you did help, in two ways, I guess. First, if you could have an affair or affairs, it makes it more acceptable for me to do so. Somehow it makes the whole idea less frightening, less immoral, for I know that you are a good person! Secondly, if you enjoyed it enough to continue for so long, I think that I might have the same luck. Unfortunately, all I have to do is ﬁnd the right man who is attracted to me, ﬁnd a way to subtlety let him know that I'm interested, and go from there! Should be easy! Actually, I have no idea as to how to proceed, but, Cathy, you were a real help. When I talk to the therapist I intend to say that I do want to go on with it and see if she has any advice as to how to proceed. In any case, I can't thank you enough for telling me about your experience! I can't believe that I asked such a personal and intimate question, but it makes me feel very good that you trust me enough to answer. You're very sweet!
However, when Cynthia returned to Dr. Butler's office for her next appointment, she was due for a surprise. The therapist began with a few general remarks to put Cynthia at ease, and then began. "Now, Mrs. Anders, I don't want to trivialize your problem, but I must reiterate that it is quite common for women to ﬁnd that their husbands have lost whatever romantic or affectionate impulses that they once had. There are multitudes of reasons for this, but we've already discussed them, and the important thing is that you feel deprived and unappreciated, regardless of the reason. I have found in the past that the best way to cause a woman to focus on her real problem, and decide how far she will go to remedy it, is to use shock treatment. So, at the end of last week's session, I proposed that you seriously consider having an affair. Now, I'm sure, despite the fact that you didn't mention it, that you had already thought of that option." Dr. Butler looked questioningly at Cynthia and was rewarded by a hesitant nod, accompanied by a crimson blush.
Dr. Butler smiled, saying, "Actually, I think that all women in your situation think of an affair as, if nothing else, a way of saying, 'See, someone thinks I'm attractive and cares about me!' Usually, however, it's like a kid thinking of running away from home so that 'they'll miss me when I'm gone!' That's why I frequently suggest an affair at the end of the ﬁrst discussion. Frankly, most women are not prepared to go that far, they just like thinking about getting back at their husbands, not actually doing anything. Shocking them with a proposal that they take such a dangerous action to brighten up their lives causes them to think about their whole life and, most often, they decide that things, overall, are not too bad. Living with it is better than any real alternative. However, the shock therapy also works the other way. After being forced to consider all the alternatives, some women decide that the risk is worth it, and we go from there. Now, where do you ﬁt?"
"I honestly don't know what to tell you. I've thought it over very thoroughly, and, if I had the opportunity, I would have an affair. I've thought of the moral angle, and that doesn't bother me. The idea of being unfaithful, an adulteress, if you like, doesn't faze me. Actually, to be honest, I do have qualms about that, but not enough to stop me if I had the chance. I recognize the dangers you mention, and they would worry me, but, again, not enough. So, I guess the bottom line is, I'm ready for an affair, but I have no idea how to go about it! How does one start something like that? Who would I do it with? I've wracked my brain ever since l decided that I would like to go through with it, but I've come up with no answer. Good heavens, I'm a high school principal, approaching fifty. My ﬁgure is still good, I'm not overweight, and, if you'll forgive the immodesty, my mirror tells me that I'm still rather pretty -- but I'm still a 46 year-old married woman with a husband and three children!"
"Well, of course, you've pinpointed one of the problems. An affair is easy if you spot someone across the room at, say, a convention, a spark ﬂies, and you end up in bed. Simple, straight forward and, if you're lucky, instead of a one-night stand, you start a pleasant, perhaps long-lasting, affair. However, a spur of the moment happening like that is very different from cold-bloodedly deciding to have an affair and then looking for a prospect. For men, it's easier, of course. If a man decides that he wants an affair, co-conspirator unspeciﬁed, he can approach it many ways: ask a co-worker out to lunch and proposition her, get a female friend into a corner at a party and subtly proposition her, or, if worst comes to worst (and he just wants sex) pick up someone at a bar. If he's rejected, he can always act as if he were joking, or high, or just pretend that he was misunderstood. In any case, he's "just being a man" or having a male 'mid-life crisis.'
"Even in the modern world, a woman, particularly a middle-aged woman, cannot do those things. Oh, she can ﬂirt and tease, thus hinting that she is available, but the man must normally make the ﬁrst move. Unfortunately, if a man is of a mind to seek extramarital solace, and thus ready to take the initiative, he is most likely to look for a younger partner, not someone his own age or older. So, in addition to the dangers of a sexual liaison, a woman must add the difficulty of making contact with a man of the quality to appeal to her."
"In other words, while I have decided that I would actually like to have an affair despite those dangers, I can't do it anyway!"
"Oh, now, all isn't lost. There are still things you can do. First, you need to think carefully about the men you know who might be available. Has anyone hinted to you, or as they say now, 'hit' on you? Is there someone who really attracts you? You go to conferences, so you should think of men you've met there. You could be much freer to show your availability to someone away from home -- perhaps dress more provocatively, "accidentally" expose something, maybe seem to drink a little too much. The problem, of course, is what you want out of the experience. If it's just extramarital sex, perhaps doing something different with a different person that is one thing. On the other hand, if what you want is a relationship, sex combined with something more personal, more emotionally satisfying, it's something else.
"The ﬁrst, you can get from virtually any acceptable man, probably at a convention, meeting, or whatever. Such contacts can be very satisfying, permitting a renewal of sexual interest, perhaps engaging it carnal acts that you have never done, or would think of doing, with your husband. A woman can be much more wanton, engage in lascivious activities, when involved with someone who is almost a stranger. As a sex therapist, I have talked with numerous women who have performed sexual acts that would simply shock their husbands, yet they have found those acts to be very exciting. The whole process can be very therapeutic.
"However, if you desire the latter, a relationship, and I think you do, it becomes more complicated. A one-night stand cannot give you the lift and support you want, for that requires an emotional commitment, genuine affection. Sexual intercourse, in all its variants, can be exhilarating when there are no ties between the participants -- sheer physical pleasure without worrying about the other person or what they think of you. Nonetheless, sexual pleasure can be just as intense, perhaps more so, without actual intercourse if there is real affection, even love, between the parties. That, of course, is what you ﬁnd missing between you and your husband: so having sex with him, while physically pleasurable, leaves you feeling unfulfilled
Cynthia listened intently to Dr. Butler's discourse, nodding her head in agreement with most points, particularly her last statement. "That is exactly the situation! It's physically exciting while we're doing it, but when we're ﬁnished, I feel sort of empty! I'd rather just lie there, being held and, maybe, fondled, even if we didn't have intercourse. I'd feel more loved, more appreciated! Then I'd really enjoy being screwed!" Suddenly, realizing what she'd said, Cynthia blushed, adding, "I guess I shouldn't say 'screwed,' but it just came out."
"Good heavens, I'm a sex therapist! I doubt that there's a word I haven't heard or used dealing with sex. Call it screwing, fucking, whatever seems natural to you. I certainly won't be offended! Now, back to the real issue. What you want is, of course, extraordinarily difficult to get. It's hard enough to ﬁnd a man with whom to have sex, considering the natural limitations you are faced with. Unlike a man, you can't even, and certainly wouldn't want, to just go out and pick up someone to screw you. It wouldn't do what you want, anyway. But, that would be easy compared to ﬁnding someone to give you affection, to lie quietly in bed holding you, without creating other problems. Even if you did ﬁnd such a person, you risk having the affair becoming too intense. So, if you do ﬁnd someone, you have to walk a very thin line between a purely physical relationship that might be exciting but is as unfulfilling as screwing at home, and a close, emotional bond that would threaten your marriage."
Cynthia looked as if she were going to cry as she said, tremblingly, "I've thought of a lot of this, but hearing you spelling it out so clearly makes me realize that there is little I can do. I can't just go out and ﬁnd someone, and no one is going to ﬁnd me!" Then, angrily, "I'm stuck! I feel like putting one of those ads in the paper, '46 year-old married woman wants affair. Needs love and affection that husband doesn't supply!'"
"Say, now, don't get upset. I just want to be very sure that we know what you want and that you are really aware of the problems. I know that it sounds discouraging, but it doesn't mean that there is no hope. Extramarital relationships are difficult and, if you are certain that you want to go on, you need to consider the possible partners. I think that the next thing you should do is to think of all the men you know who appeal to you and seem to like you in return. Do any of them go out of their way to talk to you? Have they commented on your clothes or your hair? Has anyone kidded you about how attractive you are? The recent sexual harassment protections for women, unfortunately, have made men reluctant to make that kind of comment, but if they have done so it may show real interest.
If such interest exists, and you're interested, forget your natural reserve and shyness, and respond warmly. If he asks you to go for lunch, don't say you have to work, pick up your daughter, or any of the other lame excuses that keep you from taking a chance and being available. For that matter, in today's world, you could ask him out to lunch if you have a school business justiﬁcation. In other words, if someone interests you, work on him subtly, show your own interest and let him make the moves. He'll work to seduce you if he sees that you might succumb. Now, off the top of your head, can you think of someone who might be a candidate?"
"Unfortunately, I can't. The men I deal with, teachers mostly, are married and are my subordinates. I just don't have a chance to meet many men that I could have an affair with, even if I was attracted to them. We do have teacher conferences and "retreats" where other schools are represented, so, I guess, something would be possible there, but I certainly would have no opportunity or time to have anything but what you called a 'one-night stand.'"



"I see what you mean. What about your friends' husbands? Have any of them seemed particularly interested in you? Understand, I'm not proposing that you do anything with them. I just want to know if you have observed anything."
"No...no, not really."
"I was interested in that fantasy you described, for several reasons. Did you have any particular friend and her husband in mind?" Cynthia shook her head. "You seemed to enjoy exposing yourself to them. Has anything like that ever happened in real life?" Again, Cynthia shook her head. "Would you like that fantasy to come true just as you imagined it?"
This time Cynthia hesitated, then replied, "Yes, I think I would! Actually, I don't know how I would react if it did, but right now I would love it!"
"Ok. Now, I particularly noted that you had your friend know that her husband was feeling you, and, particularly, that she undoubtedly saw that her husband had screwed you. Was that just because you prefer not doing it behind her back, or does it excite you that she saw you having sex with him."
"Oh, my heavens! I don't know. No, I don't think it's because I wouldn't want to hide it. I guess I just liked having her see me having sex. Yes, I guess the idea does excite me, at least a little bit"
"All right. Next, when your friend showed her breasts, you were quite interested in looking at them. Does the idea of seeing another woman exposed like that arouse you?"
"Gods, I don't think so...but, maybe...let me think a minute." After more than a minute, she ﬁnally continued, "I did like looking at them and, running that scene through my mind right now, I do feel excited. It's a combination of being half naked myself with them looking at me and her also being topless. This is embarrassing, but I do fantasize about how her breasts look, picturing them bouncing and quivering. I've never thought of this speciﬁcally before, but when her husband is feeling my breasts, I'm staring directly at her's." She paused brieﬂy, and blurted out, "I don't believe I'm saying this! It's being taken by her husband which really drives the fantasy and brings me to orgasm, but she does play a major part!"
"Have you ever fantasized about being completely naked in that scenario?"
Cynthia blushed, and looking down, admitted, "Sometimes. Usually it's after I've been screwed. He has taken my pants off and they have ﬂoated away. There's no question this time that my friend saw him having me, but she just gets a towel to cover me. I'm horribly embarrassed, but she hugs me as she wraps me in the towel, showing that she isn't angry. I guess it is important to me that she doesn't mind, for I always include that!"
"Have you ever pictured doing anything with her, or is it always just with the husband?
"Just the husband except for looking and the hugging."
"You said that you would like to have a real experience like your fantasy. Would you want it to be a real threesome, that is to say, all three of you having sex together?"
"Gods, I don't know! I never thought of it. I just created a fantasy that excited me -- but, I guess, having her there was important. I just don't know. Maybe if we were all wrestling around in the pool it might be exciting to touch her."
"Have you ever thought of having sex with a woman?"
"Good heavens, no! I'm not a lesbian!"
Dr. Butler laughed, saying, "I'm quite sure that you are not a lesbian, Mrs. Anders, but I think some deﬁning and background are in order. A lesbian is a woman who can be aroused sexually only by another woman. For almost all lesbians, having a man penetrate her is, at best, uninteresting, and most likely is repulsive. A completely heterosexual woman, if there is such a person, can be aroused only by a man, but I've never run across a woman like that. Researchers have discovered that the most intense orgasms for most women come not from sexual intercourse, but from having their sex organs, particularly their clitoris, caressed by ﬁngers and/or tongues. That way she is in control of speed and timing and can build up at her own rate. Now, in bed, in the dark, it doesn't really matter if the ﬁngers or tongue is male or female -- except psychologically, of course.
"In reality, however, most men tend to be heavy-handed or too much in a hurry, and, as might be expected, in actual blind tests where women haven't known the sex of their partners, they almost invariably choose a woman over a man. That doesn't mean that these women prefer women to men as permanent partners, just that even heterosexual women can be aroused by other women. From my experience and the research of others, almost all women are, at least to some degree, bisexual. This does not mean that most women are eager to jump into bed with another woman! No, it just means that virtually all women can be aroused sexually by fondling or being fondled by other women.
"There is nothing new in this, for research has shown this kind of intimacy has existed in all societies. For example, in the middle ages, when the men were attending to male business, training, battles, crusades, jousts, etc., women were let alone for long periods. It was just assumed that if the queen or princess needed to be 'relaxed,' the ladies-in-waiting or female servants, would relieve her tensions, using their ﬁngers and tongues. The ladies-in-waiting were of the nobility themselves, and would expect to be 'relaxed' in the same way by their retainers and servants. This 'servicing' would go down the line with women helping each other in this way. Actually, such activities were looked upon as relatively innocent pleasures and were not really thought of as sex acts, just normal intimacy among women. In fact, several manuscripts encouraged such exercises to reduce the 'humors' that caused women to commit adultery.
"Even in the much later Puritan society, you have the unspoken acceptance of female intimacy. An engaged couple, a man and woman, could sleep in the same bed, fully dressed, with a board between them to ensure propriety. Bundling, of course. But, two women, wearing only night dresses could sleep together with no barriers. If under the covers, they fondled and caressed each other, even to orgasm, there was no sin impugned, no scarlet letter or hair shirt required. Cotton Mather and the other insurers of righteousness never spoke out against what was a very common practice. It just wasn't seen as a sin!
"Even today, many people tend to excoriate lesbianism -- although fewer than in the past -- female intimacy is still encouraged by our mores. Women routinely hug and kiss each other, they help each other dress and try on clothes. Even women who consider themselves to be complete heterosexuals feel free to touch their friends, even intimately, at times...helping shave pubic hair so a bikini can be worn, ﬁtting a bra, putting sun protection onto parts of the body that usually are not exposed to the sun. While these contacts are not overtly sexual in nature, they often are pleasant, and mildly erotic, with both parties enjoying the innocent touching.
"Now, that brings us back to the present situation. Having a sexual relationship with another woman can range from merely lying in bed holding each other and relishing the closeness, all the way to cunnilingus. Your fantasy shows your interest in looking at and, I suspect, touching your friend's breasts. I suspect, also, that your desire to have her see you having sex with her husband indicates that you would like to have her join in. It appears to me that you have deﬁnite bisexual tendencies, which, as I said before, makes you perfectly normal.
"What does that mean? Primarily that I think that you might well consider having an affair, if that's what you would call it, with a woman. The degree of intimacy and the type of sexual gratiﬁcation you would employ would depend of your mutual feelings, but the advantages of such a liaison are signiﬁcant.
"First, given the limitations you function under in attaining a relationship with a man, you deﬁnitely are going to have serious problems. You seemingly have no candidates in mind, have few opportunities to develop outside friendships that could blossom and, even if you did make contact, you still have the danger of indiscretion, scandal, and perhaps getting in too deep. In addition, while the moral issue of adultery wouldn't stop you, a female to female relationship removes the issue completely. On the other hand, you probably have many women friends, some quite close, who might well be potential partners. If something did develop, there would be little or no danger of discovery. Two women can visit each other at any time without anyone asking questions. It is expected that they will share a room when traveling. In other words, such a relationship is clearly safer than a male-female affair. In addition, the danger of becoming too deeply involved is almost zero.
"Secondly, a woman might well be more inclined to give you the affection and closeness you want. Women, in general, tend to have more empathy in these situations than men, less concerned about their own needs. In an affair, a man's ﬁrst interest, naturally, is sex, the reason he is involved in the ﬁrst place. He may actually have affection for the woman, but, unless it is a true 'love affair,' his motivation, bluntly, is to have sexual intercourse with her. Presumably, unless it is such a 'love' affair, that also is her primary motivation. For non-lesbian women, on the other hand, sex comes later if she's with another woman. A normal friendship gradually develops into a more intimate friendship, which, in turn, may become a sexually intimate friendship.
"The friendship remains the basis of the relationship, with sex being a pleasant sidelight. That sidelight, however, may be very important to both parties, adding a closeness that no non-sexual friendship can bring. For a bisexual woman, this kind of sex will not bring the same physical 'high' that she may get with a man, but it usually is soothing and arousing at the same time, and quite satisfying. It's like comparing a cake made from scratch with one made from a box. The scratch-made cake, or sex with a man, may be excellent or it may be a failure, or anything in between. A box cake, or sex with a woman, is uniformly good, with no real highs, but no real lows. Just a very nice cake!"
Through all this discussion, Cynthia sat listening, a blank, sort of stunned, expression on her face. She was fascinated by Dr. Butler's discourse, but her mind was in a real muddle as she tried to relate it to her own situation. This last analogy, however, struck her as funny and relieved her tension somewhat and she was able to laughingly say, "Well, I use cake mixes all the time and think that they are very good! However, I don't think that I will be able to use one again with exactly the same feeling!"
Dr. Butler also laughed, and then went on, "Now, I'd like you to think about all this with an open mind. I don't usually bring myself into these sessions, but l will tell you that while I am strongly heterosexual, I have enjoyed relationships with women and found them to be just as I've described them to you. Whether you want to try the bisexual approach is, of course, completely up to you. I would suggest that before next week you give it serious thought. Think of the alternatives, analyze your own feelings and prejudices and, perhaps, try to think of a fantasy incorporating female sex. Maybe it would be best to write down any such fantasy and we can discuss it then. An easy way into this would be to develop the fantasy you described to me, but turn it into a real threesome. Combining sex with both a man and a woman might be a way of approaching it. In fact, being involved in a threesome is one of the most common ways in which women are initiated into bisexual activities. In any case, think about it, and, if it's just not for you, we can think about to whole problem again."
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In late March of the year following her month in Maine, Susan had a seven pound baby boy after an uneventful pregnancy. Named Jim, Jr., he was a "good" baby, meaning that he usually slept through the night and didn't drive his parents crazy. This, of course, was wonderful, and, almost as good, Jean provided a built-in babysitting service, so that the return to a relatively normal life came quickly. While having an infant around somewhat circumscribed sexual intimacy, even that activity returned by fall - although it was difﬁcult at ﬁrst to get used to having the baby in its crib while either two (Jim and Susan) or three (Susan, Jean and Don) adults had vigorous sex on the bed. However, since Jim, Jr. slept through the activity, even that became routine. What was not routine was the next adventure to be enjoyed by Susan.
It began in December of that year. Jim's department recruited a lecturer in Elizabethan literature from Oxford, England, to serve a one semester visiting professorship. Robert Bruce Reynolds arrived just after Christmas to acclimate himself to the United States, ﬁnd an apartment and to meet his new colleagues. As it happened, most members of the department were gone during the vacation, and Jim volunteered to meet him at the airport and take him to his hotel. Without a picture or description, they watched for what they pictured an Oxford don to look like, probably a short, plump and soft individual, carrying a copy of Shakespeare's sonnets in his hand. Well, perhaps their views weren't really that stereotyped, but they certainly were surprised to have a vibrant ﬁgure, about 6' 4", weighing, about l5 stone (i.e. 210 lbs), come striding down the ramp.
Robert ("Bob" would have been completely out of order) was between 55 and 60, erect and military in bearing like the grenadier guard he once had been, and, while he couldn't be called handsome, he was attractive in a rugged way. On ﬁrst appearance, his face had a stern look that said (correctly) that he had little patience with human foibles and frailties, but, when relaxed, it became jovial and lively. With ﬁrst impressions being mutually appealing, Jim and Susan were pleased to be his local guides until he got settled. Hearing their description and evaluation of their new friend, Jean invited him to a combination New Year's Eve and wedding anniversary party she and Don had arranged.
Several other couples attended, and the occasion was very pleasant. Robert and Don hit it off at once, both being physical ﬁtness buffs, with Robert being quite impressed with Don's home gym. Jean also warmed to him quickly, and it was soon apparent that Robert's social life was off to a good start. However, there was one interest of his that also became apparent, one that had a signiﬁcant role in Susan's next few months. While in the kitchen, Jean commented to Susan that Robert seemed very nice, and, not incidentally, that he seemed extremely interested in Susan's legs. Susan hadn't noticed anything and belittled Jean's remark. Nonetheless, when they were in the kitchen again after most of the others had left, she admitted that, after having it pointed out, it was obvious to her that every time she crossed her legs or got up, Robert's eyes went directly to her knees. She was wearing a quite short, tight skirt with garter belt and hose under it, and had become somewhat self-conscious, fearing that she was showing too much.
"Have you noticed anything - I've tried to keep my skirt down and my knees together, but maybe I showed something without being aware of it. I certainly don't want to give him the wrong impression."
"I don't think you showed anything, honey. I just think that he is interested in looking at your legs and, maybe, hoping that you will get careless. You do have pretty legs and an excellent ﬁgure."
"Well, I guess I'll just try to be careful. As I said, I'd hate to give him the wrong impression, particularly since he'll be in the department all next semester. It's one thing to show myself in a mall or someplace like that where I don't know anyone, but it's different in your living room with a man I have just met. He certainly did seem interested, though!"
"I don't think that you have to be that careful, Susan. He's the one that's looking, and," archly, "I'l1 bet you'd like him to see! Wait! I know how to see how interested he is! Sit in the chair with the hassock and aim your legs may from him. Then, if you put one leg on the ﬂoor you'll be open, but he won't be able to see anything unless he deliberately gets up and moves over. If he does hat, he certainly couldn't think that you would be doing anything but being comfortable!"
"Oh, I don't know...but, maybe I'll try it. I am curious!"
"Ok, I'll check to see if you're showing, and, if so, I'll wink at you."
Returning to the living room, Susan did as Jean had suggested. She sat in a large, comfortable chair and put both legs up on the hassock, careful crossing them at the ankles, very demurely. Her feet were aimed at right angles to Robert, so he was seeing her side. After a short time, she uncrossed her legs and, leaving her left leg on the hassock, she placed her right foot on the ﬂoor, causing her legs to open as wide as her tight skirt would permit. Jean casually walked around the room, looked at Susan, and could see past her hose tops, directly to her panties. Winking several times, she sat down on Susan's right side, giving Susan a reason to stay as she was as they talked. Almost immediately, Robert got up and casually walked by, heading for the bar, pausing long enough to look directly up Susan's skirt. Susan and Jean were busy talking, ostensibly looking at each other - while obliquely watching Robert. He went on to the bar, refreshed his drink, returning to casually, and innocently, stand directly in line with Susan's open legs. The question of his interest was answered. The Oxford don was interested in something more basic than Elizabethan literature.
As always, Susan had very mixed feelings about the entire episode. After sitting down and, shortly afterwards, opening her legs, she had felt a funny kind of anticipation, wondering if he would be interested enough to move over where he could see. When, out of the corner of her eye, she saw him actually get up and walk past, looking directly up her skirt as he went by, she felt a real tingle in her cunt but, at the same time, she almost involuntarily clamped her legs together as a surge of modesty, or perhaps shyness, went through her. With Jean's support, she had come to enjoy exposing her "charms" in public - opening her legs when getting out of the car, spreading her thighs in the shoe store, displaying her breasts when she could - but, it was different when she showed her hose tops and panties to someone she knew. The modesty that dominated her in the past almost overcame her, particularly when Robert came back and just stood enjoying her exhibition. However, that urge to conceal was overcome by the delicious sexual tingle ﬂowing upwards from her cunt as she could almost feel his eyes focused on her thin panties - and her legs stayed open.
The tableau, her sitting and exposed, him standing and gazing, held for several minutes until Susan, feeling uncomfortable and not wanting to seem too oblivious to the exposure of her legs, ﬁnally put her other foot onto the ﬂoor and got up. The tingle was still there, however, and she managed to be discretely "careless" several more times before the evening ended. The next day, Jean and Susan giggled like schoolgirls as they discussed how this mature, distinguished British scholar was, as said before, interested in much more basic things than Elizabethan literature. However, when Jean suggested that such a robust individual might be interested in something more than just looking, Susan responded, "Oh no you don't! You ﬁxed me up with Billy and the Stuarts, but you're not doing it again! He's a nice person, and it's fun to show off to him, but that's all!" Still, Robert had seemed particularly attracted to Susan rather than to any of the other women at the party, a fact that Jean continued to point out. It did make fascinating conversation and speculation.
After the ﬁrst of the year, the next necessity was ﬁnding an apartment for Robert, and Jim and Susan served as chauffeurs since he didn't want to drive in trafﬁc until he was used to driving on the wrong (i.e. the right) side of the road. Each time they stopped to look at a "ﬂat" (as he called it), Robert gentlemanly opened the car door for Susan - always with his eyes focused on her legs. At ﬁrst, Susan kept them together as she swung them out, but, after a while, she hesitantly (for the same reasons as before), began to let them separate. Robert was very attentive, and obviously admiring, and soon her skirt was riding up to her hose tops and her panties were shamelessly displayed.
At ﬁrst, again, she was shy and demure, hurriedly getting out and avoiding looking at Robert as she did so. Finally, however, Robert caught her eye and winked, causing her to blush furiously, a blush that removed any last question as to whether she knew what she was showing. After that, she gave up the charade and just enjoyed his unquestioned admiration. That made it better for both of them, of course - she didn't have to pretend that she wasn't showing and he didn't have to pretend that he wasn't looking! Still, nothing was said, there were no signiﬁcant glances, not even a hint of anything but a pleasant, relatively innocent, sexual byplay between two casual friends.
Ultimately, a nice furnished apartment was found, Robert leased a car for the semester and learned to drive on the "wrong" side, bringing an end to Susan's brief new experience with exhibitionism. As she admitted to Jean, she missed the little thrill she got from showing her panties, and confessed that she actually had thought of showing her bare cunt, but never quite had the nerve to go through with it! With the semester beginning, bringing classes, lectures, papers, exams, etc., it appeared that any such adventure was indeﬁnitely postponed. As it turned out, however, such was not the case.
Ironically, it was Jim that opened the door to a more intimate relationship between Susan and Robert. He had been talking with Robert, on the phone, about the new apartment, and Robert complained that most of the appliances operated differently from those in England, and it was going to take forever to ﬁgure out how things worked. Jim immediately said that he was due at an freshman orientation session that afternoon and, if she were free, perhaps he could drop Susan off to explain things while he went on to school. Robert, of course, was delighted, and when Jean agreed to take the baby for a couple of hours, the arrangements were made. Fortunately, as it turned out, Susan decided to drive over to the apartment in her own car, rather than have Jim take her there - things might have turned out differently, otherwise.
As she dressed, Susan's mind was in a muddle. She had never been alone with Robert before, and, while there never had been even a suggestive look or remark from him, she, nonetheless, felt a little apprehensive, perhaps because of Jean's earlier comments. She really didn't think anything would happen, and she honestly didn't think she wanted it to, but she still put on her prettiest bra and panty set, with matching garter belt. As she pulled her hose up and fastened the supporters, she asked herself, "Why am I doing this? It's like I'm going to an assignation! This is ridiculous! I should be wearing pantyhose and slacks to look at appliances!" But, she still continued preparing as if for a date, and, when she came through his door, Robert saw a beautifully dressed woman, wearing a soft, very feminine blouse over a very short skirt, both setting off and displaying her superb ﬁgure.
Susan felt very nervous as she went in, but was quickly reassured, and a little disappointed, as Robert said nothing about her appearance and just led her into the kitchen. Feeling somewhat let down, yet relieved at the same time, she demonstrated the operation of the controls on the various appliances. They actually were quite simple, of course, and Robert admitted that he hadn't, really, tried to work them as yet. Then, he made the ﬁrst suggestive statement that he had addressed to her. "I'll admit that I started to tell Jim that I was kidding, and that the controls are actually easier than in England, but when he suggested that he send you over, I decided to keep quiet." He was standing behind her as he spoke, and, as he did, he reached around and cupped her breasts and lightly squeezed them.
So, what Susan had feared and, at the same time, sort of expected and, perhaps, hoped for, had occurred. However, for some reason, which she didn't understand even later, she suddenly was scared and she froze, asking, "Robert, what are you doing? You shouldn't do that - please."
Robert was taken aback, replying, "I'm feeling your breasts, just what I've wanted to do ever since I met you. Come on, Susan, you want it, too!"
Inexplicably for a woman of her experiences in the last year and one-half, Susan reacted as she would have if accosted by a man before her sexual horizons had been widened. Of course, it was all still relatively new and the situation was completely new. Her every extra-marital sexual activity in the past had its roots in that ﬁrst spanking by Jean, and most had occurred when events were completely out of her control. The only possible exception was her relationship with Billy, and even there Jean and Don had played very signiﬁcant roles. In any case, sexual intercourse had been preceded by a considerable amount of "heavy petting" or "making out."
Now, for the ﬁrst time, Susan, in effect, was being asked to deliberately enter into sexual intimacy, probably to commit adultery, without being able to blame anyone but herself! In truth, she really wanted to say "yes," but she just couldn't bring herself to do so. Whether it was morality, conscience or merely lack of nerve, the censor that still lurked in her mind simply refused, and she stood there, finally rejecting Robert's overture by pushing his hands away.
Robert was really surprised. When he had ﬁrst met Susan, he found her to be very attractive, sexually and personally, but he assumed that she was out of bounds, not interested in extra-curricular activities of a carnal type. His belief seemed conﬁrmed by her behavior until the party when he was able to see all the way up her skirt. That could have been an accident, but as she began spreading her legs, obviously letting him see, when leaving the car, he changed his mind. As the displays became more blatant, he assumed that the attraction was mutual. Now, suddenly, she froze up.
"Come on, Susan, you've been showing me your knickers for the last two weeks! You're surely are not going to back out now!"
Startled and not understanding, Susan gasped out, "my...my whats?'
"Your knickers...no, your panties! You've opened your legs and knew you were showing!"
Susan turned crimson with embarrassment, never having dreamed that her exhibition would be brought up, and feeling guilty about her display. "Oh, Robert, I didn't mean anything by it! You seemed interested in seeing me, and it was fun showing. I didn't mean anything! I can't do anything else - I'm...I'm a married woman." Considering that she had been screwed by three other men, it might seem a bit late to be chaste and virtuous, but, oddly enough, she meant it. It was just too different. She simply could not bring herself to decide, on her own, to be unfaithful.
Robert's expression turned from one of surprised disappointment to one of real anger as her rebuff sank in. "So, you think you can dangle yourself in front of me to just have fun, huh? You're what we call a "cock teaser," and I'll show you what we do to cock teasers. You don't have to "put out" if you don't want to, but, by damn, you'll pay for pretending that you will!" With that, he dropped his hand down to her waist, picking her up like a sack of ﬂour, her head hanging down in front, her legs kicking in back, and carried her off to the bedroom. Flinging her unceremoniously onto the bed, he sat down on the edge, pulled her across his knees, and delivered a powerful wallop onto her bottom.
Then, ﬂipping her skirt all the way up, he took her panties by the waistband and literally ripped them down and off. Without hesitation, he brought his hand down again, this time on the pink skin of her bare ass, eliciting a scream of pain. This was not the delicate, soft hand of an effete scholar who had spent his life in a library - instead, it was the hand of an ex-military man who had never lost the physical conditioning of the ﬁeld. The hand was as hard as Don's, and, if anything, even bigger. As it slapped downwards, it completely covered one entire cheek, sinking inward before rising quickly to punish the other.
Susan hadn't been spanked in over a year, since September or October of the previous year, in fact. Even then, it had been a relatively mild spanking that Jean had inflicted on her; nothing compared to what Robert began doing to her. She was horriﬁed and mortiﬁed, never even having dreamed of something like this happening to her. Jean and Don had been the only ones to abuse her this way, and she had come to almost accept their right to do so, but, no one else and certainly not Robert, a man she hardly knew in a personal way. Thus, disregarding the cause of the punishment being inﬂicted, Susan reacted with rage, demanding to be freed, that he stop beating her, etc., all intermingled with cries of pain as the hand continued falling. She was pulling and twisting, ﬂailing and kicking, as she tried, futilely, to be freed, causing the blows to be delivered all over her hips and even, a few times, directly on her cunt as her legs spread in her struggle.
Robert normally was a great admirer of feminine beauty, and the buttocks before him could only be described as near perfect. Unblemished skin, soft and silky to the touch, covered the plump (but not fat), round mounds, mounds that were resilient and springy, perfect for spanking. The crevice between them was tightly clenched as Susan attempted to minimize the force of the blows, an attempt that was as futile as her efforts to get free. The division between the hips extended downwards and merged with the slit of her cunt, the hair-lined lips of which were disclosed as she strained and struggled, her legs spreading widely as she tried to gain purchase to tear away. It was a thoroughly arousing display of "charms" that would delight almost any man, deﬁnitely including Robert who considered himself to be a real connoisseur of female sexuality.
Not this time, however! He hardly even looked at the bountiful treasures revealed to him and, instead, concentrated completely on the task of punishing behavior that he considered to be inexcusable - cock teasing. As he would explain to Susan later, he saw nothing wrong in "ﬂashing," a woman exposing herself in public. In fact, he saw it as a harmless act that pleasured both the one showing and the viewer. It was another thing, however, to deliberately expose herself in a situation where the act would deﬁnitely seem like an offer, an indication that the woman was willing if the man were interested - and then humiliating the man by refusing when he takes up the implied invitation! A man of strong convictions, Robert was not going to let such conduct go unanswered!
As his hand smacked down, actually making a sort of "cracking" sound as it hit, he grunted out words expressing his anger. "So, you think"...smack..."that you"...slap..."can tease me"...crack..."and get away"...slap..."with it!" "Well," crack..."you're wrong!"...smack..."If you"...slap..."play that"...slap..."game"... smack..."you're going to"...smack..."pay for it!"...smack... "If you ever"...crack ..."open your"...slap..."legs toward"...smack... "me again, damn it all,"...crack... . "you'd better mean it!" ...crack, crack, crack.



With each word, Robert seemed to hit harder, the last three almost ﬂattening Susan's ass cheeks, sending a wave of agony through her, breaking down her ﬁnal resistance. Her cries of protest turned to moans and wails, to pleas and apologies and to promises. "Please, Robert, stop! Please...oh, it hurts...please:...I'm sorry...I didn't mean anything...I won't do it again!" Then, as the spanking went on, "Oh, please, Robert, stop...I'll do anything you want...you can screw me if you'll stop...please...oh, please. Robert, you can fuck me, I'll let you...please!" However even her offer of her body did no good, and he continued the unmerciful spanking until her ass was a deep crimson, with the mottled ﬂesh showing purplish hand prints that promised to be bruises. As said before, even her cunt had not escaped punishment, and, as she finally gave up completely and just lay limply over his knees, her legs fell open and it received several deliberate direct blows.
With that, Robert accepted her complete surrender as proof that she had been chastised enough and that a lesson had been learned, and stopped the spanking. Lifting her bodily from his knees, he stood her on her feet and steadied her as she almost collapsed. Susan stood there, still a little dazed from the cruel spanking as well as having her head hung down for so long. As always after such a drubbing, she simply waited, meekly, for her conqueror to do what he (or she) wished. She was ready to submit to any sexual activity that Robert demanded, and, while she didn't actually think it through in her mind, she expected to be stripped and fucked. Robert, however, had other ideas. He had no intention of screwing a woman who was available only because she had been spanked into submission, especially a young married woman who obviously (he thought) had never committed adultery before.
He looked at her standing there, a pitiful, but beautiful, little woman, standing head lowered, not knowing what to do since he hadn't taken her. Her skirt was down now, and except for what he could see of her tear-streaked face, she looked as young and innocent as she had when she came in - except for the remnants of her panties lying at her feet. Reaching down, he picked them up, put them in her hand and said, "Ok Susan, I hope you learned your lesson. Now go home and don't do anything like that again unless you mean it - someone else might not let you off with a spanking!" With that, he put her purse in her other hand and steered her out of the door.
Suddenly, Susan found herself standing outside the apartment without really understanding what had happened. She always had been taken, one way or another by either Jean or Don after being spanked. Now she had been humiliated and vigorously spanked and then pushed out. She got in the car and started crying again - her bottom hurt, she had been startled by Robert's attempt to have sex with her, and she just didn't understand herself. Why had she frozen like that? She wasn't a cock-teaser, but she had acted like one. How would she face Robert the next time she met him? "Gods," she thought, "he ripped my panties off and spanked me! He saw everything I have down there!"
With that, she tightened her buttocks and felt the pain ﬂare up again, both in her ass and between her legs where he had hit her cunt. She looked at the ruined panties on the seat beside her and thought of how she had dressed to display herself without really thinking of the consequences. That, she realized in a moment of introspection, was the story - she just hadn't thought. Not only had she teased Robert by suggesting that she was available, she actually had teased herself by speculating on the possibility of showing herself without really thinking that anything would happen. It was like the little tingle of fear she felt when spreading her legs at the shoe store, but knowing that there was no real danger of repercussions. While it had been fun, and a little scary, to think of Robert doing something, she honestly never thought he would. When he did, she just froze!
Finally, drying her eyes, she drove away, her mind in turmoil, stopping on the way to buy some of the soothing lotion Jean had used on her spanked bottom. She knew that she would not be able to discuss this with her until she had time to sort it out herself. Getting out at the store, she was very aware of her bare cunt, and, with a feeling of deﬁance, let her legs spread widely. Whether anyone saw anything she didn't know, but she just felt better. Arriving home, she was extremely happy to be alone. She stripped and looked at her hips in the mirror and was appalled at the redness and markings that could only have come from a spanking. A few spots already looked like bruises; the rest was just ﬁery red. Smoothing the lotion over buttocks, thighs and, even, between her legs, Susan felt the heat and lingering pain recede, and, after dressing, went over to Jean's to get Jim, Jr., acting as if the afternoon had been uneventful. Of course, it had not been uneventful, and she was going to have to do a lot of thinking and worrying - particularly, how was she going to face Robert and what was she going to say to him!
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The time of crisis came quickly, for Robert and, of course, Susan and Jim were invited to Jean and Don's that Saturday evening, the weekend before classes started. When dressing for the occasion, Susan deliberately chose a high necked blouse and a somewhat longer, full skirt. Under it she wore her usual garter belt and hose, but her panties were opaque and full-cut. She had no intention of presenting even a hint of suggestive attire. So, dressed conservatively, she went, with trepidation and apprehension, to meet her new bête noire.
To Susan's relieved delight, the trauma was defused immediately, with Robert acting as if absolutely nothing had happened between them, talking to her as freely as with everyone else. No looks, no veiled references, nothing. He even laughed when Jean commented on her "earth mother" style of dress! Thus, her fears of some kind of confrontation, she knew not what, evaporated completely. It is amazing how the world can get brighter when a perceived threat turns out to be nothing - she actually felt sort of light-headed for a while and light-hearted all evening
They had an excellent dinner, during which they were having a rambling discussion, including a description of Jean's work and, incidentally, Susan's increasingly important role in the preparation of the articles. After eating, they settled down in the living room, Susan on a ﬂoor pillow, leaning back against the couch where Jim and Don sat, Robert sitting across from them in a chair, Jean in another chair nearby. Susan sat with her legs under her, her skirt pulled down and covering her feet - for all the world like an innocent, chaste housewife sitting at her husband's knee.
Jim and Robert got into a discussion about their courses and the relative importance of the literary ﬁgures to be included or omitted, with Susan able to interject some pertinent comments. Robert was quite surprised at her knowledge, having considered her only as the attractive, and sexy, wife of a new colleague, not as someone personally interested in the ﬁeld of literature. That led to the revelation, to Robert, that she was an English major, only a few credits short of a master's degree, and an experienced teacher, things that just had not come up in previous conversations. He seemed quite impressed.
As they went on to other subjects, of more general interest, however, Susan withdrew into herself and just sat there listening as the others talked - and thinking. Suddenly, with a quiet "excuse me", she got up and went into the bathroom, looked at herself steadily in the mirror for a minute, and, as with an abrupt decision made, reached up under her skirt and pulled off her panties and stuffed them into her purse. Then, hurriedly before she lost her nerve, she went back out and sat back down on her pillow. This time, however, she drew her knees up to her chin, her feet resting on the floor, skirt modestly wrapped around her. Then, without hesitation or haste, she leaned back, held one knee upright while, at the same time, lowering the other to lie ﬂat on the pillow, completely exposing herself to Robert.
From his position, nothing was hidden. The two widely separated knees acted like a funnel, pulling his eyes inward, past the dark rings of her hose tops, past the white thighs, along the black supporter straps, to the apex, where an open, blond-haired cunt was brazenly displayed. Absolutely nothing was hidden in that position. Even the hair-lined cunt lips were spread open, giving a tantalizing look at her most erotic area. This was not a "ﬂash." Susan just stayed in that position, displaying herself for Robert's ediﬁcation, not moving until Jean prepared desert and called them to the table. Even then, Susan waited until Don and Jim left the couch, and, when Robert offered his hand to help her up, she deliberately spread her legs wide and let her skirt rise well above her hose tops, almost to her crotch, as he pulled her up. Utterly shameless - and she loved it!
Nothing was said by either, but both looked forward to the next step. That step was begun the next morning when Robert talked to Jim on the phone. He had, as he said, been very impressed by Susan's interest in Elizabethan literature and he had a proposal. He didn't know how it would be handled in the United States, but at Oxford he would give a student a tutorial in which the student would read assigned material in the ﬁeld, he and the student would discuss the readings, and, based on the student's comprehension and ability, assign more reading for the next period. He said he would be quite pleased to offer such a program to Susan and, thereby, let her earn enough credits to ﬁnish her degree.
Jim was very pleased at the offer, saying it would be called an independent study in the U.S., and he would see if Susan thought that she could handle it with the baby and her work with Jean. Needless to say, Susan was delighted with the idea, for academic and, of course, other reasons! However, with a ten or eleven month old baby, her work with Jean, etc., she just didn't know if she could handle it. However, Jean quickly said that her work schedule could be ﬂexible for one semester, and that she would love to have Jim, Jr. when Susan had to be out. Jim, though, was the strongest advocate of following Robert's suggestion.
A directed-reading course combined with the intense discussions in a British-style tutorial, a one-to-one relationship, would be an education in itself. He finally clinched the matter by saying, "Look, Susan, I have to go to my ofﬁce for a short time this afternoon to get my class lists and go over my notes for tomorrow. I'll call Robert, and if he's free, I'll drop you off at his place, and you can talk it over with him. If it sounds like too much work, you can just say so - he'll understand and, at least, you'll know the story." So, with her husband's urging, Susan was committed, if not academically, sexually!
So, a little after two, they arrived at Robert's apartment and, after a brief conversation, Jim left, saying that he would be back in about an hour. Susan stood in front of the picture window overlooking the parking area, watching him head for their car, and, as she expected, she felt Robert's hands come under her arms and, again, cup her breasts. This time, however, rather than pulling away, she put her hands over his and helped him squeeze. A funny feeling went through her as she watched her husband get in the car as another man fondled her - somehow it seemed more unfaithful than her previous, far more serious, indiscretions. At the same time, however, it sent a secret thrill through her, making the simple act of having her tits felt even more exciting.
As Jim drove off, she pulled away and turned to face Robert, backing up as she did so. She was wearing exactly the same clothes as last time, a frilly white blouse over a short dark skirt, her legs enclosed in dark hose. Without hesitation, her hand went to the blouse, unbuttoning it all the way down and shrugging it off her shoulders. Next, she unzipped her skirt and removed it, standing there in a sheer pink lace bra and a matching garter belt attached to the hose. Looking at him impishly, she said, "I used to have matching panties, but something happened to them."
With that, she reached back and released the bra, and straightened up, now virtually naked. It was a sight to cause any normal man's cock to spring to attention. Large ﬁrm breasts with hardly any sag, crowned by erect nipples, sticking out a full one-half inch, almost dime-size in diameter. Unlike some women with large breasts, the aureole was in proportion, about one and one-half inches around. Below the breasts, the garter belt framed her slightly rounded stomach, the base of which wore a nest of curly, blond pubic hair that glistened in the sunlight from the window. All of this was mounted on a pair of long, shapely legs, looking longer and more naked by the bare white thighs above the dark hose. Delightful!
Robert stared, mesmerized, at this exquisite beauty, startled at what he beheld. When coming to the United States, he had hoped to ﬁnd a young woman to serve as an uninvolved, uncomplicated sexual outlet, never dreaming that he would find a happily married woman who was available. If he had thought of such a thing, he still never would have dreamed of someone like this! He had known, of course, that she was very pretty and, as much as he could tell through her clothes, she had a good ﬁgure. He had been favored with frequent looks up her skirt, telling him that she had nice legs, but revealing little else. When he had spanked her, he had seen her bare ass as well as her cunt from the rear, but he really hadn't been looking at her in a sexual light at that time. Even last night, while he had been able to see every detail of her cunt from a distance, he still hadn't gotten an overall view. That view amazed him, particularly her breasts. They had seemed large and but bra technology today can turn a drooping pair of boobs into a magniﬁcent set of tits. Seeing her virtually nude, the jutting breasts, the puffy cunt hair, the legs - he could hardly believe his luck!
Breaking out of his trance, Robert took a step forward and swept her up in his arms and carried her into the bedroom - not like a sack of ﬂour this time! He laid her gently on the bed, and quickly removed his clothes, revealing that his cock had responded as would be expected. Climbing onto the bed, he raised her legs, spread them, and put them over his shoulders. Placing his cock at the entrance to her cunt, without foreplay, which was totally unnecessary, he sank its full length into her well-lubricated passageway until he was completely embedded in her. Then, with a slow, unhurried pace, he began the process of fucking her. A man with considerable experience in these matters, Robert did not immediately start driving into her to quickly achieve orgasm. Instead, he began the process of gradual buildup, approaching a peak and then pulling back to prolong the experience.
Susan, lying under him, was almost ﬂattened, her knees nearly touching her shoulders, her crotch parallel with the bed, opening her completely to his thrusts. Stripping for him, being obviously admired, carried, like a feather, off to bed - all had combined to arouse her nearly to the point of orgasm even before he entered. The slow stroking in and out created a continual buildup that had her grinding her pelvis up. However, every time she approached the point of no return, signaled by her more frantic motions, he slowed his pace, slowing her drive toward climax. She went up and down, each stage higher than the one before, surges of pleasure coursing throughout her body, demanding release.
Finally, of course, even Robert's self-restraint and control was overcome, and he began more powerful plunges into her, his pubic bone hitting her clit, his crotch battering her cunt lips as he sank in, then withdrew, only to pound in even harder. As he was overwhelmed by the need to finish, his motions became almost spastic, jerking in and out, twisting and driving hard, reaching the point where ejaculation was inevitable. Cum shot into Susan's vagina like a ﬂood, filling the passageway as if from a hose. He welded himself against her cunt lips, surging inward to send the last spurts even more deeply into her.
As the climax approached Susan was pushed even further into the bed. Robert was holding himself on his arms, so his weight was not on her, but the force of his thrusts was enough to drive her downwards. Her head was even with his neck, her feet over her head, so she was virtually unable to move except for ﬂexing her pelvis up to meet those thrusts as he entered. That, however, combined with the battering of her clit and cunt lips, sent waves of pleasure ﬂooding through her, leaving her with no thoughts, only spontaneous reactions. Finally, as she felt the even more intense pressure as Robert began to cum, her own orgasm ﬁnally arrived, and her hips jerked up and down, undulating totally out of control. When he made that ﬁnal surge, sending a last torrent of cum into her, pressing himself to her, she raised her crotch and ground against him, completely lost in the euphoria of the moment.
They held there together, gasping for breath, minds blank as they recovered from the sexual high that had overcome them. Then, slowly, Robert raised up, pulling his deﬂated cock from her cunt, and lay down beside her. They lay there, silent, relaxing companionably after sharing an exhilarating experience. At last, Robert rose up onto one elbow and, looking down at her, said, "That was wonderful! You really are something!"
Susan smiled up at him shyly, saying, "Thank you. That really was wonderful!" Then, with an impish grin, "See, I'm not a cock teaser! I did put out!"
Reaching over to fondle her breast, Robert replied, with a very pleased smile, "You surely did, Susan, you surely did!"
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The next few days were extraordinarily difﬁcult for Cynthia. She had been disappointed, if not surprised, that Dr. Butler had been unable to offer real hope for solving her problem. The difficulties she faced in having an affair of the type she needed were obvious even before seeing the therapist, but she had hoped. On top of that, the idea that she should consider a sexual relationship with a woman left her with internal conﬂicts that she didn't understand. Like most women, she had been socialized to believe that female to female sex was only the province of lesbians, and that lesbians were "different," if not perverted. That was politically incorrect to believe in the modern world, but it was what Cynthia had been taught and such teaching was hard to overcome. She, herself, had no prejudice against lesbians, having at least two on her teaching staff but she still had considered their sexual preferences hard to understand. She always had known that she was completely heterosexual, and, to the best of her recollections, had never, consciously, at least, been aroused by another woman. Now, to her consternation, she had her sexual underpinnings weakened beneath her.
She had heard of bisexuals, of course, but never had thought much about them, considering them to really be lesbians masquerading as normal women. Now, she had been shown that bisexuality, far from being an isolated variant on lesbianism, was a historically accepted practice among ordinary, heterosexual women. More, focusing on her own fantasies, Cynthia had to admit that, at the least, limited sexual contact with other women did appeal to her! That admission, itself, was traumatic and unexpected, causing her to think about things that had been unthinkable a few days ago. She was honest enough with herself, however, to realize that while she hadn't conceived of them in her mundane, daytime thoughts, her more open, uncontrolled nighttime fantasies had placed her in positions that showed unrealized bisexual tendencies. Nothing overt, of course, but there, nonetheless. In all of her fantasies, including the one detailed to Dr. Butler, another woman was almost always present, playing a minor or passive role, but there.
What she still found very hard to accept, however, was the idea of actually being physically intimate with another woman. Having her present, even participating through hugging, kissing or, seemingly, inadvertently touching, was appealing, but she couldn't picture going past that point. Regardless of that, though, she was sure that Dr. Butler was correct when she had said that a woman probably would show more empathy and, perhaps, would provide the closeness and affection she wanted and needed. Thinking of that, she was forced to admit to herself that the idea of lying in bed with another woman, sharing her problems with a sympathetic, loving friend, feeling close and appreciated, did have real appeal without any questionable sexual connotations. That kind of bisexual relationship had great attraction for Cynthia, but, that seemingly inevitable physical intimacy continued to be a major roadblock.
Still, following the therapist's suggestion, she tried to fantasize about a more erotic relationship with another woman, but found it very difﬁcult. Somehow, some internal censor seemed to present a barrier to what, subconsciously, still seemed to be a perversion, at least for her. One thing was certain. When she thought of sex, she thought of men, not women! Oddly enough, however, she had never been turned on by looking at pictures of nude men, but had enjoyed looking at photographs or paintings of nude women. She always had considered that preference to be based on esthetics and a recognition of beauty, not sex, but, now she wasn't quite so sure. Trying hard to think of a scenario that might be exciting, however, she suddenly had a forgotten, or suppressed, memory from over twenty years before spring into her mind.
She had been a junior in college and she had been sunning to try and get an early tan. She was lying on her stomach with the strap of her bra top unfastened to avoid lines. As Cynthia recalled the occasion, she was lying with her head resting on her arms when a friend from the dorm, sitting nearby, offered to put sun tan lotion on her back. It felt very good as her back was rubbed, her friend saying, "Your back still has some tan, but I had better put plenty of this stuff on your white areas." As she spoke, she began smoothing the lotion onto the exposed side of Cynthia's breast, saying, "Boy, your skin here will really burn if it's not covered! Raise up a bit." Without thinking, Cynthia raised her left side, the one closest to her friend, letting more of her breast show.
She felt a funny tingle as the ﬁngers gently spread lotion on the newly exposed area, reaching perilously close to her nipple. Suddenly a little shy, she lowered herself back down without saying anything. Leaning over her, the friend continued sliding her hands over Cynthia's back, and, leaning over, said, "I'd better get the other side too. A burn there would really hurt." It was all very innocent, and as the ﬁngers began spreading the lotion on the side of her right breast, Cynthia, without being asked, raised her right side to give her friend better access. Again, the ﬁngers gently smoothed the cool lotion on, coming closer to the nipple. This time, Cynthia forced herself to stay still, and suddenly, the ﬁngers touched the nipple, circling it slowly as her friend laughingly said, "There, we don't want that to get burned!" With that, she went back to her book, obviously unaware of the tingles that still coursed through Cynthia's body.
Many years later another tingle went through Cynthia as she remembered that long forgotten experience. It really had been innocent, but it had excited her then and she felt a surprising amount of heat as she considered it now. Actually, her arousal then probably would have occurred regardless of the sex of the person touching her. Her breasts always had been sensitive, so having them touched was stimulation enough, but, the feeling had been different from past occasions with a boyfriend. "Maybe," she thought, "I could be aroused by another woman caressing me. Its funny Fingers don't have sex, but when the ﬁngers belong to a woman, they do have a different impact! What earthly difference does it make whether it's a man or woman if it's just feeling and fondling? I wish I could try that blind testing that Dr. Butler talked about to see if I could tell the difference – or if I would prefer a woman's touch if I couldn't!"
The whole subject tended to dominate her thinking when she wasn't busy, particularly as she lay in bed at night beside her sleeping husband. She continued to fantasize, to try to open her mind along the lines suggested by Dr. Butler, but found it very hard to focus on another woman. As before, she seemed to gravitate toward a threesome, but, reluctantly accepting the tact that the woman in the scene did interest her, she ﬁnally was able to picture both of the others participating. Following the therapist's instructions, she wrote down the fantasy in as much detail as possible.
My husband and I have driven for hours to visit a college friend of mine and her husband. My husband is very tired and around 10:00 PM goes to bed. It's a warm night, and later my friend asks me if I'd like to go into the pool for a little while. I decline, saying that my suit is still packed, but they tell me that they always swim nude at night. They both urge me to join them, saying that it was dark anyway. I don't want to seem prudish so I let them persuade me.
We go out to the pool and start to undress. It's not really dark, and I'm embarrassed to ﬁnd myself staring at my friend's nude ﬁgure, particularly her large breasts, as she quickly disrobes. She sees me looking, but obviously doesn't mind. Both she and her husband watch as I undress and I know that they can see everything. Her husband playfully chases her around to try and dunk her, then comes after me. We wrestle around with a great deal of touching going on. Finally, he grabs me and lifts me onto a ﬂoat. I'm lying on my back with him looking down at my nude body. He starts to run his hands all over me, concentrating on my breasts. I close my eyes and let him feel me as a surge of excitement ﬂoods through my body.
His one hand slides down to my crotch and I part my legs to give him access. He strokes up and down between my legs while his other hand continues to fondle one breast. Suddenly, I feel another hand on the other breast and another hand joining his between my legs. My eyes spring open and I see my friend smiling down at me as she helps her husband fondle me. She leans down and kisses me and, then, kisses my nipple, taking it between her lips. I shut my eyes again and just let them play with me. I spread my legs wider as my excitement grows. One of them tickles my clit while the other puts their ﬁnger into me and slips it in and out. I can't tell which is which. I start to move up and down, aroused almost to the point of orgasm, when they pull away.
The husband puts his arms under me, lifts me up, and carries me out of the pool and lays me down on a chaise. Lifting and opening my legs, he gets between them and enters me. I am wildly excited as he has me, welcoming him in as deeply as possible as he screws me. As we screw, my friend fondles my breasts with one hand while feeling and probing my bottom with the other. I erupt in a tremendous climax as he ﬁnishes and pulls out of me. My legs slump down and I collapse back on the chaise. My friend embraces and kisses me, and I am very aware of her breasts against mine. As we get up, nothing is said about what we have just done, just another hug and kiss from each of them. I gather up my clothes and walk naked into the bedroom where my husband is sleeping, wondering about what will happen tomorrow.
As Cynthia re-read what she had written, she felt a wave of embarrassment ﬂood through her, wondering if she possibly could let Dr. Butler read it. It seemed so graphic, almost depraved, and she couldn't believe that she actually had pictured such an erotic scene. Even worse, she had to admit to herself that the whole thing aroused her tremendously! She found herself both dreading and anticipating her next session with the therapist! Just before she was to have that meeting with Dr. Butler, however, she spent an evening with Cathy, once again seeking her advice. Not surprisingly, once there she found herself unable to bring up the subject of her possible sexual activities and they spent over an hour discussing unimportant happenings. They talked about school, possible holiday trips, a massage workout that helped Cathy's sore thigh muscles, and other forgettable topics. Finally, Cathy, well aware of Cynthia's hesitation to bring up her personal problems, decided to break the ice herself, asking, "Have things gotten any better, or have you thought any more about having an affair?"
Having the subject broached, Cynthia was able to open up, and, for the next half hour, poured out her frustrations as Cathy listened attentively. "So, after all that talk about an affair, the end result seemed to be that I couldn't do it! There's no realistic way that I can make contact with another man and have a nice, safe relationship. Then, she looked over that fantasy I told you about, asked me a bunch of questions, and alter all that, said that maybe I should consider having an affair, if you can call it that – really having sex – with another woman! Good heavens, I've never thought of such a thing, but she said that almost all women are bi-sexual by nature.
"Apparently there have been all sorts of studies showing that. Anyway, she gave a bunch of reasons why sex with a woman would be good for me. She even said that she had tried it with another woman and that it was very nice. She said that should try to fantasize about it and about a threesome, and I have, but I just don't know what to do! The fantasies do excite me, but I don't know what I want in real life!"
They talked at length about the therapist's analysis and proposals, always coming back to the question of a bi-sexual as opposed to a heterosexual relationship. Finally, after a long, unproductive discussion, Cynthia asked, hesitantly, "Cathy, can I ask you another personal question?"
At that, Cathy laughed, saying, "I've been waiting for that! No, I never have been involved with a threesome, but I have had sex with a woman."
The expressions that ﬂitted across Cynthia's face were fascinating. First embarrassment and chagrin at being so obvious, followed immediately by startlement or shock that her friend admitted committing what she still subconsciously thought of as a perverse act. Almost before that thought was reflected on her face, however, it was replaced by anxious hopefulness as she realized that Cathy's experience might help her. The expressions ﬂicking across her face mirrored the confused state of her mind, not knowing quite how to react to what really was an unexpected confession.
Cathy had correctly anticipated her question, of course, but Cynthia had assumed that the answer would be "no." She was going to ask the question, but she fully expected to hear "of course not,' a response that would permit her to dismiss the whole idea. She was not prepared for "yes" and didn't know what to say next. Embarrassed, she began to stammer out an apology for asking such a very personal question, but Cathy headed her off.
"It's ok, dear, just calm down and I'll tell you all about it. Heaven knows, I not ashamed of what I did and I certainly don't mind telling you about it. This happened about ten years ago. A very close friend, my college roommate, lived just out of town with her family and, two or three times a year, when Eddie was on a trip, she would drive in and spend the night or weekend with me. This time, Eddie had been in Central America for almost three months, working, and I was climbing the walls. I might have seen Don Anderson, but he was spending the summer in Arizona, so I was really 'horny,' if you'll excuse the expression. As a result, I was delighted when Maggie – her name is Maggie O'Rourke – came to visit, hoping to have something else to think about.
We went out to dinner, and, afterwards, it was very nice, just sitting around, talking late while having a couple of drinks. Maybe more than a couple. Finally, after we ran down, or were too high to go on, we changed and went to bed. We had always enjoyed lying there, talking quietly before going to sleep, the conversation easy, and frequently more personal, in the darkness. As we relaxed, we talked about sex and having affairs for a while, both of us getting a bit excited, I think. We had done that before, many times, and I loosened up enough to tell her about my frustration and to say, kiddingly, that men are never around when you need them.
"At last, we seemed to be talked out, but I felt a strange tension in the air. As she often did, she leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the cheek, saying "goodnight" as she did so. Whether it was the liquor, the intimate conversation or just affection built up over the years, we both spontaneously reached for the other and turned the peck on the cheek to a deep, very erotic, kiss. It's still a blur, but I remember fanatically embracing her, hugging and squeezing our bodies together, matching the intensity of her reaction as we writhed against each other. I don't think that either of us realized what we wanted until suddenly we were into it! If either of us had thought of doing anything like that, we probably would have chickened out, shocked at ourselves and afraid of offending the other, but, fortunately, it hit us both simultaneously and everything blended together.
We proceeded, without a word, to have sex, make love, or whatever you would call it. We did everything, and I enjoyed every bit of it. She was more aggressive, or brave, and did me ﬁrst, kissing down my body and using her ﬁngers and tongue to set me off. I then did it all to her and got excited all over again. You know, it is a very pleasant experience, being down there, helping the other person work up higher and higher until they climax. It's very satisfying feeling. In any case, we ﬁnally ﬁnished and fell asleep, holding each other. It was funny, waking up that morning, naked in bed with a naked woman against me, but, oddly enough, neither of us was the least bit embarrassed or remorseful, and we just, matter-of-factly, got dressed and had breakfast. Really, it was very satisfying, very pleasant, with no guilt feelings or hang-ups. There! Does that tell you what you wanted to know?"
Cynthia momentarily was at a loss for words. She had heard far more than she had thought possible, and, once again, she found herself reassessing her very close friend. Here was a sensible, stable, very intelligent woman, much admired and respected by everyone. Yet, in her private life she had freely admitted to having several extramarital affairs and, now, without hesitation, described having a bisexual relationship. Cynthia had found it difficult to discuss the question of female-to-female sex, or even to picture it in a fantasy, but, as Cathy described it, the relationship seemed so inevitable, so natural – and so enjoyable!
After staring blankly for a few moments, Cathy's question sank in, and she replied, "Oh, Cathy, thank you for telling me! I still ﬁnd it hard to believe it, though. We were talking so calmly about me, and I never really thought that you might already have done what I was thinking of. Damn it, you really are something! You're so...so normal looking and acting. No, that's the wrong word, so ordinary...oh, you know what I mean! It's just that no one would ever even think of you doing things so out of the ordinary, so, I guess, immoral. Don't misunderstand me, I'm not criticizing. I think it's wonderful! In any case, you certainly did have an experience! Was that the only time you did it with her? I won't even ask if you mind my nosiness – it's too late for that!"
"Heavens, no, we got together quite a few times after that, and it certainly made Eddie's trips more bearable! Her husband turned out to have high blood pressure and the medicine made him impotent for almost two years, so she needed relief too. We really helped each other! Funny thing, though, we had been very close for years, all the way back to college, and we had never even thought of sex between us. It surely deepened our friendship, though, and we were very intimate until she and her husband moved to Phoenix four years ago."
"You really did enjoy it then!"
"Cynthia, honey, I'll be completely honest with you. While I have had extramarital sex with other men... quite good sex... if I had to choose, I would take the relationship I had with Maggie over all of those occasions. The sex was more intense with the men, but more comfortable, more psychologically satisfying, with her. It's hard to explain, but, as I said before, it was just very pleasant. There was no pretense, no need to indulge the male ego. 'Comfortable' and 'pleasant' are the words that keep coming to mind. Lying beside her, seeing and feeling her, occasionally exciting her to orgasm, gave me a great deal of pleasure. Needless to say, when she did the same thing to me, it was very enjoyable! Much of the time we did little more than hold and caress each other. With a man, the full sex act is the main thing and the softness usually gets lost. Don't mistake me now, I really like being screwed and if I hadn't been getting that from Eddie, Maggie never would have been enough. But, Eddie combined with Maggie was the best sex I've ever had! Frankly, I think that having that kind of very warm, very intimate relationship with another woman would be better for you than an affair with a man!"



"Well, you certainly make the whole idea more appealing to me, and certainly less scary, but I still wouldn't know how to start. Dr. Butler suggested that a threesome would ease me into it, but I wouldn't know how to have one of those either."
"That's the problem, dear, and I'm afraid I'm no help there. When I have had relations with men, I have never started anything. Oh, I have made myself available when I was attracted to a man, but the initiative always came from him. With Maggie, absolutely nothing would have occurred between us except for that unique set of circumstances I described. If we had been completely sober, we probably never would have considered doing what we did. As far as a threesome goes, I never would have had any interest in doing anything with her husband, even if he had been there. On the other hand, I certainly would not have objected to having a threesome with her and Eddie, and, thinking about it, it sounds very exciting, but the subject just never came up. So, while I can tell you, unequivocally, that sex with her was a very pleasant experience, I can't give you advice as to how to start such a relationship with another woman, much less how to start a threesome. I guess that you would almost have to have a relationship with the woman ﬁrst, although," laughing, "I suppose a male lover could introduce you to his wife!"
"Sure, but, in either case, I have to have some kind of affair ﬁrst! I'm right back where I started!"
"Unfortunately, I'm afraid you're right and I wish I could help. I will say that whether or not you and David continue to have a problem, I think that an outside sexual experience would be good for you. I know in my case that having extramarital experiences changed me, made me feel, somehow, more complete. My horizons certainly were broadened and I felt more independent. Being part of a couple or a family is unquestionably the best arrangement, but it's also nice to be by yourself; moving in a different circle, once in a while. It's awfully easy to become stale, to just go through the motions of living in the same old rut. I was very lucky, the way things worked out, and I just hope that you get lucky, one way or the other."
That effectively ended their conversation on the subject, leaving Cynthia far more open-minded on the subject of bisexuality. The most immediate result was a fantasy that for the ﬁrst time actually involved sex without a man being present. Cathy's experience with massage therapy led Cynthia to picture a more erotic scenario, one which she hesitantly recorded for Dr. Butler.
I am given a gift certiﬁcate for a massage in my home from a friend. The friend says that the massage is extremely relaxing, and I'm looking forward to it very much. The masseuse arrives and has me undress and lie, face down, on an exercise mat I have. She kneels beside me and starts at my neck and shoulders, kneading the muscles while rubbing a perfumed creamy lotion into my skin. It feels wonderful. She works her way down my back until she reaches my hips and she begins rubbing in a circular motion over them, spreading the lotion. She has one hand on each cheek, pushing and kneading hard as she goes downward, pulling lightly as she comes back up. On the upward move, her ﬁngers slip into the crease between them as she works, the tips moving along the division and I am very conscious of what she is touching.
When she is ﬁnished the kneading, she lightly smooth's the lotion over my entire bottom again, her ﬁngers circling over my skin and sliding slowly between the cheeks. As her ﬁngertips run over the opening, a funny thrill goes through me. I jump slightly at the contact, but make no comment. She repeats the circling several times, drawing the ﬁngers through each time, pausing and tickling lightly as she does so. I am shocked and don't know what to do, but it feels very good! I am suddenly very aware of lying naked while another woman touches me.
Before she has been an impersonal masseuse, but now she is a woman. She moves to my thighs, pulling my legs apart to get to the inner thigh area, and I am very conscious of being exposed. As she does the upper thigh, her ﬁngers continually brush the pubic hair between my legs. There is nothing blatant, but I feel another thrill go through me. I know that I am becoming very moist and I hope she doesn't notice. She works her way down my legs and feet, and tells me to turn over. I have a weird mixture of fear and anticipation as I do so.
I'm lying on my back, completely naked. My eyes are closed, but I know that she is looking at me and I ﬁnd it strangely exciting. She asks me if the massage feels good so far and if everything is all right. She emphasizes the "everything," and I know exactly what she is referring to. I feel myself blushing furiously, and, with a tremor in my voice, stammer out that everything is ﬁne. I open my eyes brieﬂy and see that she is looking at me and smiling, knowing what I am thinking. Taking more of the ﬂagrant lotion on her palms, she spreads it over my breasts, gently squeezing and fondling them as she does so. Her hands circle both breasts, cupping and caressing them lightly in a very soft massage
Finally, her hands leave my breasts and slide down over my rib cage to my stomach, continuing to smooth the lotion over my skin. She reaches my pubic hair and her ﬁngers ruffle through it and run down to my thighs. She massages the thighs, digging deeply into them as she massages the muscles. As the muscles relax, she separates my legs and works on the inner thighs, moving closer and closer to my vagina – no, my cunt!
Her ﬁngers brush the hair, lightly tickling it, sending tremors of excitement through me. I'm past any thought of protest as she begins to stroke up and down, barely touching the lips, teasing me with the light caressing. Involuntarily I spread my legs further apart, opening myself completely to her fondling. Recognizing my acquiescence, she becomes more assertive, continuing the stroking and tickling of my cunt lips with one hand while concentrating on my clitoris with the other. Unbelievable waves of pleasure and excitement ﬂow through me.
As her ﬁngers move within the lips, I know that I have never been so wet. The ﬁngers, slippery with my lubrication, not the lotion, stroke from my clit all the way back to my bottom. I draw my knees up, placing my feet on the mat, and my hips undulate up and down as I become more and more aroused. She continues stroking, her ﬁngers alternating entering my bottom and my cunt, going faster and faster, matching my increasing excitement.
I'm panting and moaning in pleasure, my hips jerking frantically as I approach orgasm. I stay arched up against her hand for a long moment before slumping back onto the mat, sated and exhausted. I am dazed and can only whisper "that was wonderful" as she pulls back. I am totally relaxed and go easily from being dazed to being asleep. I wake up alone, long afterwards, and ﬁnd myself still on the mat, covered by a sheet. I ﬁnd a note hoping that I enjoyed the massage and giving her phone number to call if I want another session. I'm sure I will!
Even more than the ﬁrst fantasy, Cynthia was embarrassed to think that her mind would produce such a lurid scenario and the thought of letting someone else read it was mortifying. Nonetheless, when she entered Dr. Butler's office several days later, she had both stories with her. Sitting in the ofﬁce while the therapist's eyes scanned the pages, she felt herself blushing like a schoolgirl, wanting to jump up and leave. Still, when Dr. Butler looked up, smiling, she leaned forward in anticipation, again like a schoolgirl waiting for the teacher's evaluation.
"Well, you certainly did go forward in picturing erotic activities! I'm quite impressed by the development. You have integrated your friend into the sexual in the ﬁrst fantasy and, for the ﬁrst time, had a sexual contact with another woman alone in the second. I notice, however, that while they do things to you, you remain passive and don't participate actively."
"I know. I just haven't been able to picture myself doing anything! I've tried to see myself reaching out and touching either the man or woman. In my fantasies, I just seem to be aroused by having the others taking the initiative. I think that if I were actually involved with someone that I would enjoy responding and taking a more active role. At least, I'm sure that I'd want to – if I had the nerve!"
Actually, since you've never done anything of this type, you've advanced quite a bit, and I'm sure that the exhilaration of the moment would overcome your natural shyness. Even thinking about these things is new for you."
"I just hope I get a chance to ﬁnd out. One thing for sure, though, I have a far more open mind about being bisexual than I did last week."
"Well, that's certainly good to hear! Was it just thinking about our discussion or did something else make it seem more acceptable?"
"I certainly did think about what you said! In fact, except when I was too busy to think of anything but school problems, I thought of nothing but that! The thing that really made a bisexual relationship more....I guess, real. ...was a talk I had with a close friend. She told me about a relationship that she had with another woman, and she just made it seem so natural and enjoyable. She even used the same words you did, saying that the experience was very pleasant and satisfying, warm and intimate. She said that it was relaxing and comfortable, not as intense as with men, just comfortable. She made it sound very attractive!"
"Now, ﬁrst, when I said that you should think deeply about the situation, I didn't mean that you should become obsessed by it! Still, your reaction certainly shows that you are still seriously concerned about your sexual dilemma and that a way out of your predicament needs to be found. Second, your friend is extremely perceptive and probably helped you a great deal. Regardless of the opinions held by many in the gay community, heterosexual intercourse is clearly the normal way to sexual satisfaction. However, that relationship can create a situation that is uncomfortable because of male-female psychology.
"In that kind of intercourse, the male, of course, penetrates the female, usually in the classical 'missionary' position in which the man 'mounts' the woman. The two parties are equally important to completing the sex act, a true symbiotic relationship, but it isn't seen that way in our society – or in many others, for that matter. Think of how we describe the event: the man 'takes' the woman, 'has' her, 'uses' her, or, in the biblical sense, 'knows' her. More graphically, he 'screws' her or, even 'fucks' her. When in the act, the man usually is in the superior position, the woman underneath in the subordinate position. Afterwards, his success buoys his ego while he frequently feels protective toward the woman. The woman commonly welcomes that attitude and enjoys the feeling of being the soft, vulnerable junior member in the relationship, reaping the rewards of being held close, protected and valued.
"Of course, these attitudes are subtle, normally not even consciously held, and this equal-unequal relationship has served human society well for many centuries, but sexual tension is inevitable because of different expectations. The man satisﬁes his needs and intercourse ends, while the woman is not equally satisﬁed. Men often are ready for some other activity immediately, sleeping, perhaps, while the woman wants that post-coital togetherness – and, even more important, she wants him to want it! It's not that men are inherently selﬁsh; it's just that for them the real pleasure is the sex act itself. For women, the act is important, but the non-sexual element, the closeness, is at least as signiﬁcant. Since the man is in the superior position, his expectations usually are the ones that are met, causing resentment and, as in your case, a realization that something is missing in the relationship.
"Regardless of these problems, intercourse with a man is unquestionably the most satisfying, stimulating sex for a non-lesbian woman, but, the tension, coming from these different expectations and desires, certainly prevents the use of the term 'comfortable' to describe the relationship. Intense, exciting, fulﬁlling, yes, but 'comfortable,' no! I'm generalizing, of course, and many marital relationships are very comfortable, usually after years of accommodation and mutual give and take, but, if that is not the case, the woman is usually the loser and her natural and inevitable resentment can poison the entire relationship. That is when an outside relationship, even adultery on her part, may well be the best thing for both the husband and wife and their marriage. Of course, another alternative is female-female sex which your friend did call comfortable.... pleasant and comfortable!
"The difference lies in the psychological differences between male-female and female-female sex. When two women have sex, they are equals in fact, not only in theory. Oh, of course, lesbians have their 'doms' and 'fems,' but two 'straight' women having sex tend to be very careful not to dominate and to be sure that each gets pleasure from the relationship. In fact, I have been told by many women that they get almost as much pleasure from arousing the other woman by fondling or, even, performing cunnilingus on her, as from being worked on herself. Mutual pleasure is the goal, and the result is a tension-free, very pleasant experience, an experience that really has no downside.
"Actually, that is why I suggest it as a possible alternative to other extramarital relationships when the underlying sexual problem is the type you have. When there are no sexual relations in the marriage but divorce is not an option, a discreet extramarital affair with another man is probably the best choice. If the problem is impotence, that certainly is the only option unless the woman is willing to give up normal sex. In your case, where sexual intercourse is still part of the relationship but closeness is missing, a bisexual liaison may serve to provide the missing element in your life. Still, it can't bring the same intensity or romance as a regular affair."
"Well, right now I would welcome an affair if I could have a relationship with a man I was attracted to. My friend was lucky that way and had such an affair with a married man for years, both enjoying it with no damage to either marriage. Unfortunately, I don't think that I am that lucky! If a threesome like I had in my fantasies could develop, I would be delighted! Right now, a bisexual affair sounds wonderful! In other words, I'm ready for almost any outside sexual experience, but I just don't know how to approach it, much less actually doing something! Even in my fantasies I'm inhibited and just let people do things to me! Damn, I...I wish I could ﬁnd someone who would do those things and, maybe, I could get up the nerve to do things back, but, I just don't I know how to start!" As she stammered out these comments, Cynthia was on the verge of tears in frustration.
Dr. Butler's face was ﬁlled with sympathy as she replied, "Believe me, I understand your difficulties and I wish that I could offer concrete help. However, I am a sex therapist, not a matchmaker, and my function is evaluate your situation and to help you understand both the problem and yourself. Actually, the understanding of yourself and your needs is the most important element of the whole process, and I think that you have progressed tremendously since we started. Still, I can certainly understand why you are frustrated and depressed. Unfortunately, all I can do is offer some advice based on what I've learned through training and many years of experience.
"Now, it is very clear that you really need some kind of extramarital sexual relief. The feeling you have about your relationship with your husband will continue to antagonize you, a constant irritant that gets worse as you dwell on it. It's like a grain of sand in your shoe. A minor annoyance builds up until you can't walk, a pain out of all proportion to the size of that irritant. Understand, I am not saying that your husband's rejection is insigniﬁcant, just that it will build up in your mind until it overshadows everything else unless you ﬁnd what you are missing somewhere else. The problem, of course, is how to ﬁnd it.
"I think it is time for an evaluation of your entire situation. First, you are a quite attractive woman, pretty features, good ﬁgure, petite – all things that appeal to men and would virtually assure that discreet propositions would come your way. Yet, you say that it just hasn't happened. Now, you have been married for years, long enough to have three grown children. I have to assume that raising three children, along with a teaching career, left little time for anything else, not even fantasies of outside romantic activities. For years, men have been friends, colleagues, subordinates, superiors, not potential lovers, so your relations with them was actually asexual. Undoubtedly, these men have come to see you as unavailable and uninterested. Add to that, you have risen to a signiﬁcant position, one in which you hire and ﬁre, discipline students, make difﬁcult decisions, and so on, and a man would think several times before even making a tentative pass.
"So, to overcome this handicap, you must make yourself approachable. When in a situation where something might happen, doesn't dress, think or act like an administrator. Most particular, don't act like a morally or psychologically limited married woman! If you really want something to happen, you have to be available. If a man attracts you, play up to him. Smile at him, talk to him, show your interest, let him know by your attention that you ﬁnd him attractive. Nothing appeals more to a man than having an attractive woman think that heis attractive. Then, if he does respond with an appealing proposition, don't be shy or hesitant! Don't be afraid to let him know that you are interested!
"The same logic applies if you have a chance to be in a threesome. Frankly, a threesome would be safer and, most likely, at least as satisfying. Unfortunately, opportunities may be even rarer than developing an affair with a man, because it would almost have to be with a couple who are your friends. If the chance should come, however, making yourself available is crucial. There is any number of ways to show interest: modeling a new nightgown if you're staying overnight with them, talking about buying some sexy lingerie and, if they cooperate, letting them talk you into modeling it. Using a swimming pool, as in your fantasy, probably gives the best chance since you already are informally dressed and in a situation where physical contact is expected and where the 'accidental' exposure of, for example, a breast would not be surprising. The important thing is to watch for clues that the others are interested and certainly to do nothing that would discourage them. If they mention nude nighttime swimming, don't equivoque, saying, instead, 'Oh, that would be fun!' The same thing if they have a hot tub and don't wear suits – seem eager to go in, not hesitant and afraid! If they offer the option of wearing suits, don't! In other words, be available and, as with a man, don't be afraid to let them know that you are!
"Finally, sex with another woman. I'm not sure just how to advise you here, because, unlike the other situations, you probably would have to take the initiative. Having the nerve to propose something, to run the risk of rejection – problems men face all the time – makes it very hard. Perhaps you could offer to massage a sore muscle in a leg or arm and, if there is a positive response, move on as the masseuse did in your fantasy. Or, of course, putting sun screen on someone, helping her dress or undress if she has difﬁculties. Just being casually nude might engender interest. You said that you attend those retreats and conferences with a female friend. That might provide the appropriate intimate setting to discuss sex, particularly bisexual activity, and maybe lead to experimentation.



"If the atmosphere were right, and you both were a bit aroused by the discussion, you might even simply ask if she would like to try it just to see what it was like. Or, remember that your marital problem is far from unique, and if a friend has similar difﬁculties, consoling each other could lead to a very pleasant relationship. Describing your problem to a happily married friend might well lead her to take the lead in commiserating with and consoling you sexually. As I said before, most women are inherently bisexual, and good, close friends are just a very short step from a sexually intimate relationship."
During this long speech, Cynthia listens attentively, nodding occasionally, but saying nothing. Finally she says, "Well, I certainly intend to try. I don't know if I can bring myself to do anything overt, but I will concentrate on being approachable. There's a state-wide meeting of school administrators next month after classes end, and I intend to really try.
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They lay there talking for some time, discussing the proposed course for Susan, including the readings required and how the intensive analysis afterwards would work. It was clear to her that it was going to be a lot of work -- she never thought that Robert intended to give her course credits in exchange for fucking her -- but, looking at the ﬁrst readings, Susan really was interested. So, she committed herself to a semester's work and, although this was not articulated, a semester-length sexual affair. Which part was more attractive was something she wouldn't think about, although the present circumstances were extremely enjoyable. Actually, all of this was new to Susan. Here she was, lying naked on a bed with a naked man who had just had her. While she had been on a bed, nude, with Don many times, and even slept with him in Maine, she'd never had a one-on-one relationship like this. With Don, she was always one of three, even when Jean was not actually present. This was very different! It certainly was not a love affair, just pure (or impure) sex, but there was an inevitable intimacy that she hadn't shared, at least not extra-martially, before.
Finally, Susan looked at the clock and saying, "I'd better get dressed, Jim will be here soon," got up and went into the bathroom. While combing her hair at the mirror, she suddenly felt moisture on her thighs. Looking down, she saw that cum was seeping -- no, dripping -- out of her cunt and running down her legs into her hose tops. Stunned, she thought, "Gods, I'm soaked! Thank heavens I'm on the pill! I'd really be in trouble!"
A short time later, Jim came in and found Susan waiting, her white, frilly blouse, short, dark chic skirt and her sheer hose making her look like a young, innocent college girl rather than a 26-year old wife and mother who had just spent an adulterous interlude in the bedroom behind her. However, if he had seen through that skirt, he would have been shocked by her pantiless cunt, its lips still puffy from arousal and a sexual battering. He also would have wondered at the white tissue peeking out between those lips, a Kleenex stuffed into the cunt hole to stop the seepage, coming from her ﬂooded vagina that threatened to saturate the neat skirt. But, of course, only Superman has X-ray vision, so Jim remained unsuspecting, and, as they drove home, listened happily as Susan babbled on about how nice Robert had been to her and about her plans to work with (she didn't say under) him twice a week during the semester. It had turned out to be quite a pleasant and eventful weekend!
Robert, of course, had the same reaction. He always enjoyed visiting lectureships or professorships, fellowships, etc., as a break from his usual routine, and, since he was well known in his ﬁeld, such positions were usually quite available. New colleagues, new students, new surroundings all contributed to this enjoyment, but one element essential to making the experience really something to savor was female companionship. He was a man of considerable carnal appetites, and he always looked forward to a new relationship. An unattached bachelor with the physical and personal attributes already described, he had little difﬁculty finding available women. In fact, his major problem, frequently, was politely avoiding women who had designs on him! For example, he avoided equally unattached young women (or, even more, older unmarried women) because no matter how he made it clear that he had no intention of a long-term commitment, marriage was always in the back (or front) of their minds. In addition, he avoided relationships with students -- they usually were hopelessly immature and, if not, there always was the unspoken expectation of quid pro quo, her cunt for a grade.
For him, the ideal candidate was a relatively happily married faculty wife in her late thirties through her forties. Her husband undoubtedly would be caught up in the "publish or perish" rat race, working for promotion and tenure, doing research and writing, along with teaching, grading, committee meetings, counseling -- all the minutiae of an academic career that contributes to a sixty-hour (or more) work week. The energy and attention he had left over for her would be limited. Her children, if she had them, would be in school or on their own, leaving her free for afternoon dalliance or, perhaps, a nighttime rendezvous. Seduction in these cases, usually her ﬁrst affair, was almost too easy for an attractive man such as he. For a semester, he would enliven her life, and she his, with no one hurt, and, by the time he was ready to leave, the affair probably had run its course. Perfect!
Susan was different, however. A young, very attractive wife and mother, busy with her own life, hardly seemed to be a prime candidate for seduction. Her willingness to expose herself gave him the indication that, unexpectedly, she was available, but that signal turned out to be false. The result was the through spanking detailed above, and he wrote her off completely as a potential playmate. Certainly, he assumed, after that treatment, she would have no further temptation to exhibit her charms, much less to "go all the way." Consequently, when she showed her naked cunt that Saturday night, he was astounded and thoroughly aroused. Then, when he ﬁnally saw her naked and clearly offering herself, he could hardly believe his luck. And to ﬁnd that she matched his intensity in bed and, afterwards, showed a genuine interest in Elizabethan literature -- he couldn't believe his luck! It was going to be one of his best semesters.
Thus, both parties looked forward to both the educational and illicit activities of the next ﬁfteen weeks. Susan arranged for Jean to take the baby Monday and Thursday afternoons, for about two hours each. She drove herself to Robert's apartment on Monday, and Jim dropped her off and picked her up on Thursday. It was a heavy workload, handling all of her regular duties as well reading her assignments and preparing for Robert's inquisition. Normally, on Thursday she would arrive at the apartment and they would spend the ﬁrst half-hour or so in bed. Then, they would dress and spend the rest of the time in two easy chairs in the living room. On Mondays, when she had her own car, they didn't have to worry about Jim coming early, so they varied the schedule, having sex later or just not getting dressed right away.
However, regardless of these non-academic activities, any illusions that Susan might have had that the tutorial would involve merely a light discussion of the current reading was destroyed the ﬁrst day. Robert quizzed and prodded her to ﬁnd the depth of her understanding of the assigned work, criticizing if she missed points, but praising when it was deserved. By the time the discussion was over, she was physically tired and mentally drained. Then, on the basis of what knowledge and insights she had shown, Robert gave her more reading to do! At that point, she was very tired and mentally exhausted at the thought of starting all over again! At the same time, it was exhilarating when she did see something, had a real insight. Educationally, the semester was exceedingly rewarding.
Needless to say, it was also extremely active sexually. In addition to the two weekly sessions with Robert, she had sex, of one kind or another, at least two or three times a week with Jean and/or Don. Add to this her conjugal activities with Jim, and it would seem like an awful lot of sex. In reality, however, she did not spend an excessive amount of time in either thinking about or participating in sex play. These contacts were not "making love" in the romantic sense. There was no need for long buildups, seductive behavior or "feeling out" the other people to ﬁnd out their desires. For example, alter putting the baby to bed, Susan regularly walked the few feet across the deck to Jean and Don's, to work with Jean, to talk, or, just no real reason. Jim would be working on papers, lectures, research -- that multitude of tasks a professor has to perform -- leaving her free for a while. Usually one-half hour (to forty-ﬁve minutes) before she was ready to go home, she would go to the bedroom with Jean and/or Don and engage in sex, usually vaginal or oral, less often anal, intercourse, and, when ﬁnished, she would just go home. It was no longer a really big deal, just pleasant, intimate recreation.
The same thing was usually true with Jim. Their Friday night sessions were more inclusive and certainly were much more of a romantic relationship, but even there, the activity tended to be vigorous, but not prolonged. So, while sexual contacts were frequent, they did not monopolize her time. However, scheduling was sometimes difﬁcult and, frequently, they overlapped. On at least two Fridays, Susan had sex with all of her consorts, due to having to change the day she met with Robert. She certainly was tired out by the end of those days! Other multiple-partner days also occurred, particularly Robert and Jim several times -- Jim, of course, not being on a regular schedule, frequently was interested in sex on a Monday or Thursday.
So, things settled into a routine: work with Jean, house work, baby care, reading, literary discussions -- and sex. A well-rounded life style. As might be expected, however, everything did not always run smoothly, adaptions had to be made, and behavior changed. While the relationship between Susan and Robert started well, and, in general, continued that way, there was an early confrontation that, in some ways, set ground rules for the semester. As mentioned, there was little need to be concerned about interruptions (primarily by Jim) on Mondays, so there was a tendency to be more leisurely in getting up and dressing. On the second Monday, this casual informality led to a serious problem for Susan, a problem caused, in part, at least, because of differences between men and women.
It is always dangerous to generalize too much about the two sexes, but there are psychological differences in their makeup. Women seem able to compartmentalize their actions and act with complete aplomb where men would resonate with guilt. When almost caught in ﬂagrante delicto, women frequently can act with perfect innocence, acting as if nothing had happened, nothing should be suspected. Don't ask why she was coming from the direction of the bedroom -- obviously she was just using the bathroom. Why are her clothes disarranged? These darn buttons just won't stay closed! A woman can suck a lover's cock and kiss her husband "hello," without a moment's hesitation, while the taste is still in her mouth. A man would stammer, act guilty and, even if he really hadn't done anything important, would arouse suspicion.
On the other hand, men drive women crazy with a different type of compartmentalizing. After intercourse, or some other intimate moment, women want to be close, to continue the intimacy in a non-physical way. Even when it is not a real love relationship, she still would like to have the man show that it meant something -- which she was not just an "easy lay!" However, thirty seconds after ejaculation, men are ready for some other activity, e.g. turn the game on, have a cigarette or a snack, talk about something completely non-related that interests them -- such as Elizabethan literature!
That, of course, is what caused Susan's problem. Minutes after a vigorous, adulterous fucking, she heard Robert say, "Ok, Susan, what did you get out of that article by Jerome Harris?" She was still feeling warm and fuzzy, satisﬁed and ready to relax before dressing and starting to work. She certainly wasn't ready for an academic discussion, lying naked in bed, still breathing hard from being screwed. She honestly thought that he was kidding, and replied with a ﬂip remark, expecting a joking reply.
Instead, he merely repeated the question with more emphasis, "Come on, Susan, you read it, what did you think?" From his tone, she began to realize that he was serious, but, while she certainly didn't need (or want) a romantic interlude, she did expect some indication that having her was not merely an inconsequential prelude to something of greater importance. That stubborn streak that had gotten her in trouble before prompted her to refuse to play, and her reply was more ﬂip than before, a reference to his work that Professor Harris (whoever he was) would not have appreciated.
Robert did not appreciate it either and he demanded that she pay attention and quit fooling around. If Susan had been facing him rather than lying on her back, looking at the ceiling, she might well have decided that she had better play along and would have answered seriously. His face had taken on an expression such as a sergeant- major would use to devastate a recruit, a menacing look that said, "Shape up or you're in trouble!" However, she didn't look at him, and she made the critical mistake of underestimating Robert's exasperation.
In social activities, Robert was an extremely pleasant companion, a raconteur with a million stories, and always in good humor. As a lover, he was attentive, thoughtful, always careful that his partner be satisﬁed. However, when it came to academic matters, he was very serious; not a martinet, but he expected hard work, seriousness and a reverence for the subject. The fact that he was lying in bed, naked with a lovely woman with whom he had just completed sexual intercourse, in no way changed his focus. In truth, he never even thought of the incongruous circumstances, just that he had asked a serious question and received an unacceptable, impudent reply.
Susan simply didn't know what happened. One second she was lying on her back on the bed, the next she found herself over Robert's knees and, at the same time, received a tremendous 'SMACK' on her bare bottom! She let out a screech of shock and pain, screaming, "Robert, stop that! Let me up!" Her ﬁrst coherent thought was that he must be kidding, but that illusion was quickly destroyed as his hand began an unrelenting series of stinging slaps that sent tremors throughout her body. "If you"....smack..."are going"....whack...smack..."to act like".... whack..."a child," . . . . smack. . . . slap. . . ."damn it" . . . .whack. . . .whack. . . ."then I'll"... smack... whack..."treat you"....whack..."like a"....whack..."child!" With that statement, he concentrated on a severe spanking. His hand rose and fell, turning her bottom crimson, a condition that was occurring far more often than she would like -- an understatement! She kicked and yelled, but her efforts had absolutely no effect.
She presented a delightful picture as she usually did when draped over a lap while getting a through spanking. This time when Robert spanked her, she was completely naked, tits hanging down, swaying and bobbing in unison with the spanking hand. Her long, bare legs were kicking up and down, ﬂailing about as she tried to dislodge herself. Her arms were bent backwards as she tried to get her hands in position to block the blows. Nothing worked. Smack..."Robert, let me go!"...slap...."Ouch. Stop that!".... whack..."Ouch! Stop it!"....whack.. "Please, Robert, it hurts".... smack.. "Ouch! Please, I'm sorry!" It seemed to go on forever and, as always, her strength and deﬁance gave out and she began pleading for him to stop. Now the slaps and smacks were interspersed with moans and cries, begging him to let her up, apologizing, promising anything to get him to stop.
Ultimately he did stop, of course, looking down at the beet-red ass cheeks -- and, inevitably, at their lower neighbor, her cunt. Her legs were spread, revealing open cunt lips, still puffy from their recent fucking, moisture seeping out and drenching the hair. It was too recent for him to be ready for a repeat performance, but Robert still felt a stirring in his cock as her scrutinized her crotch and, as he leaned forward, her dangling breasts. She really was a sexy woman.
At the moment, however, that "sexy woman" was still moaning softly, saying, "I'm sorry, Robert. I didn't mean to upset you." Then, with a big sob, "I just wasn't ready....you'd just screw...screwed me...and...and... I just wasn't ready to talk about that darn book yet!" With that, she burst out crying again, reaching back to rub her hand over her burning bottom.
Her reaction got Robert's attention, and, in a way, set a sort of tone for their entire future relationship. First, she didn't complain that he had no right to spank her, only that she had been misunderstood or mistreated. She accepted her punishment and apologized, submitting herself to his control. On the other hand, Robert, who certainly was not an unjust man, recognized that her complaint was reasonable, and said, "You're right, Susan. I'm sorry. You shouldn't have acted as you did, but I certainly should have been more thoughtful. I do get carried away."
Actually, while Robert, by no means, matched the stereotype of a fuzzy-minded, self-centered English professor, he did have a tendency that many experts exhibit -- they frequently focus so strongly on their ﬁeld of expertise, that they lose contact with the real world. Robert recognized this quality in himself and, in admitting it to Susan, described an experience where it had really embarrassed him. He had been attempting to seduce a woman, had ﬁnally been successful and, of all things, was in the act of penetrating her when his mind suddenly switched gears. Before she had come to his ﬂat, he had been working for hours on a lecture and just couldn't think of a way to get a critical point across.
In frustration, he had just given up as she arrived, and put it out of his mind as he concentrated on his new paramour. Then, at the ultimate moment, when he wasn't thinking, his only concern being his physical activity, the solution appeared -- and his mind took over. He unconsciously continued the penetration, but once in, he just rested there, actually forgetting what he was doing, his lecture, with the new illustration, unreeling before him. It wasn't until the woman under him moved restlessly and asked, "What's wrong," that he came to himself and, fortunately, was able to complete the act. He promised to avoid impersonal transitions in the future.
So, while Susan accepted her submissive position, opening herself to future spankings, Robert acknowledged that he needed observe her need to separate their sexual and academic activities. So, what had started out as a confrontation ended up as accommodation. That, of course, was not the only change or adaption to conditions that arose, and some of these turned out to be quite pleasant.
For example, during the same week, the second Thursday coincided with a day in which Susan's sexual equipment was inoperable because of her monthly indisposition, seemingly a real disappointment for Robert. However, on that day, she was persuaded, without much difﬁculty, to participate in oral sex, and Robert was pleasantly surprised to ﬁnd that she was an accomplished cock sucker.
Without hesitation, she took his cock in her hands, sliding her fingers lightly up and down the shaft. Obviously, she had seen it before but not so closely. It was, as would be expected, much like the four (a number that always shocked her) that she had sucked before. None of them had been the outrageously sized members shown in porno films or described (wishfully) in sex stories of letters. This one was of average length and diameter, in proper rigid condition and, after stroking it for a few moments, she opened her mouth and engulfed it. She began a slow up and down motion, bobbing her head as she took it deeper. She held the base of the cock with her fingers, gradually speeding up the sucking as her lips finally touched the fingers. She was experienced enough that she was able to cancel the gag reflex when the head of the cock was forced into her throat. That was when the real cock sucking began.



Her head began to bob up and down rapidly, her lips loosening slightly as she went down, gripping tightly as she pulled up. Her other hand reached in for his balls and she gently squeezed in rhythm with her sucking. As would be expected, this combined treatment soon had Robert moving almost as if he were screwing her mouth and throat. The room was filled with the slurping sound as the cock drove in and out, mingled with his occasional moans of pleasure. As the climax approached, Susan's head was almost a blur as her bobbing accelerated. Her hand became more active on his balls as they drew up and became tighter and harder, the squeezing more forceful.
Finally, the inevitable occurred and sperm jetted into her mouth as Robert no longer could hold back. Much of it went directly down her throat but, as Susan pulled back slightly, it filled her mouth to overflowing. Still, very little actually escaped and, as his cock pulled out, Robert could see that her mouth was, literally, full of his cum. Even with his experience, he felt a sort of thrill go through him as she visibly swallowed. That thrill was augmented when she looked up at him, licking her cum-coated lips and smiling before wiping the rest from her chin.
Robert, of course, was astounded not only at her proficiency but also with her evident enjoyment of the act. He had enjoyed fellatio many times before, but he couldn't remember any time it had been done so willingly and so well. Needless to say, he complimented her fulsomely and saying the Jim was very lucky. Susan experienced a slight pang of guilt at that comment but she happily accepted the compliment.
In any case, she repeated the exercise just before she left, a practice that became the pattern after that. Every Monday and Thursday, just before leaving, Susan would kneel between Robert's legs and perform fellatio. This was an exercise that they both enjoyed, Robert for the obvious reasons, Susan because of the same slave-girl feeling she ﬁrst had when sucking Don in Maine. A slave sucking her master, a concubine in the harem, even a prostitute servicing a client -- these and other fantasies occupied Susan's mind when she performed that servile, and very intimate, function. Thus, both of them enjoyed a sexual act that many consider to be perverse, but circumstances arose that made it even more depraved -- but even more exciting!
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Whether by unconscious design or just happenstance, the cock sucking started later and later, until by the fourth week, it began just before Jim was due. Inevitably, one afternoon, when he beeped the horn to let her know that he was there, Susan still had Robert's cock in her mouth. The sound of the horn sent a funny thrill through her, half guilty twinge, half licentious titillation. Her head bobbed faster, her hand moved more rapidly up and down the shaft, partly in perverse excitement, partly to finish more quickly. It didn't take long. Robert was already well on the path to climax before the horn sound, and, as he admitted to Susan later, looking down at her with his cock in her mouth, while her husband waited outside, was enough stimulus to cause an eruption. Suddenly, brought on by that stimulus and Susan's increasingly fervent sucking, the cock ejaculated, sending a ﬂood of semen into her mouth and down her throat and actually inciting her to a totally unexpected orgasm of her own. Quickly recovering, she jumped up, hastily said goodbye, hurried out and, like the hypothetical woman referred to above, greeted her husband with a brief kiss - while she still had the taste of Robert's cum in her mouth.
As they drove home, Susan couldn't believe how hot she was - her cunt actually felt like it was throbbing. When they were in the house, Jim was pleasantly surprised to have her initiate sex in the afternoon, something very uncommon. That resulted in one of those occasions where Robert and Jim had her the same day, Jim ﬁnding her cunt still quite moist from her excitement and Robert's earlier ejaculation. Susan found it very exciting to realize that she had just sucked cum from Robert's cock and, now, Jim was licking his cum from her cunt. Very depraved, but extremely exciting.
However, after the exhilaration wore off her conscience began to trouble her. What she had done suddenly seemed to be really perverted, not just the fun debauchery of the things she had done before. This time she felt that she had been far more unfaithful than when she had been fucked, because then it had nothing to do with Jim. But now it did! Deliberately sucking while knowing he was outside, getting excited because he was nearby, and having him perform cunnilingus on her while still aroused by that sucking of Robert's cock, was just too much. She tossed and turned for a long time that night, trying, unsuccessfully, to rationalize her actions. So, the following morning, she turned to her resident therapist, Jean, to straighten things out in her mind.
She had, of course, finally conﬁded to Jean about the spanking and subsequent screwing by Robert, and had also kept her au courant on the on-going affair. As might be expected, Jean was quite encouraging about the continuing relations, and, when told of Susan being wracked with guilt over the cock sucking episode, she simply laughed. "Look, honey, you didn't hurt anybody, unless it's yourself from worrying. There's no point in blaming yourself because you got hot from doing something a little perverted, if that is what it was. Sure, Jim might be humiliated if he knew you enjoyed sucking when he was waiting for you, but he doesn't know. More important, you didn't do it to get back at him for something, or because you didn't love him anymore - it really had nothing to do with him, personally. It was fun because he was your husband, not because it was Jim! That may sound like double talk, but it makes sense. It's like a play with the character "wife" putting something over on, or doing something behind the back of, the character "husband," not real people, Susan and Jim!"
"Well, I know I didn't hurt Jim directly, for he doesn't know, and, as you said, I wasn't even thinking any nasty thoughts about him. But, why does something like that get me hot? Why do I like my cunt to be wet when he licks it? Being wet doesn't make it feel better- it's because it's wet from fucking Don or Robert and he's licking it. I shouldn't like that!"
"Honey, we've been through this before. There's no explanation of why certain things get us excited, they just do. If they don't hurt anyone, just let it go! People get hot from any number of fantasies that, often, they are ashamed of or just don't understand. Look, one of the most prevalent female fantasies is being raped. Now, women certainly don't really want to be raped, but the fantasy turns them on. Maybe they like the idea of being forced to have sex, maybe they like being frightened - or heavens knows what. As you well know, spanking hurts, but except for a relatively few masochists, women don't want to be hurt - yet the thought of being spanked (or spanking) really arouses women. Anyhow, if deliberately sucking, or, for that matter, even fucking, with your husband nearby gets you hot, it's just another harmless turn-on."
"Oh, I don't know - but maybe you're right. I still just feel a little funny to be fooling my husband by doing something like that with another man, even if he doesn't know. Did...did you ever do anything like that?"
"Well, since you ask, yes In fact, I did something that probably you would think was worse. If you want, I'll tell you about it, but, it's a long story." Seeing Susan rapt attention and her quick nod, she continued, "This happened years ago, on our ﬁfth wedding anniversary. Before we were married, we had been going together for two years, and had planned to be married in the spring. I was living with two other girls in a very small apartment, while Don shared an apartment with another fellow. Privacy was very hard to come by, and we had to make out wherever we could, and we were really looking forward to being married in, probably, April. We were already looking for a place to live, for it was an extremely tight housing market, but, before we were ready, in December, a beautiful place suddenly became available. After much soul searching (and financial calculating), we ﬁnally decided to rent it and have Don live there until we were married, while I stayed with my roommates. Today, of course, couples would just move in together, but that was unheard of in those days. Heaven knows, I wasn't a virgin - Don had taken care of that long before - but living together was out of the question. However, we could, ﬁnally, have some privacy.
"Anyway, in Boston they had a big society-type New Year's Eve all-night dinner and dance which we and our friends attended. Two days before (the 28th), Don got a call from a friend of ours, who had been at a seminary in upper New York and had just been ordained as a minister, telling us that he and his wife were going to be able to join us. Don was delighted, and as he told me about it, we both got an idea at the same time - why wait until April? We hadn't intended to have a big ceremony, anyway, and all our friends would be with us on New Year's Eve, so, why wait? We called our friend back, and he thought that marrying us would be perfect for his ﬁrst wedding. We hurried and got the license, reserved a small room where the dance was to be held, and notiﬁed our friends. So, just after 12:00 midnight, we had a short and very happy wedding - no big church ceremony, no fancy white gown, no reception - just a quiet, low-keyed occasion. However, it was announced over the loudspeaker and became very public. It was even in the newspaper the next morning as the ﬁrst wedding of the year. We celebrated most of the night, ﬁnally going home to our new apartment. No honeymoon, but we didn't need one.
"In any case, each year we spent New Year's Eve at that dinner dance and returned home to the same apartment - it became a tradition, at least for some years. However, year-by-year, fewer of our friends were still around. They got married and moved away, got jobs away from Boston, or, in few cases, just disappeared. By our fifth anniversary, there was only one couple left, so we made arrangements for the four of us to go together. We had the tickets and I had bought the most beautiful dress I had ever seen. It was pure silk in turquoise, low neck and a very short skirt. I also had bought the sexiest underwear I had ever seen. It was a French import, black and absolutely sheer - my nipples and cunt hair showed as clearly as if I were naked. The garter belt matched, and I had very long sheer black hose that came almost to my crotch. They had to be that long because the skirt was that short! I hadn't shown the underwear to Don, but I conﬁdently looked forward to turning him on when we got home! New Year's Eve was on Thursday, so we would have a three-day week-end in which to celebrate. Everything was going perfectly.
"Then catastrophe struck. First, the man, Dennis Doyle, in the couple going with us, called to say that his Wife, Janine - who we never had really liked - had walked out on him, returned to her family in Virginia and planned to get a divorce. He was broken up and said that, obviously, they would not be joining us. We were crushed, because we really liked him and always had wondered what he saw in her. However, we planned to go ahead and have our own, private anniversary observance - with, of course, a few thousand others celebrating New Year's Eve.
"Then things got much worse! Don's grandfather- the one who left us the cabin - called on the 30th and said that his partner had suffered a mild heart attack, and that he needed Don. The company was just getting well started and they had a crucial display at a trade show in St. Louis which opened, of all days, on January l, and someone had to take the partner's place and demonstrate and explain their new development. His grandfather couldn't do it, he wasn't well enough, leaving only Don! We understood and knew that Don had no choice but to go, but we were crushed. We thought of me going along, but it would have been prohibitively expensive, and, in any case, Don would be putting in twelve hour days at the show and would have no time for me.
I'll tell you, I was crying, bewailing fate and bad luck - particularly, I'll admit because of that new outﬁt. Here it was, our ﬁfth anniversary, New Year's Eve, and I'd be sitting home with my new dress in the closet I tried to pretend that it was ok, but he knew how unhappy I was and, with a sudden brainstorm, said, 'I know! We have tickets we can't return and you really want to go. Why don't we see if Dennis would like to take you? He certainly could use the cheering up, and you would get to go. It wouldn't be the same, but we can celebrate our anniversary when I get back!'
"At ﬁrst I dismissed the idea, but it began to have appeal - I liked Dennis and it might be fun to spend an evening with him, almost like a date. Finally, after a long discussion, back and forth on the idea, Don called Dennis. That took another long discussion to overcome Dennis's initial reluctance, but, by the time the conversation was over, he seemed much less depressed and actually accepted the proposal cheerfully. So, it was arranged that he would drive in, pick me up, and we would celebrate New Year's together. Don left early on the 31th, promising to call at exactly midnight, St. Louis time, so that we could celebrate the New Year together on the phone.
"Dennis was to pick me up at 8:30 PM, and I began getting dressed in plenty of time. However, a little after 8:00 he rang the doorbell, explaining that he was early because there was so little trafﬁc on the roads. I went in to ﬁnish dressing, leaving the bedroom door open so that we could talk. I had the sheer bra and panties on already, added the garter belt and hose, and was walking around, sort of hoping he would get a glimpse of me. Actually, I was out of his line of sight, but it gave me a little tingle to think of it, anyway. I had my dress laid out on the bed, and, remembering the twenty small buttons up the back, I called out, 'I'll need you to help me with my dress, Dennis. I can't reach all the buttons,' and went into the bathroom.
As I came out, I stopped instantly. There stood Dennis, his eyes, ﬁguratively at least, bulging from his head. It was as if time had stopped, me standing there, more naked than if I had been naked, my face blushing like that of a school girl, him frozen in position, staring in disbelief and embarrassment. Breaking the chains that held me there, and showing more aplomb than I would have believed possible, I walked past him and picked up my dress, saying, 'As you can see, I wasn't quite ready yet!' I stepped into the dress, pulled it up and turned my back for him to button it.
"As I did so, he stammered, 'Gosh, Jean, I'm sorry! I thought you were telling me to come in!' Then, he added, as he began the fastening, "You look absolutely lovely! It's a beautiful dress, but I hate to cover up all that other beauty underneath!"
I still remember his exact words, and, even today, I can't believe my reply, "Well, you'll have to unbutton me later before I can get my dress off, so it will be uncovered again." I don't know what possessed me, but I said it! His hands stopped abruptly, then started fumbling with the buttons, saying, "Jean, honey, that's the best thing I've heard of in weeks. You can't know how bad things have been, and seeing you like that made me forget all that stuff for a while. You really are beautiful!" We were both a little ﬂustered, and more than a little bemused by the unexpected intimacy - and, at least on my part, a little scared by what might be coming!
"The evening was delightful! The buffet at the dimmer-dance was excellent, and the music was wonderful, and my dress was a major success with compliments coming from people I didn't even know. In addition, Dennis couldn't have been more attentive or thoughtful, showering me with obviously sincere compliments. It was like a 'heavy date,' exhilarating, with a tinge of apprehension and anticipation about what might happen afterwards. When midnight arrived and balloons came down, lights ﬂashed, etc., it was exciting, as always, and the requisite kiss from Dennis seemed considerably more than a formality. The party would go on all night, and usually Don and I stayed until two or three A.M., but, at about 12:30, Dennis asked me if I were ready to go, and, without hesitation, I said yes. We got back to the apartment around 1:00, the conversation on the way being extremely banal and somewhat forced, neither of us quite at ease. I offered him a drink once we were inside, but he said 'no,' and we just stood, neither knowing what to say or do. Finally, after a few minutes of desultory, really inane, prattle, I asked, 'Do you want to help 'me get out of this dress?' As might be expected, he replied, 'I'd love to.'
"In any case, we went into the bedroom, I turned my back to him, and he slowly unbuttoned my dress. When it was undone, I stepped out of it, hung it carefully over a chair and, with great trepidation, turned and faced him. I had seen myself in the mirror, of course, and I knew that every detail of my body was visible, but, even if I hadn't looked at the mirror, his face would have told me. He was utterly mesmerized, a reaction that made me feel absolutely wonderful, of course, and kindled a real ﬁre in my cunt. No more than 15 minutes later, we were both naked in bed, and Dennis was in me. It was a wild and frenzied fucking, both of us ready for the release of the sexual tension that had built up all evening. When the climax was reached, we thrashed wildly, then collapsed, spent and satisﬁed - for a while.
"We lay there quietly, him fondling and caressing me. I have no idea what we talked about then, but obviously it was not important. I do know that he was very ﬂattering and very attentive to all parts of my body. Inevitably, all this sex play led to renewed ardor mid, soon, I was on top with his cock buried in my cunt again. It felt wonderful and I was actively fucking myself as I moved up and down. Both of us were becoming extremely excited when, shatteringly, the phone rang. 'Oh, my god,' I gasped, 'it's Don! He said he would call just before midnight in St. Louis!'
"I raised up and started to pull away, but Dennis held me by the hips and kept his cock in me, saying, 'Go ahead and answer. He can't see you over the telephone!'
"Having little choice, I reached over to the bedside table and picked up the receiver to hear Don say, 'Happy anniversary, honey, and happy new year!' I had the most peculiar range of feeling go through me! I actually had forgotten that it was our anniversary, and here I was, another man's cock buried in me while I talked to my husband! I felt a wave of guilt, but also a surge of exhilaration, of doing something that was totally unacceptable, yet was also daring and audacious. If I hadn't already have been hot, I certainly would never have dreamed of doing such a thing, but I was already engaged in that depraved act, and talking to Don suddenly made it more exciting!
"The amazing thing, however, is how I maintained my composure. If I had been surprised at my aplomb earlier, this was beyond comprehension. Somehow, while continuing to raise and lower myself on Dennis's cock, I talked on the phone as if I were lying alone in bed. It was if I had two minds, one focused on what Don was saying, the other suffused with sensations ﬂooding from my cunt. I was able to not only respond to Don's comments with no difﬁculty, but also to tell him of the wonderful evening I had enjoyed. When he asked what time we had left the party, I said about one o'clock, clearly implying - and maybe even saying...I don't remember - that Dennis had left immediately. I know that I told him that the evening had really helped Dennis get over his depression, but I didn't say how he got over it!
"While the conversation was going on, Dennis continued to fuck up into me, his motions indicating that he was close to coming. Impossible as it may seem, I, also, was approaching orgasm, my body ﬂexing up and down, grinding against him to get the fullest contact. It was like suppressing a cough, ﬁghting to hold back while, somehow, I continued talking. Finally, when the explosion was all too near, Don said 'Goodnight, honey, I'1l call you around 11:00 tomorrow night. happy anniversary!' I responded, 'Happy anniversary, dear. I love you!' and hung up. At the precise moment I spoke, Dennis climaxed, ﬂooding my cunt. I barely had the receiver down when I exploded, a tremendous orgasm that had been restrained and now burst forth. I rolled off onto the bed beside Dennis, both of us exhausted, but laughing together as if we had just won a contest.
"So, Susan, that is what all this has been leading up to. After it was over, I asked myself why I hadn't felt guilty over such a ﬂagrant example of inﬁdelity - fucking another man on my anniversary, in my own bed, while talking to my husband on the phone! You can't get more unfaithful than that! The answer, of course, is what I told you before - the screwing and the phone sex had nothing, really, to do with Don! I wasn't doing it because of him, not trying to fool him, certainly not trying to get back at him for anything. When I said 'I love you' before I hung up, I meant it. It's just that there is real perverse enjoyment in doing something that is immoral, even indecent - like those wild fantasies I talked about. Thinking of screwing with another man is not being unfaithful, it's just a fantasy. What I did with Dennis, and you did with Robert, was nothing more than living a fantasy, with no more impact on my feelings for Don than a dream would!"
"My heavens, Jean, that was a fascinating experience! I don't know how you carried it off, but I certainly know that you care for Don, and I guess I see what you mean - it's almost like a game, or a dream, not real, in a way! Was that the ﬁrst time you had done anything like that?"
"Susan, when we were married, I certainly wasn't as innocent as you were - if nothing else, Don had screwed me long before the wedding. I'd petted quite a bit in high school and college, having my breasts out and my cunt felt through my panties, but, the night when I was played with when wearing my red dress, was the ﬁrst time anyone but Don had felt my bare cunt! No, this was completely new - not only my ﬁrst adultery, but my ﬁrst real sexual experience aside from Don. That's why my composure on the phone was so amazing - I was not some experienced wanton!" Jean hesitated a moment, then added, "There is more to this story, if you want to hear it."



"I certainly do! You remember how turned on I was when you told me about that red dress experience - well, this is better!"
"Ok. Well, after I hung up, we just lay there inordinately pleased with ourselves and the whole situation. I discovered later that Dennis had never done anything like this before either, and I think both of us were a little high from the whole affair. Finally, about 3:00 AM, we just went to sleep and didn't wake up until almost 10:00. It was really peculiar, waking up beside someone else in bed, but I had no sense of shock or guilt. Just different. We had a very satisfying session of sex, cleaned up and had a very late breakfast. After eating, we drove to Dennis's apartment in Natick - he had not brought a change of clothes or anything else with him, of course.
"It was a nice little apartment, but Janine's home - although I certainly didn't miss her! He showed me around, ending up in the bedroom where he got out his clothes and prepared to change. It was obvious that he had suddenly thought of something as he reached for me and pulled me toward the bed. Within a very short time I was naked and we were in bed, as he said later, laughingly, exorcizing Janine! However, while he laughed about it, I think he meant it. He admitted that, despite a total lack of common interests between them, including romance and sex, he had been holding out hope for a reconciliation - why he didn't really know. Somehow, the night with me opened his eyes, showing how empty his life with Janine was. I didn't know what I had done, but he certainly was much brighter, with none of the depression Don had described. In any case, we screwed in her bed, on her side - it was sort of sexy and exciting, even if she'd never know. Finally, after we ﬁnished and dressed, he tried to call her to tell her of his acceptance of the final break, but he only got her parents. So, he got a few things together, and we went back to the apartment in the city.
"We spent a quiet evening together, with none of the frantic fucking of the night before. The only thing really different that we did happened when he ﬁnally got Janine, herself, on the phone. We were lying nude on the bed, having not dressed after another, milder, sex session after dinner, when she ﬁnally answered around 10:00 PM. The conversation ranged from impersonal to acrimonious, with Janine doing most of the talking, being quite 'bitchy,' and it was somewhat embarrassing listening. Dennis had been lightly fondling my breast as he talked, and, after one of the more hostile exchanges when he had seemed to be on the defensive, I suddenly got an idea. Pulling away, I squirmed further down the bed, took his cock in my hand and stroked it. It hardened immediately, and I put it into my mouth and began slowly going up and down on it, lightly sucking.
The unexpected result was that Dennis became more assertive and self-assured immediately, getting his points across rather than conceding her's. Maybe it made him feel more masculine, more independent - I don't know - but it certainly changed his attitude. After a short time, I got up, straddled him and impaled myself on his cock. Janine didn't know that fucking was going on during the conversation, but it certainly was! Dennis ﬁnally cut short the discussion, telling her to start the legal procedures and they would make the parting as amicable as possible. As soon as he hung up, we went into another, more vigorous, screwing session, both of us amused and exceeding aroused by another wicked example of sexual misconduct.
"Actually, this is an example of the point I made earlier. This time we were deliberately putting something over on his wife. It wasn't just sex, it was an intentional act, deliberately committed to show a lack of commitment to, and rebellion against, her. It was directly aimed at Janine, not to the symbol 'wife.' Of course, their relationship was irrevocably broken down, but it certainly showed a lack of respect for her - respect she hadn't earned, but she certainly would have been grossly offended if she had known. In any case, we both enjoyed putting her in her place, even if she didn't know it!
"We slept together again that night - doing nothing irregular when Don called at 11:00 - and woke up late Sunday morning, the last of the three-day weekend I had expected to spend with Don. We went out for brunch and just lay around, mostly talking the rest of the day. Dennis worked for a publishing ﬁrm, and I was just getting started writing - a weekly women's interest column for the Globe - so we found many common interests. In addition, it is amazing how people can reveal personal things they normally don't talk about when they're in that kind of temporary intimate relationship. For example, I learned, probably more than I needed to know about his relationship with Janine and, I confess, I probably revealed more about myself than I should have! Still, it was pleasant, particularly when mixed with a satisfying, but not excessive, amount of sex. Actually, however, what made it most comfortable and free was the realization that it was a temporary relationship that would soon be over - with no ties or recriminations. Just a relaxing, enjoyable, interlude!
"Sunday night would be the end, since, if for no other reason, Don would be coming home sometime Monday. It really was a good thing, since we had covered most conversational topics, and even sex becomes repetitious after a time. Still, one is always reluctant to see something that has been really fun come to an end. I think Dennis had the same feeling, so, as 11:00 PM, and Don's call, approached, he asked if I wanted to do 'that' again. Interestingly enough, I knew exactly what he meant, what 'that' was, and it seemed like a last fun thing to do. Therefore, a few minutes before 11:00, I lay naked on the bed, raised and parted my legs, and Dennis entered me. He asked me to let him know just before I said goodbye, and I promised that I would. We began a slow screwing, letting it build up gradually. A minute or so after eleven, the phone rang, I picked it up, and began talking to my husband.
"It was extraordinarily arousing, far more than the other time - perhaps because I was on the bottom and could just enjoy being fucked in this thoroughly illicit manner. This time it was easier, at least at ﬁrst, to keep my voice steady, and I was able to actively converse with Don while, at the same time, let my body react more and more to the increasingly vigorous screwing. However, that did become more difﬁcult as my excitement rose. Dennis was between my thighs, and I had my feet ﬂat on the bed, permitting me to heave up and down to meet his thrusts. Once again, I had that hold-back-a-sneeze feeling as I restrained my urge to reach orgasm. Fortunately, while I still had my voice under control and before the orgasm overcame me, Don said that he would see me tomorrow. I looked up and nodded to Dennis, and he began really pounding me, rushing to the climax he had been holding back. It was timed perfectly, for just as we each said our sincere 'I love you,' he slammed against me, shooting cum deep into my cunt. I wasn't even able to hang up the phone before my own orgasm came, and I literally lost control over my body! Without volition, my legs spread even wider, and my hips raised well off the bed, wedging against Dennis's pelvis as he tried to push his cock completely through me! It, unquestionably, was one of the strongest, maybe the strongest climax of my life!"
Listening to all of this, Susan had nodded and interjected comments showing her fascination with Jean's tale, but now she blurted out, "Gods, Jean, that whole weekend must have been unbelievable, but, didn't you feel guilty about deliberately having him fuck you when you were going to talk to Don - particularly when you were saying goodbye? I don't think that I could have done that and talked sensibly!"
"Well, I'll admit that, when it was over, I did have some serious qualms, but, I reassured myself that we were just having fun and that I certainly wasn't doing it to spite Don. Maybe I'm just rationalizing, but I still don't see anything wrong with what is merely a harmless game, which neither of you takes seriously. It's like two summer lovers who have an affair, each saying 'I love you,' but knowing it's not real and that each will go, happily, back to their true loves when the season is over. Certainly, neither Dennis nor I had any thought but that we were having a very pleasant weekend together, but that it would end Monday morning, which it did. He had to go to work, so we slept together one last time, had a quick sex session in the morning, kissed goodbye - and life returned to normal.
"However, after he left, I then became nervous and a bit remorseful. In the suddenly cold light of reason, I asked myself, 'How could you have done all that?' As I asked myself that question, though, I still never denied that I really had enjoyed it, and, if presented with the same opportunity again, I'd probably do the same thing. It really had been fun! Now, though, I had to get ready for Don's return."
"Weren't you scared? I was lucky, in a way, that I was 'out of it' when I went home the ﬁrst time Don had me. I don't know how I would have handled it if I had been thinking straight!"
"I was petriﬁed, sure that Don would walk in and, somehow, know that Dennis had been here. I suddenly realized that I had done something that could cause real problems, and I scurried around trying to ensure that I would not be found out. I changed the sheets, even washing the mattress pad - which certainly needed it - and scoured the apartment for any sign that I hadn't been alone! I'll admit that I panicked a bit, certain that I would overlook something, but, as it turned out, Don never even thought about it when he got home. Despite all that I had done for the past three days - or maybe because of it - I was extremely happy to see him and the reunion was all you could hope for. He told me, in detail, how it had gone in St. Louis, very pleased about the sales and company prospects. I gave him a carefully edited description of the New Year's Eve party, omitting the obvious, but saying that it had been great fun even if he couldn't be there for our anniversary. He apologized profusely for that, but promised to make it up to me. (That did make me feel guilty.) He promised to take me out that weekend, with me wearing my new dress, and we would pretend it was New Year's Eve. "
"Actually, we did celebrate that weekend and I did wear the dress, but, for some reason, I couldn't bring myself to wear the sexy underwear! Still, we had a wonderful time, and, afterwards, life ﬁnally did return to normal. The fear of discovery was behind me and we settled back into our normal routine. The illicit three days almost seemed like asexual fantasy, one to look back on with great pleasure, but one that had little to do with the real world. Then the roof fell in!"
"Oh, my heavens, what happened?"
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As Cynthia left the therapist's office, she was determined and optimistic. She had said little in that last meeting, only listening and absorbing what was obviously good advice. She was resolved to be more aggressive, make herself approachable and, if the opportunity arose, to carry through. The sessions with Dr. Butler and the intensive introspection of the last few months had cleared her mind and let her see what she really wanted. The genesis, of course, had been David's thoughtless and humiliating behavior, leading her to consider an affair in retaliation.
Now, however, she realized that she wanted extramarital relations for the experience, for her own needs and personal desires. She still wanted, badly, to have the romantic closeness that she was not getting at home, the lack of which had started all of this, but she now was more aware of other potential sexual pleasures. Adultery and bisexuality, or their combination in a threesome, which would have been an anathema two years ago, now were tantalizingly attractive and not even particularly sinful. Certainly, the ﬁrst of these was no longer taboo, and, as she prepared for the state-wide administrator's meeting, it was not school business that occupied her mind.
It was an all-day conference on Saturday, with an evening dinner and social session Friday, and, while she normally went to those things with another woman, this time she deliberately planned to go alone. Looking over her clothes, she realized that virtually everything she could pack shouted "high school principal," conservative and safe. Her underwear was serviceable, covering her very adequately, and was quite suitable for that "high school principal" outerwear. A quick trip to the local mall produced a much lighter, semi-frivolous dress for Friday night, unlike anything she had worn in years. A visit to Victoria's Secret resulted in a selection of lingerie that she normally would have considered to be scandalous, but now suited her desires exactly! These, along with a brief and completely sheer nightgown, the same one that had failed to tempt David, prepared her for what she hoped (and, a bit, feared) would be a memorable night. Unfortunately, the night was memorable only for disappointment.
She dressed for the evening with great care and with trepidation. She stood in front of the mirror, wearing a sheer, lace bra and panty set, coupled with a matching garter belt (instead of her usual pantyhose) holding up long, dark stockings. She was startled at just how sexy she looked, hardly like a mature married woman with three college-age children. When
she put on her dress she, unfortunately, but inevitably, was not as sexy, but she was still a very appealing woman. When she went down to the reception, she unquestionably was the most attractive woman there and admiring glances followed her into the room. Women she knew complimented her fulsomely on her dress and her appearance, with just the right amount of envy (or jealousy) in their voices.
Male reaction, however, was peculiar, basically dividing into two types of behavior.
Some acquaintances made a pro forma compliment on how nice she looked and, then, that out of the way, treated her as just another colleague, talking about school budgets, discipline problems, etc., soliciting her opinions and recommendations. Feminists would have been delighted, but, right then, Cynthia did not want to be seen as "one of the boys!"
Other men she knew just didn't seem to know how to deal with her. She was a high school administrator with a good reputation of handling difﬁcult situations, a woman who most deﬁnitely was not a shrinking violet when dealing with administrative heavy-handedness. She handled herself well in the rough and tumble battle for limited resources. Yet, here she was, pretty, even delicate, dressed in a light, ﬂowery, very feminine dress! They just didn't know how to relate to such contradictory views of the same woman, so their reaction was to back off and, in effect, ignore the paradox.
So, between those who, for practical purposes, dismissed the differences as unimportant and went on with "business as usual," and those who couldn't deal with it and turned away, Cynthia was left frustrated. There was no magic contact, no eyes across the room, no proposition ...... no anything! After the dinner and meeting, she went back to her room, removed the pretty dress, removed the sexy underwear, put on a mundane sleeping-type nightgown, and went to bed, alone.
Describing the disappointing occasion with Cathy later, she had to admit that she had been both disappointed and relieved. If someone had been overcome by her new sexy allure and swept her off of her feet, she would have loved it! Being undressed, her Victoria's Secret revealed, and carried off to bed for a night of erotic sex play, would have been perfect! However, she had to admit that no one there that evening raised her blood pressure or caused her juices to ﬂow. "I honestly don't know what would have done if someone had suggested something! I really want something to happen, but, I guess, I want something more than just having sex....heaven knows. I do want that, but I just couldn't see being that close to anyone who was there! It was fun, though, being dressed like that, thinking how they would react if they had been able to see under my clothes. Boy, would they have been surprised at what I had worn underneath! It was funny enough to see how a lot of them reacted to seeing me 'out of uniform,' anyway!"
"You'll have to show me that underwear sometime -- it must really be something! As far as the people at the meeting are concerned, I'm not surprised at their reaction. School administrators are not the most 'with it' people in the world! Still, it's too bad that things didn't work out. Unfortunately, I doubt that you will be satisﬁed to have a one-night 'ﬂing' with someone you really don't know. What you want is a relationship, and I don't think you can get that at a conference unless you just are with someone you know and something spontaneously develops. A friend with whom you can have sex, like with Don Anderson and me, is perfect. Just pleasant, intimate fun with no hang-ups, but there is no way that you can arrange that. On the other hand, I think that you could enjoy the physical excitement of having sex with a virtual stranger if a spark did ﬂy between you. Maybe you'll have better luck when we're at the NEA convention this fall."
"Maybe, but I'm pretty discouraged. You know, it's been almost two years since all this started. I was worried then about what was going to happen when all the kids were gone, and that time is now! Joanie [her daughter] was a high school sophomore then and she will be a college freshman this fall. Two years of thinking, counseling and, for months now, therapy, and I haven't done anything! All I've done is ﬁnd out that I really want...no need...something, and, damn it, I can't get it! In books and movies two people meet and ﬁfteen minutes later they are in bed! I know that real life and ﬁction are two different things, but having some kind of extramarital experience shouldn't be this difﬁcult!
"In any case, I'm going to try something else. You know how David and I spent a few days with Julia and George Simpson in North Carolina three years ago. They invited us to come down again, and we're planning to go there in July and I'm going to see if anything can develop. I've always been close to both of them, and, while I don't know if a threesome is possible, as Dr. Butler instructed, I'm going to make myself available. I was thinking of them in that threesome fantasy I showed you, and I'm going to see if anything can actually happen. I still don't know about doing anything with her, but I've always thought that he was attractive. We'll see!"
So, the third week in July, Cynthia and David drove to North Carolina, arriving late afternoon. Things worked out as in her fantasy at ﬁrst. They talked, had dinner and, around 10:00 pm, David was exhausted and went to bed. Things continued well, with a late swim proposed by Julia followed by Cynthia's hesitation about not having gotten her suit out yet. Things immediately went sour, with Julia, rather than proposing a nude swim, simply said, "Oh, that's no problem! You can wear one of mine, we're almost the same size."
Unfortunately, Julia was right and her suit ﬁt well enough. It was very snug over Cynthia's considerably larger breasts, making it impossible for it to "accidentally" fall down, eliminating that ploy. (Interestingly, when she had fantasied about a threesome, the other woman had larger breasts.) Once again, hopes for an erotic idyll evaporated, and after a quiet, refreshing, but frustrating, swim, they all went to bed. For the next three days, they had an enjoyable visit, marred only, for Cynthia, by the sense that another possible opportunity was passing by.
On their last day there they had been in the pool for some time, Cynthia lying on a large ﬂoat while the others swam around. She really had hoped that something would happen during their visit, but all she could see now was a long trip home feeling even more depressed than she had before. Finally, her frustration boiled over, and she decided to do something herself! David and Julia were by the steps, some distance away, and, taking the opportunity, she reached behind her neck and undid the tie holding her suit up. Making sure that her back was turned toward the others, she pulled the suit down almost to her waist and then stretched the front up just enough to drape over her breasts. Calling to George, she asked him to help her oft of the ﬂoat, something she usually did. Now, George always had been interested in her breasts, which are much bigger than Julia's small A-cup, and when he lifted her up or helped her off, he almost always managed to "accidentally" touch them brieﬂy. The touch was never overt or long lasting, something that she had to notice and react to, just an incidental part of helping.
This time, however, things were different. Cynthia raised up and he put his hands at her waist to help her off, but, as he did so, the suit top slipped down and both breasts popped out. He was so startled at the exposure that he just held her there, staring at the turgid, pink nipples projecting toward him. Cynthia broke the trance by leaning forward and sliding off of the ﬂoat, and, as she did so, his hands slid from her waist onto the breasts under the water. At ﬁrst his touch was tentative, but, when she didn't immediately pull away and cover herself, George took advantage of her acquiescence and cupped and fondled both breasts. The entire episode didn't last more than a minute, if that, ending when Cynthia leaned back, giving him one, last look, and, then, reluctantly pulled the suit back up. Nothing was said the entire time, and no reference was made to it later, but the mutual enjoyment was obvious in the smiles they gave each other as they left the pool.
There was, however, one more, relatively minor, sexual contact between them. When they dressed to prepare to leave the following morning, Cynthia put on a light, summer blouse without a bra. When standing by the car, exchanging the traditional goodbye kiss, George was able to feel her breast with only the thin fabric in the way. It was a very pleasing way of saying goodbye!
As she recounted the story to Cathy later, she admitted that she had been shocked at her own behavior. "I've never done anything like that in my life before! I still can't believe that I not only took the initiative, which I certainly have never done, but that I actually deliberately exposed my breasts and let him feel them. That's the ﬁrst time anyone, other than David, has touched my bare breasts since we were married! But, boy did I enjoy it! Something else, too. After that I know for certain that I do want to do more. I still am not sure about a threesome or if I'd want sex with both George and Julia, but I am sure that I'd let him screw me if I had the chance! I thought... no, I was almost sure... that I would enjoy extramarital sex, but now I know it! You and Dr. Butler are the only people I could admit that to, but it's the truth."
"Well, I'm certainly glad that something worked out for you down there. That really did take a lot of nerve! It's good that your mind is clearer on things, but I'm afraid that the real problems still exist. Wouldn't you know that your ﬁrst possible prospect is way down in North Carolina!"
Cynthia giggled, almost like a teenager, saying, "I don't know about that! Julia has been trying for years to get George to come north and visit us, but he just doesn't like to travel. But, just before we left, he said that since the kids are in college and we have so much room now, they might think about coming up in the spring! I wonder what changed his mind!" Then, more seriously, "I know what you mean, though. There certainly are no prospects around here, so I guess I'll just hope something does develop at the NEA meeting in Chicago. I do feel better about things, though."
The rest of the summer passed rapidly, as usual, with getting a daughter ready to enter college, combined with her normal administrative duties, keeping Cynthia well occupied. Finally, however, with Joanie off to freshman orientation, she had to endure "empty nest" pangs in a house that suddenly seemed too large. Worse, her fears about her relationship with David were realized. There were no overt marital problems, just a feeling of living with a close relative, not a husband. The wall of indifference that had sprung up two years ago persisted and Cynthia admitted to herself that she felt no real urge to tear it down. The exhilaration coming from the brief sexual encounter with George had worn off, but remembering the excitement of that relatively minor inﬁdelity made life with her husband seem blander than ever. Thus, when she and Cathy took off for the annual NEA convention -- four nights in Chicago -- she was more than ready for a new adventure. Cathy was also eager, for Don Anderson had called saying that he would be there Saturday, the last night, and would take her out to dinner. So, both women had something to look forward to.
They arrived in Chicago, registered at the NEA table and went sight-seeing before attending the evening banquet and "get-together" reception. The following day they attended workshops that interested them, met a number of people they knew and, then, just mingled. Unfortunately, while Cynthia, surprisingly, found several of the meetings to be of value, she met no one that interested her personally. It appeared that this conference would be like the last one, professionally useful but not what she had hoped for otherwise. That night she was quite depressed, feeling old and unattractive, doomed to a dull, boring, uneventful life, and nothing Cathy could say would console her.
However, on Friday morning her luck seemed to have changed for the better. Attending a 9:00 AM session on teacher evaluation, Cynthia saw an attractive older man (probably about her own age, she 'thought ruefully) who looked familiar, sitting alone. Taking the seat beside him and introducing herself, she discovered that his name was James Cooper, D.Ed., and they realized that they had taken several graduate courses together years ago. After the session was over at l 1:00, they sat there talking about teaching problems, measuring teacher performance, etc., ﬁnally realizing that almost an hour had passed and that it was nearly noon. He invited her to lunch, and they continued talking, leaving the professional conversation and turning to more personal history. He was married, had two children about the same ages as her sons, and was an instructor at a small teacher's college -- in a town no more than 25 miles from Cynthia's school! Ironically, they had ﬂown all the way to Chicago to run into each other when their schools were no more than 40 minutes apart! They talked about all the things they had done, places they had been and, suddenly, to her profound shock, Cynthia realized that while the elusive spark had not ﬂashed between them across the room, it had done so across the table!
She was very attracted to him and, obviously, her feeling was reciprocated. They each had meetings at 1:00 pm, so they had to separate, but preparing to part, he said that he was conducting a session that evening and that it would be through by 11:00 and asked if she would be free later for a drink. Without thinking, Cynthia immediately replied, "Oh, I'll be free all night," Then suddenly realizing what she had said, quickly continued, "Oops, I didn't mean that quite the way it came out!" He just laughed and they made arrangements to meet after the session. As he started to leave, however, Cynthia nerved herself and, following Dr. Butler's advice on being more aggressive, called him back and said, softly, looking down shyly, "I really did mean what I said about being free all night."
Jim just reached out and lightly squeezed her arm, saying, "I really hoped you did!"
Cynthia went through the motions of attending another workshop before hurrying upstairs, eager to tell Cathy her news. Cathy was almost as excited as Cynthia, complimenting her on her boldness and encouraging her to be equally as brave later. After a quick dinner, Cynthia showered and began to dress for what promised to be a very erotic night ahead. Cathy watched as she donned that extremely revealing, extremely sexy lingerie purchased for just such an occasion. As Cynthia pulled up the long, sheer dark hose and fastened them to the supporters of the matching garter belt, Cathy said, "Honey, in that outﬁt you would tum anyone on, man or woman! Dr. James Cooper is going to be very happy!" That, of course, was exactly what Cynthia needed to hear, and, putting on a short, full evening dress, she went to meet her fate.
Cathy, anticipating a night alone in their room, undressed and got into bed, novel in hand to read herself to sleep -- if she could keep her mind on the book rather than on lewd thoughts involving Cynthia. However, her plans for a restful evening were rudely interrupted ﬁfteen minutes later. The door was ﬂung open and Cynthia was back in the room, her eyes brimming with tears of utter frustration. Shocked at her reappearance, Cathy sat up, her face ﬁlled with concern as she asked, "What happened, honey? What's wrong?"
"Everything's wrong, damn it! I got to the meeting room and it was completely empty and dark. A bell hop came up and asked me if I was Mrs. Anders and gave me this note from Jim." She handed Cathy a slip of paper with a short note that read:
Cynthia, I just got a call from home saying that my son has been in a car accident. I have canceled my session and I'm leaving right away. They don't think it's serious, but they're not sure. I called your room, but you probably were at dinner. If I can, I'll call you tomorrow or, if not, I'll write to your school. I can't tell you how disappointed I am. Jim
"I just can't believe this. I ﬁnally get exactly what I want and it all falls apart just like that!" Her face was the picture of disappointment, and she paced around the room, totally out of character with her usual calm demeanor. It was a good half hour before she ﬁnally slumped down in a chair, depressed and forlorn. Cathy tried to reassure her, pointing out that Jim clearly was very interested and her assignation was just postponed, not ended. Her comments ﬁnally seemed to have effect and suddenly, with a determined look replacing the disappointment on her face, Cynthia stood up and stripped off her evening dress. Standing there in her panties, bra, garter belt and hose, posing gracefully, she asked, "Do I look good like this? Did you really mean that I that I would turn anyone on, man or woman dressed like this?"



Cathy stared at her brieﬂy, and replied, "Cynthia, you are lovely, and anyone not affected by you looking like that is just not interested in sex!"
"Wait a minute, then!" Quickly reaching into a bureau drawer, she withdrew something and hurried into the bathroom. A very short time later, she reappeared, dressed in a sheer, black shortie nightgown, through which every of her body could be seen. "This is the nightgown I wore when I tried to get David to celebrate our anniversary two years ago. I haven't worn it since. I've saved it to wear with someone else since it didn't affect him! Do you like it?"
"Honey, if that didn't turn him on, you should look for sex elsewhere!"
"That's what I thought." Then, ratcheting up her nerve more than she would have thought possible, she asked, very hesitantly, "Cathy, would you....would you mind... if I got in bed with you for a while?"
Without saying a word or hesitating for a second, Cathy pulled back the covers and spread her arms in welcome. They embraced each other, hugging tightly, lost in their affection for each other. They began kissing, harder and harder as Cynthia, overcome by relief and excitement, thought of how much her mentor and dear friend meant to her. Actually, there was very little thinking going on, just reaction to the surge of passion that ﬂowed through both of them. As they kissed, their hands roamed, fondling each other's breasts and sliding downwards. Breaking off the kiss, they stripped off their nightgowns and started caressing each other's nude body in a frenzy of sexual fervor. Cathy, taking the lead, began kissing Cynthia's breast while reaching between her legs to stroke and ﬁnger her cunt.
As Cynthia's excitement mounted, Cathy lightly sucked her nipples and began kissing downward on her body, across her stomach to the pubic hair. Getting up, she moved to the bottom of the bed and slid between Cynthia's widely spread legs, kissing along the thighs until she reached the crotch. Applying a quick kiss to the clit, she began lightly ﬂicking her tongue over the clit and licking along and between the lips. Her ﬁngers were still at work, tracing a path all the way back to the crease between her hips, stroking and probing. Cynthia's hips began rising and falling as she was overcome by the erotic sensations coupled with the realization that it was another woman down there. As the climax approached, Cathy concentrated on the clit, licking and sucking, while her ﬁngers moved more and more rapidly around and in and out of the cunt. Finally, Cynthia surged upwards against Cathy's mouth and ﬁngers, held rigid for a second, and collapsed back, sated momentarily.
As the tremors subsided, Cynthia had a moment of lucidity, thinking to herself that, in her entire life until now, she had never touched another woman intimately, and, until at least the last two months, had never even thought, at least consciously, of having sex with one. Now, here she was, lying naked with another woman who had just used her ﬁngers and tongue to give her a very satisfying orgasm -- and that she, herself, was about to reciprocate! Unbelievable! That clear thinking, however, in no way deterred her from action, and, without hesitation, she worked her way down Cathy's body, caressing and fondling until she was kneeling between her widespread thighs. Within a very short time, for the first time in her life, Cynthia performed cunnilingus, ﬁnding, to her own surprise, that she really enjoyed it!
She was not surprised that it was pleasurable to titillate Cathy, to feel her excitement grow as result of Cynthia's licking and ﬁngering, but she had not expected to enjoy the act, itself. She didn't know just what she did expect, but she found it to be warm, extraordinarily intimate, and, of course, delightfully perverse. When Cathy's climax ﬁnally was reached and her tremors died down, Cynthia moved back up and the two of them lay pleasantly relaxed beside each other, feeling a closeness, a bonding that can come only between friends who have gone beyond the bounds of regular friendship. The word pleasant continued to be applicable, and as Cathy and Dr. Butler had said, the whole experience had been very, very, pleasant! Warm, affectionate, intimate....and pleasant!
They lay there for some time, talking softly, reluctant to break the spell, very comfortable with each other. Ultimately, of course, mundane things (i.e. the need to go to the bathroom) intervened and they returned to their usual pre-bed routine. Still, without consultation, they returned to the same bed to sleep, rather than separating. Before going to sleep, Cathy said, softly, "That was wonderful, honey! Do you feel better?"
Cynthia's reply was emphatic, "It was wonderful! And, I feel much I'm even glad that Jim couldn't stay! And I'm glad that I wore the black nightgown tonight!"
The following morning when she awoke, Cynthia was momentarily startled (as Cathy had been her first time) to ﬁnd herself naked in bed with another naked woman, but the pleasures of the previous night instantaneously ﬂooded through her mind. Suddenly she had a sense of euphoria, a feeling of lightness that she realized represented the lilting of the low-grade depression that had hovered in the back of her mind for many months. She honestly hadn't realized until then just how omnipresent that dark cloud had been or how bright things looked without it. Just having sex with another person, even if it was with another woman (or, possibly, because of it), had given her the feeling of closeness and intimacy she couldn't get at home. She was not so sanguine as to believe that her problem was solved or that the depression wouldn't return, but it was a start!
In any case, the two women got up and, matter-of-factly, prepared to go out, treating their previous night's experience as if they did it all the time. They were just comfortable with other! They spent the morning shopping, followed by lunch, after which they split up, Cynthia going to another session while Cathy went to meet Don Anderson. When Cynthia returned to the room, she found Cathy resting before dinner and asked, with a smile, "Well, how was your afternoon?"
Cathy returned the smile, replying, "Very enjoyable! The evening's going to be fun, too. I told him all about you, and he's going to take both of us out to dinner tonight! He remembered you very well, and is really looking forward to seeing you. He's coming here at 6:00, so you have plenty of time to get ready. Why don't you wear the clothes you had on last night? You looked lovely and very sexy!"
"That does sound like fun, but don't you want to be alone with Don?"
"Good heavens, honey, we were alone all afternoon! I really would like to have you along, particularly if you will dress exactly as you did last night!"
That settled, they began to get ready, with Cynthia laying out the underwear and dress that Cathy wanted. Suddenly, she had an idea. "Look, Cathy, I have two more sets of Victoria's Secret lingerie with me! We're about the same size. Why don't you see if you'd like to wear one of them? I even have spare stockings!"
With Cynthia's encouragement, Cathy selected one of the outﬁts, and, shortly, they both were wearing very sexy bras and panties with garter belts and hose under their best dresses. As Cathy said, "I haven't worn stockings in years, but they certainly are more attractive than pantyhose."
So, "dressed to kill," they were ready for dinner. Just before Don arrived, however, Cynthia received a phone call from Jim, saying that, fortunately, the accident turned out not to be serious. He then made it very clear that he wanted to see her again and that his interest was not platonic! Obviously, the spark that Cynthia had felt was mutual, and their goodbyes were considerably more affectionate than the time together would seem to have merited. Needless to say, Cynthia was "ﬂoating" as they left the room.
Cynthia found Don to be very charming in a non-professional setting, dinner was delicious and the three of them were delightful company for each other. Don commented several times about how attractive Cynthia looked in her glamorous evening dress, making her feel very good. After eating, they strolled through the up-scale mall attached to the hotel before going to their room where they ordered a nightcap sent up. They sat and drank for a while, the conversation was wide ranging, becoming more intimate, very companionable, ending, somehow, in a discussion of lingerie. Almost as if it were planned (and it was, Cathy revealed to Cynthia later) Cathy said, "Boy, if you are talking about sexy underwear, you should see what Cynthia has on! Come on, honey, take off your dress and show Don what you're wearing!"
Cynthia looked at her in utter amazement, not believing that Cathy would suggest such a thing. What really shocked her, however, was the realization that she wanted to undress for them! The lovely evening, and several drinks, had mellowed her. The continual series of compliments had ﬂattered her -- and, she was very aware of how sexy her underwear was. She had commented to Cathy how she wished she could show it off, and Cathy was offering her a chance to do so. Still, the idea of deliberately undressing in front of a man startled and frightened her.
Hesitantly, she reached for the fasteners of her dress, but stopped, saying, "Oh I can't do it!" Then, "Wait, Cathy, you're wearing the same type of underwear! You take your dress off too!" Needless to say, Cathy had no objection, and several minutes later, two semi-nude women stood before Don, every detail of their bodies revealed through their sheer bras and panties. His reaction was just what any woman would want in a similar situation -- profuse admiration and obvious arousal!
Cynthia could never quite reconstruct the steps involved after that, but somehow she found herself on the bed, completely nude, with Cathy on one side and Don on the other, both also nude. She felt their hands roaming over her body, caressing and fondling her breasts, stroking and probing her cunt. As in her fantasy, with her eyes shut, she couldn't tell whose hands were where....and it didn't matter, it felt wonderful! They alternated kissing her lips and her nipples with Cathy ﬁnally working her way down and slipping between her legs. Cynthia was in a daze, just reacting to the stimulus, but she was aware enough to realize that Cathy was licking her cunt while a man watched!
Normally, if she could have conceived of such a thing happening, she would have been horriﬁed, but, now, it just added fuel to the ﬂame and her hips began ﬂexing up and down in excitement. Suddenly, Cathy withdrew, leaving Cynthia hanging, but the emptiness between her legs was ﬁlled by Don who, lifting her legs up over his shoulders, plunged deeply into her well lubricated passage. In a lucid moment, as Cathy pulled away and Don prepared to enter, Cynthia thought, "My god, he's going to screw me....he's going to screw me!" The thought reverberated through her head as she was penetrated, and it was the last coherent thought she had as the sensations and emotions took over and she just reacted, surging upward to meet Don as he thrust in, pulling back as he withdrew.
Cathy lay beside them, fondling Cynthia's breasts with one hand while slipping the other between their bodies, feeling the slippery connection between cock and cunt. Remembering Cynthia's last threesome fantasy, she slid her hand backward along the slick crease until she found the anal opening and probed inward with the tip of her index ﬁnger. She moved the ﬁnger inward and outward, matching the rhythm of the screwing, slipping in deeper and deeper. The double penetration sent waves of ecstasy throughout Cynthia's body, and her motions became more frantic, less controlled as she approached climax. Don matched her fervor, thrusting in and out, more and more vigorously until, suddenly, in a series of spasmodic moves, he surged against her, ejaculating deep within.
These ﬁnal, forceful penetrations put Cynthia over the top, and she, too, reached orgasm, twisting wildly with her pelvis, pushing upward with all her strength, having what she told them later was the greatest climax of her life. Later, while Don recovered his rigidity, it was Cathy's turn, and, without hesitation or embarrassment, Cynthia performed cunnilingus while Don watched -- and, perversely, she enjoyed having him there! Actually, she enjoyed and was aroused by everything that went on that night, both things done to her and by her! Her ﬁrst threesome was a colossal success!
After Don left, the two women talked for a long time, Cathy admitting that she had described Cynthia's situation to Don that afternoon and proposed having a threesome with her. Remembering how attractive Cynthia had been when he knew her before, Don, of course, was enthusiastic about the idea. That, of course was why Cathy had insisted that Cynthia dress to way she had and why the conversation took the course it did! Considering the happy outcome, Cynthia hardly could complain and, in fact, sincerely thanked Cathy for everything. Lying there that night, before going to sleep, she considered the last few days. She arrives in Chicago with hope, but nothing seems likely to happen and she is depressed. Then, surprisingly, she meets a man who attracts her, makes plans that almost certainly would have led to going to bed with him. Exhilaration! The plans fall through and she's back to square one, extraordinarily depressed.
Suddenly, in a 24-hour period, everything changes. Unexpectedly, she has complete, very intimate sex with another woman, an experience by itself that would make the trip a success! Still on a high from that experience, she ﬁnds herself engaged in a threesome, having sex with that same woman and committing adultery with a man she hardly knew! Unbelievable! And, what should be surprising but somehow isn't, she has absolutely no sense of guilt about any of it!
She couldn't help but think about little things can change a person's entire life. If David had said something like, "Oh, that would be fun! Let's do it." when she had approached him two years ago, she undoubtedly would never even have thought of having an affair. A few affectionate words would have done it. Instead, coming to Chicago she was depressed, even a bit frightened, at the thought of maintaining a stable but relatively sterile marriage where even sexual intercourse was unfulﬁlling. Leaving Chicago, her depression was gone and the future looked bright.
Her married life probably wouldn't change much, continuing a reasonably happy relationship based on shared experiences, the children, etc. -- all the elements that integrate two lives over many years. She did want that relationship to continue, even if it was not completely satisfying. The missing element, that something that she had been seeking would still be missing in that relationship, but, now, she had other sources, other prospects. George and Julia, close friends, would be visiting and might become very close friends! Certainly the contact with Jim was exceedingly promising and there was reason to hope that their relationship might develop into a long-term affair like that of Cathy and Don!
Most important of all, however, was Cathy. While her intercourse with Don had conﬁrmed her heterosexual preference for male-female sex, and she really wanted that with Jim, the female-female sex with Cathy had been even more satisfying, comfortable and, of course, pleasant than she would have thought possible. The continuing of that relationship would certainly provide the intimacy and closeness she had been missing. Cathy had even hinted that, if she wished, Eddie might become part of an occasional threesome, providing both kinds of sex!
So, for Cynthia, a future that had looked bleak and uninteresting suddenly was ﬁlled with intriguing activities and opportunities. Would she have been happier if David had been more considerate, more interested? Or, was she glad that fate had worked out as it did? Fortunately, she didn't have to answer those questions and, when her plane left Chicago, Cynthia was quite happy with the good fortune that now was hers.



        Susan and the Professor Ch. 05

        Spanking and humiliation

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/susan-and-the-professor-ch-05

Title: Susan and the Professor Ch. 05

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Spanking and humiliation

Tags: humiliation, spanking, cock sucking, adultery

Series: Susan and the Professor


"It was two weeks later, and I was drying off after showering, feeling refreshed and happy. Don had been in the study working on our bills and, I had heard vaguely, talking on the phone. Suddenly, I heard him command, 'Jean, come out here!' I had an immediate premonition that I was in trouble, and, as I came out, naked except for a towel, I knew I was right.
His face had a stone-like, angry look – you know the one I mean, you've seen it – and he just stared at me for a moment that seemed like forever. Then, he said, threateningly, 'I've just spent ten minutes with the phone company trying to ﬁgure out why we were being charged for a twenty-minute call to Roanoke, Virginia – which turned out to be a person-to-person call from here to Janine Doyle! If there's an innocent explanation, I'd better hear it right now! "'
"You must have been scared to death! What on earth did you say, and what happened?"
"Scared is hardly the word for it – terriﬁed and paralyzed is more like it! You know, these happened years ago, but I can remember every detail as if it had been yesterday. . . . .
***************************************
Jean stood there, her mind in complete turmoil, trying desperately to think of something, anything, to explain the unexplainable. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out, until, ﬁnally, she gasped, "Don....I....Oh, Don..."
"Obviously, you have no innocent explanation! Come here!" With that, Don grabbed her and, without any further comment, turned her over his knee and began a vicious spanking. Her towel had fallen off, leaving her completely naked, her ass completely exposed mid completely vulnerable. Don didn't utter a word as he brought his hand down with a resounding smack, the ﬁrst of many blows to hit her bare buttocks.
Smack..smack..smack..smack.., each smack with the full power of his arm, sending waves of pain through her as she kicked and squirmed, begging him to stop. Don paid absolutely no attention to Jean's cries or her efforts to free herself. He was completely intent in punishing her for her obvious unfaithfulness, continuing to belabor her bottom as it turned pink, then red and, ﬁnally, ﬂaming crimson.
At last, after thirty thunderous blows, his hand began to tingle, and, looking around, he picked up a large, but thin, hardbound book from the bedside table and began using it as a paddle. It made a loud "twack' noise as it smashed against her ass cheeks, stinging the already sore ﬂesh, magnifying the agony she already felt. The twacks seemed to go on forever: thwack... thwack... thwack.... thwack.... thwack....., on and on, each one worse than the one before, hitting the same inﬂamed area, the pain shooting through her like lightning.
By this time, Jean's struggles had ended. All she could do was lie there, draped over his knees, and absorb the punishment. She was crying piteously, moaning and pleading for him to stop, gasping out, "Please, Don, I'm sorry! Please stop...it hurts! Please let me explain!"
"Oh, you'll explain, all right! But your ass is going to be blistered ﬁrst!" The spanking continued, and, while her ass might not have been literally "blistered," it took on the deep red color of subsumed skin that would blister. Thwack...thwack........thwack ..........thwack. Finally, Don's fury diminished, the spanking slowed.....and stopped. Jean just hung there, sobbing, tears ﬂowing down her cheeks and dropping to the ﬂoor. Don did not take pity on her as he heaved her up onto her feet, from which she collapsed on the bed, hiding her face in the covers. "All right, Jean, let's hear that explanation – and it had better be honest or you'l1 be right over my knee again!"
Crying profusely, Jean, with little choice, began recounting the events described above. The words poured out, starting with the New Year's Eve celebration and her subsequent adultery that night, her long sex ﬁlled weekend with Dennis, and ending with her fearful efforts to conceal her sins. She very frankly described the intimate relationship but insisting that all of it had been nothing but "recreational" sex.
"Damn it, Jean, you're still missing the point. I don't care if Dennis fucked you once or one hundred times! You can suck his cock all day if you want to! We went through this four years ago on our second anniversary. I told you then that I wouldn't mind if some guy fucked you at the party, but, don't lie to me about it! Despite that warning, you deliberately told me that Dennis left after taking you home."
"But, Don, Dennis was right there! How could I tell you that we'd just had sex and that he was going to sleep with me?"
"You know that you could have let me know that he was still there. I could have ﬁlled in the details myself. There's just no excuse for lying to me, and you'll get an even harder spanking if you ever do it again!"
**********************************************************
"We talked a long time about it, and I had to admit that I was completely wrong. I knew, of course, how he felt about me not telling him the truth about something, and he'd told me several other times that he wouldn't mind if I had a purely sexual encounter with someone else, and I told him about it. I guess that I just didn't want to risk it – having sex and sleeping with Dennis for three days seemed like just too much. I just didn't dare to see if Don really meant it. Boy, was that a mistake! That's what made my freezing when John had me in Maine so stupid. I had no reason not to tell him and I certainly should have, but, for some reason, when I should have volunteered the information. I didn't, deliberately misleading him. As you know, I paid for it too!"
"Well, we both knew that you should tell him about John, but the video tape came too soon and caught you. Obviously, Don doesn't mind – and he shouldn't considering the number of times he's had me. How did it turn out with Dennis? Did he ever ﬁnd out that Don knew?"
"Oh, yes. A few months later, Don had to go to St. Louis again, and he actually asked me if I wanted to invite Dennis over. I admitted that I thought I would enjoy it and I did call him. He stayed with me two nights – working during the day – and I told him then that Don didn't mind. That relieved him since he had felt somewhat guilty about screwing his friend's wife. After that, the three of us got together like old times, with the subject of sex never coming up. Later that year, we had to move to the Midwest for Don's business, and I started free-lance writing while still having connections with the Globe. Once or twice a year I would have to ﬂy back to Boston and, when l did, Dennis would pick me up at Logan and I would stay with him at his apartment – very pleasant and very sexy!
"There is one thing, however. I never told Don about Dennis fucking me while we were talking on the phone. I still don't see anything wrong with it as long as only Dennis and I knew about it – but I was afraid that Don would somehow think I was putting something over on him when that certainly was not my intent. It would have been wrong if it had been done to hurt him or, as with Janine, to spite him, and I would never do that! As I told you before, I feel the same way about you sucking Robert while Jim waits in the car – it's fun, you feel sexy doing it, and, since Jim doesn't know about it, no one is hurt. I think that it all depends on your motivation! You know, though, I think that there is always a little feeling of guilt, a sense of doing something 'wrong', or, even, a slight element of danger, that makes doing something like that exciting."
Whether Jean's arguments were rational or just rationalizations, they made sense to Susan and she came to really enjoy sucking up till the last minute before Jim arrived. On several occasions when he came in to the apartment's foyer and rang the bell, she was still on her knees awaiting Robert's ejaculation. One time, in fact, he was kept waiting outside the door for several minutes until the cock sucking was finished. Certainly, Jean was right in one respect – the element of danger, doing it when she knew that her husband was very near, made what might have become a routine activity quite stimulating. In fact, musing and philosophizing aside, that is usually the real reason people do things like this – it provides a tingle, a little thrill from doing something totally outside normal bounds of behavior. Something new, something different, that made adultery even more attractive.
This extra stimulation was particularly evident from one small incident that occurred the weekend after their discussion about Susan's guilty feelings. Robert was at Jean and Don's for dinner, something that had become fairly common as the semester went on. The meal was over and everyone was sitting around talking until the school's basketball team's game came on television. Jean served dessert at half time, with Susan assisting, of course.
When the second half started, the two women, with, surprisingly, Robert's help, carried the plates back to the kitchen and cleaned up. As they ﬁnished, Jean turned to Susan, with a knowing grin, saying, "Why don't I wait outside and guard the door for a few minutes, honey." Actually, she and Susan had agreed that she would do so if an opportunity arose, so her suggestion was no surprise to Susan, but it was to Robert.
He was, quite reasonably, puzzled, not being aware that Jean knew of his and Susan's sexual activities, but recognizing an opportunity when it was presented, he began playing with Susan's breasts while remarking, "I assume that Jean knows something of what we've been doing, and that she approves." Then, looking quizzically at her, he asked, "Will it be safe?" Nodding, Susan knelt down in front of him in obvious invitation, and, without further hesitation, Robert took out his cock, now quite hard, and inserted it into her open mouth. The circumstances made it almost certain that the cock sucking would be short – a lovely married woman kneeling at his feet, sucking, while her husband sat in the next room; another married woman, his hostess, standing guard just a few feet away, obviously aware of what was going on.
The idea of doing something immoral and dangerous combined with the physical and psychological impact of Susan's sucking mouth soon had Robert's cock approaching climax. She held his cock between her ﬁngers as she moved her head back and forth, her mouth serving as a cunt. He had a hand on each side of her head, guiding her as his hips ﬂexed, driving in and out as if he were fucking her. Finally, the inevitable occurred, and he ejaculated, the cum spurting into her mouth and, as she swallowed, down her throat.
For Susan, the entire performance was exhilarating – kneeling down like a slave girl or concubine servicing her master; knowing that Jean was just outside the door, aware of what she was doing; knowing, also, that her husband was nearby, totally unaware of what she was doing! All of these things combined to give her a thrill, an elation that the simple act of cock sucking never could do alone. It was that feeling of doing something totally out of the ordinary combined with the delightful sense of doing something dangerous – but not too dangerous! Dissolute, licentious, immoral, wanton – a delicious sense of doing something totally beyond the pale.
She became more and more inﬂamed and, running her hand up under her skirt, she masturbated her cunt, rubbing the clit as her excitement grew. When she felt Robert starting to come, she actually reached orgasm herself as surges of sexual heat ﬂowed through her body. As the cock began to spurt, she held it tight between her lips, welcoming the ﬂood that poured into her mouth and down her throat. At the same time, her hand clamped hard on her clit, her pelvis moving almost as if she were being screwed, her climax almost matching his in intensity.
The entire scenario didn't last very long. Robert put his cock away and helped Susan to her feet, the two of them casually leaving the kitchen as if nothing had happened. Jean was standing just outside the door and the three of them joined Don and Jim in watching the game. Nothing was said at the time, of course, but Susan said later, and Robert surprisingly agreed, that having Jean as a knowledgeable co-conspirator a few feet away had added a real spice to their illicit assignation. She also admitted that it gave her a secret thrill to sit next to her husband on the couch a few minutes after sucking another man's cock in the kitchen! Whether it was Jean's advice or merely coming to terms with her own desires, Susan's conscience hadn't stopped her from enjoying that illicit tryst.
So, with that conscience being eased, things went very well for most of the semester. Regrettably, though, there was one signiﬁcant complication. As one would be expect, throughout most of her life, she had been a "good" girl, doing what was proper, treating people with courtesy, and meeting all of the standards of etiquette. This was particularly true with appointments and schedules – she always was on time. However, when she retired from teaching, punctuality seemed much less important, and, with the birth of the baby and its irregular schedule, she came to regard being on time as less important. Consequently, by the second or third week of meetings with Robert, she began arriving ten, ﬁfteen, or, once, twenty minutes late.
As might be assumed, Robert did not take such behavior with equanimity. With his background, punctuality was to be assumed. He saw being late without very good excuse as gross discourtesy, something just "not done" and, thus, totally unacceptable. Such behavior indicated that the late comer considered the appointment, class, etc. as less important than his or her other activities and that there was no need to worry about inconveniencing, in this case, Robert. He would not countenance such behavior, a fact that his students in class soon discovered – as soon, also, did Susan.
The ﬁrst time she was late he excused it while showing his mild displeasure. When she was twenty minutes late because Jim, Jr. was not feeling well, he excused it without hesitation. However, when the tardiness was nothing more than lack of discipline or, worse, a feeling that "it doesn't matter," he was much less forgiving. At first, he merely scowled and said that he expected her to be on time just as for a regular class, but, by the third time, he was politely irate (if such a thing is possible), telling her that he expected her to be there at 2:00, not 2:10 or, worse, 2:20. When she was ﬁfteen minutes late the next Monday, he ﬁnally had enough, and as she came in, said, "All right, Susan. You've deﬁed me about being on time long enough! Now, take off your panties and come over here – you're going to get a spanking that may remind you of the value of punctuality!"
"Robert! You must be kidding! You're not going to spank me!"
"You do as I say, or leave!"
"I won't do it!"
"All right, we will drop the course right now. I won't have anything more to do with you if you don't value the material enough to show your respect for it – and me!"
Furious, Susan grabbed up her purse and headed for the door. However, once outside and sitting in her car, she broke down and cried, thinking about what she was losing. She loved the reading and the analysis, and she loved doing it with Robert. Also, how would she ever explain not having the tutorial alter bubbling over about much she enjoyed it. Finally, in desperation, she slowly went back inside and knocked on Robert's door. Obviously not surprised (but secretly relieved – he was giving up a great deal too, of course), he let her in. Clearly having the advantage, he intended to make the most of the situation.
"Please, Robert, I'm sorry."
"That is not signiﬁcant, Susan. The matter is closed!"
"Oh, please, Robert, I'm really sorry. Please let's go on with the work – I really want to!" Getting no reply, only a haughty look, she added, "Please, Robert, don't make me beg you!"
"That's exactly what I want you to do, beg me to punish and forgive you, and to promise to be on time in the future
Susan didn't know what to do, her pride forbidding her to beg, yet wanting desperately to have him give in. "Oh, Robert, I can't!"
"Then leave!"
Tears welled up in Susan's eyes again, and sobbing, she dropped to her knees and pleaded, "Please, Robert, forgive me. I promise not to be late again if you will forgive me!"
Robert was startled, not expecting her to kneel down, but, hardening his voice, demanded, "Tell me how I should punish you. Ask me to do it!"
Absolutely crushed and humiliated, Susan found herself in a position of which she never had dreamed. Always before when she had been spanked, a physically stronger person, Jean, Don – and Robert – had simply turned her over their knees and, despite her struggles, had punished her. Now, she was being forced to ask to be spanked. He was demanding her total submission before spanking her, abasing herself completely – she couldn't do it, but she had to! Finally, as the tears began rolling down her cheeks, she broke down and stammered, "Please, Robert, spa...span...spank me."
"Say it clearer Including the panties!"
Blushing furiously and crying as she did so, Susan said, "Please Robert, take down my panties and spank me!"
"Louder!"
"PLEASE, ROBERT. TAKE DOWN MY PANTIES AND SPANK ME!" Susan practically shouted the demeaning request, then slumped back on her heels, her shoulders and head falling forward, her face hidden.
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Robert's anger was largely appeased and he looked down on Susan's pitiful ﬁgure, tempted to help her up and cuddle her. However, he still felt it necessary to punish her to ensure that she learned a lesson. So, putting aside his merciful urge, he simply said, "Get up, Susan, and come over here." She struggled to her feet, head still bowed submissively, and followed him to the couch. Sitting down in front of her, Robert commanded, "Ok, raise your skirt!"
Slowly, but not hesitantly, she reached down to the hem of her skirt and pulled it up to her waist, exposing her pink panties and garter belt and long, dark stockings. This was humiliation piled on humiliation. Obviously this man had seen her naked many times now, and she even had stripped for him like a wanton that ﬁrst time, but this was different. Forced to expose herself, to lift her skirt against her will, after begging to be spanked was humiliation squared.
She presented a delectable picture, of course, and Robert, no longer angered, was certainly aware of the pulchritude in front of him. Still, he made no overt signs of sexual interest and simply reached for the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. The puffy triangle of pubic hair guarding her cunt - unlike many blondes, her hair was dense and curly enough to hide the cleavage of her cunt lips - tempted him, but, concealing his lascivious interest, he just ordered, "Lie over my knees!" Again, slowly, but without any futile protest or objection, Susan stepped out of her panties, which were around her ankles, and meekly did as instructed, presenting her ass cheeks for punishment. Actually, at that point she was so completely overwhelmed by all that had happened that her submission to Robert's desires was complete. She really wasn't thinking, just waiting for orders from her master. She had never abased herself to anyone like this before and she just had no mind of her own. Thus, when Robert's hand came down on her ass with a resounding "slap," she made absolutely no effort to struggle or protect herself. She truly was a slave being disciplined, completely under his control.
The spanking was nowhere as harsh as the ﬁrst time with Robert, but the continual slapping still was painful. Slaps and moans or "ouches" alternated, and Susan did writhe around as it continued, but she made no effort to escape or to evade the blows. As always, the cheeks gradually turned beet-red and became extremely tender as Robert administered a spanking rigorous enough to be remembered and to act as a deterrent in the future. Unlike the ﬁrst time, however, he was quite aware of the sensual nature of what he was doing and of the bottom on which he was doing it. There was tremendous tactile pleasure in feeling his hand contact Susan's smooth, silky skin and in the bounciness of the ass cheeks. This time instead of impersonally and angrily inﬂicting punishment on those cheeks, he paid a great deal of attention to the ass, itself, and to the cunt peeking out below.
Finally, with his cock demanding attention, he deemed the chastisement to be adequate, and, setting Susan on her feet, led her to the bedroom. There, without being told, Susan stripped off all of her clothes, lay down on the bed and, without hesitation, raised and spread her legs. By that time, Robert had also undressed and, with his cock rampart, moved between her legs and entered her with one push. As usual, the combination of being subjugated and spanked had worked its magic, and her cunt was drenched with lubrication. It was a relatively short but my satisfying session of sexual intercourse, both being highly aroused when it began. As his cock pounded into and out of her cunt, Susan put her legs around him, pulling him in deeper with each penetration. Finally, the stimulation caused Robert to reach climax, and he jetted cum deep into her cunt, the extra vigor of his surge inward triggering her orgasm. They stayed, welded together, each trying to get closer, to force the cock in even deeper - and then they collapsed, sated and spent.
Afterwards, they lay there quietly for a while and then, almost as if nothing untoward had happened, went over Susan's readings and analysis. Of course, a great deal had happened, and as she dressed to leave, she promised meekly to be on time from then on. When told that if she were late, the punishment would be much more severe, she accepted the threat as both real and, oddly enough, as perfectly proper. The humiliating and mortifying begging and the subsequent spanking had chastened her, and had created permanent submissive feelings toward Robert. Thus, she accepted his dominance over her, including his right to discipline her. As she had discovered with Jean and Don, once she had been subdued, the one who did so had real control over her. In any case, the lesson was learned: from then on she was on time or, even, early for meeting with Robert - with one signiﬁcant exception, as we will see. In addition, others, including Jim, were pleased that, for some reason which they really didn't understand, she had reverted back to the punctual person she always had been. So once again, a spanking had a salutatory effect.
Now, for that "signiﬁcant exception." Susan did reform, watching the time carefully when she was committed to be somewhere at a particular time, and planning ahead so that she would be punctual. Unfortunately, or so it appeared at the time, fate played a nasty trick on her. Daylight savings time came at the end of March, and Susan dutifully went around the house changing the clocks ahead, along with her watch, timers, etc., and, as with most people, was pleased with more sunlight in the evening. That Thursday, there was a noon luncheon for faculty wives, one which Susan mended with a close friend, Sally Coughlin. Susan dressed with care, thinking as she did so, how Robert would be surprised by her relatively dressy attire. Sally drove them to the faculty club, and would deliver her to Robert's apartment by 2:00 PM. Jim would pick her up at 4:00 PM as usual.
On the way to the luncheon, Susan was quite emphatic to Sally that she must get to Robert's on time, so Sally simply said, "Ok, honey, you just come over to me when you're ready to leave and we'll go right away. I don't want to stay for a 'social' hour with women I hardly know, anyway!" So, everything was arranged. The food was excellent (which was a surprise), and Susan enjoyed talking with several wives that she hadn't seen since last year. After eating, she kept a careful eye on her watch, ﬁguring that if they left by 1:45, they would easily arrive on time, even if trafﬁc was against them. However, as she was happily talking with another ex-school teacher, Sally hurried up, saying, "Susan! Weren't you supposed to be there at 2:00? I got interested in the conversation and forgot to look at my watch, and, anyway, you were going to come get me when you were ready, so I wasn't worried. But, it's after 2:30, so I thought l'd better check!"
Shocked, Susan looked at her watch and, relieved, said, "It's only 1:30, Sally. I've been looking every few minutes."
"Susan! Look at the clock! It's 2:30!"
"Oh, my god, my watch is wrong! Let's go! Oh, good heavens, I can't believe this!" As they practically ran out to the car and broke several trafﬁc laws on the way to Robert's apartment, Susan agonized over the situation. "Gods, I looked at my watch all the time!" Then, "Damn it, I know what happened! I changed my regular watch last Sunday, but I never thought of my dress watch, so it's still on standard time! Stupid! I never even looked at the time when I put it on! Boy, I'm in trouble!"
"Oh, for heaven's sake, Susan! You're just late - it's not a major offense! l'm sure he'll understand."
Susan didn't agree with her, but she hardly could say that she was afraid of a painful spanking! "I suppose you're right, but I do like to be 'on time." Just then they arrived, and, waving goodbye as she jumped out, she hurried to meet her fate. As she rushed into the building and rang the bell, she saw the door ripped open, the knob held by a stony-faced, obviously irate, Robert. Her heart sank even further, if that were possible, as he said, "Well, it's good to see that you condescended to come. I've been waiting for almost an hour - if that's of any concern!"
"Oh, Robert, I'm so sorry! I hadn't changed my watch to daylight savings time, and I thought that I had plenty of time!" She blurted out her explanation, realizing that she did so that it was extraordinarily weak - daylight saving time had come in ﬁve days ago so it might have been a reasonable excuse on Monday, but she had been on time then. In any case, defending herself by saying that she had been careless was not going to work anyway, and she knew that she was in for a spanking, regardless of what she said. That belief was quickly confirmed.
"I don't care h your excuse is! You were to be here at 2 o'clock, and it's almost three. Unless something serious happened - and it obviously did not - I don't care why you're late! Now, get in the bedroom and take your clothes off." Susan had a momentary surge of hope that he was only interested in screwing her and that she might escape the expected spanking, but as she entered the bedroom any such illusion was shattered. "Come on, undress and get ready for the punishment I promised you."
Susan reluctantly unbuttoned her blouse, opened it and shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing her almost transparent bra. Her hands went behind her to unfasten her skirt and, as she removed it, she stood there in the bra, matching sheer panties and thigh high hose. Her nipples showed clearly through the thin fabric of the bra and her blond pubic hair was prominently displayed through the panties. She posed there for a few seconds, and then, reluctantly, reached back and released the bra, permitting her large breasts to spill out, quivering and bouncing, almost with a life of their own. Next, she hooked her ﬁngers in the top of her brief panties, lowered them down, and stepped out of them. As she straightened up, she stood there, nude except for her stockings, posing provocatively, still hoping against hope that he would relent and just have sex with her.
Actually, looking at her would have tempted any straight man. Large breasts jutting out with virtually no sag, nipples erect, just begging to be fondled and sucked. As always, the mass of blond curly cunt hair at the base of her stomach provided an enticing hint of the pleasures waiting between her thighs. Those thighs, themselves, were firm and supple, seemingly just waiting to be spread for his sexual pleasure. Susan actually found herself ﬂaunting her body, leaning back and letting her breasts jiggle, her legs parted suggestively, trying to entice Robert to get carried away and fuck, rather than spank, her. That she could think of just being fucked by another man was startling in itself, but it said something of Susan's fear of a very painful spanking.
In any case, however, such blandishments were unavailing. Robert was not immune to the obvious attractions Susan was offering, and, certainly, his cock was affected by that blatant offer, but, while he was tempted to put her on the bed and take what she proposed, he had other plans for the lovely woman before him. Saying, "Come over here, Susan, " he led her to what appeared to be a wooden card or game table on the edge of which he had placed a pillow, the whole thing covered by a soft blanket. Susan hadn't even noticed the setup when she came in, and a wave of fear went through her as he directed her to bend over, placing her stomach on the pillow and lowering her upper body to the blanket-covered table top. Then, taking her left hand, he placed a cloth, Velcro-closed handcuff around the wrist and fastened it to the left leg of the table. He repeated this with her right wrist, leaving her lying ﬂat, arms drawn out and totally unable to move. More signiﬁcantly, with her stomach raised up on the pillow, her hips jutted upwards at an angle, the round mounds of her ass cheeks were prominently displayed and defenseless.
Robert ran his hands over the soft ﬂesh, saying, "Now you won't be able to get your hands in the way!" Susan was petriﬁed, anticipating another unmerciful spanking with either his hand or the paddle he had used before. Robert surprised her, however, telling her, "I have something new for you. Look! I thought that you would backslide before the semester was over, so I ordered this little implement for you." Turning her head sideways, with difﬁculty, she saw a strange apparatus, a kind of whip that looked something like a feather duster, although the feathers were replaced by long straps of what appeared to be cloth. Robert dragged the straps over her bottom, across her shoulders and down her neck to her face. She was pleasantly surprised to feel that the straps, indeed, felt like soft cloth, almost like ultra-suede, although somewhat stiffer. In reality, as she discovered later, the straps actually were leather, a very ﬁne, soft doeskin, but, still, what had appeared to be a real ordeal in the offing, now seemed much less threatening.
Robert pulled back and looked at the delectable sight before him. Susan's ass provided a perfect target for the soft whip in his hand. Pale pink and unmarked, it was like as smooth, soft beach ball. This beach ball, however, was divided in half like a peach, the two halves coming together in the valley between the cheeks and ending at the point that her thighs began, each cheek ﬂowing smoothly into one of those thighs. Susan's raised position, however, caused an interruption in that ﬂow. Where the division of her buttocks ended, that cleavage continued between plump cunt lips, covered with the blond curly hair, which protruded above the thighs, providing a split oval to complement the round, similarly split ass above. Most people are surprised as to just how prominent a woman's cunt lips are, how they bulge out when she is bent far over - as Susan was - but it certainly presents a very feminine phenomenon.
Robert slowly pulled the whip along Susan's back, twitching it as he did so. Then, he lowered it to the ﬂoor and slowly dragged it up her thighs to her hips. It felt so tantalizing as he did so, that, as he started to do it again, Susan shufﬂed her feet apart slightly so that the strands slithered along her inter thighs onto and through her cunt. It was a very sensuous feeling and her fears of harsh punishment was replaced pleasant feeling of anticipation - of what, she had no idea - but the gentle stroking of the whip was exciting. Certainly she could see no way that such soft material could cause pain. She was in for a surprise!
Robert ﬁnally pulled the whip away, and, with a ﬂick of his wrist, brought the strands down on Susan's behind. The straps fell across the cheeks and curled around the other side, sending a tingle through her. He quickly repeated the blow further down and, then, began a continuous series of strokes, never hitting the same spot twice in succession. He started at the peak of her raised hips and worked downwards, ending on her upper thighs and then back up. He would hit one cheek, the tips of the straps sneaking into the crevice between, and then move and to the other side. When he reached the base of her hips, the protruding cunt lips received the same treatment. When the whipping began, Susan was titillated by the feathery impact of the doeskin strands, actually raising her hips slightly in anticipation of the pleasant sensation. As the whip continued to rise and fall, however, the enjoyable tingle gradually changed to a much less pleasurable sting.
If someone had been witnessing the activities, it would have appeared innocent, a playful make-believe whipping. Robert's arm moved without vigor as he continued to ﬂick the tendrils over Susan's posterior, not lashing her, not scourging her - just seemingly caressing her with the soft ends of the strands. But, her rear gradually became pink all over, the pink changing to red and, ﬁnally, to a burning scarlet. From the top of her hips to her thighs it was as if she had received serious sunburn, one where the sun had only hit her bottom. Actually, this whip was an ingenious device for punishing a misbehaving woman. With a regular whip or lash, as it comes down, the recipient receives a single stroke, devastating and painful, perhaps, but, still, one blow. For that matter, with a paddle or even a hand, each slap is a separate event. With the multi-strand whip, however, each of the twenty straps carried its own little message, and each hit at a different time, having a cumulative effect far beyond the seemingly lack of severity. In addition, the tips of the strands were thicker than the body, each tip imparting a separate snap as it landed.
For Susan, the metamorphosis from that tantalizing tingle, through an unpleasant sting, to an excruciating agony, was unbelievable. As she thought later, it was as if she had suffered an unbearable sun bum and someone continuously slapped it with damp towel. It was like the famous Chinese water torture - each drop was innocuous, but as they hit, one after another, interminably, they could drive a person insane. For Susan, the ﬁrst twenty strokes were soothing, even relaxing. The next twenty were annoying. After that, the annoyance became a real irritant, then a pain that just went on and on. At ﬁrst she just lay there quietly, but soon she was writhing around, her bottom moving side to side to try and avoid what now felt like a lash.
Robert was a real expert in this type of spanking, making sure that the whip hit all parts equally, that the color of the skin remained uniform. Even in his anger that she had been so late, he still enjoyed exercising his skills as he made sure that all parts of Susan's displayed charms were effectively chastised. However, he was not a sadist and the whipping was nothing like the cruel beating administered years ago by the woman, Simpkins. [The Further Adventures of Susan Adams 3.] There was no bruising, no cutting or bleeding, just a carefully applied punishment administered expertly to give a gradual buildup of pain without real damage. However, it might have been difﬁcult at the time to convince Susan of the difference.
That hypothetical witness would have noticed another thing. As the whipping went on, the sounds changed. At ﬁrst, Susan quietly sighed with pleasure as the straps ran over her ﬂesh. There was a light slap, "Oooh," slap, "Oooh, slap, Ummmm,"slap... Then, it was just slap...pause...slap...pause...slap...pause... Then, slap, "Ouch," slap, "Ouch! That stings," slap, "That hurts," slap... Susan's cries became more intense as the pain became more acute. Tears ﬂowed copiously from her eyes. Soon promises were being made, "Please, Robert, stop'. It hurts! l'll be on time from now on! I'm sorry! Please stop!" Her cries were ignored, the whip descending on her tender ass with metronome regularity. In some ways, the punishment was much less powerful than that inﬂicted by a paddle or, even, by a hard hand, but the regularity, the impersonal ﬂicking and slapping, the stinging, seemed to build up into an unbearable level. Susan began writhing around, clenching her legs together to keep the strands from getting to the tender ﬂesh of her cunt and between her ass cheeks. Her cries became more pitiful as her courage broke and she began to beg for mercy. "Please, stop, I'll do anything you want. Please stop! I'll do anything!"
The only response was a command, "Stay still!" Then, "Stay still or l'll tie your legs!" Of course, Susan didn't stay still, her writhing and twisting to avoid the lash was reﬂex action and, in any case, she wasn't really thinking or listening anyway. She never even heard the warning.
Finally, Robert stopped the robot-like motion of his whipping hand, lay down the instrument and, with another pair of Velcro cuffs, pulled Susan's left leg all the way over to the front left leg of the table and fastened it there. He then pulled her other leg to the equivalent right table leg, secured it the same way, and stepped back to look at her. Now she was spread-eagled over the table, arms and legs locked into place so that movement was virtually impossible. More interesting however, to a watcher, her wide-spread legs left absolutely nothing hidden between them. The cunt lips, which had merely protruded before, now were displayed blatantly, completely open and with every detail graphically visible, even the hole, itself. Above it, in her position, the crease between the ass cheeks was spread just enough for the pink, puckered hole there to be seen. All of this was, of course, surrounded by the crimson-hued hips and upper thighs.



With Susan now immobile, Robert began, again, to punish those hips, but with new targets now visible. Once again, the strands of doeskin slapped lightly across her ass cheeks, one at a time, but now, the ends could ﬁnd their way within the crease between them. The area that had been unreachable and, thus, had remain white now began to take on the same rosy appearance of the rest of her hips. Even the asshole, itself, now received a succession of stinging "slaps" that caused Susan to cry out anew. The same treatment, of course, was meted out to her cunt. The strips of doeskin now could hit every part of that delicate organ, curling across her thigh and ﬂicking between the lips, caressing her clit, hitting the perineum between cunt and asshole - everything. Robert even began, every few switches, to bring the whip on an upward swipe between her legs, letting everything feel the "slap," actually, the multiple slaps of twenty different strips, at once. The cries and pleas from Susan just ran together and ﬁnally became incoherent as she just gave up and moaned as the blows landed. Ironically, this was undoubtedly one of the least physically damaging spankings (or whippings) ever administered to her bottom. There was no mottled markings, no real bruises as from a paddle, certainly no cuts or open wounds - just a very red, very sore ass, proof that a thousand butterﬂy wing-like hits can more than match a seemingly crueler hard spanking!
At long last, Robert felt that Susan had been punished enough - although he doubted her coerced promises of future punctuality. Stepping back, he surveyed his victim and, now that he no longer was motivated by a need to discipline her, he was more enthralled than ever by the wanton display of femininity literally spread out before him. From the side, Susan's position was something like a jackknife, her upper body ﬂat on the table with her hips angled up over the pillow. Her legs then went straight down, fastened to the table legs. From the rear, however, the view was much more intriguing. Her hips jutted upwards, the rounded cheeks, divided in the middle, were shaped like a heart, wider at the top and coming inward at the crotch. From there, the legs were splayed open with her ankles a good three feet apart, the thigh-high hose making them look even longer than they were. With the legs strained this wide apart, the crotch, itself, was split open, every detail in prominent display, the hair-lined outer cunt lips framing the red, ﬂeshy inter lips which, in turn, surrounded the dark hole leading into her vagina. The lips were swollen from a combination of tactile stimulation from the whip and the involuntary arousal brought on by Susan being dominated and spanked.
Robert's eyes focused on her cunt, lascivious thoughts coursing through his mind. The idea of plunging his rigid cock into the open receptacle was almost irresistible. However, as he looked higher toward the crease between Susan's ass cheeks, another idea ﬂared into existence. Moving to the front of the table, he released her hands and, returning to the rear, commanded, "Pull yourself open!"
Susan had been in a stupor, tied ﬂat, unable to move, not thinking, just waiting for what would happen next. When her hands were freed, she didn't react, hardly aware of the change. When Robert spoke, it startled her, not because of what he said, but just because she wasn't expecting it. Her reaction was, "Wha...what?" Then, as the words sank in and she realized what he meant, she gasped, "Oh, Robert, I can't! Oh, my heavens, I can't do that."
Even as she said it, however, she knew that she had no choice. As Robert repeated the command, even more vehemently, she raised up enough to get her arms around, reached back, and hesitantly placed a hand on each ass cheek and spread them apart. "Wider," said Robert, and reluctantly, she pulled outward as far as they would go.
Susan had suffered through the humiliation of sucking and licking the two couples in Maine, compounded by being required to play with herself in front of them. [The Further Adventures of Susan Adams 6.] She had thought at the time that nothing could surpass the embarrassment she had felt then, but the mortiﬁcation that ﬂowed through her certainly matched her feelings then. The idea of being tied to a table, whipped, and now to be forced to exhibit her most secret opening in such a servile manner caused the rest of her features to become almost as crimson as her bottom. She felt herself cringing inside as she displayed herself as in such a blatant way, realizing that every minute detail, every hair between her legs was exposed, and, of course, worst of all, her asshole was completely visible. Not only was she spread open, she felt herself to be spread open even more than she was - if that were possible. Somehow it seemed to her that every part of her lower anatomy must be bathed in klieg lights, enlarged to gargantuan proportions the better to disclose everything she had.
Paradoxically, just as the humiliation of masturbating in front of an audience in Maine had led to an unbelievable orgasm, the embarrassment and chagrin she had suffered, and was suffering, at Robert's hands, began to arouse her. As she lay there and abased herself at his orders, she got than same feeling that usually came to her when someone dominated and controlled her. The submissive side of her nature took over, and she actually began to get pleasure from the very act that horribly embarrassed her. Without realizing it, she pulled harder on her ass cheeks, pushed outward with her cunt, to better display herself in as shameless a manner as possible, her unconscious sensual nature taking over.
For Robert, the display was unbelievably erotic. He had seen women in similar positions before, but none with Susan's almost perfect, voluptuous body. The spectacle she presented, all of her nether "charms" on show, would have aroused a monk, and Robert was not a monk. Quickly divesting himself of his clothes, he hurried into the bathroom while Susan held her abject position. Returning with a tube of a lubricant, her applied a layer to his rampant cock, and then put a dollop on Susan's asshole, saying, "If there's one thing an Englishman loves more than spanking a beautiful woman and then fucking her, it's spanking a beautiful woman and then buggering her!"
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Susan's spontaneous reaction was to beg, "Please, Robert, don't do that! Please just use my cunt!" (Later, as she recalled that request, she was mortiﬁed and embarrassed all over again - asking a man to use her cunt!)
"Haven't you been ass fucked before?" he asked as he began to push his cock head against her. Then, before she had time to react, decide what to say, he went on, "Hasn't Jim ever had you here?"
Relieved, she blurted out, "Of course not! He would never think of it!" A true statement, of course, but hardly a full answer to Robert's real question - fortunately!
He, naturally, had no intention of stopping, regardless of her answer, but said, "Just relax. I'll take it slow." True to his word, he eased his cock past her sphincter and began the inexorable entrance into her ass, sliding in, backing out, sliding in further, backing out less, until, ﬁnally, he was buried in her anal passage up to his balls. He then began the fucking process, slowly entering and withdrawing, the motion gradually building up until, as he approached his climax, his hips moved like a jackhammer, pounding her without mercy. By that time, however, Susan wanted no mercy - she wanted to be crushed under his assault, wanted to be hammered to orgasm.
As we know, of course, Susan was not - a virgin when it came to anal intercourse. When Don had ﬁrst penetrated her ass in Maine, it had been a shock, but, by the time that ﬁrst episode was over, she had discovered the pleasure of that aberrant sexual practice. Since then, Don had ass fucked her many times to their mutual enjoyment, but this sodomizing was different. With Don, and with Jean involved, the act had been part of an enjoyable, voluntary sexual interlude, but, now, she was just being taken and used. She was tied open below and her upper body was forced downward by the pillow under her abdomen, leaving her defenseless and unable to move. It created a complete sense of vulnerability, of being absolutely under Robert's control. However, as had happened so often in the past, being controlled, dominated, had the perverse effect of arousing her. As she lay there, helpless as he began to enter her, that feeling of being used, being a slave to his desires, had the usual magic effect and, involuntarily, her body cooperated in its ravishment - if that's what it was. Tension disappeared, her sphincter relaxed, her anal passages welcomed the penetration and, in general, she became an active participant in her own buggering.
However, "active" did not mean a great deal of movement. As the cock pushed past the sphincter, she was able to take her hands away from her bottom and moved her arms back over her head. As the fucking commenced and became vigorous, she grasped the edge of the table to hold herself in place as Robert moved very forcefully in and out of her. In that position, however, legs tied wide open, hands gripping the table, she was unable to make her usual pelvic undulations as she became more excited. The angle of her crotch was such that his balls smacked against her clit each time he pushed inward, sending waves of pleasure into her cunt, but she couldn't even push back effectively. Instead, all she could do was lie there and be pummeled, but, perversely, again, even the inability to move fed the ﬁres building up inside her. That restraint merely reinforced the feeling of being dominated, controlled, and the submissive part of her personality exulted in that, relishing the additional evidence that she was a mere tool to be used by her master. These were not conscious reactions, and in calmer times, she would have furiously rejected such servile behavior, but in the throes of an incipient orgasm, they seemed appropriate, even natural.
Robert, of course, had no such psychological permutations; he had his cock buried deep in the ass of a lovely woman, fucking her with all his might, which was all that mattered. As he approached climax, he leaned forward, pushing her further down into the pillow, putting all of his weight into the pistoning in and out of her stretched asshole. Finally, the crisis was reached and his cock exploded deep within her ass. At the same time, Susan was in the midst of a long, almost continuous orgasm - no violent undulations, no thrashing around, just a stream of internal convulsions that were among the most satisfying of her life. Her cunt was empty, but, nonetheless, she felt as if waves of pleasure were emanating from it. At the end, she squeezed inward, both with her cunt and ass, causing even greater pleasure for Robert as her sphincter tightened around his cock. When he had ejected the last of his cum into her, he fell forward, satiated, ﬂattening her even more, but even that added to her feeling of being dominated and she had one last convulsion before she, too, was sated.
As his cum jetted into her, Robert stayed rigid against her hips for a few seconds, and then slumped forward over her back. He stayed there for close to a minute, recovering, his deﬂating cock still buried in her asshole. Finally, he straightened up, slowly withdrawing from the now commodious opening, and looked down. He saw a dark red, quarter-sized aperture, going deep into her body, the still dilated asshole looking like a round, wet funnel, ready to welcome another penetration. The skin around the hole, usually puckered, now was stretched taut, shiny and smooth, glistening with the cum that had followed his cock out. He watched with fascination as the stretched sphincter gradually began to contract, the opening to close, and the normal puckered appearance beginning to reappear. Suddenly, he came to his senses, realized that Susan was still spread-eagled over the table, beginning to struggle to get up.
Bending down and releasing her ankles, he reached forward and, taking her by the shoulders, helped her to rise. Susan stood there unsteadily, her legs, strained from being held wide open for so long, didn't want to come together. In addition, her entire cunt area felt swollen from the whipping and the subsequent ass fucking and, to make it worse, her upper body had been bent down and ﬂattened the entire time, making it hard to straighten up. "Are you all right?" Robert asked solicitously. Susan ﬁnally was able to stammer out that she was ok, but her thinking was still fuzzy, not knowing just how to react to the unbelievable experiences of the last hour. The pain, the humiliation, the embarrassment, all had contributed to one of the strongest orgasms of her life, but that, itself, was embarrassing! Oddly enough, there was little of her normal feelings of submissiveness usually followed a spanking or other such punishment. Certainly, a man who had tied her down, whipped her and then sodomized her would have her as an abject slave, at least until the feeling wore off, but not this time.
So, while Susan was ﬂustered and confused, she slowly regained her equilibrium and was able to reply more ﬁrmly, "No, I'm all right. Just let me sit down for a moment." Then, "Ouch!" as she sat down hard on her very sore bottom, a painful reminder that something signiﬁcant had occurred before the ass fucking.
Robert mistook her yelp, asking, "Did my cock hurt you? If you haven't been buggered before, you may be a little sore."
Standing up again, quickly, Susan replied, "N..no, tha...that didn't hurt. It's my bottom."
Relieved, Robert reached around her, cupped her breasts, and asked, hopefully, "Did you enjoy it'? Will you want to do it again?"
Ignoring the ﬁrst question, Susan blurted out, "Not if you have to use that thing on me again! I won't sit down without hurting for a week. What is that thing?" Then, before Robert could answer, she gasped, "My god, look at the time! Jim'll be here any minute!" Pulling away, she grabbed her panties and slipped them on, ﬁt her breasts into her bra, and hurriedly donned her blouse and skirt. Quickly doing what she could to repair her makeup, ravaged by her crying, she managed, barely, to look presentable as Jim, instead of waiting in the car, rang the doorbell. Amazing herself with her calmness, she opened the door, smiling normally, and a short time later, accompanied her husband to the car. An excellent performance - which had to be continued as she slid, painfully, onto the seat!
All the way home, Susan sat beside her husband, shifting and squirming on the seat, trying to relieve the continual burning sensation coming from her behind. It was, as said before, like a serious sunburn, and she could ﬁnd no position that was comfortable. In fact, even the soft seams of her panties were irritating, feeling like sandpaper as they chafed her tender skin. She could hardly wait to get home, remove the panties, put on a very soft and loose gown, and wear nothing under her skirt until the "burn" diminished.
There was another sensation that conflicted with, or, perhaps, complemented, the smarting coming from the skin of her ass, the feeling coming from the asshole, itself. As she sat there, it actually felt as if she still had a cock buried in her anal passage - perhaps she had been stretched more than before, perhaps the position and angle had, somehow, strained something or, perhaps it was just psychological. Whatever caused it, she sat beside Jim, very conscious of just having been buggered, and, she admitted to herself, she had enjoyed that part of the experience very much! However, the thought of being naked and having anal intercourse with another man only a few minutes ago, sent a burst of guilt feelings coursing through her, making casual conversation about her afternoon difﬁcult. It was a quiet ride home.
As soon as they arrived, she hurried to the bedroom to change clothes, making sure that Jim did not see her undressed. In the bathroom, she studied her bottom and was startled to see the uniform redness that covered her from her upper thighs to the top of her hips. She bent over in front of the mirror, and was more amazed to see that even the inside of the cheeks were the same bright red, right to the hole, itself. Then, nerving herself, she reached back and pulled herself open, revealing exactly what Robert had beheld - and she was shocked! Never had she dreamed that so much would be revealed in such a shameless way. Her cunt actually gaped open, her asshole leered at her - everything she had was blatantly displayed more obscenely and lewdly than she could have imagined! Still, she was relieved that her hips, while crimson, bore no stripes, no lash marks that would make it undeniable that she had been spanked or, in this case, whipped, thus making it relatively unimportant as far as hiding it from Jim was concerned. With that concern allayed, and forcing herself to put aside thoughts of the afternoon's activities until later, she donned a short, ﬂowing nightgown that didn't cover much, but, also, didn't scrape or abrade her sore bottom.
Hours later, lying in bed, the image of herself, open like that, both haunted and aroused her. Seeing herself, in her mind, bent over that table, exposing the most intimate parts of her anatomy in such a debased way, humiliated and mortiﬁed her and, yet, caused a sexual rush to sweep through her. Once again, the inescapable internal war between her conservative (i.e. prudish) nature, and her almost wanton, licentious sexual urges, caused the struggle that continued to bedevil her. As usual, that conﬂict led to introspective musings, self-ﬂagellation and condemnation (e.g. "Why do I do things like that? Why do I enjoy all those indecent things? Nice women don't do things like that! Etc. Etc. Etc.) Several times in the past, such lugubrious thoughts could have brought her to guilt-fed tears, but, now, alter an orgy of castigating and reproaching herself, asking herself those unanswerable, rhetorical questions, Susan's sensual side took over and her ruminating took a different course.
She recalled the peculiar guilty feeling she had felt in the car which had puzzled her at the time, because she had long-ago eliminated that feeling from regular adulterous screwing. In fact, she freely admitted to herself, she had come to really enjoy being with Jim after Don, or, for that matter, Robert, had just fucked her. Even being ass-lucked by Don and being with Jim afterwards no longer made her feel disconcerted as it had the first few times. However, thinking about it, this ass-fucking had been very different - not only the penetration, itself, but the humiliation and whipping that preceded it, her acquiescence and submission and, very embarrassing still, her revealing and outrageously powerful orgasm. She couldn't hide that from herself!
As she continued her pondering, she found herself considering the whole question of adultery. The dictionary deﬁnes adultery as sexual intercourse between a married man and a woman not his wife, or intercourse between a married woman and a man not her husband. It goes on to deﬁne sexual intercourse as the penetration of a woman's vagina by a man's penis, his cock in her cunt. A person, in Susan's case, a woman, of course, should feel guilty about committing such a sin, but, in actuality, for many, perhaps most, women, this is the easiest sexual act of all. If overcome by lust, love or whatever, she simply reclines, raises and spreads her legs, and lets the man fuck her. Perhaps she enjoys it, perhaps she doesn't, but, when it is over and his sperm is deposited inside her cunt, she is much the same as she was before. She may berate herself, confess her sin in church or suffer mental trauma, but the act, itself, is natural, normal - even if immoral or, even, illegal. She has committed adultery, but the physical act is easy.
On the other hand, oral sex is not defined as adultery, perhaps not even "having sex," but most woman, at ﬁrst, anyway, recoil somewhat from taking that "thing" in their mouth and sucking it. When prevailed upon to do so and the act results in its natural conclusion, the sperm, or cum, is not hygienically deposited into her cunt - it's in her mouth! Does she spit it out, swallow it, or what? The ﬁrst time an ordinary woman performs that "obscene" act, it certainly is a trauma before, and maybe after, it occurs and certainly requires positive commitment on her part - perhaps more than lying there as the passive recipient of a fucking.
Even more traumatizing, of course, is anal intercourse; a.k.a., sodomizing, buggering or just plain ass-fucking. For most women, turning upside down, having their cheeks pulled apart to reveal their most secret, private aperture, is embarrassing beyond words. Then to have the tightly closed opening breached and that unhygienic passageway penetrated by a man's cock, is an act never to be considered, much less committed. Even the thought is depraved and permitting such a perversion would be the ultimate debauchery! So, when an ordinary woman, submits to such a debased act, particularly with someone who is not her husband, she is engaging in behavior far more signiﬁcant than simple vaginal intercourse. It clearly implies a commitment far beyond a simple "affair." Of course, some women enter these things with a hedonistic attitude that "anything goes," but, for the average, married woman, this "non- adulterous" act is most traumatic of all. However, since, like cock sucking, ass fucking is not adultery in its classic form, there is no reason to feel particularly guilty!
All this ran through Susan's mind in a jumbled way, not particularly coherent or applicable to her own particular situation except indirectly. She had felt a bit strange in the car, but not, she realized, ashamed or contrite - she just felt funny, sitting there, acting ordinary, with Jim after the extraordinary events of the past hour.
All of this thinking and analyzing about guilt and adultery led her to reﬂect on Jim's role in all this. When she had ﬁrst been screwed by Don, it was the result of a spanking and her usual post-chastisement, submissive attitude, and she really had no time to consider what she was doing. Subsequent screwing, as well as sucking and ass fucking, took place in Maine, so by the time she saw Jim again, she was well past guilt - which, she admitted, was very brief, anyway. In any case, Jim took the changes in her behavior in stride and actually was the beneﬁciary of her extra- marital relations. In addition, while he unquestionably loved her, he tended to be somewhat myopic, and, perhaps, somewhat naive, when presented with clear evidence of her various "indiscretions," i.e. being spanked or fucked. This, of course, made life much easier for Susan, and she had gradually quit worrying overly about arousing his suspicions. For example, after checking her bottom and discovering no welts or bruises, Susan had put on a short, full nightgown that barely covered her ass cheeks, confident, based on past experience that Jim would ignore, or accept a simple explanation for, the crimson skin that it would reveal. However, as she reﬂected of her rather casual display, Susan recalled her concern, even panic, the one time when Jim had noticed.
It began the previous year, not too long after the September trip to Maine. Susan began working for Jean in the preparation of her articles, a relationship that turned out to be ideal. Susan's experience as a graduate student and from teaching English made her well qualiﬁed to do research and to help edit the drafts Jean produced. They were, of course, extremely compatible, and really enjoyed each other's company and working together. Actually, everything seemed perfect until a series of problems surfaced all at once. Late September saw an unprecedented heat wave that plagued the city, heat compounded by Jean's air conditioner breaking down. A deadline was approaching, so the two women, both wearing as little as possible, sweltered away while continuing to work. Then, catastrophe struck! In the midst of the heat and humidity, or caused by it, a tremendous thunderstorm roared through, knocking out all power to the area - before Jean was able to save the material she had just written!
That was just too much! A deadline in front of her, the heat, the humidity, the air conditioner, and now, all her work lost because of a power outage - she just blew up! "God damn it, now what am I going to do! Five hours work gone! Stupid computer!"
As she uncharacteristically ranted on, Susan, who was somewhat edgy, herself, from the heat and the storm, tried to calm her, saying "Come on, honey, we can reconstruct the article and write it on the typewriter. In any case, the power should be back soon."
However, Jean was not prepared to be placated, and she continued fuming, brushing aside Susan's comforting words, saying, "Don't be stupid! How can I remember what I wrote, and even if I could, how can we type it - it's an electric typewriter, for god's sake!" She went on in that manner for some time, until the usually placid Susan just had enough and exploded.
"Damn it, you can write the stupid article by hand if you want to. If all you're going to do is stand around and yell at the weather, the storm, the computer, the power company and me, I'm going home! You take care of it yourself!" With that, she jumped to her feet and headed to the door.
Jean was immediately contrite, knowing that she was overreacting and that the abuse she had heaped on Susan was unwarranted, intercepted her, saying, pleadingly, "I'm sorry, dear, I just blew up. I guess we can work something out to get this done."
Now, however, it was Susan's turn to be intransigent. The heat, the storm that frightened her, Jean's tongue-lashing - everything! - had conspired to made her irritable and uncompromising. "I've had enough, I 'm going home!"
As Susan went by, Jean, newly irate, reached out and grabbed her, yelling, "Oh, no you're not! You're staying here and helping!" Susan furiously struggled to pull her arm away, but Jean was just too strong, and the two of them grappled with each other, falling backwards onto the couch. As the wrestling continued, Jean's exasperation with the weather conditions, the deadline, the computer, etc., all coalesced into misplaced anger at Susan. Finally getting the upper hand, she swung the smaller woman over her lap, ﬂipped up her skirt, exposing her bare bottom, screeching, "I'll teach you to run out on me!



As said before, in the heat, neither woman had worn much, and Susan had left off both her bra and panties, and was wearing only what was really a cotton nightgown-dress. Thus, when Jean pulled it up, literally nothing was hidden. In the struggle, the dress worked up even further, and soon, Susan was virtually naked. As usual, she looked delightful, her ass cheeks round and pink; pushing upwards in perfect semi-circles, tempting targets for a spanker's hand. The struggle continued far longer than usual, for despite her relative weakness, Susan was furious, knowing that she was right and that she did not deserve a spanking. She fought valiantly to get free, actually half falling off Jean's lap, incidentally causing her legs to spread widely, displaying her cunt in a way that usually would have caused Jean to pause whatever she was doing. This time, however, all Jean wanted to do was take out her frustrations on Susan's bottom. Actually, she knew that she was wrong, but that only made her more stubborn and determined to win. Finally, she managed to pin Susan ﬂat over her knees, and began to belabor her ass.
Her hand came down with a resounding snack, causing the cheeks to quiver and ﬂatten, then rebound, leaving a hand print outlined on the pink ﬂesh. Susan let out an indignant and pained yelp, followed by a demand to be let up. Jean, of course, ignored her and began a steady secession of thundering slaps and smacks that quickly turned the pink skin to a beet red. Slap! Smack! Slap! Slap! Smack! Each swat brought a screech of complaint from Susan, combined with a writhing effort to avoid the next slap. The spanking hand was accompanied by a litany of wrongs and grievances from Jean, "Stupid computer!" Smack! "Lousy weather!" Slap! "Blasted air conditioner!" Smack! None of the protests really had anything to do with Susan, but occasionally Jean threw in a scathing comment on "electric typewriters" Slap! and "silly Pollyannas" Smack. It was a relief to have something positive to do, some retribution for the aggravations of the day - Susan just became the available outlet.
There was something more, however. While she didn't consciously think about it, there was, as always, a tactile pleasure in spanking Susan. Her round bottom was ﬁrm and resilient, the skin pink, soft and silky. Even as Jean's hand stung from the impact of the spanking, there was still a sensual, almost sexual, pleasure in the repeated contact with the springy, yielding ﬂesh. She had run her hands over those smooth bare buttocks many times in a purely sexual way, but there was something different about gripping Susan tightly, holding her down by sheer strength, and beating that perfect ass as hard as she wished. It was physically arousing to be in that dominant position, and, as the pink turned to ﬁery red, to have her surrender and become docile and submissive. Jean was not a sadist, but there was much satisfaction, of many different types, to be derived from spanking Susan.
For Susan, herself, the sense of being right served to build up her defenses for a while, but ultimately the pain of the spanking overcame her righteous wrath, and she was reduced to a trembling, crying victim, pleading for the punishment to end. An observer would have been fascinated to observe how her ass cheeks tensed and seem to pull in as she anticipated a blow, and how they expanded and rose as the spanking hand withdrew. It was almost as if her bottom were breathing, inhaling and exhaling in time with the rhythmic slapping. Her yelps, moans, sobs and whimpers coincided with the smack, her pleas and entreaties with the withdrawal. That observer also would have noticed that the writhing and twisting had caused her dress to work up to her shoulders, leaving her naked from her breasts downwards. The tits swayed and quivered in unison with the spanking, bobbing back and forth as she twisted away from the spanking hand. Her ass bounced and quivered and took on a solid red color, looking hot and painful even from a distance.
Jean wasn't interested in any of these things, however. Susan's voluptuousness was lost on her, at least, consciously, as she continued to work out her frustrations. Slap! Smack! Smack! Slap! Slap! The rhythmic blows fell on a now unresisting ass, as Susan was ﬁnally defeated, her reserves of stubbornness exhausted.
At last, Jean lost that manic desire to punish someone or something for all the annoyances of the day, and came to her senses, realizing what she was doing. Suddenly, looking at her handiwork, the crimson ass under her hand, she was ﬁlled with remorse, and, helping Susan up, she began apologizing profusely. Actually, these spanking sessions almost always ended the same way, with Jean contrite and regretful and Susan submissive, ready to acquiesce to anything the mistress (or master) asked. As said before, she hated the pain of being spanked, but she loved the feeling of being dominated, of being controlled, and then pampered and coddled like a child. As Jean hugged her, trying to make amends, saying how sorry she was, Susan snuggled against her breasts, feeling cherished and cared for.
The next inevitable step in the after-spanking sequence was for the two women to repair to the bedroom where Jean smoothed the soothing lotion on Susan's burning ass, followed by the equally inevitable, and very pleasurable, cunt and ass licking and ﬁngering. Ironically, as they were in the throes of orgasm, a fresh breeze through the window heralded the end of the heat wave. Shortly afterwards, the power came back, the computer lit up and, not surprisingly, the automatic save function had preserved all but the last few sentences of Jean's work! So, the whole struggle had been unnecessary, but in reality, the spanking and aftermath served as a catharsis for both of them, their tensions disappeared and they relaxed together with all animosity erased. As Shakespeare said, "All's 'Well That Ends Well," but for Susan, a greater trauma still waited when she went home.
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It took a while before they gathered their energy to go back to work, but, once underway, everything was quickly completed. Susan hurried home to start dinner, knowing that Jim would soon be out of class. Unfortunately, with the soothing release of tension by the sexual activity, followed by the wrapping-up of the interrupted work, she simply forgot that her red, spanked behind was barely covered by her short, loose dress, and wasn't even conscious of the fact that every time she bent over her buttocks were completely exposed. When he came in a short time after she started preparations, they talked of the massive thunderstorm, the power outage and the other events of the day as she was busily cooking the food. It was a very companionable time, a very comfortable sharing of their days, and any thought of the spanking was far from her mind. Suddenly, as she bent from the hips to get something from a low cabinet, Jim exclaimed, "Good god, Susan, what on earth happened to your bottom?"
Susan's heart stopped and her blood ran cold, ﬁguratively, at least, as panic set in. Somehow, and she never knew quite how, she was able to say calmly, "Why, what do you mean, dear? There's nothing wrong with it?" Her voice was calm, but her mind was a jumble of fear as she tried to think of some excuse, some explanation for an obviously spanked ass.
"Good heavens, it's as red as a beet! It looks like you've been sunburned." Even looking at the evidence, Jim never even thought of Susan having been spanked. He knew (or thought he did) of her innate aversion to any such thing - she'd even fought viciously over a pretend spanking - and who would have done it, anyway. Susan would have been relieved if she had known then of Jim's lack of suspicion, but all she was wracking her brain to come up with a plausible explanation for the unexplainable. Fortunately, she was saved as Jim continued, "You must have rubbed against or sat on something rough."
That was a feeble excuse, but Susan grabbed it like drowning person reaching for a life preserver, managing to say, in a calm and composed voice, "Oh, I know what you mean. I get that way sometimes when I sit for a long time, particularly on anything coarse. Jean's chair's fabric is rough tweed and I sat there for several hours - and without panties, it was so hot. It'll go away pretty soon." The simple explanation, given in an offhand way, satisﬁed Jim and the entire matter was dropped as they prepared to eat. However, Susan's blood pressure would have alarmed any doctor that had measured it for the next hour. Still, when she did calm down, she was relieved for she had avoided a catastrophe and, at the same time, built in an excuse if it came up again. In the future, if she were spanked, and there were no blatant welts or bruises, she knew that she wouldn't have to worry about discovery. She wouldn't flaunt it, but she wouldn't have to make a major effort to conceal her "wounds." Thus, the red "sunburn" caused by R0bert's whip really didn't have to be concealed, only not blatantly exhibited.
It's amazing how relieved a person can be when a crisis arises, threatening, really, everything, and ends with fears banished. As she lay there, her mind running over past traumas on near disasters, she recalled with a wave of remembered panic. What began as the greatest calamity of all, and ended as perfectly as she could have wished. She shuddered as she recalled the frightening incident and the events leading up to it.
****************************************************************************
The near disaster had its roots way back in the first encounter with Don and the subsequent licking of her cunt by Jim. At the time, she had no idea how a freshly fucked cunt looked like, and she assumed, as most women do, that there is little clear evidence outside the cunt lips. However, while in Maine, she had finally seen Jean's cunt after Don had cum in her, and had been astonished at the sight. It had happened after Jean had licked and sucked Susan's cunt after Billy had fucked her. [Sex and Susan Adams 8] Then, when Don fucked Jean, and came inside of her for the ﬁrst time on the trip, Susan prepared to reciprocate.
As Don ﬁnished, Susan watched closely as his cock pulled out, depositing one last glob of semen on the cunt lips. Jean had stayed back with her legs in the air, thighs parted widely, presenting Susan with a perfect View of a well-used cunt. The hole, itself, was plugged with a white mass of cum and the lips were coated with the overﬂow. The cunt hair was drenched and in tight ringlets plastered to Jean's skin, with drops of moisture clinging to each strand. The cum was beginning to seep out and had ﬂowed back along the gash of her cunt to the "perineum, creating a small puddle in her upturned asshole.
Susan was absolutely fascinated and startled at the same time. She knew that a fucked cunt was messy (as she thought of it) after screwing, but, as said before, she had no idea of just how messy or of how obvious it was that the cunt had been used. As she leaned forward to lick Jean, she was aware of the pungent odor of sex, a combination of cum, perspiration and heated ﬂesh, which made it even more obvious that fucking had taken place. She ran her tongue along Jean's cunt, licking up the viscous ﬂuid that coated it. She licked avidly over the cunt hair, pulling the moisture into her mouth and then moving back to the asshole and slurping up the pool of cum that had collected there. Finally, she slid her tongue up and into the cunt hole, itself. There she found not only a mass of cum ﬁlling the opening, but also a continuing ﬂow as she pressed her lips to the hole and sucked. She was exceedingly excited and aroused and not thinking coherently, but one thought did come through, "Gods, it's almost like sucking Don's cock! I don't taste Jean's cunt ﬂavor at all, just Don's cum."
After licking the cunt clean, she sat back and looked between Jean's spread thighs, amazed at the transformation. The "messy" cunt was neat and pristine, the hair damp but ﬂuffy, the lips still gaping slightly with the hole now dark and empty. Except for the pufﬁness of the lips and the openness of the hole, no one could be sure that a fucking had taken place. It was at that point, however, that a very disturbing thought entered her head. "Oh my heavens, my cunt must be that messy when Jim licked me when I was wet from Don, but I had no idea! He said he liked me wet like that...but he had no idea what he tasted. I'm going to have to be more careful when we go home, maybe wipe myself after Don finishes if Jim is likely to lick me before I can wash. At least I would be dry on the outside...I can't do anything about what's up inside me, but I wouldn't have it all over me. Funny, though, I did enjoy licking Jean's cunt hair when it was coated with cum. That was the ﬁrst time that Jean licked my cunt after I had been screwed...I wonder if she liked it."
The following morning, when she and Jean were alone, she asked, "Jean, honey, was it obvious that Billy had fucked me when you licked me last night? I mean, was I really wet? You were just soaked from Don and I wondered if I were like that, too."
"You were absolutely covered with cum, and when I sucked your cunt, it just poured out! I couldn't believe that he had put that much into you! I had wondered what a freshly fucked cunt would be like, and now I know! I was tempted to lick you after Don had you that ﬁrst night, but I wanted to have his cock in me right away so I just looked at you. I've thought about it several times since we came up here, but the timing didn't seem right - Don always came in you after I had already been screwed and I just couldn't bring myself to do something that...that 'kinky,' I guess. It really was funny, last night. It was almost as if I were sucking Billy's cock! I want to lick you after Don has you now to see if it seems the same."
"That's just the reaction I had last night! It was just like sucking Don! I had no idea that there was so much stuff outside after screwing, and I certainly didn't know that so much would pour out when I sucked you. The funny thing is, I really enjoyed doing it and, most surprising, I think, I really liked knowing that I was tasting Don's cum on and in your cunt. I've licked your cunt many times, but this was really different, very sexy, very exciting. I want to do that again!"
"I really liked it too, dear, and I certainly intend to do it to you often, after either Don or Billy fucks you - I can't wait to see what you're like after Don has you. However, we have a problem if you want to lick me when I'm covered with cum. Don always cums inside of you, so my cunt stays clean except for my juices." Then, laughing, "Maybe we'll have to ﬁnd someone else to fuck me!"
"I'll bet Billy would love to! What I'm worrying about now, however, is Jim. That night when Don ﬁrst fucked me in your bedroom, I went right home and Jim licked and sucked me, not ﬁve minutes later. If my cunt was as "messy" as yours was last night, he had as much of Don's cum as if he actually had sucked his cock. He said I was very wet and that I tasted different, but he likes me wet and he seemed to think that the moisture and ﬂavor was just me when I was very hot. I feel funny, though, knowing that he licked another man's semen off of and out of his wife's cunt after she committed adultery. Even more, though, I expect that Don will continue fucking me after we go home, and I'm afraid that Jim will be sure to notice, sooner or later - particularly if he sees my cunt after Don used it!"
"Wow, I hadn't thought of that. It's one thing for us to lick cum off each other's cunt, but it's another to have a man do it. I knew that Jim licked you that night - remember, I heard you saying how good it felt - but I just never thought about how wet your cunt was. I remember, though, that you had stuff outside, although Don put most of it deep inside you. That is a problem, honey, because I know that Don will want to keep on fucking you as often as possible, and Jim is bound to lick you afterwards. We both know now that a fucked cunt does not taste like an unfucked cunt, and I don't know how he could not notice the difference.
"Of course, he's tasted Don's cum in you once and assumed that it was your wetness when you were really hot, so probably he will keep on thinking that, particularly so if your cunt is full from Don most of the time in the future. He'll think that is the way your cunt should taste, and will wonder why it's different when Don hasn't had you! You're right, though, about his seeing you after fucking. There's no way you could get that wet outside your cunt! You'll have to wash, or at least wipe, yourself so that you look 'unused.'"
"That's what I thought. I'll still be full inside and it certainly will seep out, but most will stay inside until he sucks it out. You're right though, if Don screws me one-tenth as often as he has this month, that's the only ﬂavor Jim will get from my cunt. You know, I really shouldn't admit this even to you, but the idea of my husband licking and sucking my cunt after another man has had me really turns me on. I wasn't really aware of the circumstances that ﬁrst time, but subconsciously I knew that I was really wet from Don, and it excited me. I'm looking forward to the next time Jim goes down on me when Don's cock has been in me and has ﬂooded my cunt.
******************************************************************************
Actually, of course, that occurred as soon as they arrived home, as recounted before, and, as described, both Susan and Jim enjoyed it very much. As a result, Susan no longer had a major worry about the condition of her cunt after fucking, although she took the reasonable precaution of wiping the lips and hair before going home when she expected Jim to want sex with her. So, with her fears allayed, she enjoyed her frequent bouts of intercourse with Don, knowing that the cum inside of her cunt would really improve her screwing with Jim.
The next two weeks brought no new experiences. Don continued to screw Susan several times a week and she also sucked him on occasion. Her bisexual relationship went on as before, of course, so Susan had plenty of sexual satisfaction. Jim screwed her two, rarely three, times a week, but his pre-school regime kept him busy, so the Friday night session continued to be the main marital sexual focus. As it happened, Don ejaculated so deeply into Susan on those nights that, when Susan returned home to Jim, the exterior of her cunt was not particularly "messy." Plenty still leaked out so that her cunt tasted the way Jim expected it to, but there was no obvious evidence of adultery.
That changed the third Friday after the return from Maine. On that particular night, Jean and Susan had a long and relaxing session of sex, not expecting Don to get home in time. Just as Susan went down to leave, Don came in through the garage door, hurrying to have time to fuck her. Jean and Susan were just kissing goodnight and were surprised to see Don as he came in quietly and embraced them both as they kissed. "Come on, girls, let's go back up for a while - we should have time."
"Oh, Don, darn it, it's late already and Jim will be waiting. Maybe I can come over tomorrow morning after he leaves."
"Damn, I don't want to wait till tomorrow. I've been thinking of fucking you all day! Can't you take the time?"
Then, Jean chimed in, "Why don't you take her standing up, dear, the way you used to do when we couldn't ﬁnd a bed. Come on, honey, open your robe and lean back against the wall."
Susan did as she was told, opening the robe all the way, exposing her tits and cunt, saying, "Shhh. Jim probably is just over in the hallway waiting for me. Now, what do we do?" Don quickly took his pants and shorts off, exposing a long, very hard cock. Coming close to Susan, he easily raised her up and, as she spread her legs, moved between them, his cock searching blindly for her hole. Jean quickly dropped down on her knees and looked up at Susan's completely exposed ass and cunt. From her position, absolutely nothing was hidden and, taking Don's cock in one hand, she lined it up with the gaping cunt hole and directed it in.
Don immediately buried himself deep into Susan and, as she raised her legs and wrapped them around him, began to pummel her cunt with a vigorous in and out fucking motion. He was not in as deeply as when he was on top of her, but the penetration was more than adequate. They quickly fell into a rhythm, panting and grunting with effort. Susan was already hot from her session with Jean, heat that was added to not only by the fucking but also by the knowledge that Jim probably was in earshot, not over twenty feet away. Adultery seemed sweeter under those circumstances.
For Jean, her position beneath them provided an unbelievable view of the cunt-cock conjunction. She had seen Don fuck Susan close to one hundred times, but she had never had such a prime view of the actual penetration. She had left her hand on the cock as it began its in and out cycle, and she was fascinated by the warm, slick feel of the cock as it came out, covered with Susan's lubrication. She then moved her hand down and began playing with the balls that swung back and forth as they screwed, becoming smaller and tighter as the climax approached.
As the cock ﬁrst entered Susan, Jean had watched closely, enthralled by the way the cunt opened to accommodate it. At the same time, her had eyes focused on the Susan's ass which was also spread open, exposing her asshole. Reaching up with her other hand, Jean touched the hole and found it already wet from excess lubrication ﬂowing back, and she slowing inserted her middle ﬁnger and began an in and out motion that matched the fucking pattern. Within a short time, her ﬁnger was in all the way, and she just finger-fucked Susan's ass at the same time her husband fucked her cunt. She actually could feel the cock sliding through the cunt through the thin membrane separating vagina and anus.
Needless to say, this dual action drove Susan into frenzy, causing her to buck against Don, encouraging him to pound back. Fortunately, the wall against which Susan was being fucked was not connected to their part of the house, for it quivered and shuddered as Don banged Susan against it. The fucking did not take long since both were so aroused and both, almost simultaneously climaxed, Don pouring a river of cum into Susan as her cunt squeezed and welcomed it. However, despite Don's size and strength, the position was strained, and his cock did not deposit the cum as deeply as usual. In fact, as the mutual orgasm continued, his cock came out of her and shot directly onto the outside, into the hair and onto the lips, covering her cunt with a thick coating of undiluted, hot cum.
From below, Jean watched, enthralled, almost, she thought, like watching a porn movie. She knew from watching and sucking that Don produced a large quantity of cum, but this exceeded anything she had imagined. While the ﬁrst ejaculation had been inside, as the cock pulled out, it continued to shoot as Don futilely attempted to find the hole again. Jean quickly grabbed the cock and, holding it clasped in her hand, acted like a cunt as it slid in and out between her fingers. She found it to be fascinating as she directed the spurts onto the cunt lips and over the hair. As the flow ﬁnally diminished, Jean, looking from below, almost directly beneath Susan's widely splayed legs, could see only a translucent, white mass with matted hair protruding through. It was the most obviously fucked cunt one could imagine, far more so than when she had licked Susan after Billy had screwed her.
As Don pulled back, Susan let her legs fall until she was supporting herself by leaning on the wall. She felt almost dazed by the vigorous pounding she had absorbed as Don banged her against the wall as he plunged in and out of her body. It unquestionably the most physical intercourse she had undergone and, certainly, one of the most satisfying. She really felt screwed, felt more than ever before that she had been really been dominated and taken. As she pulled her legs together, it almost seemed that something was in the way. The impediment was a pair of cunt lips that already were swollen, both from the excitement and from the bruising they had taken, first from Don's brutal (but welcome) pounding, followed by the jabbing, almost spearing, as his cock came out and tried to get back in. They might be bruised and painful later, but they felt wonderful right then.
In any case, as Don pulled away and, after a brief kiss, left, she turned on shaky legs to head home. Jean struggled to her feet, cramped from holding her position beneath the fucking couple, and brieﬂy embraced Susan before she left. "Gods, I've never seen anything like that! You two almost broke the wall! Don fucked me standing up when we were going together, but it was never like that! Boy that was something!" Then, almost as an afterthought, "Be sure you wipe yourself, honey. Don put most of his cum all over your cunt. You'd better not let Jim see you like that!"
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Susan's mind was still muddled in the aftermath of the screwing and Jean's words were heard but not absorbed as, following another brief kiss, she literally staggered the few feet to her own door. In any case, she had no opportunity to do anything about the state of her cunt, for as she stepped through the door she was swept up into Jim's arms and borne off to bed. However, as he stripped her robe off and laid her down, Jean's words ﬁnally surfaced causing a sudden consternation as she realized that she desperately needed to do something to conceal her most recent adultery. "Oh, Jim, let me go, honey! I've got to wash myself!"
Jim pulled back and looked at her with a very surprised look on his face. Susan had never worried about the condition of her cunt before, and he couldn't see why anything should be different now. Even in the dim light she saw his expression and, trying to think of some reasonable explanation for her abnormal actions, she blurted out, "I got really hot while watching the movie, and I'm sure that I'm messy down there!"
Unfortunately, she had said exactly the wrong thing. If she had said that she needed to go to the bathroom or, even, just get a drink, Jim would have quietly, without thinking, told her to go ahead. Now, however, he, more than ever, wanted to see her cunt, something he rarely did before having sex - he was usually too eager for the main event. This time, however, on the worst possible occasion, he decided to look, and before she could move he said, "Don't be silly, dear, I love you that way. Let me see." With that, he turned on the light, knelt on the bed and, grabbing her ankles, spread her legs and pushed them up, completely exposing the entire area between her thighs. After staring at her cunt for what seemed to her an eternity, he said to Susan, "Honey, I've never seen anything like this! You're covered with stuff - I can't believe it!
Her heart entered her throat as she tried to think of something to say to divert his attention, to keep him from recognizing what was covering her cunt and what she had done. Fortunately, her mind and voice were as petriﬁed as her body so that she didn't compromise herself before Jim saved her. If he had thrown her a life preserver when he gave her a way out about her spanked bottom, he launched life boat now. "Boy, that must have been some movie to get you that wet. I've heard of women who actually spurt like a man, but I didn't believe it! You may not do that, but you sure do gush!"
To her unbelievably happy shock, the inconceivable had happened - Jim stared at the obscene looking cunt as if he were examining an enticing, seductive phenomenon, with no hint of suspicion. His exclamation of shock was quickly followed by an expression of enthusiasm, stunned but happy that his wife could be so aroused as to produce such a profusion of, he assumed, female ejaculate. "My god, honey, you must have really gotten hot! What movie were you watching? We'll have to get several copies if it affects you this much!" Once again Susan had been saved by the sheer impossibility of anything but innocent excitement on her part. As before, she had been with a woman friend, alone, watching a movie - what else could it have been?
However, to be honest, even if Jim had known that Susan had been visiting another man, he never would have suspected her; love truly is blind. In actuality, Jim was right. Except for the unique development of events leading to Jean spanking Susan, that experience leading to lesbian actions and that, in tum leading to that ﬁrst adulterous fucking, she never even would have dreamed of letting another man touch her. Consequently, Jim's seemingly myopic, and naïve, behavior makes sense, even in the face of a very well fucked cunt. Of course, he wasn't thinking too clearly, either; already hot and ready to screw his wife, he was delighted to ﬁnd her wet and primed. Finding that his wife would ejaculate, or, at least, pour out female cum, elated him because he wanted her that way. (Fortunately, the continued and frequent fucking of Susan by Don would, in the future, ensure that he almost always had a wife with a saturated cunt, so he would get what he wanted!)
In any case, while his meaning didn't get through at once, the world suddenly got brighter as Susan realized that, far from suspecting her inﬁdelity, he thought she produced the cum covering her cunt. She was almost giddy with relief as she jumped into the life boat, gasping out, "Am I really messy, honey? I know I got hot during the movie, and I intended to wipe my pussy before I came home, but I just forgot. I know that I really get wet and ooze when I'm hot, but I never thought that I would 'gush!' Am I really very wet?"
"Wait a minute, dear," Jim said as he hurriedly got up off the bed and went over to her dressing table and got a hand mirror. "Look!" He held the mirror so that she could see her cunt's reﬂection, and she was astounded at what she saw. It was no more than three of four minutes since Don's cock had ejaculated all over her cunt, and the cum was still white and thick, too thick even to run. The hair was matted down and thickly coated, with the color barely showing through. The lips were wide open and conspicuously swollen. As Susan had closed her legs and walked over, the cum had been spread evenly from top to bottom, ﬁlling the groove within her cunt, completely hiding the ﬂesh underneath. The hole was even hidden under the thick, concealing mass.
As Susan stared at the reﬂection between her own legs, she felt her heart sink, once again, certain that her inﬁdelity was too obvious to miss. She lay there, numbly, ﬁnding it hard to believe that Jim did not recognize the very obvious evidence that she had been fucked. However, she immediately recognized that her only hope was to accept the way out he had shown her, and, trying to head off any more logical evaluation of her cunt's condition, she hurriedly said, disingenuously, "Good heavens, honey, I can't believe that much stuff came out of me! No wonder my panties get so wet when I get excited. Do you mean that some women do this regularly? I thought only men did that."
"Well, I've only read about it, but you certainly have more than your normal lubrication on you. You know, I'll bet you were like this a couple of other times when you seem very wet. Wow, wouldn't it be something if you were like this regularly!"
"Would you like it if I were "messy" like this more often?"
"I'd love it. You know how I like to lick you when. you're wet. Boy, you're certainly wet now!"
"Well, I've always been afraid that you wouldn't like it if I were too wet, so I've tried to wash, of at least wipe, myself before I come to bed or come over from Jean's after a movie. Would you rather I didn't?" Looking again at the mirror which she was now holding, she added, "You surely don't want to lick me when l'm like this - let me wash ﬁrst."
"You're kidding! Watch this!" With that he leaned forward and ran his tongue the entire length of her cunt, licking up a considerable quantity of the cum in the slit. Susan watched in the mirror with fascination as her husband licked and swallowed the residue of her adulterous fucking. He started by running his tongue along the crease between her legs and her cunt lips, removing the overﬂow that had spread there as Susan closed her legs. He went down the cunt lips, licking until the hair emerged from beneath its coating. Finally, he entered the cunt, itself, and ran his tongue through the mass of white mucus-like substance. There was far too much material to be taken up in one pass, and he was forced to lick and suck for some time before the red color of the inter lips was clearly visible. At long last, the cunt hole was revealed, still clogged with that same thick white gelatin. Pursing his lips over the hole, Jim stuck his tongue inside and twirled it around, cleaning out the last reachable remnant of Don's cum.
Susan stared, almost in a stupor, as Jim began the cleansing of her adulterous cunt. She could clearly see the shimmering, jelly-like material which coated her hair and ﬁlled the groove of her cunt, material she knew was the cum, probably still warm, from Don's cock. Somehow this was different from previous occasions when she had been "messy," for this time the cum was not mixed with her lubrication - it was pure semen. She had the wildest conﬂict of feelings; knowing that he had licked Don's cum from her cunt was very different from seeing him do it. Rather than being particularly aroused, she was still somewhat numb, watching with an almost detached feeling.
However, as his tongue ﬂicked over her clit, her disassociation vanished and was replaced by and almost orgasmic convulsion. Without volition, her pelvis began ﬂexing up toward Jim, pushing her adulterous cunt toward him, welcoming, encouraging, him. As she watched the rest of the thick, white semi-ﬂuid substance being transferred from her cunt to his mouth, one tremor after another went through her body as she luxuriated in the perverted pleasure driving her. While in one small corner of her mind she abhorred what was happening, the sinful actions, the debauched side of her nature dominated and she continued, by her actions, to encourage Jim to carry on the depraved licking and sucking. By the time that he had finally consumed the last of the external cum, she was in a frenzy to be fucked, throwing her legs even higher and spreading them even wider. Jim, wildly excited himself, took her hint and threw himself on her, his cock piercing her and going in to his balls in one surge. The fucking was one of their most vigorous, but it was short, both being far too stimulated to hold back. It was almost with relief that they separated and lay together, both exhausted, mentally and physically, by the fabulous experience.
In the aftermath, as they wound down, Jim couldn't say enough about how he loved her wet cunt and the excitement it indicated. He already had shown his enthusiastic approval of her more outgoing, liberal attitude toward sex and style of dress since her trip to Maine. He knew that the changes actually had begun earlier (with her ﬁrst spanking by Jean, although he didn't know about that), but the "new" Susan obviously was formed in Maine. Of course, he would have been astounded, and probably horriﬁed, if he had any idea of how changed she was sexually. Once again, however, ignorance really was bliss, and he loved the "new," freer Susan who wore short skirts, sexy evening dresses for faculty receptions - and was very wet when he screwed her!
Susan, as usual, had a mind full of contradictions. On the one hand, when she no longer was sexually aroused, she felt that her behavior was disgraceful and that she should feel a real sense of guilt and betrayal. However, she was forced to admit to herself that she had no such feeling. In fact, the dominate feeling she did have was one of relief. She had seen her cunt completely coated with Don's cum, as clear an image of a fucked cunt that she could conceive of, and Jim had accepted it without a qualm. As a result, she knew that she never again would need to worry about how "messy" her cunt was or bother to wash or wipe it before sex with Jim. In fact, it was readily apparent that cleaning herself would actually diminish his pleasure - and, oddly enough, her's too. Perverted or not, she recognized, more than ever, that she really enjoyed committing adultery, having her cunt dripping with fresh cum, and having her husband do the cleaning! Maybe she was depraved and degenerate, but she loved it!
****************************************************************
As Susan lay there, replaying those traumatic events over in her mind, she still could hardly believe how fortunate she had been. She might have blurted out the wrong thing; Jim might have suddenly realized that she couldn't have gotten that wet by herself or... anything! As it happened, however, what might have been a tragedy became, instead, one of the best things that could have happened. Serendipity! Since then, she had paid no attention to the condition of her cunt and, in any case, it never could be "messier" than it was that night!
None the less, as she ruminated about her marriage, which she felt was a very good one, she couldn't help but speculate about her almost guiltless committing of adultery with several men. The amazing thing, in some ways, was that she continued to be fundamentally a complete innocent despite the commission of what most people would consider multiple immoral acts. She never initiated action and, instead, was always the passive recipient of another's sexual overtures. She was always surprised by her own strong reaction to sexual titillation, becoming aroused easily and responding eagerly to outside stimulation. This, of course, was particularly true when she had been spanked ﬁrst, the spanking triggering the submissive side of her makeup and, seemingly, releasing her from the need to feel guilty.
Interestingly enough, even the people who had sex with her tended to think of her as naive and that they, somehow, were the lucky ones to be involved with her. Even Jean and Don, despite the hundreds of sexual activities with her, and knowing of her involvement with others, still treated her as if she were a neophyte that should be handled tenderly. (Not too tenderly when they spanked her, of course!) Robert considered her to be an innocent young housewife and mother who, despite her exhibitionism that started the "affair" (if you could call it that), certainly never had done anything like that before. Somehow, Susan just projected an air of virtue that was communicated to other people, even when they were taking advantage of her supposed innocence.
Outside perception, however, is not everything, nor, for that matter, is internal rationalization, and Susan still felt that she should feel more guilty than she did. The saving feature of all this, and the reason that, perhaps, she didn't feel more repentant or contrite, was the fact that she never had an affair in the classical sense. As said before, her carnal activities all were basically recreational sex, having nothing to do with her marriage. Oddly enough, that is the argument usually made by men who have been "found out" - they were just playing around, having fun, not being unfaithful in the true sense. This is another of those areas where men and women see the same facts in different lights.
When women have affairs, they usually tend to romanticize the relationship, even when they know that it is ephemeral. They love the idea of "love" or, better, "amour!" They enjoy the cuddling, the kissing, the fondling, the "sweet nothings" - all the things that tend to be missing in a marriage that is solid, but no longer new. A marriage may be stable and secure, the partners loving each other, but, inevitably, real world problems intervene, children take time, personal traits become repugnant, etc., and, as a result, passions dim. Sex may still be good, but the spice of wooing and seduction gives way to the routine of normal life. In an affair, though, that zest is still there, augmented by the element of doing something immoral and dangerous. Everything is new, both participants are on their best behavior, bad or annoying habits haven't had time to grate on nerves. Perhaps of most importance in an extramarital affair, however, is the assurance that the woman is still attractive to another man. So, she does all those feminine things that attract men that, probably, she doesn't do with her husband as she did in the past - always appearing neat and well made up, wearing sexy clothes and underwear, looking at him with soulful eyes, etc.
None of means that sex is unimportant to the woman, just that it is secondary. Actually, if the relationship is intense and the if the lover provides the requisite amount of romantic ambiance, she probably will be amenable to almost any sexual activities that he suggests, including vaginal, oral and anal intercourse - doing things, as we discussed earlier, that she would never do with her husband. She will risk her marriage, her reputation, accept a possible pregnancy, almost anything, while under the thrall of "romance." She would not do these things if it were just a sexual ﬂing, but she happily "put out" sexually to continue the liaison. The man involved may play the game and say the right things, but the odds are that all he really wants is to get into her! The woman, naturally, refuses to recognize this, and, as said before, romanticizes the relationship, making it a "love affair" and her lover a prince among men.
Actually, of course, most women in these situations are fantasizing and realize that it won't last, nor do they want it to. She goes home to her husband and children renewed, more self-conﬁdent - really, in some ways, a different, perhaps more interesting, person. As with Susan, adultery often makes a marriage better if it is handled well. The wife gets her romantic interlude, that conﬁdence booster, costing the cuckolded husband nothing if he doesn't know. These affairs can, obviously, get out of hand: marriages can be disrupted, lives ruined, reputations besmirched by carelessness, bad luck or, worst of all, actually falling in love with the fellow adulterer. Still, for most women, it is just a fascinating game and, except, perhaps, in the ﬁrst heady ﬂowering of the affair, she knows that it has no real "meaning," just the veneer of romance giving it the aura of something more signiﬁcant.
Men, on the other hand, tend to be much less complicated - the woman has tits and a cunt and he wants to play with the tits and fuck the cunt. This is not to say that he has no feelings for the woman or the romance doesn't enter the picture, just that those feeling are secondary to the drive of his hormones. While romance, at least its illusion, motivates the woman, sex drives the man. In most cases, he is reasonably satisﬁed with his home life and his wife, but a new cunt has compulsive appeal. He wants variety, something different - and, probably, the same reassurance that the woman wants - that he is still attractive to the opposite sex. Most men have no thought that the affair is anything but a diversion, totally inconsequential in the overall fabric of their lives. As with most generalizations or group characterizations, this doesn't describe all men, for some are as romantic or illusional as any woman, but it certainly ﬁts most of those engaging in extramarital "playing around," which is how most of them see it. No big deal, just playing around.
This gender-biased view of affairs is what really causes problems: men and women see the same act through different eyes. Women romanticize these liaisons when involved in them themselves, placing great importance on the non-physical elements, while downgrading the signiﬁcance of the carnal aspects. Of course, the sensual side is very important to them too, but they usually don't like to admit that they are driven by those erotic urges - there has to be a deeper meaning, a "love" element. Therefore, they find it impossible to believe that their husband could be interested in the "other woman" solely for sex. A woman pictures her husband and the "other woman" lying in bed, exchanging intimate secrets, making love, not "having sex." She is far more concerned about what was said, what loving pledges were made, what conﬁdences were given. She may say that she doesn't care about what they did - the screwing is relatively unimportant - but she can't stand the idea of the personal, loving intimacy. Unfortunately, however, no matter what the husband says, she cannot believe that it was "just sex!"
Thus, if a woman discovers her husband engaged in an adulterous relationship, she just knows that he really wanted a "love" affair, and will be certain that his affair must reveal deep problems in their marriage, perhaps enough to end it. Often she will blame herself for not being appealing enough to keep his sexual needs satisﬁed - a way of looking at it fostered by women's magazines and novels. Interestingly enough, it seems that even when a woman has had an adulterous relationship of her own and knows that it had no deep meaning, she still has a difﬁcult time believing that a mans affair was equally inconsequential.



The man, on the other hand, knows that his affair was relatively unimportant, but he cannot accept that hers was equally so - but for a different reason! His ﬁrst reaction usually is not to speculate on possible flaws in the marriage and certainly not on ﬂaws in himself! He is not likely to be concerned about what was said (unless it was about him), only what they did! He doesn't picture the lovers lying together exchanging intimacies, pledging ﬁdelity to each other. No, his immediate response is likely to be fury that another male has encroached on his property, put a cock in his private cunt! The idea that he had failed her in some way never enters his mind. His adultery is nothing but a man being a man. She, however, is his property, his chattel, and letting someone else use her sexually is a betrayal, real adultery! Usually, he has great pleasure in fucking another man's wife, but his own wife should remain faithful!
Obviously, many men don't feel this way about their wife's adultery, and react just as women do - jealousy, grief, introspection, resignation. Other men - such as Don - have no objection to their wives having extramarital sex, accepting that wives can enjoy variety as well as husbands, but those men are the self-conﬁdent exception. They may even encourage their wives to have affairs, enjoying hearing of her experiences and sexual activities - interested in what they did, not what they said. More rarely, some women can accept the fact that their husbands can love them dearly, but still enjoy fucking other women, but these women certainly are the exception. Actually, if a woman knows that her husband is inclined to have an affair, her best response is to encourage, if possible, a relationship with a "safe" paramour, a reasonably happily married woman who will be satisﬁed with a semi-romantic, perhaps long-term, affair. That would permit the husband's extra-marital urges to be satisﬁed with no danger of a martial breakup.
The best alternative, almost certainly, would be a threesome - as with Susan, Don and Jean - where the wife can participate sexually with both her husband and the other woman, thus being a part of the relationship and, at the same time, defuse any "ﬁre" that might cause problems. If the wife can genuinely enter into the triangle, actually enjoy the other woman herself, she and her husband will be able to share an intimacy that few can obtain. The husband will love seeing his wife having sex with another woman and, if she can abolish, or at least, sublimate, any jealous twinges, the wife can learn to enjoy seeing her husband fucking their other woman. For example, Jean obviously gets great vicarious pleasure watching Don have Susan, feeling that she is an intimate partner, participating as part of their sexual pleasure. It is a very pleasant thing to share!
In any case, Susan's sexual excursions could hardly be called affairs as women see them. She had none of the romantic attachments, none of the pillow talk that women delight in. Her activities were, in essence, purely sexual, really part of the dominance-submission syndrome. In any case, Susan didn't think of all these things as she lay there brooding over her lack of guilt, a lack that soon let her fall into a blissful sleep, unencumbered by remorse or shame.
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The rest of the semester went perfectly, Susan arriving on time, prepared and interested, making the tutoring a pleasure for both. The sex was equally outstanding, both enjoying it as delightful recreation. Robert now used all three of Susan's apertures, but he was particularly pleased with her willingness to be buggered. He assumed that he had introduced her to that aberrant practice, and was really gratiﬁed to find that she welcomed his continued penetration of her ass. Actually, Susan had been quite surprised, even shocked at herself, when he had suggested anal intercourse the next time. She had come to Robert's apartment the Monday following the Thursday when he had whipped her, not knowing quite what to expect or what she wanted. To her relief, Robert proposed going right to work right away and she was soon as ease, going through the assignment and discussion with aplomb.
However, when the "class work" was over and the "recreation period" arrived, she became nervous again – why she didn't know, since she expected the usual screwing and sucking. When she was naked, Robert began fondling and caressing her as usual, and then, not really to her surprise, led her over to the table where he had buggered her the last time. The real surprise came when, without being instructed, Susan simply spread her legs wide, bent over the table, and reached back for her ass cheeks. She had looked at her reﬂection in the mirror at home and had been horribly embarrassed, but now, shockingly, and not really understanding herself, she voluntarily reached back and pulled the cheeks apart as wide as they would go, reveling in the wanton display she knew she was making. She had thought of Robert wanting her like that again, and had been embarrassed even thinking of him seeing her in that position. Now, however, something seemed to explode in her mind and, suddenly, being bent over the table, completely exposed and open, knowing that everything was visible, excited her beyond belief.
Somehow it made her feel pleasantly depraved and degenerate to deliberately pull herself open and expose her asshole, as well as her cunt, to his eyes. She held herself wide as possible until his cock began its entrance, moving her hands, then, to grasp the top edge of the table as he sank into her. As he sodomized her, she relished lying there, face down and bent over, being used, fucked – completely under his control like a slave girl, his cock plunging in and out like a piston.
Later, of course, she castigated herself for such an obscene act, not understanding how abasing herself so thoroughly could have aroused her so much. Once again, she bent over in front of the mirror and, once again, was appalled by what she saw. Still, even then, she felt a perverted thrill ripple through her as she thought of being so exposed, and, reluctantly, she admitted to herself that she wanted to do it again. Finally, she relaxed and took the advice that Jean had given her many times: "If it excites you and doesn't hurt anyone else, don't worry about why it feels good, just do it!" From that time on, for the rest of the semester, she just let herself enjoy her blatant and indecent display every time Robert wanted to fuck her ass – which was frequent.
For Robert, this visiting professorship had turned out to be the best, at least sexually, that he had ever enjoyed. He had a beautiful, happily married woman who would enthusiastically participate in virtually any form of erotic activity he desired. Her mouth, cunt and ass were available twice a week and he had none of the trappings of an unwanted "love affair." He could look forward to those two afternoons as pleasant sexual and academic encounters with no worries about uncomfortable ties and strings that would have to be cut at semester's end. So, for an itinerant professor, things were about as perfect as they could be. In fact, when the semester ﬁnally drew to a close, Robert, for the ﬁrst time that he could remember, found himself regretting the need to return home.
However, while the regular twice-a-week trysts were over with, that did not preclude several spur of the moment encounters. For example, on graduation day, Susan received her master's degree, walking proudly across the stage in her formal robes to receive her diploma and the congratulations of the graduate dean as Jim, Jean, Don and Robert applauded loudly. After the ceremony, Jean and Don left for home while the other three went to a departmental reception for the graduates. The room was full of faculty and students, arrayed in their archaic academic gowns, their hoods draped down their backs displaying their ﬁeld and school colors. Most resplendent of all was Robert in his (rented) scarlet gown from Oxford, standing out like a beacon in the crowd of plain black robes. As a faculty wife earning an advanced degree, Susan was the center of attention for a time – a heady experience. As the crowd began to thin out, Susan found herself almost alone and, glancing up, saw Robert looking at her. When he was sure that he had caught her eye, he, with a quick motion, nodded with his head toward the hallway. Not knowing just what he wanted, Susan, however, excused herself and went into the hallway, with one of the other women, toward the restroom. Coming out alone, she was not surprised to see Robert several doors further down, standing in the open door of his ofﬁce.
She quickly looked around to make sure that no one else was in sight and hurried down the hall and through the door. Taking her by the arm and leading her over to his desk, Robert whispered, "I'd hoped that I could get you alone but I was beginning to 'wonder! Here, lean over." With that, he bent Susan over the desk, reached down and raised her gown and skirt over her back and, with little difficulty, worked her sheer panties down her legs and off. Tossing them onto the desk, he pulled his crimson robe open, took out his cock and, after using his ﬁnger to bring lubrication out of her cunt onto the cunt lips, he entered her.
She was very wet inside, and he was able to sink in completely with one thrust. Not taking time for the usual slow buildup, he began a vigorous fucking motion almost immediately. As he pounded in and out, Susan quickly responded, grinding back against him, welcoming the hammering of her crotch. The circumstances – bent over a desk being screwed in an academic ofﬁce on her graduation day, the danger with all the people, including her husband, nearby – created an excitement and stimulation that sent waves of lust through her.
Her passion was matched by that of Robert, and, very shortly, he erupted, sending streams of cum deep into her vaginal passages. Surging tightly against her, he held his cock inside as tightly as possible in the last throes of his climax. Susan, also, reached orgasm, arching her ass into the air, pushing her cunt back as hard as she could against him, seemingly trying to force both his cock and balls into her gaping cavity.
The climax, of course, lasted only for a few moments, and recognizing the need to hurry, Robert quickly pulled his semi-hard cock out of her and, with an effort, managed to cram it back into his pants. Susan, relieved of his weight (and penetration), straightened up, her skirt and robe falling back into place. Hurriedly, and without a word, Robert peeked out of the ofﬁce door, saw that the hall was empty, and waved her out. She walked, almost ran, back as far as the restroom, and, then, once past it, slowed her pace as if she had just come out. Her heart was beating at double time as she wondered if anyone had missed her.
As she entered the reception room, she had a moment of sheer panic for no reason, and as she told Jean later, she, for the ﬁrst time, realized what Jean had gone through that night when her breasts and cunt had been fondled under her red dress. Somehow Susan just knew that everyone was looking at her surreptitiously, that her forehead must have a gigantic red A emblazoned on it. She really felt like an adulteress, a scarlet woman, as she joined the small group that was left, almost expecting to hear, leeringly, "Where have you been?"
Instead, as an anticlimax, the conversation went on as if she had never left, merely including her in the discussion as if nothing had happened. As she calmed down and the panic attack dissipated, she realized that no one had even missed her, much less speculated as to whether she was engaged in some sinful activity. Actually, of course, very little time had passed. The assignation had lasted hardy ﬁve minutes from the time she entered the ofﬁce until she was hurrying down the hallway, an excellent example of the relativity of time – it had seemed much longer. So, almost giddy with relief and ﬁlled with smugness from having gotten away with something that would have shocked everyone, Susan gaily chatted with faculty, faculty wives and students, secure in the knowledge that the A was there – but was invisible.
Jim came over and they prepared to go, ﬁrst turning in their rented finery, and heading toward the door. Suddenly, as she walked beside him, she felt a strange, wet sensation on her upper thighs – and panic set in again! "Oh, my god," she thought, "I forgot to put my panties back on! They're back in Robert's ofﬁce – and, oh no, I wore the ones with 'Susan' embroidered on them!" The wetness, of course, was the cum leaking from her well-fucked cunt, not being absorbed by the crotch of her missing panties, but running down her legs. She tightened her cunt muscles to try and stop the ﬂow while trying to think of some way to get her underwear back. Desperately looking around, she spotted Robert talking to a student and said, "Just a minute, honey, I want to say goodbye to Robert." Quickly, before he could come along, she hurried away and, rather impolitely interrupted his conversation, saying she wanted to ask him something. As the student left, she blurted out, "Gods, Robert, I left my panties on your desk! Get them before someone else ﬁnds them – my name's on them!"
Looking at her with a grin on his face, he replied, "Don't worry, Susan! I picked them up as soon as you left, and they're in my pocket, right now. I think I'1l keep them as a souvenir!"
Once again, relief ﬂooded through her – leaving her with only the problem of keeping a cunt-full of cum from dripping onto the ﬂoor as she headed back to Jim. Sinning just leads to one crisis after another! Talking about it afterwards with Jean, the situation seemed almost funny, but not at the time! However, as she described the ofﬁce fucking, Susan was astounded by a sudden burst of laughter from Jean who, despite several "What are you laughing at?" questions, went on for some time before calming down.
Then, still snickering, Jean was able to say, "You're a ﬁxture!"
"What on earth do you mean, a ﬁxture?"
"Don't you know that old joke about the secretary who became an ofﬁce ﬁxture from being screwed on a desk'? You're a ﬁxture!"
"Oh my heavens, I hadn't even thought about that! I am a fixture! I've been screwed on a desk! Wouldn't the department be shocked – particularly when they took inventory of the ofﬁce furniture!"
The last real fucking session was just as surprising to Susan as the "ﬁxture- making" intercourse in the ofﬁce. The day before Robert was scheduled to ﬂy home, he was invited to dinner at Jean and Don's. Since he had turned in his leased car, Jim was to pick him up and then to deliver him back to the apartment later. Susan knew that this would be the last time they would see Robert, at least on this trip, so she decided to have some fun with no danger of retaliation. She had talked to Jean earlier in the day, saying that she thought it would be fun to tease Robert by showing herself after dinner.
"You know he really spanked me hard that ﬁrst time, calling me a cock teaser. Well, I'll actually be a cock teaser! He will be able to look right at my cunt and won't be able to do anything!"
"Well, I can see that it certainly would be fun for you, but I don't think Robert would be too happy. He'd have a hard cock that he would have to hide and he would be very upset when he had to go home afterwards – his balls would be sore for sure!"
"Oh, I know, honey. I don't want to be mean, just tease him. I thought maybe you could arrange for him to be with me in the kitchen like that other time, and I could make it up to him by sucking. I'm sure that he would like that, particularly since he's leaving tomorrow and can't have me again."
"Now, that's different. I'm sure that there will be something I can think of – oh, sure, the game will be on and they'd never miss you. I'll call him into the kitchen for some reason, you can follow, and I'll stand guard like the last time!"
With the plans in place, Susan prepared by putting on her shortest skirt, with thigh-high hose that came all the way to the top of her legs – but no panties. When Robert and Jim arrived, she didn't wait until after dinner and managed to sit so that she was completely exposed to Robert, teasing him with her bare cunt. When they were through eating, however, she outdid herself, sitting on the couch across from him, she opening her legs blatantly every time she moved. To top it off, when Jim and Don turned on the TV to watch the ﬁrst Red Sox-Yankee game of the year, she moved down to a floor pillow, completely out of their sight, and let the short skirt work all the way up to her crotch, her cunt hair visible even to herself. For practical purposes, she was naked below the waist, the curls of hair serving as a frame to better display the open inter lips and the cunt hole, itself. She was enjoying herself tremendously!
However, Robert, as expected, had a different reaction. Her erotic display caused the normal reaction, a very hard cock – which to Susan's delight, he had to shift from side to side in his pants in an effort to become comfortable. At the same time, he appeared to be quite upset at her for teasing him, knowing that he wasn't going to be able to have her. His facial expression alternated from lustful to angry, his eyes shifting from her exposed cunt to her grinning, impish face. When he had a chance, he muttered to her that if he had her in his apartment, he would repeat his lesson about cock teasing and the punishment it deserved. His look and warning would have frightened her on a normal occasion, but now she just leaned back and opened wider.
Now, Robert was an admirable person, capable of humorous anecdotes and stories, and would laugh hardily at another's jokes. However, his sense of humor was very limited when it came to himself. He was the epitome of dignity, and, just as he would not permit even friends to call him "Bob," he simply could not accept teasing – it was just not in his personality. It should be noted, though, that he didn't find teasing other people to be acceptable either, so he was not a hypocrite, only a bit "stuffy." So, while he couldn't help but be amused, at least to some degree, at her antics, his disapproval of such teasing made him want to exact revenge by repeating the ﬁrst spanking he had administered to her. Actually, he had remembered the earlier time in the kitchen and he had a feeling that Susan was teasing with plans to repeat the cock sucking, but even that expectation didn't diminish his rancor or his desire to punish. Unfortunately, from his point of view, and hers, such reprisal seemed impossible and he was resigned to enjoying her wanton display without recourse, merely glowering at her – when he wasn't studying her cunt – and looking forward with strangely mixed emotions to at least some sexual relief.
Suddenly, however, an idea came to him, and, taking advantage of a time when Susan was in the bathroom, he beckoned Jean to join him in the kitchen. When she somewhat reluctantly, not wanting to spoil Susan's fun, conﬁrmed his guess about what was planned, he proposed an alternative to which Jean, giggling, replied, "Oh, I couldn't do that to her!" However, when he offered an inducement, she, still giggling, agreed. Shortly afterwards, when Susan returned, she found Robert back in his chair with a disturbingly self-satisﬁed look on his face. Now that Jim and Don were engrossed in the game, she was expecting Jean to arrange for her and Robert to be alone in the kitchen – while standing guard at the door to prevent surprises. Instead, she got a surprise of her own.
After a few minutes, Robert stood up and said that, since he had to get some last-minute packing done and get ready for tomorrow's ﬂight, he probably should be getting back to his apartment. The game was underway, of course, but Jim started, reluctantly, to tear himself away. Suddenly Judas (a.k.a. Jean) spoke up, saying, "Wait a minute, Jim. You're watching the game, so why don't Susan and I drive Robert home?" Needless to say, Jim embraced the idea immediately, and the decision was made.
Susan sat there, stunned, her mouth open, but with nothing to say. She didn't understand what had happened, why Jean had made the offer instead of acting as a co-conspirator, setting up the session in the kitchen. All she could think of was that Robert had spoken up too soon, before Jean could act – but the whole scene had seemed so contrived, Jean's sudden offer so calculated. However, she thought, "Robert can't do anything bad while Jean is along – maybe I can suck him while she waits in the car." Susan had a big shock coming!
There was a ﬂurry of goodbyes, "have a nice trip," "hope we'll see you soon," etc. as they prepared to leave. The three of them went out to the car, but, as they started to get in, Jean said, "Just a second. I'll be right back," and hurriedly returned to the house, calling in the door to Don, "Since you're watching the game, maybe we can help Robert with his packing – don't worry if we're gone awhile!" Don and Jim, back at the TV, waved "ok," not really concerned about when they would get back. The trip to the apartment was swift and strangely quiet, very little being said, each lost in his or her own thoughts. Susan mind was in turmoil, wanting to ﬁnish her "affair" with Robert in the right way, but not knowing how to go about it. She certainly didn't want to have him think that she really had just teased him with no intent to do more. In addition, she just didn't understand what had gone wrong back at the house, and she couldn't ask Jean. Also, she had a funny idea that both Robert and Jean were acting somewhat peculiarly, as if they were in cahoots about something, sharing a secret of some kind.
In any case, when they pulled into the apartment's small parking lot, she turned to Jean and said, "Why don't you wait in the car for a few minutes, honey, while I go up with Robert." Not having heard what Jean had called into the two husbands, Susan assumed that she and Jean would be expected back at the house in a reasonably short time – leaving her just long enough for a brief sexual interlude, i.e. cock sucking. She also assumed, of course, that Jean would know her intentions and cooperate by staying in the car. Consequently, she was surprised when Jean turned off the lights and motor and said, "I'll come up with you." Susan was totally befuddled and could think only that Jean didn't want to wait in the dark parking lot and would discreetly wait in the living room while she and Robert spent a few minutes in the bedroom. Nothing was going the way she had anticipated – but the unexpected, and appalling, events were just beginning!
As she got out of the car, as Robert opened her door, Susan was very careful to keep her knees tight together. When they entered the apartment and she sat on the couch, she made certain that her short skirt covered as much as possible. She certainly didn't want to continue any teasing or, in any way, further antagonize Robert. She knew that she was safe from being spanked as long as Jean was there, but it just seemed prudent to be circumspect. She was waiting for a chance to go into the bedroom with Robert, but there certainly was no way that she could bring herself to suggest it. Suddenly, she brightened as she remembered how sexy it had been to suck him in the kitchen while knowing that Jean was right outside the door, guarding it. Both she and Robert had felt that being aware of Jean had added a bit of spice, and Susan now thought the probably Jean, knowing that, intended to enhance their pleasure again by being nearby. She felt a sudden sense of relief at ﬁnally understanding Jean's seemingly inexplicable actions and, assuming that they had only a short time, waited impatiently for someone, probably Robert, to suggest a tryst in the bedroom. What she got was a command that shattered her composure and absolutely stunned her.



"Ok, Susan, you've been showing me your little pussy all night! Now take off your clothes and show me the rest!"
Susan looked at Robert in horror, not really believing what she had heard. "Oh, Robert, what do you mean? I can't take off my clothes now! My god, what do you mean?"
Robert looked at her with that stony expression that had frozen more stalwart people than Susan, and said, "I mean just what I said! You've had fun teasing all evening, and now you're going to pay for it. Take off your clothes!"
Glancing over with dismay at Jean, Susan protested, "Robert please, I can't do that – please, not in front of Jean. I'm sorry; I didn't mean to get you mad! I intended to make it up to you the way we did before in the kitchen." Looking over again at Jean, horribly embarrassed to talk in front of her, she forced herself to say, "Please, Robert, let's go into the bedroom and I'll suck you!" She was blushing furiously, absolutely dismayed at the totally unexpected confrontation. Obviously Jean knew almost everything she had done with Robert, but to have it brought out in front of her this way was unbelievably humiliating. Jean knew that she was going to suck in the next room, but to have to actually ask to do it while Jean watched and listened was just too much. Tears of mortiﬁcation welled up in her eyes, but her torture had hardly begun.
"Susan! I told you to take off your clothes! The longer you wait, the worse it will be!"
"Please, Robert, don't make me do that! We don't have time, anyway – Jim and Don will be expecting us back soon, won't they, Jean?"
"Sorry, honey, but I told them that we would be over here for a while. They won't expect us home for a long time yet. You'd better do what Robert told you to do before he gets mad."
Susan looked at Jean, aghast, still not completely understanding her role in the present situation, but beginning to get the picture. "You knew that he was going to get me over here, didn't you! You were supposed to get us together in the kitchen, not help him – you both knew that I was only teasing! You're both mean! It's not fair!" The last was said with futile, plaintive fury, the tears that had been welling up in her eyes beginning to ﬂow down her cheeks. "Oh, Jean, why did you do it?"
Jean replied with a sympathetic smile followed by a wry grin as she simply said, "He promised that I could watch!"
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Betrayed by her best friend, Susan gave up and, reluctantly and slowly, she unbuttoned and removed her blouse. She reached back and released her bra, her breasts bouncing and jiggling as they were released. Jean, who had seen them more than a thousand times, was impressed anew by their perfect shape, the round mounds topped by large, rosy and erect nipples. Somehow it was different seeing her strip in these different surroundings and circumstances. The short skirt was next, and, as it came down, the eyes naturally followed along, down from bulging breasts to the deep navel, to the triangle of puffy blond pubic hair. Susan stood there, nude except for her long hose, two pair of eyes absorbing the seductive sight - a pretty blond woman, naked and vulnerable. For Susan, the feeling was indescribable. Being forced to strip, knowing that she was going to be spanked - and in front of Jean - both humiliated and, as usual, aroused her. She just stood there, waiting for the next command, which wasn't long in coming.
"Ok, Susan, you've been a cock teaser again and are going to be punished. I just got the leather whip and handcuffs out of my suitcase and they're ready to use. What do you think of that?"
"Oh, Robert, please, not that thing again."
"No? What should I do, instead?"
"Just spank me with your hand - I didn't mean to tease you!"
"Oh, yes you did! Now, if you don't want the whip, beg me.
Susan was horriﬁed anew at Jean's presence, but was desperate to avoid the whip. So, with tears ﬂowing again, she dropped to her knees before him and beseeched him, "Please, Robert, spank me with your hand, not the whip. I really didn't mean to upset you. Please!"
Seeing Susan naked and by herself, Jean had always been impressed by her perfect ﬁgure, everything in proportion (except, perhaps, the tits). Seeing her standing in front of Robert, however, she realized again, just how relatively small she was - he towered over her when she was dressed, but her nakedness accented the difference in size, making her look delicate and vulnerable. As she sank to her knees, kneeling servilely at his feet, Susan looked even more defenseless. It was an arousing sight, almost like a play in which a slave girl grovels before her master, begging for mercy. Jean felt a tinge of remorse as she saw her friend so humbled, but that slight regret was wiped away by a surge of perverted excitement that sent a tingle through her body. She wanted to see Susan humiliated and spanked, and any guilt that she might have felt was assuaged by the realization that Susan, herself, was aroused by that humiliation and by being dominated.
"All right, Susan, get up and come over here!" Throwing the whip onto the table, Robert sat down on a chair and, as Susan came over, he told her to lie over his knees. Without protest, but trembling slightly, she did as ordered, draping herself over him, her head hanging on one side, her legs on the other. As always, she presented a sensual picture of a beautiful, subjugated woman, ready to receive punishment from a dominant man.
Jean had seen Susan in that same pose with Don, but, somehow, this was different. She looked the same - her large tits hanging down, quivering, her hips curving upwards into luscious mounds and her long legs stretched out toward the ﬂoor - but having a different man ready to administer the punishment changed everything. In addition, Jean was only a spectator, not directly involved, a difference that led her to be more observant, more able to take in details she ordinarily would overlook.
For example, as the spanking began, she noticed the way that Susan's breasts jounced as he ass was hit, elongating for an instant, and then rebounding and quivering, almost as if they had a life of their own. Also, with each slap, her legs lifted up, her feet leaving the ﬂoor, only to drop back between spanks. Most importantly, her ass cheeks were ﬂattened almost completely as Robert's large hand descended, and then surged back upwards as the pressure eased. However, like aftershocks in an earthquake, they continued to pulsate up and down, each movement less than the one before - until the next blow started the cycle over again. At ﬁrst, the action was chaotic as Susan squirmed and twisted, struggling to minimize the pain, but as her resistance faded, the spanking fell into a rhythm, the movements blending together into a graceful pattern that was fascinating to watch. (Incidentally, it should be noted that Jean also did some squirming in her seat as the drama unfolding began to heat up her cunt!)
For Robert, as he prepared to spank Susan, the rounded hips draped over his lap created some sexual heat also. Unlike that ﬁrst time when she had seemed to be only another cock teaser, he was not really angry with her - the need to punish her was more a matter of principle. In addition, having a pretty (and naked) woman kneeling at his feet, pleading for mercy, will have a profound affect on any man - he'll certainly get a heady sense of dominance, of mastery, of superiority, which leads, in turn, to a feeling of beneﬁcence, a desire to be magnanimous to his poor, weak subject. There is a temptation to lift her up and forgive her - and take her to bed! Presenting one's self as such a frail and impotent slave or concubine has been a woman's effective defense throughout history, but Robert stalwartly avoided that seductive trap and began the chastisement.
His hand rose and came down with a thunderous smack, forcing a shrill cry of pain from Susan. He wasn't genuinely angry and the spanking wasn't going to be severe - by his standards - but it was going to be a real spanking! That became evident as he fell into the spanking rhythm, his large, heavy hand smacking into the mounds of her ass, eliciting cries of pain and protest, cries which rapidly changed into pleas for mercy.
Smack..."Ouch"...smack..."Ow! ...smack...! This time Robert interjected no words between blows, so there was just the alteration between the "smacks" and the "ows." Then, the change, smack... "Please stop"...smack... "I'm sorry"...smack... "Ow"...smack... "Oh, it hurts"...smack! Soon, there was just smack. . .moan. . .smack. . .ooh. . .smack. . .groan .. smack...!
As said before, the spanking was not as severe or as long-lasting as before, and when Susan ﬁnally just hung there, accepting the punishment with those moans and groans, Robert stopped. He ran his hand over her burning bottom, feeling the heat coming through her reddened skin, enjoying the feel of the resilient mounds. Slipping his fingers between her legs, he slid them between the well lubricated cunt lips, finding the hole readily accessible. Galvanized by the sensual feel of her ﬂesh, he abruptly turned her over, picked her up like a feather, and carried her into the bedroom, depositing her gently onto the bad. Quickly stripping off his clothes, not inhibited in the least by Jean who had followed him, he joined Susan on the bed, placing himself between her legs, which he placed on his shoulders, and entered her. Sinking full length into her vaginal passage with one surge, he began a vigorous screwing, his hips ﬂexing forward and back, driving his cock in and out of her cunt like a pile driver.
Jean had watched the spanking with growing excitement combined with an increasing fear that she had caused Susan too much suffering - that the punishment would be too severe. Thus, she was thrilled when the spanking ended and Robert bore her off to the bedroom. Getting up abruptly, Jean followed them in without hesitation, even when she saw Robert undressing. Actually, she was enthralled by the entire scenario and never thought of leaving or, even, averting her eyes. On the contrary, her eyes focused on Robert's cock, standing proudly erect, as he moved between Susan's legs.
She has seen Susan fucked many, many times by Don, and once, through the window, by John, but this was different! A different man, whom she had never seen nude, was mounting her best friend, his cock sliding without hindrance, into her deepest recesses - and Jean could see every detail as she stood no more than four feet away. She could see all but the tip of his cock as it pulled out before it slammed back in. Every hair, every moist millimeter of Susan's cunt was visible as it accepted the plunging cock as it hammered her. Lubrication was ﬂowing from her, being whipped into froth by the frenetic fucking. Jean was astounded to see that Susan almost disappeared under Robert as he surged into her, her face at his chest level, her knees pushed up to her head. Her cunt was almost horizontal, and Robert was plunging up and down directly into her, going deeper than Jean would have thought possible.
It was an unbelievable experience to stand so close to two people fucking so vigorously, not caring, or, actually, not even aware, that they were being watched so avidly. Jean was absolutely enthralled, bewitched, her eyes ﬁxed, taking in every sight, every sound - the cock glistening with Susan's lubrication, the soft, liquid sucking as it withdrew, the wet, squishing as it plunged back in, Susan's sighs and gasps, Robert's harsh breathing as his passion mounted.
It should be noted, however, that while Jean's rapt attention was focused on the conjunction of cock and cunt, the driving in and out, her observation was not with clinical detachment. Her cunt had become intensely aroused by watching the spanking and the spirited screwing before her eyes sent her over the edge. Her thighs were squeezing rhythmically against each other and, as the passion mounted, her hand went involuntarily to her crotch over her skirt. That did not provide sufﬁcient stimulus and she quickly reached up under the skirt and began to caress her clit through her thin panties. (Like Jim, Don did not like pantyhose, so Jean had worn a garter belt and hose when dressing for the goodbye dinner.) An observer of her actions would have noted a peculiar pattern to her motions as she watched the action in front of her. As Robert's cock plunged into Susan, Jean's pelvis surged forward, and, as the cock pulled out, it jerked back. Her cadence exactly matched his, almost as if she were fucking Susan along with him. As he drove in and out in a faster and faster tempo, her ﬂexing of her hips accelerated, unconsciously duplicating his pace.
Robert's hips drove in and out, almost in a blur, as he approached orgasm, ﬂattening Susan beneath him, hardly permitting her to move. As it had the last time, however, that inability to move had no negative effect of her drive to climax and, in fact, may have augmented it. Finally, the crisis point was reached and Robert hammered her with several quick plunges, welding himself against her with a twisting motion, trying to get as much penetration as possible as he ejaculated into her. That ﬁnal surge triggered Susan's own explosion, causing her to try to draw him even deeper into herself, her cunt muscles grasping the impaling shaft. At the same time, not by coincidence, Jean's ﬁngers pulled hard against her clit and pubic bone as she jerked forward, pelvis thrust out, back arched, for all the world as if she had a cock penetrating another woman. She held that pose, unconsciously mimicking Robert's final surge, finally slumping back as her orgasm died out. All three had come at virtually the same time.
For a full thirty seconds, the tableau held, Robert rigid against Susan, Susan pressing upward as hard as she could, Jean, ﬁngers tight against her cunt, pelvis pushed out, eyes ﬁxed on the two on the bed. Jean was the ﬁrst to recover, and with an unobserved blush on her face, whipped her hand up so that her skirt fell into place, and straightened up. Robert, coming to himself, realized that he must be smothering Susan, drew back, his softening, but still semi-erect, cock pulling out of her cunt. Finally, relieved of his weight (and impalement), Susan was able to slowly lower her legs, letting them down to lie, splayed open, on the bed. Looking between the spread legs, Jean could see the puffy cunt lips, hair plastered down by the lubrication and cum, the inter lips still swollen open, revealing the just-fucked hole clogged with whitish cum. As Susan aroused herself and headed to the bathroom, Jean suddenly realized that she was still staring, her voyeuristic tendencies all too evident, and suddenly embarrassed, turned and went out into the living room.
A few minutes later, as Susan padded, still naked, out of the bedroom, she found Jean ﬁngering the Velcro handcuffs that Robert had thrown onto the table. For a moment or two, neither knew what to say, and, to break the silence, Jean asked, "Are these handcuffs Robert used on you? They don't seem strong enough to hold anyone who wanted to pull away." To demonstrate, she connected the two sides of the cuffs and, then, with ease ripped them apart. "These couldn't hold anyone!"
Susan started to sluff it off by saying that they had held hg, but, suddenly, a sly expression (not seen by Jean) ﬂitted across her face as an idea came to her. "I don't know. They didn't seem very strong, but 1 certainly tried to get free. Maybe it's the angle. Here, bend over the table and I'll fasten them and you can see if they come off as easily." She said that in a matter of fact tone of voice and very disingenuously, and, without hesitation, Jean did as she suggested, leaning over and placing her arms over the table. Susan went around to the other side, wrapped the cuffs about her wrists and fastened them to the table legs. "Just a minute, now, he had my legs held too. Let's see if that makes any difference."
Going back to the other side, she took Jean's left ankle and fastened it to the other left leg and, pulling her right ankle to the other table leg, secured it as tightly as possible. "Oh, yes, I had this pillow under my stomach to hold me up - raise up while I slip it under you." With that done, Jean was in almost exactly the same position as Susan had occupied when tied down. "Now," she said smugly, "see if you can get loose!" As might be expected from Susan's earlier experience, Jean struggled futilely to pull free, finally slumping ﬂat onto the table and giving up.
Just then, Robert came out of the bedroom wearing a short robe and, seeing the scene at the table, asked, "What do we have here?"
Susan looked at him with great satisfaction and replied, "This is what we have here!" Without any warning, she reached down, grabbed the hem of Jean's skirt and whipped it up over her waist. "Here's the friend who tricked me into getting a spanking!"
Jean was absolutely horriﬁed. This was a woman who enjoyed exhibiting herself - to delivery men, shoe store clerks, etc. - but she was horribly embarrassed to be involuntarily exposed in that position to a man she knew socially . "Susan," she screamed, "pull my skirt down! Let me up! You can't do this!"
"Oh, yes I can. Robert, where did you put the desk stuff when you cleaned up?
"I just left it in the desk - that's where it was when I moved in."
Susan quickly went over to the desk and, after rummaging through the drawer, pulled out a pair of scissors. Coming back, she stood between Jean's spread legs, reached down, and, putting her ﬁngers under the crotch band of her panties, pulled it out, saying, "Wow, your panties are soaking wet! You must really have been excited!"
Before Jean could do anything except shriek, "Susan! Stop that! Let me up," Susan put the scissors against the panties and cut through the crotch. Without hesitating, she turned the scissors and cut from the crotch to the waist band, completely cutting through the panties. As she pulled back, the remnants of the panties fell to the ﬂoor, leaving Jean's bottom completely bare. Her hips were, of course, larger than Susan's, the curves not quite so perfect, and the skin not quite so velvety, but, still, it was a very nice ass! In her spread, exposed position, the cheeks were prominently displayed, the crease between them open enough to give just a peek at her ass hole. Below, however, her cunt was display in such a way that nothing was hidden. Her lips were split apart and were covered with a thick thatch of hair that hid their pink color. However, the hair accented the reddish-pink of her inter lips, making them even more prominent, more of a focal point, drawing the eye to the dime-sized vaginal opening. Not up to Susan's standards, but delectable, nonetheless.
Needless to say, Jean was very vocal, virtually screaming for Susan to stop, pull her skirt down, let her up. At ﬁrst, Susan was concerned about the noise she was making, but she was reassured as Robert said, "Don't worry, this is an old building with thick walls. In any case, everyone else moved out as soon as the semester was over. I'm the last tenant until summer school starts." With that concern gone Susan started the next step of her revenge. Picking up the multi-strand whip, she dragged it over Jean's behind, straight between her legs and working up and over the buttocks. She did that several times as Jean settled down, feeling, as Susan had, a pleasant tingle from the soft leather.
Then, as Robert had with her, she brought the strands down in a whipping motion right on the left cheek, followed by a similar blow on the right. It didn't hurt like a regular whip, of course, but it also didn't hit as Susan wanted. She repeated the effort several times, but instead of the strands each imparting a separate touch, all hit at once like a mop. Seeing her ineffective efforts, Robert took the whip and demonstrated. "See, Susan, you have to snap your wrist and ﬂick it as you bring it down. That way the tip of each strand can do its work." With his tutelage, she was soon belaboring Jean's ass with the hand of an expert.
Jean, of course, continued to complain and struggle, despite the fact that the whip was merely causing a not-unpleasant tingle as it hit. Her makeup was different from Susan's in that she didn't like being dominated and controlled. She liked to expose herself, as said before, but on her own terms. If asked, she probably would have admitted that she didn't mind at all having Robert looking between her spread legs and seeing everything she had - but not this way! So she continued to protest, to twist and pull at the conﬁning handcuffs, even to threaten Susan with bodily harm when she got free. However, even she tired after a time, and, bit by bit, the same metamorphosis began to take place in the whipping. The continual ﬂicking of the whip actually was somewhat pleasant and soothing at ﬁrst, starting with the light strokes and slaps. At ﬁrst, once she had calmed down and, reluctantly accepted that she could do nothing, her reactions indicated that the feeling was pleasing.
Slap.."Ahhh,"...slap..."Oooh...slap..."Ummmm"...slap..."Ooooh!" Once Susan asked, "Does that feel good"and she reluctantly admitted that it did. After a while, though, it was just slap...pause...slap...pause...slap...pause..., with no more expressions of enjoyment. Then, as the minutes passed, the pleasant tingle slowly turned into an annoying series of weak slaps, and, as with Susan, the slaps turned into stings. Then, Jean's reactions really changed. Slap..."Ouch'... slap..."Ouch! That stings"...slap..."That hurts!" ...slap..."Stop It!"
Susan, of course, did not stop it, and Jean's cries and protests got louder, even profane, as she demanded that they let her go. Her deﬁance fed Susan's desire to get even, and she continued the punishment, waiting for a sign of contrition, an expression of remorse, but nothing came. With increasing expertise, she ﬂicked the lashes so that they slipped into the crack of Jean's ass, touching the asshole. She lowered the whip strands and brought them up directly onto the cunt lips, even into the cunt, itself. As she knew from personal experience, these blows hurt but did no real damage, so she had no compunction about wielding the whip in such a seemingly cruel manner.



Still, as the ﬂicking tendrils continued to fall, the pain passed the point of being merely annoying, or even just hurting, and became agonizing. Susan has compared it to being badly sunburned and having someone incessantly slapping the burned area. To Jean, it was more like being stung by a bee, twenty times with each ﬂick of the whip - with twenty more on the way, and twenty after that, and on and on, seemingly without end. Even her resistance was ﬁnally worn down and her protests degenerated into moans and winces, tears ﬂowing down her face. Her twisting and turning stopped and she just lay there on the table, ﬁnally crying out, "Please, Susan, stop! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'l1 do anything, but stop! Please!"
By that time her ass, and even her cunt lips, despite the hair, had taken on the uniform red color of deep sunburn. Despite not having the hard hand applied to her as had happened to Susan that evening, the heat radiating from her bottom matched that generated by the more conventional spanking. As Susan and Robert surveyed, and felt the burning cheeks, and looking closely at the open cunt, Susan asked, "Are you really sorry? You'll do anything?"
"Oh, yes, I'm sorry!"
"Ok, ask Robert to fuck you!"
"Susan, please! I can't do that! I can't ask a man to do that!"
"Oh, yes you can!" With that, she brought the whip down one more time.
"Oh, gods, this is awful." Then, with a whimper, "Robert, fuck me."
Remembering how Jean had watched her having to beg Robert to spank her, Susan insisted, "Say please!"
Almost whispering, "Please, Robert, fuck me."
"Say it louder. We didn't hear you."
With absolute mortiﬁcation, Jean ﬁnally broke down in tears and virtually shouted, "PLEASE ROBERT, FUCK ME!" As she admitted to Susan later, she had no objection to having Robert take her - she probably wanted it at that point - but the humiliation was just too much. Perversely enough, however, while she did not have Susan's predilection for sexual arousal through submissiveness, in this case it suddenly seemed to work. Having her will to resist broken and, now, being forced to beg a man to screw her, caused a surge of salacious heat to shoot through her. She had been tremendously aroused by watching Susan being spanked and even more by the erotic act of watching the intimate sex act that followed. Now, being forced to ask for and have adulterous sex stimulated her, and, really for the ﬁrst time, she understood why if affected Susan the way it did.
For Robert, all of this erotic activity had its inevitable impact. His robe was open, and his cock was rampant. He had looked at and felt Jean's most private parts, something he never had thought of doing, and he was more than ready for the ﬁnal step. Standing between her wide spread legs, he looked at her open cunt, wet and inviting. As she loudly asked him to fuck her, he moved forward, placed the head of his cock at her opening, and pushed inward. She was well lubricated inside, and he sank up to his balls into her with no opposition - she obviously was thoroughly prepared for fucking. Resting his hands on the table on each side of her, he began a vigorous in and out motion, pounding hard against her crotch, crushing her cunt lips as he entered, withdrawing and plunging in again.
Susan watch, entranced. She had seen Don screw Jean many times, but never in a position where she could see so clearly the penetration. She put her hand in between them and felt the slippery cock as it pulled out and surged back, feeling also the cunt as it engulfed the shaft. With her fingers wet from the contact, she ran them back between the ass cheeks and, finding the hole, slid a ﬁnger inside and used it like a little cock, matching Robert's entrances and partial withdrawals, actually feeling his cock through the thin membrane separating the vaginal and anal passages. It was a very peculiar and exciting feeling, and gave rise to a new idea.
Pulling her ﬁnger out, she, with some difﬁculty, broke Robert's concentration and quietly asked, "Remember what you said a British man would rather do to a woman alter spanking her than fuck her?" With that statement, she took one cheek in each hand and pulled them wide apart, completely exposing Jean's puckered asshole. "Bugger her!"
Jean was lying ﬂat on the table, her bottom raised on the pillow so that Robert had easy access to her cunt. She had been excited when the fucking began, and the vigor of the pounding against her cunt had built that excitement to a fever pitch. Whatever qualms she might have had about being screwed had vanished, and she was bucking back against Robert's cock as actively as her position permitted, urging it to go in as deeply as possible. She had felt Susan's ﬁnger go into her ass and start to ﬁnger-fuck her, as it had many times in the past, and that had merely added fuel to her ﬂame - in fact, she felt a little let down when it was pulled out. Almost immediately, however, she felt herself pulled wide open, but, while she was aware, in the back of her mind, that everything was exposed, it didn't trouble her at that moment.
Abruptly, however, to her shock, she felt Robert's cock pull out of her cunt, leaving her hanging, not knowing what had happened. Then, to her utter surprise, she felt him move up slightly to where Susan was holding the cheeks apart, and put his cock at the opening to her ass. It had already been lubricated by Susan's fingers, and the cock, itself, was very slippery from Jean's cunt emissions, so, as he pushed inward, the asshole opened easily, seemingly welcoming its entrance. However, Jean gasped, "Oh...unh...oh, don't," as it went in, slumping ﬂat, inert, onto the table.
Don and Jean, of course, had practiced anal intercourse, but, while she found it to be exciting and enjoyable, it never had been one of her favorite sexual activities. Actually, once the penetration had been made, she found the act to be quite enjoyable, the cock fucking her ass, slipping in and out, felt very good, and it certainly was intimate - but there was something that made it less attractive than she thought it should be. Finally, she had decided that the real problem was the position, on her stomach, her bottom in the air, or bent over, again with her bottom raised. Not only was the position unattractive (at least, in her mind), but she also thought that it was degrading and demeaning. She never had been a strong feminist, never a "bra- burner," but she didn't like being in such a submissive pose.
She liked screwing with her on top where she could control her motions, or on her back where she could push against the cock or arch up - or any of the other means to be an active co-participant in the sex act. She just didn't like the idea of being a more or less passive partner, even if it did feel good. So, while Don liked it, they, as with most couples who have been together for some time, naturally fell into a pattern of doing those things that both most enjoyed. Consequently, when they introduced Susan to the depraved act of ass fucking they, themselves, had not done it for some years. Since then, Don had fucked Susan's ass quite a few times, with real pleasure for both, and Jean had enjoyed helping and watching the buggering while refraining from participating herself.
Therefore, when Robert's cock eased itself into her anal passage, it entered a tunnel that had been penetrated in the past only by Don and by nothing except fingers for a very long time. Jean's immediate response was one of complete shock, her sexual arousal disappearing as she crumpled onto the table, moaning and pleading that he should take it out. Robert was into her completely by that time, of course, and he slowly moved his cock in and out a few times, looking questioningly at Susan. She, also, didn't know what to do. Jean wasn't fighting, just begging to have it pulled out - a very, submissive, un-Jean-like reaction. Before they could react, however, something amazing happened.
Jean had suffered an incredible series of incidents which had run counter to everything she could accept. In her entire adult life, only Don had spanked her, and then only when she knew that she was wrong and tacitly accepted the punishment. Now, she had been tricked into permitting herself to be tied down to a table by a trusted friend (whom she had just betrayed, of course - but she wasn't thinking of that then), her skirt raised and, unbelievably, her panties cut off. Tied down and open, she had been humiliated by having everything she had below the waist blatantly revealed, over her indignant protest, to a man she knew only as a social friend. Then, even more incredibly, she had been whipped into submission by, of all people, Susan! Most unthinkable of all, though, was being forced to abase herself so far as to actually beg a man to fuck her! She thought that she would have died before demeaning herself that much! Even worse, in a way, however, was her own reaction. Instead of lying there stoically, bravely letting herself be abused, shaming Susan and Robert by her digniﬁed refusal to acknowledge what they were doing, she had inexplicably become aroused to the point that she was a willing partner in her own violation.
The crowning touch, of course, was having a cock put into her ass. Susan's ﬁngers had augmented her sexual excitement, but having herself pulled open and the finger replaced by a cock was just too much. It was the ﬁnal indignity, a totally unexpected intrusion, and she just collapsed, all sexual desire gone. She lay there, no longer protesting, as the cock slipped in and out, a receptacle to be used. Suddenly, like a bolt of lightning, a surge of sexual energy went through her as she thought of her position. Tied down over a table, spread open and vulnerable, spanked into submission, fucked and now being buggered - she had been completely conquered and was now being taken, being used! Somehow the very powerlessness of her position astonishingly kindled a ﬂame that engulfed her. For the ﬁrst time she understood how Susan could be excited by being subjugated and dominated - how being a sex slave could be exhilarating.
So, surprising herself, as well as Susan and Robert, the sexual desire in Jean was reborn, and, raising herself up as far as possible on the table, she pushed her ass back as hard as she could onto Robert's cock. Holding her hips up, she tried to open herself even wider to his penetration, making it as easy as possible to use her ass, making the hole as accessible as possible. Robert took advantage of her offering, plunging in and out with increasing vigor as she stayed rigid, a perfect target receiving a real pounding. For Jean, the absolute subordination of her body to his lustful fucking raised her excitement to a fever pitch, and, while she persisted in holding still as he took her, tremors preceding orgasm flowed through her.
Susan was enthralled as she watched all of this. She, of course, had never watched an ass fucking, and she was fascinated by seeing the cock going deep into that hairless hole, so unlike a cunt. She had been startled by the abrupt change in Jean, but she was thrilled to see how her distaste had given way to obvious pleasure and excitement. As she saw Robert's climax approaching, she reached under Jean and began playing with her clit, providing the final stimulus that sent her over the edge just as Robert ejaculated deep into her rectum. Jean's hips surged back as his pelvis drove forward, and the two of them stayed locked together for almost a minute before, ﬁnally, Robert withdrew and she slumped back onto the table, exhausted.
Susan watched the cock as it slowly slipped out, a string of cum still connecting it to Jean's ass. Even when it was completely out, her eyes still stayed ﬁxed, seemingly almost hypnotized, on the very red cheeks and the cleavage between them. Robert, seeing her rapt gaze, reached down, putting one hand on each cheek, pulled them widely apart, revealing the just-emptied opening for her inspection. She was absolutely astounded as she looked at the yawning hole going into Jean's ass, a red, shiny tunnel, wet with cum, that was at least an inch in diameter. Curiosity getting the better of her, she slid two, and then three, ﬁngers in, feeling the slippery walls, amazed at the sensual sensation as she probed as far as she could reach. It was unbelievably erotic to look down and see her own ﬁngers buried so deeply in Jean's ass, a place where she normally had to work to get one ﬁnger in past the sphincter - but to have three in! Impossible.
During all this, Jean just lay there, docilely, accepting without protest anything they wanted to do. She felt herself pulled open, and was aware that her asshole was certainly on view, but she made no effort to ﬁght the exposure - if anything, in her uncharacteristically submissive mood the blatantly revealing position added to her perverse "slave girl" mentality. Even when she felt Susan's probing hand, she made no effort to close herself. Finally, Susan withdrew her ﬁngers, and she and Robert watched as the shiny, stretched ﬂesh around the hole slowly contracted, the smoothness becoming puckered, until the opening was tightly closed - but even then, cum continued to seep out, keeping the area between the cheeks moist and slippery.
Tearing her eyes away from Jean's bottom, Susan went around the table and released her wrists from the handcuffs, while Robert freed her ankles. After being fastened down for so long, she had difﬁculty straightening up at ﬁrst, and her legs didn't want to come together. They helped her to rise, the three of them presenting a curious spectacle as they stood there - Susan, completely naked except for the thigh-high hose, Robert, still wearing the short robe, which was hanging open, revealing his half-hard cock, and Jean, with her skirt having fallen into place, completely dressed.
No one, seeing them, would have dreamed that she was the one who had just been the victim (?) of a thorough whipping followed by a vigorous fucking and buggering! As they stood there, arms around each other, ostensibly holding Jean up, no one seemed to know just what to do. Suddenly, impulsively, the two women embraced and simultaneously whispered, "I'm sorry!" Their mutual apology struck them both as being funny, and they laughed together, deﬂating the tension in the air, as they hugged each other harder. Robert joined in the merriment, and they all relaxed, pleased that there were no recriminations or hurt feelings - however, while feelings might not have been hurt, a pair of crimson asses had been!
The little group stayed together for a few more moments, then broke up as Susan dressed, feeling oddly embarrassed as she did so while the other two watched. Each had seen her naked and putting her clothes on after sex many times, but, somehow, it was different with both of them staring. When she and Jean were ready to leave, they said the usual platitudes - "be sure and write," "come back soon," etc. - as well as a few more personal expressions suitable for three people who had just had a serious sexual encounter. Even with their sore bottoms, both women freely admitted that they had enjoyed the evening, and Robert's pleasure was obvious. There was one funny moment when Robert offered to let them keep the whip and cuffs, but, before Jean could respond, Susan emphatically rejected the offer, saying, "NO! She'd use it on me! You keep it!"
Robert agreed, but said, "Ok, but I'll bring it back the next time l'm in the U.S., and I'll use it on both of you!"
Jean, quickly, replied to that, saying forcefully, "Oh, no you won't! I don't ever want that thing used on me again. Of course, I might be interested to see it used on Susan." And then, probably to her own surprise, and certainly to that of Susan, she added, "If you ever spank me again, it had better be with your hand." That she would even concede the possibility was shocking to both of them.
Robert's amused reply was, "Ok, the whip for Susan, my hand for you." Then, ignoring Susan's strong protest about that, he held up the cut remnants of Jean's panties and asked, "Now, do you want to take these?"
Jean, uncharacteristically, blushed, and blurted out, "No, I don't think that I can wear those again! You can just throw them out!"
"Well, I'll keep them as a reminder of a very pleasant evening. I'll put them with Susan's among my souvenirs. Panties from two lovely American women!"
On that ﬂattering note, Susan and Jean kissed him goodbye and headed home to their husbands. At ﬁrst, the ride home was very quiet, but, soon, the atmosphere lightened as, ﬁrst, Jean apologized again for betraying Susan and Susan countered by admitting that she probably overdid the whipping. Jean explained that she had every intention of doing just as they had planned, but, for some reason, the idea of watching Robert spanking Susan was unbelievably alluring and exciting - and, she admitted, it was even more arousing than she had expected.
Susan then conceded that she really had lost control while using the whip on Jean. She had, at ﬁrst, intended to stop when the real stinging began, but the euphoria of power just went to her head and she was carried away by the pleasure of being in control. In any case, by the time they got home, any latent recriminations had been expunged and they intended to have a detailed discussion of the whole evening later. Amazingly, they each confessed that they had enjoyed everything that had happened, including the spankings - except, of course, for the pain. The humiliation and submission had, of course, been something that Susan might have been expected to relish, but to have Jean admit that it turned her on surprised both of them. There was no doubt that both would look forward to an evening of threesome sex with Robert if he did return - even if he carried out his threat to spank both of them.
They got home just as the game ended, so their relatively prolonged absence hadn't even been noticed. As they stood there in the living room facing their husbands, they looked, for all the world, like two innocent wives who had merely helped a friend pack while saying goodbye. If the husbands could have seen under their wives' skirts, however, they probably would have been surprised to ﬁnd that neither was wearing panties. They definitely would have been startled if they had been able to see their curvy behinds, which certainly were very red. Even more, they undoubtedly would have been shocked if they could have seen the male cum that had been deposited in one's cunt and the other's ass. Two adulterous females, but no external evidence of their sins. Two cuckolded husbands with, unknowingly, a new prong growing on their invisible anthers. So, ﬁve people had enjoyed a very pleasant evening, and everyone was happy.
Three weeks later, a package arrived addressed to Jean containing a very nice basket of specialty food items from Fortnum and Mason. An enclosed card thanked her for her hospitality, but, more interestingly, hidden in the packing material was a smaller box, marked personal, addressed to Susan. When they were alone, Susan opened it, ﬁnding a discreet note detailing just how much Robert had enjoyed the time with her and hoping that they would get together again. At the end, he said, "I ruined one pair of your panties and kept another as a souvenir. Wear these in their place and think of me when you do! Also, I watched you destroy a pair of Jean's panties, so I'll replace them too as a 'thank you' to her for a wonderful evening."
Under the note Susan found a small package containing six pair of sheer, silk, French-made, lace panties. Underneath them, wrapped separately were three more pair, similar but in Jean's size. As a remembrance of sexual intimacy, the gifts were perfect, and the two women gloried in wearing them on special occasions, always feeling excited and a bit wanton as they put them on. Robert couldn't have chosen better.



So, Susan's semester with Professor Robert Bruce Reynolds ended perfectly - no traumas, no lingering, tearful goodbyes, no dreaded separation - just a pleasant interlude that had concluded to everyone's satisfaction. Now, with his departure, Susan was free to move on to other things, or, at least, to one thing she and Jim had been discussing for some time - trying to have a second child. Having "beaten the odds," as Jim thought of it, they were ready to try again. As a result, with Robert gone, along with the likelihood of his getting her pregnant, Susan went off of the pill - just in time for another month in Maine! However, that's another story, perhaps for another time!
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This is a story so improbable that I hesitate to present it as something that I participated in, but it actually happened. It was something that I never would have considered doing and something that I certainly would never do again, but unique situations lead to uncharacteristic actions.
*****
My name is Ed Jenkins, an accountant at a local bank and my wife is a high school teacher. She is named Jennie and we are a perfectly normal married couple in most ways. I'm 46 and she is a very young looking 44. We were 23 and 21 when we were married, had two children who are grown and gone, leaving us with the usual "empty nest." Being alone together after all those years was very different and, unlike many couples, we actually drew closer together and rekindled the feelings had been suppressed and dormant in the years of parental responsibilities. In our younger years, we had been quite active sexually, both together and, in a small way, with others. Jennie was something of an exhibitionist and we both enjoyed situations in which she could expose herself discretely. We had several couples with whom we engaged in a fair amount of petting or "making out," but nothing of real importance.
I had indulged in a couple of casual affairs... no, affairs is too strong a word, just something more than one night stands but less than affairs. Jennie knew about both incidents and was not particularly upset since she, happily, recognized their incidental nature. The fondling of our friend's wives was seen as nothing more than a little fun.
She enjoyed that type of "fun" too and had been thoroughly explored by several of our male friends. However, her only real sexual activity of an extramarital nature was sucking the cock of old high school boyfriend when she attended her 20th high school reunion. That, however, brought back memories of her college days when she had "hooked up" fairly regularly with one fellow, Sidney Wilson. They hadn't actually lived together but they slept together quite often and she very much enjoyed the sex. After that incident with her old high school boy friend, we had talked occasionally, fantasizing actually, about what it would be like if she rekindled the flames of that college relationship, but it was just a fantasy with no real thoughts of doing anything.
However, over the next three years, those erotic discussions gradually became less pure fantasy and more "I wonder what it would be like?" That changed, eventually, to serious speculation as reality snuck in. I had had those two experiences, so I saw no reason that she couldn't enjoy a little extra-curricular sex if she wanted it. Once I convinced her that I had no problem with her indulging in extramarital activities as long as it was just sex, she admitted that the idea of guilt-free sex with her old partner sounded appealing. How to arrange such a revival of a long time ago relationship was, fortuitously, made easy with her 20th college reunion, four years after the high school episode.
Actually, the two of them had kept in contact - Christmas cards, an occasional note on major events, etc. - but nothing more of consequence. He was also a high school teacher and they had met at several state teacher conferences where they had talked, but their previous relationship had never been brought up - until the reunion. He was divorced and living in a neighboring town, so, at the reunion, the prospects of some pleasurable sex with an attractive married woman had an obvious appeal. They ended up screwing in his hotel room that night and the sexual reconnection was made.
The result was something like an affair in that it was no once-or-twice event - in fact, it continued regularly for several years before tapering off to once in a while. It always was a purely sexual affair with no real overtones of romance and that continued. Two friends, each "with privileges." As is usual with such relationships it began in a surreptitious way, at least as far as he was concerned. Actually, I knew of the arrangements even before they began but I was just more comfortable by not, presumably, knowing anything. The clueless husband. As a result, their first meetings were in motels, a situation that made Jennie fearful of being recognized.
So, after considerable thought we decided that the solution was for her, supposedly, to have told me that she had met him by accident, then to invite him to dinner to meet her husband. In fact, that worked out well, and dinner turned into frequent, friendly visits. He and Jennie had had the same major in college, taught in the same academic areas in their high schools and loved to talk shop when together. At least, that was the premise of their meetings. Thus, when he stopped in, usually on Saturday evening (purportedly without planning), we would talk for a while, and, usually, go downstairs and play a few games of pool (which Jennie loved). After I had played a game or two or when they embarked on a discussion of school situations, problems, etc., I would excuse myself and go back upstairs to read or watch TV in our bedroom.
After I had time enough to get settled down and wasn't likely to come back, they would go into the guestroom, undress and have a long session of intense sex. Obviously, Jennie felt completely safe since she knew that, obviously, I would not interrupt. These sessions would last till 12 or 1:00 AM, after which, Sidney would quietly leave and Jennie would join me in bed - tired but happy. After this same pattern had held for five or six visits, I'm quite sure that Sidney recognized that I couldn't be that unobservant and his concerns about being caught probably disappeared. However, it was easier on everyone to ignore the "elephant in the room" and we continued the charade.
Thus, it was normal for me to be reading in bed knowing that downstairs in the guest room, my wife was engaged in adulterous sex with a lover. It undoubted will seem strange or, even, impossible that I had absolutely no jealousy about what they said or did. In fact, our sex life was excellent and very satisfying and her relationship with Sidney was just enjoyable recreation and I had nothing, except as an enabler, to do with it. Needless to say, however, I had some normal curiosity about that relationship and we usually spent some time in an erotic conversation as she described her evening. Out of that same curiosity, I had looked between her spread legs to see, and, one time experimentally lick, her well-used cunt.
The issue of me watching them in action was raised a number of times and I admitted that doing so probably would be exciting, but nothing came of it. I certainly could not hide in the closet - the usual method of wife watchers - and peeking in a window had little appeal. Setting up a secret spy-type camera to record them was more trouble than it was worth, so I just waited for her verbal description of their tryst. On one unbelievable (to me, at least) evening, however, I became personally involved because of a very unusual situation.
Jennie and Sidney had been in the guest room for some time, and I assumed that they were, as usual, fucking. I knew that he was a bit "under the weather" when he came in - in other words, he had been drinking a bit and wasn't feeling too hot. We had played the usual, de rigueur, games of pool, and I had, as expected, left and come upstairs. I was reading, assuming that it would be quite a while before Sidney left. Suddenly, Jennie came hurrying up the stairs into the bedroom, saying "Sidney has passed out! We were naked and starting to have sex when he just went to sleep.
"The problem was that before he left home, he took two prescription pills that he's taken for years, back to college days. They definitely cannot be combined with alcohol. He had a few drinks with some friends before he came over, and drinking is something he doesn't do much anymore. He just forgot about it. When he began feeling a bit woozy as we played pool after you left, he suddenly realized what he had done and just told me that if he passed out to just let him sleep it off the way he used to. Remember, I told you how scared I was the first time he did this when we were together and he was totally unconscious for hours and no one could waken him! When he finally woke up that first time I could have killed him for not warning me that it might happen! At least, this time I was somewhat prepared."
"Yeah, I remember. He's lucky that he wasn't driving or something and that you know what's happening. That's a weird problem to have. It will certainly cut down on your fun tonight! There's not much you can do with someone you can't wake up."
"Yeah, it is weird and is why he does very little drinking these days. In any case, you're wrong about not being able to do anything! When he was still awake, I was working on his cock, getting him good and hard. It was really up and I expected him to get on top and take me, but he just lay there. I suddenly realized that he was completely out with a very hard cock. So, I just did what I did the second time back in school when it happened. I got up, spread my legs over him and lowered myself onto his cock. I screwed myself until I was tired - I actually went off at least once! I treated him like a dildo! Then, I thought that you probably would enjoy seeing me with a cock in my cunt and I came to get you!"
"Do you think it would be safe? I wouldn't want him to come to and see me watching him fuck my wife!"
"I don't think that there is any way that he's going to wake up for hours. He was actually moving up and down as I was on his cock, but he never even made a sound or, for that matter, breathed harder. If he had been awake, or even semi-conscious, there would have been some sign. Anyway, I know that he would be out for several hours at least - just like the last time he took those pills with alcohol."
"O.k., a chance like this is not likely to happen again, so let's go." We hurried downstairs, her still naked and me in my pajamas. As she had said, Sidney lay there on his back, quietly breathing, with his cock sticking up almost as hard as she had left it. It looked about the same size as mine, perhaps a bit longer, and it was shining with what had to be Jennie's cunt lubrication. I had never seen any cock but my own in that condition. I felt my own cock coming to attention, thinking of the many times that cock had been in my wife. The cock, itself, didn't affect of interest me, but Jennie's relationship with it did.
Jennie reached over and shook Sidney, got no reaction, and then put her hand around his cock and moved up and down on it. It quickly returned to full erection. To make absolutely sure that he was really out, she pulled back and, suddenly slapped his balls. He flinched slightly, but not the way a man normally reacted to having his balls hit. Reassured, she said, "Watch," as she climbed on the bed, got over Sidney with his rigid cock aimed upward, and slowly lowered herself until the tip touched her cunt. Looking at me and smiling, she, inch by inch, lowered herself until she was impaled on it.
It was an amazing sight, another man's cock slowing penetrating my wife, going inwards until her hair merged with his. She ground her cunt against him for a few seconds and, then, began fucking herself, moving up and down, letting the cock slowly pull out and then dropping down so that she was completely penetrated again. She repeated that cycle time after time, moving faster and faster as she became more and more aroused. Feeling the cock going deep into her as her husband watched added excitement, finally pushing her over the edge to an explosive orgasm.
It was an unbelievable view, one that was much better than a watcher could get from a closet, window or, even, from a recording. I was able to get down just beside them and see the actual fucking from up close. In fact, I got my head within six inches of the penetration and watched the cock go in, making squishy sounds as they came together. As it came out, there was a slight sucking sound and I was fascinated by the shiny lubrication from Jennie's cunt that coated it. It was an experience that I had never dreamed of seeing except in a porn film - and this was my wife with the cock in her, not some porn actress!
I couldn't believe that her vigorous moving on his cock didn't waken him, but he just lay there with his cock being used as she fucked herself. As her movement approached climax, however, he did begin moving almost as if he were doing the fucking, and suddenly, his upward humping movement became stronger as if he were approaching orgasm. His movement scared us, certain that he had awakened and that we were in a very embarrassing situation. Both of us reacted fearfully, Jennie stopping her own movement abruptly, while I ducked down, preparing to sneak out of the room. Fortunately, it quickly became clear that the reaction was automatic, a cock stimulated to do its natural thing, perhaps involving an erotic dream, not a conscious act.
After staying there impaled while she searched his face for any awakening, Jennie slowly raised herself and let the cock slip out of her cunt. As would be expected, it was still hard and was glistening with her lubrication that coated it. As her legs spread as she dismounted, I could see the hole of her cunt, open and deep red from her vigorous use of the cock. Overcome with a perverse desire, I rolled her over on the bed, spread her legs widely, and put my face against that thoroughly aroused cunt. I began licking around the lips and the clit, aroused by having seen that cunt with his cock buried in it. It had been extremely exciting seeing my wife with a cock sliding in and out of her.
Admittedly, this had not been a real fucking where the man is an active, knowing participant, but the view of the cock-cunt connection was the same. It was wild to be licking where the cock had been penetrating her less than a minute before. Finally, overcome by excitement, I moved up and buried my own cock where his had been, the internal passages of my wife's cunt. Needless to say, it didn't take long for my orgasm to take place as I put my cum where his frequently went, up into my wife.
At that point, something totally unexpected happened. The explosiveness of my climax drained me of energy for a moment as I slumped down over Jennie, my cock still in her cunt. My cock lost part of its rigidity after cuming, but it was still firm. As I lay there on her, I looked sideways and realized that my head was level with Sidney's cock and, because its recent activity in my wife's cunt, it was still sticking straight up. It wasn't as stiff as it had been, but it was still quite impressive. What really caught my attention, however, was the head which was leaking a clear fluid which could only be the pre-cum for what he had almost shot into my wife. The shaft was still shiny from Jennie's lubrication, combined with some of that pre-cum. I couldn't take my eyes away from it, and, as I rolled off of her, my own cock returned to the state of hardness it has before I had screwed her.
Jennie was watching me and, after a minute or so, said, "He's got a nice cock, very much like yours, but it excites me to have it in me because it's different. Just think, that cock was just in me a few minutes ago! It fucked me. Fucked your wife! Look how hard it is even after having been in me." She reached over and grabbed it, running her hand up and down it. "Why don't you feel how hard it is? It really feels nice! Go on!"
I was fascinated as I watched my wife playing with another man's cock and at her urging for me to feel it. The thought of doing such a thing normally would have turned me off completely, but this was not a normal time. Slowly, hesitantly, I let my hand go forward until I tentatively touched it. I had never in my life had the slightest desire to see another man's cock or, certainly, to touch one, but this was different situation - it had just come out of Jennie! Abruptly, overcome with a lewd desire, I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and moved them up and down, almost as if I was masturbating him. It was slippery and my fingers moved easily from the base to the tip and back several times. Actually, the feeling was quite sensuous and my normal negative reactions to doing such a thing obviously were diminished. However, the perverse nature of what I was doing suddenly hit my mind and I had a weird feeling of awkwardness as I glanced up at Jennie.
My face flushed with embarrassment at what I was doing, but she didn't seem the least bit questioning, merely saying, "It really is hard, isn't it." Leaning forward, she looked closely at the pre-cum on the tip and added, "He must have quarts of stuff in there. Here, let me see what this tastes like." She moved around me until she was on the other side of him and, seeing a drop seep out, flicked her tongue over it, commenting, "It's kind of bland, not as strong as the real stuff." Then, as another drop appeared, she said, "Here, you try it."
Caught up in that bizarre situation and not even thinking of what she was telling me to do, I never hesitated. I leaned forward with my tongue out and swiped it over the cock head, deliberately tasting it for the first time. Neither of us said anything as we watched another drop form. We alternated a couple of times and, then, Jennie just sat back watching. After hesitating for a moment, I did it again. Why, I really don't know.
I wasn't wildly excited by what I was doing. I had no sudden revelation that I had homosexual of gay tendencies. It was more that I was caught in some kind of a happening, divorced from the real world. I wasn't thinking, just reacting and Jennie was in control. With her watching approvingly, I repeated that sequence several times, licking, waiting, licking, repeat. Finally, as I came down to do it another time, she put her hand on the back of my head and lightly pushed down. With my mouth open enough for my tongue to come out to lick, that light pressure was sufficient to push me down and the head went directly inside. My first reaction was to jerk back, but Jennie kept her hand firmly on my head, pushing harder, and, suddenly, I had a cock in my mouth.
At least half of Sidney's cock was in before I was really aware of what was happening. Reflectively, I jerked upwards, but when the head was at my lips, Jennie pushed down, sinking the cock even deeper into my mouth. Again, I pulled back up and she pushed back down. Certainly, I could have fought harder, pulled away more determinedly, but, somehow, she was in control. This happened several times, his cock almost coming out of my mouth and Jennie pushing my head back down, causing it to sink deeper each time. The last two times my mouth reached the hair as the entire length slide in, actually going a bit into my throat. I really had been in something of a shocked daze, not actually thinking, but suddenly I realized, Jennie was fucking my mouth with Sidney's cock!
Again, my normal reflex took over and I pulled back firmly and, this time, it came completely out of my mouth. It was barely out, however, when Jennie pushed downward again, lightly this time, saying, "Suck it, Honey! I want to see you suck a cock! Particularly one that has just fucked me - your wife! Come on, suck Sidney's cock!"
It was the weirdest feeling. I had never dreamed of doing such a thing, but here I was, a cock firmly implanted in my mouth and my wife telling me to suck it. As her comment sank in, I felt a real rush as I thought, "Damn, this cock had just been in Jennie! It has fucked her and come in her many times! She wants me to suck the cock that just been in her!" As that thought flashed through my mind, I swallowed the cock again, taking it as deep as I could into my throat. I pulled up, sucking gently, and went back down. I kept that up, developing a rhythm, actually deliberately committing felatio - sucking a cock.



Jennie was no longer holding my head. Instead, she lay on the bed, her eyes riveted on the perverted act taking place before her. Looking sideways, I could see her intense stare, excitement clear on her face. Knowing that she was an appreciative audience added to my own arousal and my cock became as hard as a rock. I became lost in the act, sucking for her pleasure as well as, I realized, my own. I found myself holding the cock at the base with two fingers as I bobbed my head up and down like an experienced cocksucker.
I was lost in the act and was startled when I heard Jennie quietly say, "Play with his balls, Honey. That'll make it come faster." I slipped my hand down under my chin and found Sidney's balls which were very hard. I lightly squeezed them in rhythm with my sucking and immediately felt the beginning of movement, an undulating, that matched that rhythm. It was at that moment that I got the implication of Jennie's comment - I was going to make him cum! Making the physical movement of moving my lips up and down his cock was one thing. Playing with his balls was ok. Having him shoot into my mouth, however, was another thing entirely. I had licked the remnants of a previous fucking of Jennie, but this was different - that fluid was a combination of his and Jennie's intercourse, this would be all him.
As I sucked and played with his balls, the undulations became more rapid, his cock began to actually fuck my mouth as he matched my movements. I was considering sucking him until I knew that he was on the verge of ejaculating and, then, pull away in time and finish him with my hand. Then Jennie whispered an order, "Suck him off, Ed! I want to see him cum in your mouth and I want you to swallow it! Don't pull away!"
Just as she said that, his motions became more vigorous, his hips driving his cock upwards into my sucking mouth, actually driving into my throat. Without warning, he erupted, sending a blast of cum into my mouth, almost chocking me before I could swallow it. That blast was immediately followed by two more of the same quantity, filling my mouth, forcing me to gulp it down. Suddenly I heard Jennie say, "Open your mouth so I can see the cum in it."
I did as she ordered and, with the cock just inside my mouth, another spurt hit my tongue. Several smaller ones followed as I held my mouth open so that she could see. I reached up and held his cock and turned my head toward Jennie so that she could see that there was a large pool of cum in my mouth. She moved in closer and looked at the white mass and ordered, "Ok, Honey, swallow it!" Looking her in the eye, I closed my mouth and, deliberately and obviously, gulped it down. I opened my mouth toward her to show that it was empty and that I had swallowed her lover's cum.
Sidney's cock was now deflating and, without thinking, I took it back into my mouth and cleaned off the residue that remained before pulling away. Suddenly I felt very peculiar, the aftershock of having done something very aberrant, not knowing what to do or say. I was embarrassed at what I had done and that Jennie not only saw it but had orchestrated it. Hesitantly, I looked over at her, seeing her grin as she said, "Boy, now you're a real cocksucker. Now we've both sucked Sidney off! Obviously, she had, as I said, orchestrated the entire event and was quite approving of the licentious nature of my acts and that relieved me considerably, but I still felt quite awkward for some time.
As I said at the beginning, it was something that I never would have considered doing and something that I certainly would never do again. The thing that made it acceptable and dissipated my awkwardness was that I was able to see it as "Jennie's cock," not that of another man. Obviously, Sidney was connected to "Jennie's cock," but he was not party to the sucking. I had absolutely no interest in Sidney, just his cock because it had been in Jennie. That may just be a rationalization to make the act more acceptable, but it works. Both Jennie and I enjoyed our perverse behavior that night, and that is enough! I had seen a cock in my wife's cunt and, in a different way, I had joined in her adulterous affair and no one was hurt. In any case, Sidney was out for three more hours before coming to and sneaking out of the house about 3:00AM, never knowing about the erotic activities in which his cock has participated while he slept! Fortunately, cocks can't talk!
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Eddie Jenkins was furious with his wife, Linda. She had just returned from a shopping trip with her mother, loaded with unneeded clothes, all placed on her credit card despite his determined efforts to limit their expenditures. This type of shopping binge was nothing new for Linda in the past, but such activity had been increasingly rare over the last year. It was a habit learned from her mother, Joan, but one that had been broken by a determined Eddie after their marriage was almost destroyed over her lack of self- control when shopping.
Their verbal battles had reached a crescendo the previous Christmas when she maxed out their credit card buying expensive presents for her family as well as clothes for herself. They had agreed to limit their buying with the goal of saving enough for a down payment on a condominium and get out of their small, noisy apartment. Now, she had put them behind where they had been when they started. Even worse, she had denied having gone overboard with spending until the bills arrived. Actually, Linda recognized that her behavior was irrational, but that didn't stop her from refusing to admit fault and apologizing. Instead, her arguments became more illogical as she defended the indefensible, becoming more and more childish as the argument became more intense. Finally, when the "discussion" became totally out of control, Eddie did something that he never would have considered in a more rational moment.
Saying, "Damn it, if you're going to act like a child, I'll treat you like one!" Taking her by the arm, he sat back on the bed, spun her around and pulled her over his knee. She had just come out of the shower when the battle started and the towel wrapped insecurely around her torso quickly lost its hold on her, falling to the ﬂoor, leaving her completely naked. Linda had a nice body, not Penthouse quality perhaps, but far better than average. She was only 5' 3", about 115 pounds, but her breasts would have graced someone much taller and heavier. Her legs were long for her height, and as presented to Eddie's eyes, her bottom was a bit large. It was curvy with dimples at its base, the crevice between the cheeks deeply indented. The skin was pink and ﬂawless, a color and condition that was about to change.
Actually, the view was something that would have a man with "erectile dysfunction" ﬁnd himself not needing Viagra, and, normally, Eddie was not immune to the sight of his wife's voluptuous charms. This time, however, he scarcely was aware of her feminine appeal as he raised his hand and administered a resounding smack onto her left buttock, followed by an equally hard smack on the other side. The immediate result was an explosive scream of pain and anger from Linda and the appearance of two large red splotches on the no longer ﬂawless skin. Ignoring her protests, couched in language she rarely used, Eddie continued the spanking with a series of hard, sharp slaps that rapidly covered her entire delectable ass with crimson hand prints. The resilient ﬂesh bounced and quivered with each blow, indenting when the hand struck, rebounding when it pulled back.
Smack, smack, smack, on and on, each smack followed instantly with a cry of pain, a demand that he stop or various verbal terms not to be quoted in genteel company. Smack... smack... smack... SMACK... smack... smack... SMACK. He alternated hard slaps with very hard ones, not letting her be able to anticipate the timing or power.
She struggled, ﬂailing her arms, kicking with her legs, all while shrieking and insisting that he let her up or suffer the serious consequences. An observer would have been fascinated by the sight of the quivering bottom being belabored but perhaps more by the exposure of her "private" parts. As her legs twisted and spread, her cunt was completely revealed, plump lips covered by a profusion of light blond curly hair. Even more unusual was the blatant display of the secret opening between her ass cheeks as the alternating left-right blows pulled them apart. Even if she had been aware of any of this revelation, Linda would have been completely unconcerned since her only desire was the ending of the spanking. In any case, her husband had seen it all before, but any other man (and, probably, most women) would have been enthralled by the exposure.
On and on it went as he discharged his anger. He paid no attention to her shrieks of rage or her cries of pain, intent on punishing her for destroying their savings. His smacks were preceded by terse statements about "teaching her a lesson," smack, "you broke your promise," smack, "you spend like we're rich," smack, "you lied to me," SMACK. Gradually, Linda's screams of rage tapered off into moans, her demands to be freed replaced by pleas and promises not to do it again. Even her gyrations ran down and she just hung limply over his knees, absorbing the blows with a continual ﬂow of "I'm sorry" and whimpers of pain. At the same time, Eddie's anger was dissipated by the physical effort of the spanking and her admission of guilt. He certainly was not a cruel man and inﬂicting pain on his wife was not in his nature but, as he had said, "If you act like a child, you'll be treated like one."
With the end of the spanking, an interesting metamorphous took place. With his concentration on punishment gone, he looked at the exposed "charms" in a different light and suddenly he changed from an avenger to a sexually aroused male. As he looked down at the ﬂaming red ass, he had momentarily conﬂicting emotions: on one hand he regretted the pain he had caused Linda, but at the same time he had a surge of masculine superiority because he had the power to control his mate. Almost immediately, however, his feeling of dominance merged into a feeling of protectiveness, sympathy and sexual arousal.
For Linda, a similar transformation took place. She went from a defensive, argumentative woman to one beaten down by a dominant male. Women libbers would hate to admit it, but many women ﬁnd being physically controlled by a stronger, overpowering man (or, sometimes, by another woman) to be physically and sexually stimulating. This obviously does not mean being beaten up or seriously mistreated, but if a lover or husband demonstrates his strength in a non-malicious way, she becomes docile and, frankly, available sexually. Thus, being spanked into submission by her husband had, temporarily, at least, transformed Linda into a complaisant, passive female who, rather than being furious at her treatment, looked to him as a conqueror who could do with her as he wished. This should not be overstated, but it is a very common situation: after a woman has been soundly spanked in this way she is sexually aroused by a strong man who has controlled her and he feels protective over, and aroused by, his victim.
For a moment, Eddie ran his hands over Linda's hips, feeling the heat emanating from the scarlet, now mottled, skin, letting his ﬁngers slide between the ass cheeks onto her cunt. Linda's arousal was clearly shown by the open and well lubricated lips of her pussy as she welcomed his exploration by spreading her legs wider. Suddenly overcome by lust, he pulled her to her feet and lay her on the bed, put her feet over his shoulders and plunged his erect cock between the cunt lips deep into her vagina. The screwing didn't last long since both were more than ready. Linda approached orgasm almost upon entry and Eddie followed shortly afterwards. The aftermath involved Linda profusely apologizing for her wild spending orgy and pledging that it wouldn't happen again and Eddie forgiving her and saying he was sorry for hurting her. Thus peace was restored.
Unfortunately, Linda's proﬂigate habits were not so easily broken, and the entire scenario was played out several more times in the next year. She recognized her faults, however, and, gradually, she was weaned away from excessive spending and, by the end of the year, their ﬁnancial circumstances improved dramatically. At that point something new happened that caused the regression mentioned above. Their lease on their apartment expired and they were forced to either renew for two years or move. Since they hoped to buy their condominium in the next year, they seemed to be stuck.
Fortuitously, Linda's younger sister who had been living at home while attending college had graduated and was moving to the west coast, leaving her room and bath empty. Linda's parents, Joan and Rob Morrison, offered the space, rent free, to Linda and Eddie so that they could save and get their own place sooner. They accepted the offer with gratitude, put their furniture in storage and moved in. The four of them were compatible and Linda and Eddie's room (actually a small apartment) gave plenty of privacy. Linda and her mother had always been very close, really a best friends relationship rather than mother and daughter and they loved the idea of living together again for a while. Everything seemed to be perfect.
The ﬁrst sign of trouble came one evening when Eddie and Rob were talking. Rob was quietly furious, complaining about Joan having just returned from a shopping trip with her usual load of unneeded clothes. "She does this all the time! No matter how much money comes in, she can spend it. I swear that we have no more in the bank now that we did twenty years ago." This from a man who was a partner in a prestige law ﬁrm. "I've tried to talk to her, but nothing works!"
Eddie looked at him, saying, with surprise, "So that's where it comes from! Linda was doing the same thing when we were married. We couldn't save a penny."
"Well, I don't like admitting this to her father, but I got mad and spanked her!"
"Hell, that doesn't bother me! In fact, I wish you could do the same thing to her mother. My god, I've wanted to do that with Joan for 25 years, but I never had the nerve. Damn! I still wish that I could bring myself to do it but I know I can't!"
"I know what you mean. The time probably is past and her habits are too well established. I'll tell you, though, if she's spending foolishly the way Linda was, it's the only solution."
"Well, I know that I could never get mad enough after all this time - gods, she'd blow her top!" Then, semi-jokingly as the conversation ended, "I'll tell you though, if you ever get in a situation where you can do it, go ahead with my blessings! It's really what she needs!"
Time passed and, while Joan continued her spending pattern, Linda's reformation seemed to be permanent. Everything was going well. What had been rent money made their savings grow, giving promise that their own place was a reality, not just a fantasy. Then, probably inevitably, disaster struck - or so it appeared at the time.
They had lived at the Morrison's for almost a month when Eddie unexpectedly had a half day off from work because the ofﬁce air conditioning was not working and the inside temperature was over 90 degrees. He hurried home, found the house empty and, after taking a cooling shower, put on a pair of shorts and relaxed on a chaise in the corner of their room. He nodded off and was awakened by voices as Linda and her mother came down the hall. He became suddenly alert when he heard Linda say, "I'm going to take a quick shower and," giggling, "hide these things before Eddie gets home!"
Linda came through the door, burdened by several shopping bags which she dumped onto the bed as she hurried into the bathroom, never even glancing toward the corner where Eddie sat. He stayed there, quietly steaming, as he listened to the sound of splashing water as Linda showered. Ten minutes or so later, she came out of the bathroom, cool and relaxed, ﬁlled with the pleasure of a mornings shopping, a pleasant lunch and a refreshing shower. Suddenly she recoiled and her face turned pale as she saw her glowering husband sitting there beside the bed staring at her over her pile of purchases. "Now, my dear, tell me about those things that you were going to hide from me!"
Linda's mind was frozen with horror as she realized the situation she was in. The only thing running through her head was, "Oh my god. Oh my god." There was no coherent thought, no quick thinking excuse to placate Eddie. Finally, she managed to stammer out, "Oh, Eddie...what are you doing here...I'm so sorry...I didn't mean...I don't know...oh, I'm sorry...I just got carried away..." She rambled on, not really making any sense as Eddie just sat there, a stern, forbidding expression on his face. There was just nothing to say that would save her from what she knew was coming. There simply was no valid explanation for what she had done and she knew it. She had agreed to cut expenses and she not only had violated her promise, but she had intended to make it worse by hiding it from him. As a result, her mumbled comments faltered, leaving her standing mutely waiting for the inevitable.
The inevitable came as Eddie ﬁnally spoke again, saying, merely, "Come over here and get over my knees." Grimacing as she did so, Linda meekly did as he ordered, dragging her feet across the room and, reluctantly, draping herself over his thighs. She was a provocative, erotic sight, breasts, nipples hard, hanging down on one side, legs tightly held together on the other. Her bottom, normally round and soft, was clenched tight in anticipation of a severe spanking, cunt hair and lips peeking out just below the vulnerable ass cheeks. Eddie, however, was not interested in the erotic aspect of her behind at that moment. He saw it only as a place to punish, to extract retribution, to teach a lesson. He was very angry, and her ass was going to suffer.
Linda lay there - and nothing happened. Thirty seconds went by as she waited in torment for the torture to begin, the wait building up the dread until she could hardly stand it. Finally, the ﬁrst SMACK landed, eliciting a heart-felt cry of pain from her. The smacks rained down on her, hitting one cheek alter the other, sometimes two or three on the same side on the same spot, sometimes hard, sometimes very hard. Smack...ow... Smack... SMACK...OWW,..smack ...ohhhh. Unlike her ﬁrst spanking long ago, she made no effort to escape and did little thrashing around.
Even her cries were relatively muted as she accepted the spanking as her just due. Still, she soon was crying from the pain as the skin on her ass turned a darker and darker red. Through it all she kept gasping out, "I'm sorry," smack "I didn't mean to do it!" smack "Mother said it would be all right" smack "Oh, it hurts" etc. Equally, Eddie interspersed his comments between spanks, "I'll teach you to break your promise' smack "hide things from me, will you" smack "we were going to save money, weren't we" smack "you're not a child anymore" smack "your mother can't give you permission" smack "to break your word" smack "and lie to me" SMACK!
Not satisﬁed with her reactions (and his hand getting tired), Eddie reached down to the ﬂoor and picked up a cloth slipper with a ﬂexible leather sole. He held it by the heel and, without warning, brought it down CRACK on her left ass cheek, and, almost before the pain was registered, repeated it on the right side. This was torment far beyond the previous hand smacks and Linda let out a scream of agony. Several more cracks followed, one or two actually hitting her protruding cunt lips, causing a different level of intensity. The pain continued coursing through her even between cracks, eliciting a constant stream of shrieks which reverberated throughout the room - and the entire house.
This latter point was shown by Linda's mother, Joan, bursting into the room, crying, "What's wrong Honey? Did you fall? Are you hurt?" Any further question was cut off by the sight of her daughter, naked, lying across the lap of her son-in-law, quite obviously getting a harsh spanking. "My god, what's going on? Stop it! Let her up!" Stepping forward, she tried to grab Eddie's arm.
Eddie looked at her, startled at her sudden entrance and momentarily shocked at her appearance. She was totally naked, water still dripping from her body. She obviously had just left the shower and, hearing Linda's screams, had run down the hall without thinking about her condition. That condition, however, was such that Eddie, for a moment, forgot about spanking Linda and just stared.
The amazing thing was that in a slightly darker room, he might have mistaken her for his wife. Linda and her mother frequently were taken for sisters, and in her nude state, Joan seemed almost identical to her daughter. Same height, about the same weight, same hair style and, even with twenty-two years of extra wear and tear, same complexion. There were differences, of course. Her breasts were slightly fuller, her nipples somewhat darker as was her head and pubic hair. She was, perhaps, a shade plumper, but not so much so as to be noticeable. Standing side by side the differences would become more noticeable, but, if a woman aged to look like her mother, Linda would be in great shape.
As said before, Eddie saw this naked body approaching him and momentarily lost focus, but he quickly was brought back to reality as Joan attempted to grab his arm and stop the spanking, berating him, as she did so, for beating her daughter. It was an amazing situation: he had one nude woman draped over his knees while another one, dripping with water, struggled with him. Eddie's ﬁrst, instant reaction was to pull back from his naked mother-in-law, but almost immediately his anger returned as she grabbed at the slipper while continuing her verbal attacks. That anger welled up higher as he recalled Linda's protests that her mother had urged her to buy things - the real fault lay with Joan and her extravagant ways. She had created the original problem with Linda and now had started it again.
His fury at that thought wiped from his mind the fact that this was his mother-in- law and she became just another woman who was causing a major problem for him. He never even thought that there might be repercussions as he stood up, tossed Linda onto the bed and grabbed Joan, sat back down, and dragged her over his knees. She was absolutely unbelieving as she found herself replacing Linda. At ﬁrst she was stunned by the rapid series of events, ﬁnding herself, completely naked, in a position to be spanked. She struggled vigorously, hitting at him, kicking - anything to free herself - while screaming demands and threats. Neither her thrashing nor her threats had any impact on Eddie as he brought his hand down with a mighty SMACK which caused her to scream in a different way.
If Eddie had been hard on Linda, he was harder on Joan. She was the ultimate cause of the entire trouble, and he was determined to punish her so that she wouldn't forget it. Even in his moment of real rage, he recalled Rob's comment that she really needed to be spanked and that Eddie should do it the occasion occurred - and it had. If he had any fears of repercussions, that would have eased them, but he would have spanked her anyway for himself. While these thoughts ran through the back of his mind, the spanking continued: SMACK... "eeek"...smack... "let me up"...smack... "ooouch"...SMACK... "STOP IT"...smack...oooow...SMACK.. "Gods, stop!"...SMACK. Each smack was accompanied by a stream of statements from Eddie about her spending habits, her corruption of Linda, etc., comments which were unheard over Joan's screams and vituperation.
This hand spanking went on and on until, once again, Eddie took up the slipper and applied it even more vigorously to Joan's ass. It came down with a sharp CRACK, sending her into even more hysterical shrieking. Even after the long session of hand spanking, her skin was still damp from the shower, and the leather sole stung even more than it had with Linda. Where her bottom had taken on a deep red color, that red began to be overlaid by patches of mottled purple. CRACK... "EEEK"...CRACK... "OH MY GOD"... CRACK ..."OOOOH"...CRACK ... "OH PLEASE, STOP." Eddie wielded the slipper with abandon, hitting one side and then the other, occasionally the same spot two or three times as he had with Linda. Suddenly, it was like the air went out of a balloon and Joan just hung there, moaning and crying, pleading for him to stop rather than threatening and demanding.



Dropping the slipper, Eddie gave a few more, lighter smacks to her ass with his hand and then, as he had done in the past with Linda, ran his hand over the burning hips. His ﬁngers followed the curve of the hip into the crevice between the cheeks, pausing over the opening and then sliding down into the very wet cunt below. Joan's legs were loosely held open and she made no move to oppose him as he probed into her. He ran his other hand down and cupped her breast, squeezing and fondling it. As his anger had become sated, the feel of her against his cock as she lay on his lap had already caused a considerable erection. He had become much more aware of her as a naked woman, not just someone who deserved a spanking. Now this feeling and probing of her caused the cock to swell even more and the of lust that usually followed a spanking took over. No longer thinking about her being his mother-in-law, or, really, caring, he stood up and dropped her on the bed beside Linda.
For Linda, the whole situation had become something of a blur in her mind. It all ﬂowed together, the utter shock of confronting Eddie, the guilt from the realization of what she had done, the agonizing spanking - all made worse by the sudden appearance of her mother ﬁnding her in the humiliating position receiving what she knew was that well-deserved spanking. It was just too much to absorb. She had hardly been aware of the struggle as Joan attempted to rescue her or of her landing on the bed - she was just there. When the struggle became another, even louder, spanking, however, things became more in focus. She watched, unbelieving, as her mother, completely naked, was harshly spanked by her husband. Oddly enough, the thought of interfering never occurred to her.
Partly this was due to that docile feeling that came after a spanking (i.e. Eddie was the boss and could do as he liked), but mostly to a feeling that her mother was getting what she deserved. Linda knew that she, herself, ultimately was at fault for her actions, but she also knew that her mother had overruled her qualms and insisted that nothing was wrong with a little shopping spree, even if it meant breaking her promise. Her attitude was that women and shopping had priority over such mundane things as agreements with husbands. Of course, Linda's mother knew nothing of the real consequences for Linda when she did so. Well, she had seen with her own eyes what happened to her daughter in those situations, and, more importantly, was learning ﬁrst hand that ignoring a husband had its penalties. So, despite some mixed feelings, Linda watched the spanking with a bit of guilty pleasure.
Interestingly enough, however, there was another element in her hesitation about interfering that she hardly recognized herself - she found seeing another woman, a naked woman, being spanked to be stimulating sexually. She already had that sexual arousal that commonly follows a spanking, and that arousal grew as she watched. Her cunt was already tingling and, perversely, she found herself squeezing her legs together, arousing herself even further. Really, as the spanking went on, she became less aware of it being her mother and her husband and saw it as just an erotic display of a woman being spanked by a man. Thus, it seemed to be a natural progression of events when Eddie placed Joan on the bed beside her, dropped his shorts and came over her. It was like a porno movie as Linda watched her husband move onto the bed, his cock projecting like a torpedo, and positioned himself over her mother, prepared to enter. Once again, she made no move to interfere.
As Eddie looked down at Joan's cunt he saw its lips drawn back and the hole lubricated and ready. It was a deep red indicating her readiness for sex. Conﬁrming this, without urging or, even thought, she raised and spread her legs in welcome. However, as he prepared to enter the beckoning cunt, his eyes fell on his naked wife lying beside them. Even in his lustful condition, Eddie had no desire to do something that would badly upset or offend her. He hesitated, and actually drew back a little, as he looked over, suddenly aware of the magnitude of the act he was about to commit. However, before that hesitation became a very difficult stop, their eyes met and he saw an understanding smile on her face. Thus, with at least her tacit approval, he plunged his cock deep into Joan and began a very intense fucking.
She was so ready that he went in full length without any impediment. In fact, when the head of his cock entered she began a series of frantic up-and-down gyrations that matched his driving in-and-out cycle. From her position, Linda could see the actual penetration take place and a tremor of excitement went through her almost as intense as if she were being screwed at the same time. Almost involuntarily, her hand went down and cupped Eddie's balls, lightly squeezing in rhythm with his motion. Then her hand slid down and felt the lubricated cock as it entered and withdrew, feeling, at the same time, the swollen cunt lips that engulfed it.
It was a very sensual experience and increased her own arousal. As she stroked the cock and cunt, her ﬁnger ran across the upturned asshole and, without intention, slid in to the ﬁrst knuckle. Somehow that was even more exciting, almost as she was screwing her mother at the same time as her husband was doing so. Deliberately she pushed in further until she was past the second knuckle and began fucking in and out, matching Eddie's driving movements. At the same time, her other hand was on her clit, masturbating it with the same rhythm.
For both Eddie and Joan the sensations of the screwing were indescribable. Both were overwhelmed by the physical act as well as the circumstances. While neither was actually thinking of anything in a coherent way, the very perversity of their fucking unquestionably contributed to the intensity. Eddie had spanked two naked women, one being his mother-in-law. While his original anger dampened that element during the spanking, the feeling of dominance and control over both women stroked his masculine ego. Of course, even without that background, just fondling Joan's ass, cunt and breasts would have generated a great deal of sexual heat.
For Joan, of course, the entire situation was beyond belief or, even, fantasizing. Running naked into a room, confronting her son-in-law spanking her naked daughter and, then, being soundly spanked into submission, herself - well, it just was beyond comprehension. Still, regardless of the circumstances, she had been spanked and dominated for the ﬁrst time in her life and the psychological impact was just as it had been for Linda earlier, complete capitulation. As he felt and fondled her, sexual arousal removed any remaining qualms she might still have retained, and she became completely available for whatever he wanted to do. Thus, when he positioned himself above her, she spread her legs in welcome without any thought of her daughter, husband or morality. She wanted to be screwed — no, fucked!
That, of course, is precisely what happened. It didn't last too long, needless to say. Both were so ﬁred up that pre-orgasmic motions began very quickly. As said before, Joan began, as soon as she was entered, jerking up at Eddie, moving in an almost spastic way. When Linda's ﬁnger entered her ass and began fucking her in rhythm with Eddie, she soon went over the top. Eddie's pounding motion became more and more rapid, the banging in harder, until him, too, started orgasm, holding rigid against her cunt with convulsive grinding action as he ejaculated deep within her. Neither, at the time, was aware of it, but Linda reached climax at almost the same time, her pelvis rising up off the bed as she froze there, pulling hard on her clit as tremors coursed through her. Finally, she slumped down beside them just as Eddie pulled his deﬂated cock out of Joan's cunt. All three lay there comatose before they had to face reality.
As it turned out, reality was not too bad. There was, of course, some initial strangeness and embarrassment, particularly on Joan's part, but that soon passed over. Surprisingly, Joan retained much of the submissiveness she had shown after being spanked. It appeared that Rob had made a major mistake years ago by not applying discipline early in their marriage as Eddie had (by blowing his stack) with Linda. Men certainly are not always right in such cases, but in this case, "corporal" punishment - followed by vigorous sex - worked wonders.
Perhaps most surprising was that there were no recriminations about the sex, itself. It was adultery, no doubt, but Joan felt no real guilt - far from it. On Eddie's part, he had his wife's tacit approval (and participation), so he had no problem. In any case, the sex was not ﬁnished after one fucking. After a brief recovery period while all three lay naked in bed and talked about the situation and what had led up to it, Eddie got a bottle of Burn Relief (a sunburn soothing lotion) to apply to two very sore and bruised asses. The two women lay on their stomachs while he began gently applying it to the injured areas.
As might be expected, the application became a source of pleasure as his ﬁngers delved between their cheeks, probing into their assholes. From there he moved to the cunts, titillating them until both women began to move rhythmically. In the throes of pre-cum excitement, they began feeling and caressing each other, becoming just two women involved in sex. Before the afternoon was over, the mother-daughter barrier was sufficiently destroyed for them even to engage in soixante-neuf activity. Later, Eddie's cock went where Linda's ﬁnger had gone in the ﬁrst fucking, introducing Joan to anal intercourse. From that time onward, three-way sex became common with all permutations of male-female and female-female (vaginal, anal and oral) activities being enjoyed
Unfortunately, one spanking did not permanently cure Joan of her shopping compulsion but an occasional "touch-up" repeat treatment corrected the recidivism. Later, when Rob noticed Joan's lack of proﬂigate spending (as well as an overall more conciliatory attitude), she reluctantly admitted that it was the result of a severe spanking. Rob was enthusiastic about the change, of course, and urged Eddie to continue do what was necessary to preserve the reforms. Clearly he was not the least bit concerned about the rather personal treatment of his wife by his son-in-law, but, obviously, he had no idea of just how personal that treatment was. Probably he wouldn't have cared anyway - the gains certainly outweighed any loss!
In any case, Eddie and Linda's savings mounted rapidly (helped by a generous gift from Rob at Christmas) and by spring they were able (with the bank, of course) to purchase their condominium. It was nearby, and Linda's mother was able to make frequent visits to see her daughter and son-in-law. Maternal feelings are wonderful!
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My husband and I were sitting in a limousine heading for luxurious accommodations on a cruise to the Caribbean for a honeymoon trip. Unfortunately reality and that statement are a bit at odds. Actually, we were on a bus described as a limousine - a nice bus, but still a bus. Our cruise accommodations actually involved an inside cabin and we called it a "delayed honeymoon" because we had no money for one when we were married ten years before and this would be a sort of replacement. But that bus ride and cruise took place years in the past.
In fact, I'm writing about an event that took place a little over twenty years ago, an event that had repercussions that, in a way, will mature in a few short weeks. It has been a private secret all these years and I know that I will feel relief to finally confess it in writing even if no one but me reads it. I think that it will be like the confessional in which only God, through the priest, knows of my sin. Oddly enough, however, while my actions clearly violate the Commandment "Thou should not commit adultery" and I was born and raised as a devout Catholic, I really have no strong feeling of guilt and, certainly, no regrets. No, that is not completely true - I did suffer the pangs of guilt, felt remorse and had a guilty conscience for some time, but those feelings have largely vanished with the years and with a firm belief that nothing bad, and something very good, came from my indiscretion. I'd better go back to the beginning which actually was about thirty years ago when my boyfriend, now my husband, and I graduated from college.
We were deeply in love - still are, for that matter - and had our future all planned out. He had majored in accounting and statistics and had lined up a very good job in his field. I was an English lit major and had graduated with honors and had been awarded a position as a graduate assistant teaching while I worked on my Master's. I loved academia and my real ambition was to get a PhD and teach at the collegiate level. I had idolized many of my professors, had serious crushes on a few of them, and I wanted to be one of them. We were in complete agreement on this goal and we, necessarily, planned to put off having a family until it was accomplished.
The wedding was small but lovely. As I said before, we had no money or time for a honeymoon (although Jim's company gave him a week off) so we just enjoyed a period of joyful togetherness in our first apartment before the new semester began. This, of course, included a considerable amount of sexual intercourse with no rubber barrier reducing our pleasure. We had used condoms (we called them rubbers then) before, but I was now on the pill. Life was good.
After that delightful week reality came back, but in a good way. I attended my first graduate courses and one seminar and, most exciting of all, faced my first students as a college instructor. It was frightening but exciting. But then, the blow fell - I was pregnant!
Something had gone wrong but neither I nor my gynecologist could think of any mistake I could have made since I was certain that I hadn't missed any pills, but I was undeniably pregnant. Some women love being pregnant, some have easy pregnancies, but not me! I hated it and so did my body, and my academic career was put on hold. I was forced to drop out at the end of the first semester and, the following May, I had a baby girl. I loved her and I was a doting mother, but I still resented the limitations placed on me. When she was a year old, I began considering ways in which my academic career could be revived - but when she was one and a half, I was pregnant again. With what turned out to be my second daughter, my dreams of Master's and PhD degrees turned into distant fantasies.
In some ways, making the whole situation even worse was the surprising discovery that I was one of an infinity small number of women for whom the pill simply didn't work. Again, I was certain, I had done nothing wrong. I had never missed taking a pill, never used the incorrect schedule, etc. The pill just didn't do its duty and stop my production of fertile eggs! I was fertile every month and, apparently, could become pregnant very easily. Even science and my body were against me, and my dreams of an academic career were banish to a distant future. So, the pill was dropped and to be replaced by the less convenient diaphragm. That problem was solved but motherhood became my career.
Why didn't I try to make those fantasies real when the girls were older? I don't really know, but I think I was in a rut, inertia holding me back. In addition, to be truthful, I think that I had lost my confidence. It was easier and safer to accept fate and be a housewife - while resenting it in the back of my mind. Still, it was comfortable and I loved being there as my daughters grew. In any case, time passed and as this essay began, there I was, the mother of a ten-year old and an eight-year old girl, sitting with my husband on a bus going to the New York City cruise port.
This was a story in itself for we had not planned on a cruise or any other vacation at that time, but it sort of fell into our laps. We had maintained ties with the alumni association and had even participated in a number of fund raising campaigns, so I was not surprised to receive a call from the activities chairman, a friend of ours. We had received a brochure some time before for a college sponsored twelve-day cruise in the Caribbean, but, as with most things like that, we had scanned it and thrown it out. The picture changed dramatically when the call came just after Christmas.
"Hi Judy, this is Linda." There was the usual opening chit chat and then she got to the point. "Listen Linda, you know that cruise to the Caribbean we've sponsored? It was what we called a 'long cruise for well-heeled alumni' among ourselves. We linked up with ten other alumni groups with each group offering it to their alums. Apparently we have a lot of 'well-heeled alums' for it went exceptionally well. The registration time expired yesterday and there are a few cabins left that are not booked and the cruise line has permitted us to offer them at half price. We have one of them and, since you've been very helpful with us, we immediately thought of you. I don't know if you're interested, but it's a wonderful deal. We have to know pretty quickly for the line wants to wrap it up. What do you think?"
"Gods, Linda that does sound wonderful! What would it cost?"
"I don't believe this myself, but the total cost for the two of you for twelve days would be $300.00. [$540.00 in 2014 dollars. Inflation!] Think, that's $25.00 a day, $12.50 each, with cabin, all meals, entertainment - everything! I'd grab it myself but I'm not eligible, damn it. There is only one flaw. It's an inside cabin so you have no view, but the cabin on a cruise is only a place to sleep. The rest of the time there is the whole ship. What do you think?"
"I'm stunned! It costs us that much to stay home! Look, obviously this is something I don't want to pass up, but I'll have to talk with Nick, see if he can get off, figure what to do about the girls - how much time do we have?"
"The cruise leaves just after New Year's, January 3, and line wants the names this week. So if you can't take it, we need time to offer it to someone else pretty quickly. I would have to know by Wednesday."
"Ok, two days."
I thanked her effusively for the offer and immediately called Nick. Needless to say, he was thrilled with the offer and began negotiations for vacation time in January. Fortunately we had passports gotten years ago for a possible senior year abroad that hadn't worked out. I called my mother and she was willing to come and live at our house while we were gone so that the girls could stay in school. Nicks bosses came through and, with whirlwind preparations, we finally found ourselves on that "limousine."
Parenthetically, I just read back over this opus and realized that I never identified or described myself or my husband. Actually, I'm writing this without really intending to make it public and have never considered the need for doing so. However, to make it more complete, I'll say that my name is Judy Aykes and my husband is Nick Aykes. I am about 5' 4" and at the time these events took place I was 115 pounds. I was in good shape even after having two kids, and I can say, without false modesty, that I still had a very nice figure. I would be described more as "cute" than beautiful, but all through high school and college I was "hit on" regularly. However, when it was firmly shown that I was not interested in "putting out," the relationships usually ended quickly.
The result was that I was still a virgin entering my senior year in college. I wasn't prudish or frigid and I enjoyed a reasonable amount of petting, but I just wasn't interested in doing more. It just didn't interest me. I wasn't a cock teaser because I made my position clear right at the beginning - which undoubtedly cut down on second or third dates! Actually, I was more interested in my classes than in sex and there may have been a hangover from my Catholic religious training. In any case, that all changed when I met Nick Aykes.
He was about 5' 10", quite good looking and in good shape. I was English literature, he was math and statistics, but something pulled us together. In short order my attitude changed toward sex and long before graduation, that virginity I mentioned disappeared. Within a short time we were fucking every chance we got - which was not often enough since dorms were still segregated with eagle-eyed house mothers in the women's dorms. In my case, it certainly was waiting for the right man to come along - and he did. The ultimate result was two daughters, Malinda and Chrissie. It has worked for 30+ years and is almost as hot as ever. Ok, back to the bus.
The bus ride was very convenient. The cruise line employed this "limousine service" to start, this time in Boston, and pick up passengers in designated city stops, ending up in New York. Nick and I always want to avoid the tension of arriving late, so, on departure day we started out early so we could get into the long term parking lot and get into the bus station without haste. This time, however, we had driven for about ten minutes when I exclaimed, "Where's my tote bag? All my cosmetics and stuff is in it! It must have been left on the chair! We'll have to go back!"
Nick calmly replied, "Calm down, you can buy any of that stuff on the ship. I'm not turning around and risk being late for a tote bag."
"Well, it's up to you, but my diaphragm is in it!" Talk about your clenching arguments! I couldn't help but laugh at the alacrity with which he turned back - first things first. Our cruise trip was off to a rousing start but he was laughing too when we were in the parking lots with time to spare. When the bus arrived the waiting crowd had grown to at least thirty, but no one I recognized. However, as the luggage was being loaded and we all filed aboard, a tall, grey haired man hurried up, wheeling a large suitcase behind him. I glance through the window at him with idle curiosity, but when he turned sideways and I saw his profile I did a double take.
"Nick, I think that that man is Dr. Thomas from my department. It certainly looks like him except for the hair. It's been almost seven years since I saw him at a meeting before Chrissie was born, but his hair was dark then. I wonder if it can be him."
"Well, I wouldn't know, of course, but he's coming on this trip so you'll have a chance to find out."
"Oh, I really hope it is him. He was a Shakespeare scholar and I loved his courses. It would be fun to talk with him again." Actually, I'd taken three courses and a seminar with Dr. Thomas and, while I wouldn't admit it to anyone, he was one that I had a real crush on even before I met Nick. I had told Nick about my fantasies but hadn't identified the target, so Thomas's name didn't mean anything. His seminar was the last course I had before I had to leave when I was pregnant with Malinda.
As he came aboard, looking down the aisle for an empty seat, I saw him close up and it definitely was he. Suddenly, I had the funniest series of conflicting emotions and feelings. First I wondered if he would recognize me or even remember me. The professor is the only major figure in a class and, thus, easy to remember. He, however, is looking, sometimes, at a sea of faces which blur together. Of course, there were only eight students in the seminar so maybe he would remember.
Then I felt a wave of insecurity wash through me as I remembered that it had been ten years since I had taken his course and, I was suddenly ashamed to admit, I had done no real reading, classical reading, since then. Could I even talk to him in an intelligent, educated way? Could I have a conversation that would not expose how little I really knew? I was filled with insecurity and ducked my head as he passed by. The mind is a wonderful thing, but it sure can go off the rails in a hurry. I sat there for the next hour berating myself while Nick read. My internal self-castigation was stopped short when we pulled into a MacDonald's parking lot and the driver announced, "OK folks. Half hour restroom and snack stop. Please be back in your seats in one half hour."
We got out to stretch a bit and were returning to the bus with Cokes in hand when I heard a still-familiar voice say, "Well, if it isn't Judy Aykes! Isn't this a marvelous coincidence?"
Startled, I swung around quickly, almost spilling my Coke. "Dr. Thomas, I thought that I saw you earlier, but I didn't think that you would remember me. This is wonderful!"
"Not remember one of my all-time favorite students - ridiculous! You haven't changed a bit. And this must be your husband." I introduced them, of course, and he went on to Nick, "Your wife was one of our absolutely best students and certainly the most attractive. We really missed her." Then, turning back to me again, he asked, "What have you been doing with yourself?"
I was flustered by the sudden meeting and particularly by his obvious pleasure in seeing me. I was particularly surprised by his compliments because I never thought that I had made that much of an impression. Before I could reply to his question, Nick suddenly interrupted and pointed that we were blocking the door and we had to get on.
As we made our way back to our seats, Dr. Thomas said, "I'm sitting by myself further back with an empty seat beside me. If your husband could spare you for a little while, you could sit with me and we could catch up with each other." I turned to Nick and he just shrugged and picked up his book, so, when the bus departed, Dr. Thomas and I were engaged in recounting our stories of the last ten years.
It was one of the most pleasurable conversations of my life, not because of what was said but, instead, the relationship. Within a few minutes we were Glenn and Judy. I had, as undergraduate and graduate student, admired and looked up to (and had a crush on) Professor Glenn R. (for Reginald) Thomas, but here we were talking together as adults and equals. That always is an awkward transition but it was made seamlessly. I found myself explaining, without embarrassment, the almost unique conditions leading me to two unexpected pregnancies and how I had really abandoned my academic dreams. He was very sympathetic and, to my surprise, assured me that it certainly was not too late now that the girls were older. That inspired me to believe that my academic dream was still alive!
We went on to personal things and after I described my daughters, he lamented that he and his late wife had had two sons and always wanted a daughter. I smiled and said that we had hoped for a son the second time but it turned out to be Chrissie. I went on with determination that I most definitely was not going to get pregnant again! I shocked and embarrassed myself later to recall that I actually said, "Now the diaphragm goes in before anything else does!" He laughed out loud at that and I guess it shows how comfortable I was with our new "adult" relationship.
I went on to describe the fantastic price deal we had been given to get the cruise and but that we had to take an inside stateroom. He, of course, repeated the mantra that "you'll just sleep there and be out the rest of the time enjoying the trip." I think that that comment is mandatory when talking to someone with an inside cabin! He then surprised me by saying, "Six hundred dollars is an amazing price for a twelve day cruise, But I'm paying even less for a nice balcony cabin on Deck 8." I looked at him in complete amazement as he continued, "I'm paying absolutely nothing!"
I'm sure I looked like a guppy as my mouth hung open until I finally was able to gasp out, "How on earth does that happen? Do you own the cruise line?"
"No, nothing like that. You know that all of these university sponsored cruises seem to require some kind of learning experience to give some illusion that the whole thing has an educational value and is not just a way to get money into the general fund. Actually, all the alumni association does is send out the brochures and get a fee and percentage from the travel service that arranges the trip. On this cruise, I'm the uplifting, educational element! I'll give a lecture each day that we're at sea and when we leave a port early in the day. Not bad, eh?"
"My God, I don't believe it! Now I know that I have to go back to school to work for that kind of deal. That's wonderful, though, and I'll certainly attend your lectures. It'll be fun after all these years."
By this time we were on one of the parkways going into New York, so I went back to my seat with Nick to end his reading and bend his ear with all that we had said. I don't know when I had been pumped up and happy - a wonderful cruise before me with my loving husband, a new and personal friendship with my all-time favorite professor and, maybe best of all, the prospect of fulfilling my dream becoming a professor myself! However, as with most moments of unbridled joy, it wasn't going to last.
Twenty minutes later we were in upper Manhattan at the cruise terminal, staring up at the massive ship that was going to take us on this marvelous trip. Compared to the modern behemoths, it really was not that big, but for the time it was enormous. Glenn had been through this a number of times before so he was very helpful in guiding us into the right lines. Embarking was a relatively slow process, but, at least, security was not what it is now. So, pretty soon our passports had been scrutinized, our tickets verified, ID cards printed and our cabin assignments confirmed. We lost Glenn there because his room assignment was handled differently, probably, as he said, due to him being an "employee." As he left he told us that the first business would be a life boat drill and that he would meet us in the buffet after it concluded.
So, here we were, boarding a ship for our first cruise - excited, a bit nervous. We found our deck, went down a, seemingly, endless corridor till, there was our door! Nick slid the key card into the slot and opened it, revealing our home for twelve days. I immediately had qualms. It was much smaller than I had pictured and it looked exactly what it was - a utilitarian room as you might find in a moderate priced motel. There were two twin beds with room between them for a built-in bureau above which was a large, half-circle mirror - brightening the room and presumably giving the illusion of a porthole. There was a reading light over each bed and, beside the door, a small table-desk with a chair. Beside the door on the other side was a closet. There also was a door at the foot of one bed that opened into a small bathroom with a toilet, a basin and a stall shower. That was it!



Perhaps I was naïve, but I had pictured the inside cabins being the same as regular cabins but just without windows or portholes. We had passed several regular cabins with open doors as we walked down that corridor, and they were head and shoulders over this. To put it mildly, I was disappointed - no, I was crushed. Nick agreed that this was basic accommodations, but he said, "It will do, and remember, we'll only be using this to sleep!" He grinned as he repeated that tired refrain, but continued, "It certainly is not much, honey, but it does have all the things we need. We certainly won't spend any more time here than necessary and, it's true as they, it's just for sleeping - and maybe a few more things in the dark!
His reaction helped and I was able to recover something of my excitement, saying, "Well, I'm damn sure that there are only two things I'll do here, sleep and screw! Come on, let's go look at the ship!" Our luggage hadn't been delivered yet, so we left to explore.
Nick had seen my disappointment, of course, but what he couldn't see was a feeling I had when I entered the cabin. The cabin was small, smaller than I had expected. It was cramped with the necessary furniture leaving little free space. But, I had been in small, crowded rooms before. No, it was something more, almost a feeling of being squeezed by the space. I was just uncomfortable and I didn't know why.
Happily, I recovered rapidly and enjoyed walking around the ship, getting a drink in the crowded buffet area and, in general, absorbing the exciting atmosphere created by a large crowd of people embarking on an exhilarating adventure. We were so immersed in the pleasure of the moment that we were startled when the loudspeakers ordered all passengers to return to their cabins, don their lifejackets and report to their lifeboat stations. We, of course, like most passengers, hadn't even found their lifejackets much less knew where our lifeboat station was. Obviously, the cruise line had anticipated that and we found the jackets and the location of the proper station in a prominent place in the cabin and we appeared at our posts in plenty of time.
Fortunately we, unlike lots of others, had thought of the January weather and put on our coats before we donned the jackets. Consequently, we were comfortably warm while the required safety instructions went on while many around us were shivering. It made us aware of what it must be like in a real emergency when people are ousted from their beds and struggle to their lifeboat stations in their night clothes. I shivered myself at the thought.
In any case, when it was over, we dumped our lifejackets and coats in the cabin and went to meet Glenn. He arrived a few minutes after us with a big grin on his face, obviously the bearer of good news. We hardly sat down before he started. "Remember when we were talking about the marvelous deal I had? A very nice balcony cabin in exchange for giving a few lectures! Well, the deal just got ridiculously better. I left you at the check-in line because I was told that there was a change in my room assignment. I was afraid that I had a problem. To my surprise, shock actually, I was told that I was being switched to an "Owner's Suite!" God, those things cost a fortune. It seems that the entire ship, every cabin, was booked - except one Owner's Suite. One 'very important agency' had mistakenly booked a 'very important client' into a cabin that was already taken and desperately needed to get him on board. As I said, the only vacancy on the entire ship, including the Royal Suite, was this one Owner's Suite and I was going to be given it!
"I asked the obvious question, 'Why wasn't the very important client upgraded to the Owner's Suite instead of me?' It turned to be purely business. The cost of my original 'free' cabin was listed as a business expense in the books. The Owners Suite was empty and just wasn't bringing in any money. The client had paid for a regular cabin and upgrading him would bring no profit - just fill a very expensive suite with no additional income. On the other hand, giving my cabin to him and putting me in the Owner's Suite actually did make a profit because the Owner's Suite which was going to bring in nothing was now tax deductible at its full list price because it was being used for a business purpose. A win-win-win situation - I get a deluxe suite, the client gets his cabin and the line gets a tax break!"
Needless to say, Nick and I were appropriately congratulatory and found the whole scenario unbelievable. However, I couldn't help but complain wistfully, "I wish out cabin could be upgraded to something better. I'm really not happy about it."
Glenn sobered immediately. "What's wrong, Judy. I know that it's not what you really wanted, but it should be ok for your needs."
"Oh, damn, I shouldn't complain, but it's so small and tight that I just don't feel comfortable in it...and don't tell me that we'll use it only for sleeping! Honestly, I don't know what my trouble is, but I'm sure that I'll get used to it. Nick thinks it's fine."
"Yeah, it's not what I would choose, and it is cramped, but I've seen worse - off-campus college rooming houses, for example. I think that Judy expected more from the picture we saw and, naturally, is a bit disappointed. She'll be ok once we're away and she's used to it."
"I hope so. That's mean, though. Here I'll be wallowing around in the vast expanses of a suite while you will be squeezed into a sardine can. You'll have to visit me to see how we rich people live." He started to go on, but his comment was obliterated by an unearthly blast from the ship's horn and he quickly added, "We're about to depart. You'd better get your coats so we can go out on deck to see New York recede behind us. It's fascinating." He had kept his coat anticipating our departure and Nick hurried down to get ours. We were ready to sail!
It certainly was fascinating. We watched our long ship back out of its narrow berth into the Hudson River and then, with a little tug boat pushing on the port side of the bow and another tug pushing on the starboard side of the stern, we were turned and began to make our slow way toward the ocean. We passed Manhattan with its towering building, went under the unbelievable Verrazano Narrows Bridge and, finally, sailed majestically onto the open sea.
It was a slow passage, but I just couldn't stop watching, although, because of the cold, we did move inside and enjoyed the view through some floor-to-ceiling windows. When the land disappeared around us, I finally sighed and said, "That was wonderful! I think that this was worth the whole cruise. However, I'm tired now and I have to have a shower and change before dinner. We'll see you in the dining room, Glenn. Come on, Nick."
It was odd, but I was in a happy, satisfied mood when we got to our cabin, but, as soon as I went in, that uncomfortable feeling hit me again and I really didn't know why. I shrugged the feeling off as much as I could, undressed and went in and took a shower in the small bathroom, forcing myself to focus on the bathing process with no extraneous thoughts about being squeezed by the medal walls. I opened my tote bag and applied some makeup and, thinking ahead, removed my diaphragm from its case and inserted it because I knew that we were both looking forward to consummating our "honeymoon" later. The one real downside to using a diaphragm (aside from the rather indelicate installation process) is that it definitely will interrupt the flow if you have to stop the foreplay to stick that thing in. A real downer!
While Nick was washing up, I opened my suitcase, pulled out a skirt, blouse, underwear and pantyhose suitable for an informal dining night. I determinedly kept my mind focused on what I was doing, closing it to a real pressure that I was feeling. Once again, as soon as we left the cabin I felt as if a heavy load has dropped from me. Frankly, I was worried, not so much about the cabin, itself, but, instead, about me. There was no malevolent force waiting in the room, no monster waiting to jump on me - but I was acting as if they were.
Dinner was pleasant in the very elegant dining room. There were no assigned seats that first dinner and two other couples joining us at the table and the introductions and conversation was quite light-hearted as you would expect. The center of attention was Glenn when the others found out that he was a real live professor who was going lectures through the trip. It was amusing seeing the respect for, and even idolization of, Dr. Glenn R. Thomas - until I realized that their reverent attitude had been mine earlier today. That was quite humbling and I suddenly was conscious of how things had changed so rapidly. I had idolized him, myself, for years and now, suddenly, it was if we had been close friends for ages.
After diner the three of us strolled around the ship, watched a "welcome aboard" show in the theater and, finally, had ice cream before deciding to retire and prepare for a busy first full day on the cruise. It had been a fine introduction to what should be a wonderful twelve days - but much of that good feeling vanished when we were back in our cabin.
We undressed and prepared for bed - but not for sleep. I went into the bathroom and came out wearing a new, quite sheer, pink shorty nightgown that elicited the proper "Wow" of appreciation from Nick. I had been able to shut out the room's pressure as I anticipated our first sex on the ship, and Nick's obvious arousal as he saw me build a sphere of protection that kept negative thoughts away.
The nightgown didn't stay on long, of course, and we were soon engaged in a long, gradual buildup of a different kind of pressure. As I said before, Nick and I were very active sexually when we started my senior year in college and nothing has changed since then. Over the years our sex drives have remained high and without my diaphragm I'm sure that I would always be pregnant. Unlike many, perhaps most, women I have a virginal orgasm regularly, not only one from clitoral manipulation. (Of course, I have that too!)
Consequently, when we're having intercourse - fucking - both of us are very active. This certainly was the case that first night as I lay there on my back, my legs over Nick's shoulders as his cock pounded in and out of my cunt. I was squashed beneath him, but I loved it. I humped back up at him as he slid into me, fell back as he pulled out. This synchronization continued with mounting intensity as our arousal grew. We were like a machine, matching each other perfectly - after years of practice, of course. Then, as usual, we hit climax at close to the same time, a matching that, again, came from years of vigorous practice.
We lay there together, talking quietly for awhile as our bodies calmed down. At last, I pulled away, got out a slightly less revealing "sleeping nightgown" and prepared for bed - for sleeping this time. It didn't show everything the way the other did, but it still made me feel very good as it slid over my skin and I just liked sleeping in sexy nightwear. I know that Nick liked it! So, marital sex over and fatigue setting in, he kissed me goodnight and moved to the other bed and I lay back in languid relaxation and awaited sleep. Nick was soon snoring lightly, a reassuring sound after ten years, but for me, sleep just didn't come. For me, the worst night of my life had begun.
Bit by bit the euphoria generated by a very satisfying love making with my husband was eroded away by an inexorable cloud of unseen pressure. It felt as if the very air, itself, was thickening around me, making it harder and harder to breathe. Intellectually, I knew that nothing exterior was happening, that there was no malign force in the room, but my mind said otherwise. We had left a small light on because there would have been absolute darkness otherwise, so I could see that there was nothing there - but I knew that something was happening. I could feel the walls closing in although I could see that they weren't. I began having physical reactions as the pressure mounted - I was trembling as I lay there, my heart was racing and I was having even more difficulty breathing.
I have no idea as to how long I lay there battling my mental demons but it seemed like hours. I withstood this assault on my senses as long as I could, but, finally, it was just too much. I was on the verge of a panic attack and I just had to escape. Jumping out of bed, I slipped on my shoes over my bare feet, put on my coat over my nightgown, grabbed my purse and slid quietly out of the door. There was an immediate sense of relief as if I had escaped from something, but my physical symptoms persisted. I walked up and down the corridor, unsteady on my feet, feeling my heart hammering away, as I tried to get myself under control.
After a time, when I had settled down somewhat, I left the corridor and went into a lounge area and sat down. There were a few other people walking about which helped me banish the dread of the unknown that had dominated me, but that was replaced by a different anxiety - what was wrong with me! I was being totally irrational, creating a mind-distorting atmosphere of fear in an innocuous room. I was really scared.
I finally dozed a bit until I was startled awake by a boisterous crowd of people leaving a nearby elevator. Suddenly, my mind was clearer and I realized that I was sitting in a public area, almost naked under my coat and receiving strange glances as the crowd went by. Horribly embarrassed, I got to my feet and went back to the cabin.
It was awful. As soon as I quietly opened the door and stepped inside the dimly lit room, I was assaulted by the same fears that had terrorized me before. I dropped my purse and coat, went into the bathroom and took two sleeping pills (the prescription specified one) and crawled into bed with, literally, the covers over my head. It was worse than before, new pressure building on old as I lay there petrified, fearing the unknown - both in the room and in my head.
Regardless, despite that stultifying fear, the pills did their work and I fell to sleep, having horrible dreams in which I was shrieking as I battled some nebulous foe. Suddenly, I felt myself being shaken vigorously and I heard Nick frantically crying, "Judy, wake up! What's wrong! You're having a nightmare!"
The room lights were fully on and Nick was obviously alarmed and worried. I had been, literally, screaming in my sleep and he hadn't been able to break me out of it. Even worse, now that he had wakened me, the full cloud of terror descended upon me and I cried out, "I've got to get out of here! Let me up!"
As he pulled away, I started for the door and was only stopped from rushing out in my nightgown by Nick grabbing me, asking, "Judy, honey, what's wrong? It was just a nightmare! Calm down!"
Needless to say, I didn't really calm down, but his presence got through enough for me to gasp out, "I've got to get out of this room! I don't know what's wrong, but I have to get out! With a bit more self-control and rational thought, I, again, slipped on my shoes and coat and escaped from purgatory into the hallway. Nick, of course, with a bit less urgency, quickly dressed and followed me out. We went to that same lounge and set down, but it was some time before I was able talk coherently about my problem. I told him about what sounded like a mental breakdown, and how I had left the room for almost two hours before. He was almost as distraught as I was, asking why I hadn't wakened him to let him help me. Like me, he was really concerned about what seemed to be my totally irrational behavior.
Unbelievably, it was almost 7:00 AM and the passengers were moving about to enjoy their first full day of the cruise while I sat there, still shivering a bit, dreading trying to find answers to what appeared my mental collapse. We decided that the best thing to do was to see the ship's doctor so Nick went back to the cabin, got me some clothes which I donned in a nearby rest room. I looked absolutely horrible in the mirror but all I could do was run a comb through my hair.
Fortunately, the doctor kept early hours and, with the cruise just starting, he had no patients waiting. He was quite pleasant and reassuring. "No, Mrs. Aykes, you're not having a mental or nervous breakdown. You are suffering from a case of claustrophobia - obviously a severe one."
"But Dr. Simpkins, I've never had a problem with closed places or anything like that! Good heavens, I'll go into a small closet with no windows and work for hours redoing drawers. I never even thought of claustrophobia causing me to act this way."
"I know that it is strange but one of the unexplained mysteries in the business is why normal people will suddenly show signs of claustrophobia when they are in interior cabins. Personally, I think that people are too aware of being in a closed box inside a ship floating on thousands of feet of water and subconsciously they are afraid that they can't get out in an emergency. When you think of it, that is not a totally irrational fear. I will say that your reaction is the most severe that I've seen and we will have to make a change. We should be able to solve your problem by moving you to an outside cabin which should alleviate your fears. I'll call the housekeeping supervisor and make arrangements."
Needless to say, I was enormously relieved to hear his diagnosis and I could see that Nick had the same feeling. The tension that we both had been under seeped out and we smiled for the first time. Unfortunately, the relief didn't last. The doctor came out of his office with a glum expression on his face, saying, "Mrs. Aykes, I have some bad news. This cruise is fully booked and there are just no cabins to switch you to. I don't know what to suggest. Your case is far too severe for you to stay in that inside cabin, yet we have no other facilities. Anyway, they said to send you to housekeeping on deck five they will try to find a solution."
I was still relieved to know that I was not going mad, but now I was in limbo - can't stay on one place, but there was no other. We found the office and dealt with a Miss Rutherford who told us what we already knew - "We just don't have another cabin available and Dr. Simpkins says that it just not safe for you to stay in your current location."
"Miss Rutherford, I'd sleep on the open deck, naked if necessary, rather than go into that room again. I just couldn't stand it!"
"Yes, we accept that and I certainly agree with you. Unfortunately, that puts us in an impossible situation and the company's policy is clear and very firm on this. I feel horrible having to tell you this, but we are required to put you ashore at the first stop, in this case Cape Canaveral tomorrow!"
I was absolutely shocked, of course, and was on the verge of tears. Nick was equally upset, reacting forcefully as he asked, "Why on earth can the cruise line have a policy like that? We paid for a twelve-day cruise and we should get it. There must be something you can do! Who can we appeal this to?"
"My. Aykes, my hands are completely tied. The company is inflexible in this. We rarely get a case like this and even more rarely have it without a way to upgrade the passenger. This is just an impossible situation. Some years ago, there was a passenger like your wife with no way to change her accommodations. She, unbelievably, insisted on staying in her cabin despite her fears. It got so bad that she actually did develop permanent mental problems - couldn't go into any small enclosed room, real claustrophobia - and sued the line and won. Now we put passengers ashore. This is the first time in my experience and I feel awful but I just can't do anything.
"That said, we have tonight to worry about. With a full ship we, of course, have a full crew meaning there is no free room even in the crew quarters. Maybe we can find a way for someone to double up or find a private place for a rollaway bed, maybe even in my quarters. We'll find something for tonight, but you'll have to disembark tomorrow.



"It's in your own interests, which really doesn't help, but, it's not all bad. Your trip insurance will pay for your flight home as a medical emergency, which it is, and we'll give you a voucher for one-half off of another cruise. It's a major disappointment I know, but financially you'll come out ahead."
I was on the verge of tears, of course, but Nick consoled me, saying, "That's right, honey. We'll go home now and get over all of this. We'll take that discount and sail next year in a real cabin! Thank you Miss Rutherford. I'm sure that you've done your best to help. We'll check back later and see what arrangements you have come up with. Come on, honey, let's go get some breakfast."
As we sat at a table in the breakfast buffet, my mind was in a whirl of conflicting emotions. I was devastated by, in effect, being ejected from the ship and the end of our fabulous cruise and "honeymoon." That crushing blow was balanced by the extraordinarily realization that my fears of incipient insanity could be banished. Even my claustrophobia seemingly was temporary and limited to inside cabins on a cruise ship. If the lines half-price voucher led to an even better cruise next year as promised, the balance seemed favorable. However, as I was coming reluctantly to that conclusion, Glenn sat down at our table with his own breakfast.
Unfortunately, he started to say "Good morning" when he broke off and gasped out, "Damn Judy, what on earth happened to you? You look awful!" I had seen my face in the restroom mirror when I dressed and I knew what he meant - eyes puffy from crying and a lack of sleep, no makeup, hair askew despite having been combed. The delicate balancing of good and bad in my mind crumbled and I broke into tears, gesturing to Nick to explain. For the next ten minutes or so, Nick described the situation to Glenn's unbelieving ears. "My God, that's incredible! And they can't find any place for you on the ship! They're right, though. You cannot go back into that or any other inside cabin. Of course, you can look forward to an even better cruise next year which is something. Damn it, I'll miss you two."
Somehow hearing that made me feel a bit better and I was able to eat a little as Glenn and Nick ate and talked. Suddenly, Glenn paused, put down his fork and getting up, said, "You two stay here. There's something that I want to check. I'll just be a minute." Nick and I stared at each other as he walked away, but we had nowhere to go anyway. His minute turned into fifteen, but he finally came back with what might have been a smile, saying, "Come with me. I've got an idea that might help." We went down a flight of steps to the next deck and followed him a short distance down a corridor until he stopped at a door with a medallion in the center. Inserting his key and opened the door. "Welcome to my not so humble abode."
We walked in and marveled at the suite. There was a foyer containing a buffet with a marble top next to a small refrigerator with shelves above holding wine glasses. A full bathroom with a bathtub, half the size of our cabin, on the other side! The main room had, on the right, a queen sized bed with bed side tables. Beside it was a built-in vanity and desk and built-in bureau. On the other side of the room was a small two-seater couch flanked by two chairs. The end wall was an 8-foot sliding glass door opening onto an expansive balcony with, I discovered, a double sized chaise and two deck chairs. We were awed by the luxury and, I'll admit, tremendously envious. That envy was compounded when he pointed out, "And I get all of this in exchange for a week or so of lectures! Now, let me show you why, other that cruel bragging, I'm showing you this."
He went out into the hallway and called "Louie." A young man, the cabin steward, followed him back in and he said, "Louie, would you open the couch, please." Louie went over to the couch, did something with a catch, and quickly converted it into a single bed. He thanked the steward and then said to us, "If you want it, this could be the answer to your problem. Unfortunately, the two of you won't be together and there won't be much privacy, but if that is acceptable, Judy is more than welcome to stay here. Why don't I go out on the balcony so you can talk about it privately?"
I looked at Nick in utter shock! I looked at him and the way his face had lit up, I knew his reaction. "Good god, Glenn, we don't have to talk about it! It's the most wonderful thing I've heard in years." Unable to contain myself I threw my arms around him and gave him a very hard and long kiss. "Oh, I can't believe it! I was trying to convince myself that I didn't mind leaving the ship and going home, but it wasn't working!" I went on like that while Nick extended his hand for a handshake and his own emotional thank you. I again had tears in my eyes, but these were tears of joy. We sat down in the chairs and talked, but I honestly don't know what was said. Eventually, of course, we ran down and suddenly, the tension of the night and morning got to me and I slumped down and almost went to sleep.
Noticing my condition, Glenn began to get things organized. I'll have Louie make up the bed tonight and, in the meantime, Judy, why don't you lie down on the regular bed and take a nap before you fall over. Nick, you could get Judy's suitcase and things and bring them up here and tell Miss Rutherford that you found a place for Judy to sleep. Now, I have a meeting to set up my lecture schedule and afterwards I'll stop at the desk and have another key made for Judy. Just leave the door unlocked and I'll have Louie keep watch.
I slept for a solid two hours, beneficial sleep with no nightmares, no walls closing in - just normal sleep! Oddly enough, I woke up clear headed and instantly aware of where I was. I lay back and stretched, suffused with happiness as I looked around the luxurious quarters and I knew that the crisis was over. Sitting up, I saw Nick sitting in the chaise on the balcony, relaxing in the sun. I pulled myself up and staggered over to the door, stepped out onto the deck and said, "Hi, honey. I'm back from the dead."
He looked up with a very happy smile on his face and raised his arms, beckoning me to his side. He embraced me as I slid in beside him and gave me a very loving, and relieved, kiss. "Welcome back. How do you feel?"
"Absolutely wonderful! It's as if a ton of weight fell off my back. I just can't comprehend what went through me yesterday and last night. I do know that there is no way on earth that I could have gone into that room again! How your mind can be so twisted to the point that you lose control is frightening. And just think, we were going to be thrown off the ship tomorrow morning if Glenn hadn't stepped in!"
"You're right. I hardly recognized you when you woke me up last night with your screaming. Your face was contorted with a really wild, wide-eyed expression absolutely desperate to get out of the door. I had to hold you back to keep you from running out into the corridor wearing nothing but your nightgown. I was scared because I had no idea as to why you were acting in that insane way. You fought me as I got your coat and shoes on you and as soon as I let go, you were out the door before I could dress. I never want to go through anything like that again!"
"I don't remember any of that. It's weird. I didn't see any monsters or, for that matter, any explicit threat but I felt a tremendous squeezing pressure that I had to get away from. Gods, thank heaven that's over. As I said, thank heaven for Glenn."
"You know, I've been sitting here thinking about that. It's hard to believe that yesterday morning I had never met him. You looked out the bus window and thought that you saw one of your old professors. Here we are, not quite twenty-four hours later and he literally is a best friend. Without thinking about it, we've acted that way. We automatically arrange to meet him to eat and talk as if we had been close for years. We're sitting there at breakfast and he comes over, gets the bad news and obviously is affected as a real friend would be. Then, beyond belief, he thinks of this solution and saves our cruise! And in a real sense, we both just met him yesterday morning! If you wrote a novel with that kind of situation, you'd be laughed at!"
"You're right. I was thinking about that at dinner last night, how he went from remote Professor Thomas to someone my husband and I treated as a person who had been a friend for years. You hear of people who fall in love at first sight. Maybe you can "fall in friendship" the same way. In any case, we were unbelievably lucky to find an instant friend in a time of major crisis. We really owe him."
All this time, Nick had his arms around me as we lay on that chaise and it felt wonderful. Finally, my internal plumbing made me pull away, saying "I've got to go to the bathroom. I want to clean up and change clothes and, then, I want us to go out and enjoy the first full day of our cruise without a big black cloud hanging over us!"
I took a quick shower in that luxurious bathroom and came out wearing a towel to select my clothes. Fortunately, I hadn't unpacked yesterday so everything was still in good shape except the things that Nick had had to stick back in when he got the suitcase. I dumped those things, including my nightgowns, out onto the bed to get at the folded clothes. Nick picked up that little transparent gown that I had on for a short time last night and reluctantly said, I guess you won't be wearing this again on this trip!" Then, laughing, "You'd better not let Glenn see you in that - he'd have a heart attack! How old do you think he is anyway?"
"You know, I'm not sure. When I was a freshman he already was a full professor and a very well-known expert on Shakespeare and you don't get to that level for years. He did say that he has two grown sons and, I think, one grandson. I don't know, probably in his mid or late sixties. His grey, almost white, hair would go with that."
"That seems about right, but he seems quite fit. He really is a nice person and, surprising to me, very easy to talk to. I never could talk to a professor in college about anything but course work and grades."
"Fortunately, Glenn is different. Where did you put my tote bag? I need my cosmetics - oh, there it is" I went into the bathroom and opened my bag and pulled out the things I needed. In doing so, I saw my diaphragm case and realized that the diaphragm was still in me. I quickly removed it and, as I washed and powdered it, I thought glumly, I probably won't have any need for this the rest of the trip. With me in this beautiful suite and Nick down in the cave that I certainly was not going to enter - well, my diaphragm would have a nice long rest. That was a real downer but it was a price we would have to pay. So much for our delayed honeymoon!
I finished dressing and, as we prepared to leave, I put my loose clothes back in the suitcase, saying, "I'll unpack later when Glenn shows me which drawers to use. Ok. I'm ready, let's go get some lunch. I'm famished - I just couldn't eat anything at breakfast."
Nick followed me out, talking as we walked. "I talked to Miss Rutherford and Glenn already had told her that you were going to sleep in his suite. She was there when he stopped by the desk to get you a key. Which reminds me, here it is. She was delighted and it was obvious that she really had felt bad about having to put us off. Even better, she already had put in a request for that half price voucher so we may still get that for what she listed as "unacceptable housing!" We may come out of this like bandits and the only cost was temporary insanity on your part. That's a fair trade!"
"Ok, big guy, next time you can be in the black hole of Calcutta. Here I was feeling bad because out delayed honeymoon will be sexless from now on, but, after that crack, there probably would have been no action anyway."
"Ha! After a few days you would have been panting for more of what we did last night! Seriously though, it's going to be hard with ten days on a beautiful vacation like this, but, while Glenn has been wonderfully generous with us, I don't think he would be pleased with us screwing on his bed. I guess we'll survive. Hey, maybe we can find a place on one of our island stops. Some nice secluded beach! It would be better than a tour!"
"Oh sure, I can picture that!" That's what I said, but I'll have to admit that I felt a tingle in my pussy at the idea!
We had lunch and just spent a very relaxed afternoon walking around the ship. We ended up on the swimming pool deck just lying back in the desk chairs with drinks as we watched the few brave swimmers using the pool. The air was much warmer than New York, but out in the open there was still a chill from the Atlantic. I was quite content reclining in the warm sun, sheltered from the breeze and just recovering from last night's trauma. However, I was uneasy in my mind from a completely different source and, I guess, I somehow displayed that unease to Nick.
"What's wrong, honey? You're been quiet for too long."
"There's nothing wrong. I'm just relaxed and don't have anything to say."
"Don't give me that. I've been married to you for ten years and I certainly know when you're concerned about something. I'm still kicking myself that I didn't pick up on your problem last night, but I guess I was too wrapped up in all the cruise stuff. Now I'm paying attention and something is bothering you. What is it?"
"All right Mr. Analyst, it's not a big thing, just a little worry. You were kidding me about not wearing my see-through nightie in front of Glenn and it made me think. I didn't bring a light robe or negligee, and my sleeping nightgown really doesn't hide much. I hadn't even thought of some of the practical problems of sharing a room with him."
Nick looked at me and grinned. "Are you afraid that you'll turn him on and he'll assault you?"
"Don't be silly! I'm being serious. I'm afraid he'll be shocked and I'm sure that I'll be embarrassed."
"Well, I expect that you both will adapt and you'll both get turned on." Then, with arched eyebrows and a satanic expression on his face, he added, "Maybe you'd better wear your diaphragm to bed!"
I shot up from my reclining position, spitting out, "Nick, for god's sake, what are you saying? He's old enough to be my father and, even if he weren't, I'm a married woman - married to you in case you've forgot!" I don't know why I reacted so furiously. I knew, or assumed, that he was kidding - which was normal in our relationship - but, somehow, his comment hit a nerve and I responded with disproportionate vigor.
"Ok Judy, calm down! Come on, calm down. You know that I was kidding."
I sat there, a frown on my face for almost a minute before I finally settled back and recovered my sense of humor. "All right, you joker! I'm sorry. I guess I'm still a bit wound up and I am concerned about my nightgown and I'm afraid other things will crop up."
"Well, we can always get off at Cape Canaveral. Since that's the only option if you don't sleep in Glenn's suite, I think that the nightgown problem looks pretty small. If you really don't want him to see you in it, we probably could fine a negligee in the women's store in the shopping area on Deck 5. Now, since this has come up, I want to be serious about things. Let's move over to a more private spot.
"Ok, this is better. Now, be quiet and let me talk. We have eleven days left on this cruise and you're going to be sleeping in Glenn's suite and, I wouldn't be surprised that at some time things will develop and you'll end up actually sleeping with Glenn or, at least be tempted to do so." My mouth had fallen open with shock and I started a vehement protest until his hand came up, "Wait till I finish! You never had sex with the men you dated because they just didn't interest you. You and I had chemistry almost immediately and you love having sex with me because of that chemistry and, of course, being in love. You are a very sexy woman in and out of bed, but I know that, if for no other reason than the background drilled into you about the evils of extramarital relations, you would do your best to fight off that temptation. So, your feeling for me and your engrained morals rule out any hanky-panky with Glenn.
"However, you're going to be in close contact with him for eleven nights, starting tonight. Normally, I would have absolutely no doubt that it would be a completely platonic relationship. However, with Glenn, unlike all your dates in school, you are interested. You like him now as a friend, but there's something more. This is a man you said you idolized and had a crush on as a student. He is an academician, which turns you on, and you share a real love for literature which also is a plus. It adds up to a very difficult situation for you - your moral beliefs and me versus a very strong appeal and propinquity. I don't know if you could call it chemistry, but that's a lot of appeal there." He paused and I didn't know where this was going. He thought for a moment and continued.
"I'm going to try to make it easier for you. The only thing worse than you having an affair, if you would call it that, with Glenn would be you having it and trying to hide it from me. I know you too well and you're just too honest. That would be destructive for both of us. Frankly, it's the cheating that would bother me, not the thing, itself. I know that you would be torn between wanting something on one hand and risking hurting me and our marriage on the other. The truth is, I will not be hurt or feel betrayed if you do sleep with Glenn. It's not a really big deal in this case. I certainly would be very jealous if I thought that you were having an affair with another man, but this is a unique situation. Understand, I'm certainly am not urging it or suggesting it and, quite likely, it would be better if you didn't, but for my part, I'm honestly not concerned.
"Candidly, if he were, say forty, I probably would feel different. I'd probably feel threatened, worried that you might get too serious with him. However, we're talking about a man who is between sixty-five and seventy! Now, there's most likely nothing to worry about. Obviously, he is more than old enough to be your father. There's a very strong likelihood that he's past the age of being interested in such things or even physically capable - not able to 'get it up' as they say. Maybe he sees you as a daughter or protégée that he is guiding along through school and will never see you in a sexual light. Any of these things would make this whole discussion, and, I guess, me, look foolish. Regardless of all that, I want you to remove me from the equation and let your feelings guide you."
I sat there, absolutely stunned. I looked at Nick with a completely different prospective trying to absorb what was undoubtedly the most loving thing he could have done - freeing me of the feeling of cheating or being unfaithful if something did happen. Finally, I answered, "Honey, I simply don't know what to say. All I was concerned about was that Glenn would see me in a very revealing nightgown. Believe me, I had and have no thought of anything else, but you are wonderful! I will admit that you have everything just right about my attraction to Glenn - my past fantasies, my passion for academics and, well, yes, my professors. However, those fantasies were ten to fifteen years ago and now I'm a settled-down wife and mother. Glenn is a very attractive man for his age and he brings back many of the memories and feelings I had back then. In addition, on the basis of a past professor-student relationship and a "friendship at first sight" connection, he has been unbelievably generous, but I want to keep that relationship platonic." Then, unable to contain myself any longer, I hugged and kissed him and simply said, "Thank you."



"Ok, I'll accept that, but one more thing: if something should develop between you and Glenn, it won't be a secret, but we won't talk about it. Don't tell me anything about it and I won't ask you. Now, do you want to look for a negligee?"
I hesitated for a moment and finally sighed and said, "No, I guess not. It'll be embarrassing, but I think I'll go along with it that far. Maybe I would enjoy a bit of exhibitionism. Damn, you're going to corrupt me!"
He reached down and pulled me up from the chair and ducked away before I could hit him as he laughed and quietly whispered. "Good, but be sure to use your diaphragm!" I punched him in the arm a few times when I caught up with him, but nothing further was said and we returned to our lighthearted tour of the ship - including the shopping area but not the women's clothing store! Finally, about 5:00 we went back to Glenn's suite to see about unpacking my suitcase and changing for dinner. Fortunately, Glenn was there and gave me more than half of the drawers, Nick left to unpack his own clothes (something I regularly did on our trips) and I opened my suitcase on the bed. As I did so, all the things just stuffed in that morning fell out onto to the floor. Naturally, Glenn reached down and gathered them up for me and ended up with my pink 'delayed honeymoon' gown in his hand.
His response was, "Wow, is this what you sleep in?"
Embarrassed, I took it from him and, blushing, explained the circumstances, adding, as I held up my other gown, grasped so that its thinness didn't show, "This is my regular gown. The other one is only for very special occasions."
His reply, with a grin, sent unexpected tingles through my pussy for the second time that day - but this was not caused by my husband! "Darn, I like the other one better!" He didn't say anything further and sat in a chair and talked about the ship as I went on unpacking my clothes. As I did so, I had a most peculiar reaction. Putting my clothes into a bureau that was shared with him was surprisingly intimate. That was particularly true when I took out my bras and panties and put them in the drawer. I would have expected that I would have been embarrassed and have hidden those personal things somewhat, but I made no such effort. When I dropped a garter belt on the floor I didn't even flinch, I just picked it up. Still, even if it didn't show, I was quite flustered by the whole situation.
When we happily accepted his trip-saving offer to sleep on that couch, I, for some reason, pictured Nick and me being together all day and coming into the suite just to sleep. It turned out to be much more complex. My clothes had to go somewhere - with Glenn's in the closet and the bureau. I had to change clothes, shower, use the bathroom, put on makeup, etc. in that suite. I had a key which in some way made it partly my, or our, suite. And, unless I came in and immediately went to bed, I would be alone with him in my-our suite. I suddenly realized what Nick had considered all of these things long before I had and I wasn't quite as certain about things as I had been. The whole situation made me uneasy - and intrigued.
We went to dinner and, afterwards, Nick and I went to a comedy act in the auditorium. It was only mildly funny but it was entertaining. Finally, we stopped at the business desk in a futile effort to get tickets for a tour that we had overlooked. By that time, I was tired and ready for bed. "You know, Nick, the only sleep I've had since we sailed is what I suffered through in the 'cave' and those two hours in the suite. I guess it's not surprising that I've run out of steam. I'm tired!"
"Ok, honey. I'll admit that I'm not filled with energy. Let's call it a night and start over tomorrow.
When we got to the suite, we immediately saw that the couch had been opened and the bed made immaculately. To my delight, I saw that Louie had made a teddy bear out of towels and placed it on the pillow. There was also a piece of wrapped chocolate beside it!
"My god, Judy, it looks like you are welcome here! I bet I don't have anything like that on my pillow."
Glenn laughed and agreed. "You're not an attractive woman and I think Louie thought that this whole suite was wasted on just me. In addition, people in inside cabins are not likely to leave large gratuities when they leave. Bear up though. He left me a towel bird and you can have it if you want. Now, how was the show?"
Nick responded, "It was ok. Nothing special, but the audience liked it. We were disappointed later, though. With everything that went on today, I completely forget to reserve seats on the Kennedy Space Center tour. All the tickets, even waiting list, were gone. We really were interested in that."
"Let's see what I can do." Picking up the phone, Glenn looked at a list of numbers and dialed. "Hello, this is Professor Thomas in 823. Can you get me two tickets for the Kennedy Space Center tour tomorrow?" Receiving a positive response, he turned to us and asked, 8:00 or 10:00?"
I immediately replied, "10:00!"
"Make it two tickets for the 10:00 tour. Can you send them over? Fine, thank you."
Nick was amazed. "How the hell did that happen? They said that all of the tickets were gone this morning!
"All things are possible for the occupants of suites, particularly an Owner's Suite! We have the benefit of a concierge who is there to do nothing but make life easy for us. They always hold back tickets to any event or tour in case we want something at the last minute - like tickets for the Kennedy Space Center tour! Then, if the tickets are not claimed, they are released to those on the waiting list."
Sure enough, ten minutes later two tickets were delivered to the door. Nick's comment was, "Damn, that's easy to get used to. Honey, we've got to get rich! Now, I'm going to the 'cave,' her name for it, and go to bed. You can keep the bird. I'll be back about 8:30 - that should give us time for breakfast and make the tour."
I had a very funny feeling as my husband left the suite, leaving me alone with another man. I don't know if I would always have had that feeling or if Nick's observations had made me particularly sensitive. It certainly was a strange situation.
I got out my nightgown and started collecting my nighttime stuff when Glenn said, "Let me change first, Judy. I'll be finished very quickly, and then you can take as long as you want." He was right, of course, for women always take longer because we have more things to do. Again, though, it was weird waiting for another man and seeing him come out of the bathroom in his pajamas. In any case, I cleaned up and put on my nightgown and looked at myself in the full length mirror. The gown really was translucent, not transparent and it just wasn't see-through like the "delayed honeymoon" shortie. However, color showed through and my mound of hair was a dark shadow. More significantly, my nipples, which were pushing directly against the thin fabric, were very clear. Even more, since the little devils were as hard as I've ever seen them, they poked out like little tents against the cloth. I told myself, "You can't go out dressed like that in front of Glenn" - but I did!
As I left the bathroom, Glenn called out, "Come out here for a few minutes, Judy. There's a very bright moon and it is beautiful on the water." As I came out of the door, he looked at me and blurted out, "Good heavens, Judy - you're lovely! And I wasn't sure that I would like that nightgown!"
I felt that a bolt of electricity had hit me. I hadn't known what his reaction would be, but I was bowled over by his genuine excitement as he saw me. Involuntarily, I thrust my breasts forward and ingenuously asked "Do you really like it? I was afraid that it might be a bit revealing for mixed company!"
"Judy, dear, you can be as revealing as you want! I hardly think that with just the two of us here that we can be called 'mixed company.' Take this chair over here by the chaise - unless you want the chaise."
"No, this is fine, you stay there. Oh my, that moon light on the water is spectacular! You can see the swells and when they clash, it's like silver drops flying. It's beautiful." I stayed there for about ten minutes but began to get cold. "It's much warmer as we move south, but the air is still a bit chilly - and I don't have much on. I guess I'll go in."
"No, I can see that you don't have much on but it's a shame to not stay a bit longer in such a beautiful evening. Look, the chaise is lower and more protected and it's warmer here. It's made for two, anyway."
I wasn't sure that that was true, but I didn't really want to have this intimate moment end. I stretched out beside him and he put his arm around my shoulder, his hand on my arm. I was very aware that all there was between us was his pajamas and my very thin gown. We stayed that way for a few minutes, not talking much, just enjoying the lovely night and the closeness. I was looking out over the water, but surreptitiously looking sideways at him. As far as I could tell, his eyes were focused far more on my breasts than on the water and I glanced down to see how prominent my nipples were. The light was dim, but they were erect and their color was quite visible.
That, of course, pleased me for the whole situation had me overcome with arousal and I really enjoyed the exposure. However, as I looked past the hills of my breasts, I saw something that sobered me immediately - a very prominent erection! Now, I'm a married woman and I am very familiar with erections. However, in my past, aside from Nick, an erection was an indication of a problem. As I think I said before, I had done a bit of petting in college, but it was limited mostly to having my breasts fondled and, a few times, hands worked their way up my legs, but I had absolutely no interest in "going all the way." For me, an erection was a danger signal and a time to end a date.
Now, of course, I was older and far more experienced, albeit with just my husband, so I didn't panic as I might have then. That erection did answer some questions that Nick had posed this afternoon. Glenn most certainly was interested, you don't react that way with a daughter, and he obviously, very obviously, was capable. Still, while I was anything but upset at this demonstration of interest, it was more than I wanted, at least then.
I pulled away and sat up, saying, "I think I'll go to bed. It's been a very long, very traumatic day. This has been very nice out here, though. I walked around the chaise and stood in the light from the door, illuminating myself so everything showed. Then on an impulse, I stepped back, leaned over and kissed him, saying softly, "Thank you so much for all you've done for us - and me - and you've been very good for my ego tonight."
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I don't think that I moved the entire night. I had no dreams that I was aware of, there were no walls closing in on me – nothing! I was still lightly dozing when I felt a hand on my shoulder shaking me gently and heard Glenn's voice saying, "Wake up, Judy. You've got a tour to take." I sat up, half awake, as he went on, "Nick will be here and you'll still be in bed."
"What time is it?"
"It's almost 8:00 and Nick will be here in a half hour to get breakfast."
"They were supposed to wake me at 7:45. I've got to hurry!"
"I was in the bathroom and heard the phone ring. I think that you just slept through it. I'm finished so the bathroom is all yours."
He was fully dressed and I was suddenly aware that I was sitting in the bed in that thin nightgown in a room filled with the morning sunlight. I felt a surge of embarrassment because of the situation which, I suppose, sounds silly after almost flaunting myself in that gown the night before. Still, that's the way I reacted and I almost ran into the bathroom, actually holding my arm across my breasts as I did so.
I quickly did the usual normal ablutions, fixed my hair as much as I could, put on a little makeup – and almost walked out nude to get my clothes! That was my usual routine at home but I cringed at how embarrassing that would have been. Putting my gown back on, I went out and began selecting things under Glenn's admiring, I hoped, eyes. I was extremely aware of things I never thought about when getting dressed. My breasts are not particularly large, but, without a bra, I felt them quivering and bouncing a bit as I walked. My nipples were rock hard and poking out just as they had last night, but now it seemed too obvious. As I bent over to get things out of a drawer, I was absolutely certain that the gown had pulled tight against and into my bottom, showing ever crevice and division through the thin fabric. Along with that embarrassment of knowing that Glenn's eyes were on me was the realization that it also excited me. That embarrassed me too!
I selected a pair of Bermuda shorts and a shirt along with my bra and panties and socks, and started to return to the bathroom to dress, I had avoided looking at him, but I inadvertently caught his eye as, from the smile on his face, he enjoyed watching me. I flushed and stated firmly, "I have got to get a robe. Gods, here I am walking around in my nightgown in broad daylight. It was bad enough last night, but at least it was dark! I've got to get a robe!"
"Judy, as I said last night, you look lovely in that gown, very sexy. I had a drab, lonely suite and you really light it up. I hope that you don't get a robe for I really like seeing you dressed that way." That comment and the look on his face sent a thrill through me for I could see that he was sincere. At that moment, I had no idea how far this would go, but I was absolutely certain that I would not get a robe – which, of course I had never intended to do, anyway!
We had breakfast and Nick and I went on our first tour of the cruise. The Space Center was extremely interesting with probably the most exciting thing was seeing the shuttle sitting on its transporter being moved, very slowly, to the launch pad for blastoff next week. If our cruise had been one week later, it would have gone right over us. We thanked Glenn effusively for getting our tickets and immediately began to look at tours for the islands ahead of us.
The rest of the day was fun. It was still too cool for the swimming pool, but the hot tubs felt wonderful. We ate at the mid-afternoon snack-time (I could see why people gain weight on a cruise), sat and listened to a small combo playing in the center atrium and watched from the rail as the ship departed from Cape Canaveral. We were still on the ship rather than flying home! Finally, that whole trauma was completely behind us. Then, doing his duty, Glenn gave an hour lecture, with question time, to a surprisingly large group of close to 100. Apparently, some people did like the educational aspect of the cruise. Dinner and a show plus buffet snacks and back in the suite about 11:30. My bed was decorated with a cute towel dog this time. Nick went down to the "cave" (we all referred to it that way now) and Glenn and I changed as we had yesterday, him first and me, taking longer, second.
As you can imagine, I was excited and, naturally, a bit uneasy as I put on my nightgown. I really was looking forward to repeating my exhibitionism of last night, particularly after Glenn's comments this morning. He had made it clear that he liked what he saw. I looked at myself in the mirror and I liked it too! I couldn't help but wonder if he might touch me and how I would react if he did. I wanted to move slowly because I didn't want to go too far and do something I would regret later. Fortunately, I was sure that Glenn would accept my limitations and we could be almost, if not completely, platonic, roommates (suitemates?). With that thought, I joined him on the balcony.
"Lovely and sexy!"
"Now, don't embarrass me. It's bad enough that here I am, a 31-year old married woman with two children, walking around half-dressed in front of you. You should at least pretend not to notice how revealing this gown is!"
"I apologize most sincerely. That is a beautiful gown of thick brocade that is the height of demure and modest decorum. No married woman with a family could be more appropriately and respectably dressed. Please sit down so that, while ignoring any lingering thoughts of impropriety, we can enjoy a quiet, very proper conversation."
"Much better!" This time I, without hesitation, sat down and reclined beside him on the chaise. "I'll pretend that things are not showing and you pretend that you're not looking."
Looking very fixedly at my nipples, he grumbled, "That's going to be a lot of pretending, but I'll try."
This humorous by-play was fun and made me more comfortable for some reason. We sat there, watching the waves and talking very little. The air was still a bit cool and I shivered and, then, raised up so that he could put his arm around me. He pulled me tight against him, running his hand up and down my arm. There definitely was a feeling of tension, as if we both were waiting for the next step. Finally, he took that step by turning me toward me and starting to kiss me with great passion. At first, I just accepted the kiss without active participation, but suddenly, something changed and I began kissing him back with real fervor.
I have no idea how long we continued, embracing and sharing the kiss, but, not unexpectedly, I guess, he moved the intimacy up a level by sliding his hand over my breast and fondling it through the silky fabric. It felt wonderful as he stroked and squeezed it. His other hand was around me, on my back, pulling me tight against him. Our bodies shifted and suddenly I felt a very hard erection against my thigh. Unlike yesterday, I felt no danger signal, no urge to flee. Instead, something totally unexpected happened – my reserve vanished and I suddenly wanted more. To his complete surprise, and, certainly mine later, I pulled away, stood up and saying, "I'll be back," I almost ran inside. No more than three minutes later I was back – wearing my "delayed honeymoon" nightgown!
Standing at the end of the chaise facing him in the lights from the room, I was completely exposed. The pink shortie gown "covered" me from my shoulders to my hips, but that coverage was transparent, hiding nothing. There were no panties, so all the gown did was color my naked body light pink. This gown was made to entice, not conceal. For the first time in my life my body was exposed to the eyes of another man – and I loved it!
After posing there for a few seconds, I archly asked, "You said that you though you liked this gown better than the other one. What do you think now?" I have absolutely no recollection as to what was going through my mind at that moment. Actually, my mind wasn't in control of my body right then. I, normally, was a shy, conservative woman, who was exceptionally modest in dress, and here I was, almost naked and virtually offering myself to a man who was not my husband. There were waves of pleasure sweeping through me as his eyes ran over my exposed charms. I know that I never had been so aroused and available.
Glenn's reaction was not exactly what I expected. He just sat there, not moving as he looked at me. He was momentarily shocked into immobility at my totally unexpected and uncharacteristic action. That lack of response didn't last long. "My god, Judy you're beautiful and that gown is perfect! I've never seen anything so sexy!" That was the last thing said by either of us for some time.
He jumped up from the chaise and threw his arms around me; kissing me again as his hands ran over my body. I was in a continual state of almost orgasmic arousal as I felt his hand go under the gown in back, over my bottom and then to the front, through my hair and between my legs. Abruptly, he pulled away, and without a word, we headed into the room and onto the bed. We began passionate love-making as he felt every part of my body as I opened up to make every part available. Somewhere in here his pajamas and my nightgown vanished and the lights turned off, but I wasn't even aware of when or how. The preliminaries didn't last long for we both were ready for the main event, sexual intercourse, aka, fucking.
So, very shortly, I was on my back with my legs raised and spread as I welcomed Glenn onto me. As he mounted me, I reached down and guided his very hard cock into my cunt. At that point I became an adulteress – and loved it. Of course, right then I wasn't thinking about morality, my husband or anything else. I was totally lost in the excitement and pleasure of the moment.
As Glenn's cock penetrated me I began a seemingly endless orgasm. There was no rhythmic, almost controlled, well-practiced action as with Nick. There, I would be building toward orgasm and matching his motions. Now, I was surging up, dropping down, squirming sideways, twisting – anything to maximize the feeling of, as I said, continual orgasm.
Glenn was much the same as he pounded into me in wild excitement. His arousal matched mine and there was little finesse or control as he took me. We did reach some degree of coordination and fell into a rhythm toward the end as my surging upward matched his inward plunges. My steady-state orgasm rose even higher as he drove into me and ejaculated while grinding hard against my cunt and clit. We held together as if we wanted our cunt-cock merger to last forever. He was deep into me and I felt the heat inside as he shot into me.
Of course, that welding together of cock and cunt doesn't last and passion does dim. We held together for a time, but with our energy depleted, we both collapsed, him lying heavy on me. I wasn't thinking. I just lay there, sated and happy, not minding the weight in the post-coitus intimacy.
Soon, however, he rose up from between my legs and lay down beside me, putting his arm around me with my head resting on his shoulder, his hand lightly cupping my breast. At first, nothing was said for I think both of us were somewhat stunned at what had just happened. For my part, I had expected nothing more than an incremental increase of yesterday's intimacy. He, as he said later, was just happy to see me somewhat exposed in my sleeping nightgown but he was surprised at the strong sexual desire that he had. He admitted that I had had a real impact on him as we lay together on the chaise last night – the physical manifestation of which I, of course, had seen! Tonight, when I was lying beside him on the chaise with his arm around me, he felt an even greater attraction. Still, when he began the light, than passionate, kissing it was more an expression of affection than a sexual overture, but it soon morphed into an intense expression of our mutual, well, I guess "lust" is probably the most accurate word. Feeling my breast was the trigger for me, removing my self-created barriers and opening the pathway to adultery.
Surprisingly, the question of sin, immorality or whatever never really bothered me. Even the words "adultery" or "adulteress" had no bite. That might have been different without Nick's permission. One question that I could never answer is whether I would have succumbed to my sexual desires without that permission, or would I have ended up frustrated by having those desires going unfulfilled. Or would I even have had those desires and even consider sex with Glenn if Nick hadn't raised the issue. I honestly don't know.
We talked quietly and intimately for almost an hour before the need for sleep overcame us. I did say one final thing. "I never expected to wear my "delayed honeymoon" nightgown for anybody but Nick. It is only for very important occasions – and this was one of them, a 'not-delayed' honeymoon!"
He simply said, "I know," and kissed me very hard.
I went to the bathroom and cleaned up a bit and, without thinking, joined him in bed and sleep.
It had been a late night – or early morning – and I was still sound asleep when, for the second day in a row, Glenn wakened me by shaking my shoulder. I slowly came to and lay back looking up at him as he said, "Come on, Judy, you've got to get up. Nick will be coming soon." He was dressed and looking down at me with a sly grin." You might want to have some clothes on when he gets here!"
His comment had no impact on me at first and then I reacted. "I'm naked" I cried in great embarrassment as I pulled the sheet up over my bare breasts.
He laughed at my automatic reaction and simply said, "I'll go out on the balcony while you get up. You look awfully sexy like that, though!"
I flushed with embarrassment as he left and scurried around gathering clothes and taking them into the bathroom. I came out after about fifteen minutes, dressed and ready for breakfast. Looking at him with a wry grin, I admitted, "I guess that it's pretty silly being worried about being naked after last night. I don't think that I have anything left to hide."
"Actually, I thought that it was pretty cute. It shows that you are not used to having men seeing you sleep without clothes. In any case, it was a delightful sight to wake up with. Last night was wonderful and I hope that you are all right with it."
"Yes, it was wonderful and we have a number of things to talk about later. All good from my end."
He leaned down and lightly kissed me. Just the right thing to do – warm and affectionate. Shortly afterwards, Nick knocked on the door and, as I walked by the couch, my supposed bed, I realized, happily, that Glenn had anticipated a potential problem and had rumpled up the sheets and pillow. That would have been a dead giveaway and I wasn't ready for that yet!
We had moved south past Florida leaving the cooler Atlantic and into the Caribbean during the night and the air was softer and warmer. After breakfast, Nick and I used the pool and I enjoyed just lying in a deck chair with a Coke and a book. It was the first really relaxing time, just sitting around time, which I had had. Nick just wandered around, not really enjoying inactivity.
I was surprising myself with my aplomb. I was feeling no guilt despite committing adultery and sleeping all night with another man. I had gotten out of bed totally naked one-half hour before my husband knocked on the door and I showed no jitters, no nervousness when he came in – nothing to give myself away. Now, there is no doubt that without Nick's acceptance of my potential indiscretion I would have been a quivering mass of terror with guilt written all over my face, but he had given me the confidence to believe that I had done nothing irredeemable.
The day passed pleasantly enough but poor Nick was in line for an evening that he dreaded. We appeared back at the suite with a suit bag over his shoulder and a disgruntled look on his face. Glenn looked up with surprise as we came in, obviously questioning Nick's appearance. Suddenly his face lit up. "Oh, don't tell me – this is a fancy dress night and you're
going to attend! Lucky you. You get to dress up and take your lovely wife to a formal dinner!"
"How about you taking this fancy suit and you take my lovely wife to dinner."
"No, I'll just go up to the buffet and have a quiet, uncrowded meal."
"Yeah! Why do women like these things? Well, I'll go down and see how this thing fits. Call when you're ready."
Nick left and I prepared to get dressed. I had brought a short turquoise cocktail dress that I was eager to wear. I am a woman and "I love these things" as Nick said. I went into the bathroom to get ready and put on my makeup. I got out my bag, took my stuff out – and had one of those "OH, MY GOD" moments. There was my diaphragm case with my diaphragm still in it! I never had thought about having sexual intercourse last night and I just never even thought about needing protection. It wasn't a case of deciding not to bother with, I just didn't think of it. How could any woman, particularly a married woman, not think of protecting herself – particularly what I had done the previous night? I just don't know – it's inexcusable but it happened.
Needless to say, I was shocked and scared because I knew that a large quantity of semen had been shot into me and, by now, was in my womb! Of course, I immediately started thinking about the timing and, as well as I could figure, I should be safe. At worst I would on the edge of my fertile period which put the odds strongly in my favor. Thus reassured, I immediately inserted the diaphragm because I was certain that I would need protection that night!
As I've said before, I am a relatively modest woman in my regular dress. However, I love to have fancy things on under my clothes where no one but Nick will see. In addition, I never feel really dressed up when wearing pantyhose. So that night, as usual, I fastened on a lacy garter belt with long thigh-high hose. I had a pair of bikini panties and matching bra, neither of which hid anything. Over that I had the cocktail dress with quarter-length sleeves, a boat neck and flared skirt. I had had my hair done and, for the first time on the cruise, I felt really good about my appearance. Adding high heeled shoes, I went out to, I hoped, impress Glenn.
His reaction was everything I could have hoped for. He said many complimentary words, but more important was the look on his face as he saw me. He said that I was beautiful and truthfully, that night I felt beautiful. Then, just before Nick came I did something I had never dreamed of doing before. I stepped back from Glenn and said, "Do you like this," and, reaching for the hem of my skirt, I lifted it to my waist, exposing my legs, hose, garter belt and panties. I posed there, holding it up, while he stared with undisguised admiration and desire. I certainly knew that I would need the diaphragm later!
Nick was also quite complimentary when he saw me, even saying that no one would even notice him. However, he looked quite handsome in his rented tux and, as Glenn said, we made a perfect couple. He closed the drapes and used it as a backdrop to take several pictures of us posing there. As we were leaving, he said, "You know, Judy cleans up real well. If that offer to borrow that tux and take her to dinner is still open, I think that I will accept it!"
He was kidding, of course, but I loved it. Then, making it even better, Nick replied, "No, the offer is revoked. I think I will be proud to accompany my lovely wife to dinner!" I think I was floating as we left the suite!"
It was a lovely evening. It was fun mingling with all of those people dressed in all sorts of fashion. Most women were conservatively attired while a few were somewhat daring. There were men in kilts, others in uniform from service years ago (as you could tell from the fit), two in some kind of robe. I was making mental notes of what women were wearing and, I think that I can say with reasonable accuracy and modesty, I more that held my own.



It appeared that no one (certainly the women) was eager to remove their finery and go back to the mundane world of regular clothes. People lingered in the dining room, strolled through the atrium, visited the bars or just stood and talked. Finally the crowd thinned out as, with reluctance, the peacocks went back to their nests. In my case, I was looking forward to more basic entertainment so it wasn't quite as wrenching as for some.
We got back to the suite, talked for a short time about the evening and Nick left to "Get out of this monkey suit." We had San Juan tomorrow so we agreed on 8:30 as usual. So, once again, Glenn and I were alone, but this time there was no question of our intentions.
As soon as Nick had left, I asked Glenn to unzip me and to his surprise (and mine, in a way), I just stepped out of my dress and stood there in a bra, minuscule panties, garter belt and hose. He just stared at me for almost a minute, saying nothing with his voice but a great deal with his eyes. Finally, he came out with that classic awe-struck comment, "Wow!" He had me walk around, still in my high heels, just enjoying my body and movements. I had never done anything remotely like this before and I was almost drunk with excitement. Saying that he wanted pictures to remember, after we got home, of exactly how stunning I looked, he picked up his camera again. I posed for several pictures in varying degrees of exposure, step by step removing, first, my bra and, second, my panties. He loved me nude except for my garter belt and hose. The last one embarrassed and excited me at the same time. It was of me lying on the bed, legs up and open, ready to be screwed. Very shortly after he put the camera down, that is exactly what happened.
However, before entering me, he knelt between my spread thighs and used his tongue on my clit and into my cunt, itself. I loved this when Nick did it and having Glenn licking me was like heaven. He ran his tongue all the way from my clit, through the lips to. ...to.... to my asshole – it's hard to write that but it felt wonderful! I don't know how long he did it, but when he finally moved up onto me, I was in a frenzy of excitement. Needless to say, I was wet and welcoming as he started to enter me. Once again, I reached down and guided his cock into me. It probably would have found the open target without help, but, somehow, it felt right to help him get in. I guess that, subconsciously, it was a way of showing that I wanted it, rather than just lying there being available.
This screwing was far more under control than last night. I was as hot and ready as last night but the shock factor was missing. We quickly fell into the in-and-out rhythm without the frenetic pace that we had had then. This time, it felt very good, but I was not in that seemingly continual orgasmic stage with that frantic, almost spastic, urge to grind against Glenn. This time, I, with him, was working toward that orgasm, that final climax, and the gradual buildup was wonderful. Of course, when that final stage was approached, the controlled rhythm was replaced by the twisting and surging, the reaching for a peak, as we ground together. His motions became more rapid, his pressure on my clit and cunt lips mounted and, tight against me, he shot into me. The feel of his climax triggered mine and again, as yesterday, we held together, making the moment of orgasm last. It felt to me that the two nights with Glenn were the most exciting, sexually that I ever had had.
I think that one of the things in life for men or women that causes the most damage to long-time relationships is the fact that new is more exciting than old. I had done everything, and more, with Nick that I had done with Glenn. He had fucked me to tremendous orgasms. He had licked and sucked my cunt. Yet those same acts with Glenn now seemed wilder, more exciting. A new tongue on my clit, a different cock in my cunt, a new rhythm in the screwing – each more exhilarating, more electrifying. This is why people ruin their marriage and lives by having affairs. They lie and sneak around; they betray their spouse in many less obvious ways. All for the thrill of something new. Nick had given me, and, actually, himself, a wondrous gift. As I said before nothing might have happened without his bringing it up, but, on the other hand, I might well have fallen into that "new" trap even without it.
In any case, Glenn and I lay quietly together, our hearts and breathing returning to normal. He was running his fingers over my stomach, down into my triangle of hair and back up to my breasts. "You have lovely breasts, firm yet soft. Very nice."
"Like most women, I could wish that they were a bit bigger – not really big, a C-cup rather than a B." Giggling, I added, 'Nick says I have 'breasts,' not 'tits!' You have to have big breasts to call them tits. I'd like to have tits."
"Damn, Judy these are tits! Bigger ones may be nice, but usually they sag, are too soft or just don't feel good in the hand. As I said, yours are both firm and soft; the nipples are perfectly in proportion. Perfect! I will now officially designate these breasts as tits. That's my final word."
"Ok, thank you, sir. I now have tits – but I'm afraid that your official decree has limited applicability! Just between us, but that's nice!"
The talking went on and I discovered a number of things. First, I was a bit off on his age. He had advanced far more rapidly in rank than I figured, and he actually was only sixty-one – a quite vigorous sixty–one as he had proved earlier. He was still old enough to be my father – but, fortunately, he was not my father! His almost white hair came from a very painful part of his life. His wife had died three years ago after years of deterioration with symptoms of what we now know as Alzheimer's. Like most U.S. presidents whose hair turn gray from tension, his changed from the long-lasting tragedy of his wife's illness.
He learned things about me too including my total lack of sexual experience aside from Nick. That led me to admit the deep crush I had had on him as a student – and, I guess, I still did. Finally came the question that I hoped not to hear.
"Look, honey, it seems as if I've known you and Nick as a couple for a long time, but obviously it's just been a few days. Still, even in those few days I have seen that you two are very close, very loving. I can tell that from the way you tease each other and the way you are loose and free with each other. I certainly wouldn't want to do anything that would cause a problem. The truth is, I feel a bit guilty about Nick. He seems like a very good person and I like him. Yet, here I am in bed with his wife. Heaven knows, I wouldn't want to stop this unexpected...what is it? An affair? Whatever it is, I'd hate to lose it even if it's only a shipboard romance."
I was stuck. First, he called me "honey" and that sent a thrill through me, but I didn't know how to answer his question. It would be easiest to just tell him that Nick said it would be all right with him, but I was reluctant to make it that specific – it was too private. Finally, I decided to compromise. "Nick is a very intelligent and perceptive man. When we accepted your offer to let me sleep in your suite he said a few things which didn't mean much to me at the time, but looking back on it, I think that he actually expected something to happen between us with me sleeping here every night. Gods, I shouldn't say this, and please never repeat it, but when he left me the first night, he teased me by saying, 'Be sure to wear your diaphragm.' At the time, I punched him in the arm for joking like that, but now I think that he meant just what he said."
"What on earth would make him to expect us to get together?"
"That's hard to answer. He knows that I have had absolutely no interest in outside sex, but he knows of the crush I had on you and, I guess, still have. Somehow, when we met on the bus I immediately felt a connection with you that was different and he saw that. As I said, he is very perceptive and knows me very well. I suspect that he saw whatever it was in me that permitted me to act so out of character when we were on the chaise out there. In addition, he also kidded me by saying that if I wore my nightgown while I was sleeping here, I was doomed. As you certainly saw, it doesn't hide very much! We talked about that and whether we should buy a robe or negligee to cover me, yet neither of us thought it necessary to do so."
"I'll have to say that you're right about him being perceptive – maybe too much so. You know, I was really active sexually my first two years in college – a typical frat boy. My junior year, however, I just tired of all that and really turned to my studies. Oh, I didn't become a monk, but sex was not a major part of my life. I was finishing grad school when I met Jenny, my wife, and we got married right after I got my PhD. We were a perfect match, sex and otherwise, and we had two fine boys who turned into very good men. Unfortunately, as I told you, her problems began and got continually worse until she died three years ago. We still had sex up until the last year because it seemed to bring her back and make her happy. It was hard on me. Since she died, I've really felt little interest in sex.
"Now, I am not really a social person. I don't like 'small talk' and generally avoid those awkward situations where I have to strain to think of something to say. I see ex-students frequently and after 'How are you.... Oh, I loved your course .... What are you doing now ...etc.' I try to escape. Somehow, it was very different when we met on the bus. I actually enjoyed myself. You were very easy to talk to and I didn't feel that I had to dredge up things to say. For the first time in a very long time, I actually wanted to continue the relationship. I guess, like it was for you, I felt connection between us. When, later, I met Nick, the three of us just bonded. That's an overworked term, but was true in that situation.
"For example, as soon as I found out about being upgraded to a suite, the first thought I had was, 'Wait till I tell Judy and Nick!' When I got your news about your awful night and you being sent off the ship, I'll admit that 'What will I do when they're gone' was my first reaction. That and my very real sympathy for you was what caused me to think of the way out. I can say truthfully that the idea of anything happening between us never crossed my mind.
"This is where Nick was right. That night, if you had appeared in a housewife-mother type of gown covered by a chaste robe, we probably would still just be friends with you on the couch, me on the bed and not a salacious thought in my head. Instead, this very attractive woman, that I really liked, stood before me in a thin nightgown that two pointed nipples were trying to bore through. And below, this was nicely shadowed." His last comment was accompanied by ruffling my cunt hair.
"Even with that, it still was difficult for me to do anything because I could tell that you and Nick were happy together and I had no reason to think that you would be involved in extracurricular sex. When you lay beside me on the chaise I was close to those nipples and, for the first time in a while, I had an involuntary erection which I knew you saw which led you to go to bed to avoid a problem. I thought that that was your answer and, frankly, I was embarrassed.
"I was pleasantly surprised the next night when you lay beside me again and even more when I put my arm around you and you came in tighter rather than pulling back. I finally took the risk of kissing you and putting my hand on your breast – no, your tit – and you didn't stop me. I was disappointed when you got up and left, but I was shocked when you came back wearing that unbelievably sexy 'honeymoon' gown. That really isn't a gown, there's not enough to it but it certainly is sexy.
"Ok, we'll agree that Nick was right about the impact of your sleeping gown. If you had covered up, and hidden those nipples, I might not have even thought of sex. So, what now?"
"Glenn, I'm really happy you told me all of that. The more I know about you, the better I like it. I was sure that you felt something more for me than just an available woman to make, but it's very nice to hear you say it. And," I said with a smile, "I'm very glad that I was able to rekindle your interest in sex! As far as Nick is concerned, I'm just not going to worry about it. I wouldn't be naked in bed with you if I didn't think that I had his tacit approval. Otherwise I would be acting as guilty when he is around as if I had robbed a bank – and he would know what I was doing. So, let's forget the guilt and just enjoy what you called a "shipboard romance. We'll worry about afterwards later.
"All right. You know him best and if you think he knows and isn't jealous or hurt, I'll go with that. Incidentally, did you do as he said?"
Somehow I instantly knew what he meant and, without hesitation or blushing, I replied, "I didn't the first time because I didn't expect to go that far. I still have a hard time believing that I just offered myself to you by wearing that little sheer nightgown. It's been in both times since then. I should be safe from that first time and I've been protected since."
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The following morning was very different. It was early and I was wakened this time by Glenn's fingers running over my body. I was sleepily aware as his hand moved down to my crotch and he began stroking my clit while, at the same time, kissing and teasing my nipples. I slowly came aware and looked up at him, realizing what was going on. I was momentarily surprised that I was naked again, but immediately I recalled everything and just said, "Good morning." I was more surprised shortly afterwards when I realized that he was naked too. He had seen me naked in the daylight before - at least part of me - but this was a first. It's odd how the mind works, but my first reaction was to think, "He has a nice body. He doesn't look old." Afterwards it embarrassed me to realize that I was naked in bed with a naked man and my instant reaction was not to be startled but, instead, was to evaluate him physically!
In any case, seeing my open eyes and hearing my "Good morning," he kissed me lightly, and, then, more vigorously. I put my arms up and embraced him and, as I did so, I became aware of a very hard erection pushing into my side. It's funny, but Nick and I frequently have sex in the morning when there is no time or parenting pressure, but, somehow I was startled by Glenn's obvious arousal. I pulled away from the kiss, moved against his cock and asked, "Does this have anything to do with the way you wakened me?"
"It seems like a good idea. I've been lying here for the last fifteen minutes staring at this lovely body next to mine and, I'll admit, certain lascivious thought came to mind!"
"Good heavens, here I am, a respectable and innocent married woman being propositioned by a lecherous man who happens to be in bed with her. Well, we have to do what we have to do! First, I have to go to the bathroom and then I guess I'll have to submit to your lewd demands."
Without the thoughts of modesty that had plagued me yesterday, I got out of the bed and walked to the bathroom completely nude, just as I would have done with Nick. I returned the same way and, shortly was on my back with my legs in the air - in broad daylight! It's amazing how what is inconceivable one day can become commonplace so quickly! However, while having sex, adulterous sex, may become almost as routine as marital intercourse, doing so in the light is very different from doing so in the comfortable darkness. This time, I could see the cock that was going to impale me; I could see the balls that were going to fill me with cum. I could see the male body that was going to come down on me and take me. I had seen these things with Nick, of course, but this was a new lover. I welcomed him into me, even helped as I had before, but I was surprisingly affected, almost as if this were the first time.
This was particularly true as Glenn began to move in me and, for the first time, I could see his face above me. His features and expressions were so distinct, whereas in the dark they were vague and unclear. His eyes were open and he smiled as he looked down at me. I smiled back and we shared a moment of intimacy that was more than just sex. Maybe it was just my feminine desire for the act to have more meaning than pure lust, but I did feel something more pass between us.
As would be assumed, that moment gave way to the physical act of sexual intercourse - or the more robust terms, screwing or fucking. As the motions became more vigorous, our libidos taking over, those softer feelings of affection gave way to our drive toward climax. I was still aware enough to look up at my lover and saw that his eyes were closed and that his face had a most intense look as he put his entire energy into the in-and-out battering of my vagina and clit. Soon, I was equally committed to the act of pure sex and was responding with equal vigor to his fucking. It didn't take long for us to reach the stage of orgasm and, once again, I exploded as I felt him ejaculate into me.
Unlike the previous times, Glenn did not come down on me as he had before. Getting off the bed, he said, "We'd better hurry. Nick will be here in a half-hour or so." I heard him, but my attention was elsewhere. As he pulled away from between my legs, I saw him completely nude and, automatically, my eyes focused on the cock that had just left my cunt. It was no longer hard, of course, but it was still long enough to see it glisten with a combination of my lubrication and his cum. I liked that. However, most of my attention was concentrated on myself. I was lying there on my back, my legs still spread and with my cunt undoubtedly open with moisture leaking out. Many women, particularly feminists, would disagree with my feelings, but I just felt that I really had been taken, giving me a feeling of...I don't know...subservience is the wrong word. Conquered or used might be better. I feel that way with Nick, too. Now, when I'm on top, I don't have that reaction because, I guess, I'm in control. In any case, I sort of enjoy the feeling of being mastered even if, as it always is, a mutual, shared sex act.
Glenn's comment about Nick coming got through and ended my musing and of course, spurred me to get moving. Glenn went into the bathroom while I pulled out the clothes I intended to wear in San Juan. It was funny - when he came out of the bathroom I headed in, both of us still naked. As I passed him, he slapped me on the bottom, saying "I like that outfit. I want to see a lot more of it!" Actually, I had plenty of time since I didn't need a lot of makeup and about fifteen minutes I came out to dress. It was interesting, sexy and a bit embarrassing to dress as he watched. I put on my panties, then my bra, feeling his eyes watching every move. I was going bare-legged, so no pantyhose or stocking so all I had to do was put on a skirt and blouse. I quickly pulled the sheet over a large wet spot, rumpled the couch bedding and, when Nick arrived five minutes later, I was on the balcony looking at the port of San Juan. No sign that I had engaged in adulterous intercourse thirty or forty minutes ago. Still, I had a feeling that, despite the lack of physical evidence, Nick had a pretty good idea as to what was going on.
San Juan was fun. We toured the Old Town and made our way through Morro Castle. Glenn went with us - he wanted to get his feet on the ground for the first time on the cruise. I felt like a princess or queen being escorted by two men and both were very attentive. I know that Glenn was relieved at the comradery we shared - certainly nothing of a suspicious and jealous husband. In fact, it seemed pretty obvious that we were a non-sexual threesome. Non-sexual together and we didn't talk about separately!
It was a very hot day, and after walking around, particularly in the Morro Castle, we were very happy to return to the ship, have lunch and spend time at the pool. Glenn had another talk scheduled since we were leaving San Juan early (3:00 PM) but he thought that he had time or a swim. A funny thing about it was Glenn and me going back to the suite to change into our suits together while Nick went the "cave." Changing together was quite intimate and it was fun to go back to the pool together to meet Nick.
Obviously, I knew that Glenn did not look the way we would have expected when we assumed that he was over sixty-five. In fact, as I had pleasantly discovered, he was very well conditioned from frequent use of the university gym. (Of course, I knew that he was physically fit in other ways!) Oh, he didn't look like someone thirty or forty years old, but he certainly was not an old man physically. After he left to prepare for his lecture Nick expressed his surprise as Glenn's condition, saying, with a grin, "Maybe I made a mistake letting you sleep with him in his suite!" I left that comment alone, not speculating on whether he meant that I was just sleeping in the suite while Glenn was there or that I was actually sleeping with him in the suite - which I was!
Fortunately, he went on talking, asking me if I had found out how old Glenn really was. I told him that I had guessed wrong about his career advancement and that he actually was only sixty-one. I went on and told him about his wife and the effect on his hair.
"Well, that explains a lot. Truthfully, he looks and acts much younger than his age. When we were talking about him before, we hadn't really seen him enough to guess how old he was. Damn, I hope I look nearly as good as he when I'm sixty. You know, we're really lucky to meet him on this cruise and not only because it gave you a place to sleep. We've met a few couples at diner, but no one that is as much company as he is. Anyhow, San Juan was an interesting place, but I can't wait to get to St. Thomas tomorrow. What's the name...oh, yeah Charlotte Amalie. I don't care about the town, but I'm really looking forward to swimming in the Caribbean water. The tour we're on ends up at the beach at Megans Bay and should be perfect.
We stood on the deck and watched San Juan disappear as we pulled away and headed for St. Thomas in the U.S. Virgin Islands. It was 10:00 PM, and the lights of the city were beautiful against the dark sky and water. It was a lovely, warm night, the type that people go to the Caribbean for and we sat on the pool deck, eating and drinking the way you are supposed to on such a cruise.
Around midnight the three of us went in and sat on our (mine and Glenn's!) balcony and talked for another half hour until Nick left. It was a weird feeling, seeing my husband leaving, saying, "Sleep well, I'll see you in the morning!" The couch was open and nicely made up, but none of really thought that I was going to sleep there. The events afterwards proved once again how impossible things quickly become almost the norm.
As soon as Nick was out of the door, I sat down on the bed and removed my shoes and, without pausing or even hesitating, I began undressing. I stood there in my bra and panties, chatting away about our day in San Juan. I took my bra off and was stepping out of the panties when I suddenly became aware of what I was doing. Blushing furiously, I grabbed my nightgown and hurried into the bathroom, hearing Glenn behind me calling, "Nice tits!" I was still embarrassed later when I came out wearing the nightgown knowing full well that it would be off in a few minutes. I was comfortable enough with him to forget myself and strip in front of him, but my old, conservative ways reappeared when I thought about what I was doing.
The gown did come off very quickly and, one again, we engaged in terrific sex. We were in that stage where the sex was still new but we were more comfortable with one another. We began to move automatically with each other, began to be more familiar with each other's moves. It was very much like newlyweds adapting to each other's needs rather than just racing to their own climax. Actually, in some ways, it was a progression from just having sex to making love. I had gone through this transition with Nick and now I was doing it with another man - and really enjoying it.
There was another element to this "affair," if it could be called that. I was in bed, having sex with another man in an elite suite on a fabulous cruise ship! I was lying there, naked under him, being fucked while a whole ship load of people were out there. I felt certain that Nick knew and approved what I was doing, but there still was that added element of immorality, of wickedness, that added a fillip of excitement. Adultery is exciting just because it is adultery! So, I was a married woman being taken by another man - and loving it!
I woke up the following morning, no nightgown as usual, with Glenn just getting out of bed. We had gone to bed late - actually, gone to sleep late - and we had slept a bit too long, so there was no time for morning sex. We had arranged to meet Nick for breakfast rather than him to come to the suite. (It eliminated the possibility of him coming early to the suite and catching us in flagrante delicto - i.e. screwing!) We had to hurry so that he and I could join our tour to the beach. I hurried through the bathroom preparations before dressing and, just before I came out, a thought hit me.
As I almost always did in the morning, I had removed my diaphragm, (the required six plus hours or more having passed) washed and powdered it and put it away. Normally, I had little need of it during the day so I left it out until its protection was needed, usually near bedtime. However, recalling Nick's comment about finding a "nice secluded beach," I decided that it might be a good idea to put it in before our tour. It was a very good thing that I did!
The tour bus took us on a twisty road up and down steep hills on a busy two-lane road with some awesome views. We finally arrived at Megans Bay, bumped our way into a dirt parking lot and, piling out, made our way through a band of rather scruffy trees onto the beach. Frankly, I wasn't too impressed for the sand was only a rather narrow ribbon around the bay, but it was soft. The water was flat, no swells or surf which is what we prefer, but we swam for a while in the warm water. It was a long, curving beach and, after resting, we started walking along the shore toward a less crowded area. I was looking at the water when Nick stopped and said, "Let's go in here."
I saw that a clump of scrub trees and bushes screening a small section of sand. I looked around and didn't see anyone really close, but we were hardly alone. I knew what he intended, of course, but this was not private enough for me! "Good heavens, Nick, we can't do that! There are people all around here!"
"No one's nearby and this place is hidden behind these bushes. Come on."
Reluctantly, I let him pull me down onto the soft sand and, before I knew what he was doing, my bra was off and he was pulling my pants down. "Nick, for God's sake, I can't be naked here! Someone will come along! Let me suck you instead." Me offering to do that on a public beach would normally have been inconceivable but the alternative was worse. The potential public humiliation of being caught was devastating. Still, Nick was adamant and, very shortly, I was lying in the sand, completely nude.
I had the weirdest reaction. I was scared, my mind almost petrified with the fear of being caught, but yet I felt a surprising excitement as I lay there naked on the warm sand. I didn't have a long time to worry, for Nick, his cock out and rigid, came down on me. I instinctively raised and parted my legs and, very quickly, he was in me. Once the act started, my initial hesitation ended and I joined in the fucking. Now the possible danger served as a spur. I said that having sex with Glenn was great in part because it was new. Now, sex with my husband was new; screwing on a public beach with people not far away, sex on an island in the Caribbean, naked with my husband pumping away between by legs - it was wild! I hit orgasm before Nick did, but he followed shortly afterwards.
We both were breathless and sated as we just lay there completely exhausted. Perversely, when Nick finally moved off of me, I enjoyed lying there nude. Lying in that soft sand, naked and exposed, looking up at the swaying branches and clear blue sky - it was blissful! Even when I heard voices as several people passed our barely concealed bower I made no effort to cover myself. Unbelievably, I almost wanted to be seen. Now, it was Nick who was concerned, quickly putting his trunks on and urging me to get up. Rather than crouching there, concealing myself, I stood up and leisurely pulled on my pants. Standing there topless I said, "Well, you wanted to screw me on a secluded beach. It's not really secluded, but you really screwed me! That was one of the best we've ever had! Do you like seeing my tits out bare?"
"Very hot, honey. And that was good. Now, put your bra on over - ok, your tits - and let's get back before our bus leaves!"
That was an amazing experience. I understood for the first time the appeal of public exhibitionism. I don't think that anyone actually saw anything, but when I stood up, I would have welcomed eyes on me. I didn't know then if I actually could go onto a topless beach, but I thought that I just might!
Now, I am not in any way a scheming, conniving person and I have always been completely honest with Nick - if for no reason other than he would know if I weren't. One time we were in a store and a box of bubble bath capsules had broken on the floor and they were all over the place ready to be swept up and thrown away. I wanted to try that brand so I picked up one and put it in my pocket. I walked over to where Nick was standing and he looked at my guilty face and asked, "What did you do?" I'm just too honest, but, on the bus ride back to the ship a devious thought had suddenly popped into my mind.
I was reasonably certain that I was not...well...not "knocked up" by Glenn, but I knew that it could have happened - particularly with a woman who got pregnant twice while on the pill! So, after a wonderful day together, when, as I half expected, we had had sex on the beach, I decided to lie to my husband for, as far as I could remember, the first time on anything of any importance. We had gone to the suite so that I could "freshen up" before going to the buffet to eat. Glenn was doing something else, so we were alone. When I came out of the bathroom I'm sure that I looked nervous, which I was, but nothing was said as we left. We got our food, ate and, finally, Nick asked, "What's wrong, honey. I can tell that something is bothering you." For once, my non-poker face was a virtue.
"It's probably nothing, but we could have a problem. I didn't expect to have wild sex on the beach and, unfortunately I didn't have my diaphragm in. I just never thought of it. I saw it in my bag when we were up in the suite and I realized there could be a problem - to put it mildly. I should be safe, but who knows with me."
"Well, there's nothing we can do about it now. Damn, I never thought about that and there certainly was no reason for you to put it in. We'll just have to let nature run its course and, really I don't know that it would be a catastrophe anyway! Maybe we'd get a boy!"
"Oh, sure! I go around for months with morning sickness looking like a blimp! Two girls are enough! Well, what is done is done!"
Then Nick asked something that I didn't expect. "Have you been using the diaphragm regularly?"
I looked at him in consternation because, in effect, any doubt about my relationship with Glenn would be exposed when I answered. I looked down in embarrassment and, I'll admit, guilt, finally, managed to say, softly, "Yes." I knew everything that had gone before, including his specific insistence that he wouldn't mind, but now this was reality and I wasn't absolutely sure of his response."
To my heartfelt relief, he simply said, "Good. Nothing to worry about then. Let's just remember a wonderful day."
I'm sure that the smile on my face lit up the room!
I felt guilty and relieved at the same time. I had done what thousands, probably millions, of women have done in the past when they fear that a lover has made them pregnant - convince their husband that he had impregnated her so that he will accept the baby as his. Actually, this was a very unusual situation, maybe unique. My only real offense was forgetting to use protection, not the intercourse itself. Right or wrong, I did what seemed best at the time and I did not regret it. My guilt, in my mind, was lying to my husband, not the pregnancy - and I strongly doubted that there was one. My greatest feeling at the time was relief, relief that Nick confirmed his acceptance of my relationship with Glenn. His only question, his only concern, was whether I was protecting myself, not if I was sleeping with Glenn.
It may seem from this writing that Nick was on the outside looking in on this cruise, but that really was not the case. In fact, I was with him all day from around 8:30 in the morning until it was time for bed. We were having a great deal of fun and I wouldn't want to be with anyone else. Needless to say, the inability to have sex with me was a big downer for him - less so for me for me for obvious reasons. That, of course, was not what he wanted, but fate took that out of our hands. It was incredibly generous of him to let me develop my relationship with Glenn since he was getting nothing from it. Some men apparently get pleasure out of their wife's infidelity, but Nick was just standing back and giving me freedom. Of course, it would all have been different if claustrophobia hadn't placed me in Glenn's suite - and his bed!



Still, while he definitely was missing a big part of our "delayed honeymoon," he clearly was not jealous and was feeling the comradery when the three of were together. Now, he had made it clearer than ever that my sexual affair was not a problem. As a consequence, bit by bit, we moved away from hiding that affair. No one said anything, be we all knew. For example, the charade with the couch finally ended. One day the mussing up of the sheets and pillow was just too obvious and he looked at it with a grin. The next day we told Louie not to bother with it anymore. That I was sleeping with Glenn was accepted without comment. It wasn't until we were home that we openly acknowledged my adulterous affair rather than simply treating it as an open secret. At first, it was embarrassing to frankly admit and talking about sleeping with Glenn, but once the barrier, was down, discussing the relationship actually was fun since Nick had no reservations or jealousy.
That I was completely comfortable with Nick's acceptance of the situation while on the cruise, really to an embarrassing degree, was shown one time when the three of us came back to the ship after a tour, in Barbados I believe, and we were going to go up to the pool. We were in the suite and Nick and Glenn were talking and I, without thinking, took my shorts and panties off in the bathroom and came out, naked below the waist, to get my bathing suit! I suddenly realized what I was doing and jumped back into the bathroom, blushing like mad. They both just laughed at me, making comical lewd remarks, and, in reaction, I defiantly came right back out, got my bikini pants and put them on in right in front of them. Then, with even greater daring, I took my blouse and bra off and put my suit top on! I looked at them as they stood there staring and said, "Well fellows, I'm going up to the pool. Come on up when you're ready." Where I got the nerve I'll never know, but I didn't worry about what I was wearing, or not wearing, when the three of us were together the rest of the cruise! I would change clothes just as if they both were my husbands - which, I guess, sexually they were!
Actually, the lewd comments I referred to illustrate the bonding that had taken place between the two men. Glenn was literally twice Nick's age, but they had bonded together almost like fraternity brothers and enjoyed teasing me when the three of us were together, further demonstrating the unspoken acceptance of our sleeping arrangements. This bonding was helped by Glenn's much-younger-that-his-age attitude. The three of us were lying on deck chairs facing the pool, people watching and, in my case, reading. A girl was walking around the pool gathering a considerable amount of attention because she had managed to stuff two D-cup breasts into a B-cup bikini top. They seemed be fighting to escape their prison and I think most people, certainly the men, were watching to see if they would succeed. I think that it was Nick who spoke first, observing, "Now, there is a pair of tits!"
"Good God, yes! That bra can't hold them!"
"Man, I'd like to see those without the bra. They must look like cantaloupes."
"Remember the old song, "A-Hugging and A-Chalking? That's a pair of tits that would be nice to measure and feel!"
"You could spend all day feeling around those if you got lost. When I think 'tits,' that is what I mean!"
Now, she was spectacular, but it was quite obvious that the two men were trying to get to me, get a rise out of me. And finally I decided to give them what they wanted and snapped. "Ok, you clowns, if those are the size tits you want to feel, neither of you will feel my tits the rest of this cruise!"
There was an immediate reversal as Nick responded, laughingly, "Actually, those cantaloupes are just too large! They're probably are overripe and would be spongey. I'd much rather feel Judy's tits!"
"Sure, those probably would hang down to her waist without a bra. Now, Judy's size is much better - more resilient. Fits the hand better!"
"Yes, just a very nice hand full!"
"Much better, fellows! My tits appreciate the vote of confidence." Their comments and my reaction to them, showed a real change in me. I had been far too conservative in the past to participate in repartee like that, but I really enjoyed the give and take, plus the clear implication that my tits were available for feeling by both of them. In addition, while I might have referred to them as tits in a private moment with Nick, speaking the word in public, particularly with anyone else, would have been impossible
This kind of byplay was made possible, of course, by Nick's acceptance of the situation in which Glenn and I were having sex, and the two of us were extraordinarily aware of how he actually must feel - his wife sleeping with another man while he, the husband, had no sexual outlet on a cruise that was supposed to be a delayed honeymoon. Something had to be done to ease Nick's deprivation and, starting on our sixth day, Glenn conveniently found things he had to do which would definitely keep him out of the suite, usually in the afternoon, for an hour or so and Nick and I were able to do some of that honeymoon activity. Since Glenn and I continued our most mornings and every evening intimacy, I was a very well fucked woman the rest of the trip! It was an experience that I never conceived of, but having sex with two different men on the same day in the same bed was surprisingly exciting. I obviously have some courtesan blood in me. In any case, this definitely eased the situation even more and contributed to that bonding I discussed above - sharing a woman, i.e. me, certainly creates a bond by itself.
So with tours, fat men jumping in the pool contests, ice sculpture demonstrations, chocolate evenings, taco parties on the pool deck, etc., etc., etc., our days were full.
We had two islands two days in a row after St. Thomas - Philipsburg, St. Maarten and Bridgetown, Barbados - each having its own variations and, when we had a day at sea on day nine, it was good to relax and just swim and laze around the ship. We had one more landing at Nassau in the Bahamas and two more days at sea until ending back at the New York City Cruise Port. The days were full with new sights and sounds, and the nights were full of sex with variations, old and new. It sounds like an awful lot of sex but it was only about a half-hour or so in the morning, when we did it, and probably another half-hour or hour at night. Slip in an hour with Nick on five or six occasions, it still leaves time for a lot of other, more mundane, things.
I became quite comfortable walking around the suite completely naked and, even, standing on the balcony nude in public view in the harbors. I really doubt that anyone saw me clearly enough to matter, but it was exciting, anyway. I came to enjoy lying naked on the chaise on the balcony with Glenn fondling and stroking me, even giving me an orgasm with his fingers once or twice.
Another variation on the balcony involved me giving rather than receiving. I had used my mouth on Nick's cock many times, but I was hesitant about doing so with Glenn for, to me, it seemed to be more intimate even than screwing. I know that for many people felatio, or cock sucking, is a relatively minor thing, but not so for me. I think that it seems more wanton, less natural, that regular sexual intercourse. It was something one should do only with someone very special, someone they loved. Still, one evening when we were lying there, both nude, I felt an urge to do something myself rather than just having something done to me.
I had touched Glenn's cock before, but only when putting it into my cunt. Now, I was lying there being fondled and I watched, with fascination, as an erection began to take place. It went from its quiescent state to semi-hardness as I watched. I had seen it soft and hard, but never in the in-between process and I knew that I had been the cause of that change. Almost involuntarily, I reached my hand down and stroked the cock and cupped the soft balls, feeling them really come to life under my hand. The shaft lengthened and hardened as I stroked it and the balls tightened and pulled up as I lightly squeezed them. Glenn began to move against my hand and, without conscious planning, I slid down until my head rested on his stomach just above my working fingers.
I watched it come to full erection just a few inches form my eyes and suddenly decided, "I want to do this!" I slipped off of the chaise onto my knees and, taking the cock in my hand, I began licking and kissing the shaft. Finally, I took the big step and, opening my mouth wide, I took the head in. My left hand continued cupping and squeezing the balls as I slowly moved my lips down the shaft until I neared the base. The head went past my mouth a bit into my throat and then withdrew as I pulled back with a light sucking. I repeated the in-and-out process until I reached the base and I was taking it all in.
I began bobbing my head, taking the full length of the cock in quickly and slowly pulling back with light suction. At the same time, I was squeezing the balls with matching rhythm. As he began moving with me, my sucking went faster until it seemed that my mouth and throat we're being fucked. Glenn's needs took over and, instead of me controlling the in-out motion; I let him set the pace.
I could tell that the climax was approaching, but I never considered pulling back. I was very aroused myself and, instead of avoiding the ejaculation which I knew was coming, I welcomed it. I was still working on the balls, while letting my mouth be used and I was almost as excited as if I were being screwed rather giving pleasure. Finally, of course, the inevitable occurred. Glenn held himself firmly against my face and shot a stream of cum into my mouth. The head of his cock was in my throat as the first blast came in, but, fortunately, I was able to pull back enough to avoid gagging. I was able to swallow as several more streams shot into my mouth.
I swallowed what seemed to be an amazing amount of cum and it certainly was obvious that his age did not preclude a considerable amount of semen. I actually had a thought flash through my mind at that moment, "It's a damn good thing that I'm using my diaphragm. He is certainly virile." My main feeling at that point, however, was satisfaction and a very strong sense of intimacy with someone who by now was much more than a friend. My doing something so personal indicated a very deep affection, far more than a simple "shipboard affair!" As I said before, it was something I would do only with someone very special, someone I loved. Obviously, those requirements applied to Glenn but there was no problem. I realized that I did love Glenn, but I was in love with Nick - a difference of very great importance!
I repeated that experience several times as the cruise went on and, fortunately, Glenn was still sexually capable of having me in my cunt later that evening after a moderate amount of time to recover. It's funny, but I am an independent, self-confident woman, yet, as I said before, I like to feel that I've been "had" or "taken" in sex. Similarly, I, for some reason, like to be on my knees like a slave girl or concubine when sucking. I suppose we all have our physiological quirks, but I don't understand that one.
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We arrived at Nassau at 7:00 AM (although I didn't see it that early), the last landfall of our cruise. We had all day before departure so there was no urgency to get started. Nick and I took a tour through Nassau, seeing the usual sights, Government House (pink), Parliament Square, Fort Fincastle, etc., but were not overly impressed. After the tour ended, I went shopping for a new dress for the last fancy dress night. Nick refused to rent the tux again, but I wanted something new, anyway. I found a very nice dress that I could use later at home and found some new lingerie of the type that wasn't available in our area until a few years later when Victoria's Secret opened.
We returned to the ship for lunch and then the three of us went on another tour to a private beach. We wanted one last chance to swim in warm water before returning to winter. We went in for a while and then began walking the water's edge, enjoying the sunshine and the warm air. Ahead of use saw a barrier and when we reached it, we saw a sigh reading, "Clothing optional past this point."
"Oops, I guess we turn back here," was my reaction, but both Glenn and Nick saw no need to do so. I insisted, "You two guys just want to see some naked women. Come on, let's go back." Nonetheless, we very shortly afterwards went past the barrier and approached a number of nude and partially nude people sitting and walking around. Frankly, the bodies, by and large, were far from pinup quality for women or male model types for men. We walked some distance and, while there occasionally was an attractive woman or girl, the average was very low.
After assaying the crowd, Nick finally observed, "You know, Judy is far better than any of that crowd."
Glenn promptly agreed, and then proposed something that never crossed my mind. "I think that Judy should undress and show what a good body looks like!"
"You are out of your mind! I have a hard time undressing in front of you two. How the hell would I ever take my clothes off in public? Not one chance in a million!"
We went on further a found an empty area, and Nick suggested, "There's no one here in the area. Wouldn't it feel good to swim nude in that warm water? You'll never likely to be able to that again. Come on, let's go in!"
"Sure, Judy, it would be fun."
I let myself be convinced and, in a few minutes, the three of us, all naked, ran into the water. It did feel wonderful - so free without the drag of clothes. As might be expected, the nudity led to some fondling and grabbing - and semi-hard cocks against me. We played around like that for a while but, finally, as the sex play became a bit more aggressive, I just said, "All right, you two, this is not the place! We can do that back at the ship, not on a public beach! We should be getting back, anyway."
We left the water and dried off, but, as I started to put on my bikini pants, Nick stopped me. "Don't put your suit back on, Judy. Stay the way you are until we reach the barrier."
Glenn immediately seconded his suggestion, adding, "You're better than any of those people. Leave your suit off. You look lovely just like that!
I refused adamantly, but in my head I knew that I wanted to do it. I have no idea why for it ran directly counter to anything I had ever done before. Displaying or exposing myself was something that would absolutely horrify me. Yet, here I was, secretly wanting to do it. I continued to refuse, but giving way was inevitable - I let them talk me into doing what I wanted to do!
The whole thing was amazing. We walked back to the crowded area, the men wearing their trunks, me completely naked - and to, my total amazement, it wasn't even traumatic. I loved it! I actually slowed down several times and paused, looking out over the water. I spotted a pretty shell and bent over from the hips to pick it up, undoubtedly displaying some very private areas to my public. I certainly was being watched, admired actually, and I was in no hurry to lose my audience. In truth, my only embarrassment came from Nick and Glenn as they laughed afterwards and called me a flasher! Actually, they admitted that, while I was putting on my show, they were part of my admiring audience and that they were proud of me.
We got back to the barrier, and I very reluctantly put on my suit. I think that I could have enjoyed staying naked and walking back onto the ship that way, but reality, and Nick and Glenn, precluded that. As soon as we got back to the suite I stripped again and, turning toward them, I announced that I was going to have a shower and then have a nap. Nick, regretfully I could tell, said he would go down to the cave and shower and that he would see us later. I'm certain that my nap would come after a through fucking by Glenn - which is exactly what happened.
One of the real problems with using a diaphragm for birth control, in addition to its inconvenience when it's suddenly needed and it interrupts the mood, is the need to juggle its timing. Generally, it is inserted just before going to bed, but if there are likely to be multiple sex sessions, it's not as easy. The instructions require keeping it in for six hours or more after intercourse and, if it's used more than once during that time, additional spermicide should be put in the vagina. So, if the sex takes place at midnight, the diaphragm can be removed any time after 6:00 AM and washed and powdered. But if you get up at, say, 8:00 AM and there is to be morning sex, the diaphragm must be freshly prepared and reinserted. Putting a fresh shot of spermicide inside without removing the diaphragm can be done, but is not quite as safe - possibly, at least partly, explaining the failure rate of 5%.
If additional intercourse is involved, as with an afternoon "date" with your husband, the whole process must be repeated. However, if that "date is say 11:00 AM, you have to balance the six hour timing, probably inserting more spermicide for additional protection and recalibrate the removal time. Then, of course, the diaphragm must be removed, washed and reinserted for the nighttime screwing! The point of all of this is that a woman cannot, on the spur of the moment, lie down and be screwed! The man is hot and ready, and, perhaps she is hot too, but she is forced to think of the possible risk of pregnancy if the rubber barrier is past its protection limit.
I will say that in that cruise I became highly efficient in inserting and removing that damn thing. I had always felt, well a bit squeamish - no, that's not the right word. Maybe just a bit funny placing my foot on the top of the tub, holding the lips open and putting my finger tip into my cunt as I worked the diaphragm into place. Somehow, the whole procedure just seemed wrong and, at first, embarrassing. Even with the pill, a woman must make sure she doesn't miss a pill day and she must carefully count the "off" days! Actually, most men have no idea of what is required to avoid being "knocked up"- and they don't really care! Just take care of it! Condoms (i.e. rubbers) are much easier, but they really disrupt the romantic flow, so we women do the work! In any case, after my experience with the pill, I am extremely careful to follow the rules for diaphragm protection, but I had never dreamed of a situation in which I had to balance the use of my birth control process with the amorous desires of two different men. No, to be honest, the amorous desires of two men and myself.
The point of all this is that I did have a problem when we got back from the beach in Nassau. As said above, I had a nap preceded by a quick sex session with Glenn with the diaphragm properly inserted. The complication came just before dinner when Nick strongly indicated that he had a real urge to have one of those periods when Glenn absented himself from the suite. Obviously, I did not want to deny my husband, who, of course, had had the same stimulation that Glenn had from seeing me walking around naked. Consequently, an hour or so after being screwed by Glenn, I was in the same bed doing the same thing with my husband! I don't know if having sex with Nick shortly after the depraved and immoral act of adulterous intercourse with Glenn fired me up, but I had an incredible orgasm. By the same ticket, I don't know if screwing his wife when he was certain that she had been freshly fucked by another man stimulated Nick, but his climax was equally terrific. That was wonderful, but I now had the problem of determining when the diaphragm could be removed, cleaned and reinserted for the nightly sex that I knew was coming!
In any case, dinner time came and, as we did most nights, ate at the buffet. We liked the company of the people in the dining room, but it was pleasant to sit with just the three of us at a table in the buffet area. As might be expected, the afternoon's actions were a prime topic of conversation - and teasing! Nick, I think, spoke for all of us when he said, "Damn, I wish that we had taken a camera with us! I know that you've always been so conservative in your dress and actions, yet, here you were, completely naked walking in front of...what?...several hundred people! I don't think that we have a single picture of you, other than a bathing suit, that shows anything! That would have been a great 'memory picture' that we could have looked at years from now. It would have been nice to have had at least one sexy picture from the cruise."
Glenn and I looked at each other, recalling the semi-pornographic pictures he had of me, but there was no way that I could show them to Nick. I simply promised, "If you want to take a 'cheesecake' picture in the suite, I guess that I could go that far. Maybe tomorrow night after
dinner when I'm all dressed up."
"Oh, damn, that's another one of those dressy nights, isn't it? I am not going to rent that tux again, I told you that."
"No, you can just wear a sport coat and I have my new dress. They'll be dressy enough. Then we'll see about a picture or two afterwards."
Glenn spoke up with some enthusiasm, "That sounds like fun! I've used four rolls of film so far, but I'll get a new one for tomorrow! You bring yours and we'll turn her into a model."
"Ok, I'll be a model - with reservations - tomorrow night. Now, let's go out, watch the sunset and enjoy the party!"
That evening, there was a big party, the one I was referring to, on the swim deck, marking what was the last warm evening of the cruise. We had two days "at sea" before docking in New York, but, as we went north we returned to January weather. We had had practically perfect summer-like weather since leaving Cape Canaveral, but we were back. We sailed from Nassau at 11:00 PM; it was beautiful watching from the deck, leaving us alone on the ocean as the city lights receded into the distance. It was a sort of a bittersweet moment because it was a clear sign that our cruise was nearing its end and yet, going home had a real appeal too. Nick and I were alone as Glenn was somewhere talking to some of the surprisingly large group of admirers who had attended his lectures - the educational aspects of this cruise wasn't quite the empty facade that we had assumed it to be!
We were standing together on the rail, his arm around me, just silently watching the last lights of Nassau fade behind us. Finally, he asked, "What are you thinking? You're very quiet."
"Not very much at all, actually. I've got mixed emotions about leaving Nassau - not Nassau, itself, but, I guess, the end of the cruise. Obviously, it hasn't been exactly what we expected, to put it mildly, but it's been an experience that I never dreamed of - thanks to you! You've been absolutely unbelievable! We really can't talk about all of that now, but I'm sure we will when we get home."
"You've got that right!"
"You're going to tease me about this forever, aren't you?"
"You've got that right, too! If nothing else, I can think of dozens of 'innocent' comments I can make at a party that only you will understand, and I'll love to see your guilty blush. For example, 'Oh, the bed was very comfortable, wasn't it Judy?' Won't that be fun?'"
My response was to pull away and send a punch into his arm, my standard response to the teasing that was such a major part of our relationship. "Damn it, I'll kill you! You're as bad as Shylock; you want your pound of flesh! Well, I love you anyway!" I paused for thirty seconds or so, and continued, "You know, I feel a bit guilty because I haven't really missed the girls! Oh, I sent cards from each stop, but I just haven't missed them or anything else at home!"
"Well, you've been busy! Oh wait," he broke off as I prepared to punch him again. "Hold on, I'm serious. This has been a very different experience for you! Just think of yesterday, walking naked down a public beach! Good god, you've had an overload of experiences that would crowd anything, even children and," laughing, "husbands out of your mind. You're going to take a month to come down, particularly if you do go back to school.
That last comment was the result of a number of conversations throughout the week - actually the last six or seven days. From the description I've made of my relationship with Glenn, it would appear that all we did when alone was jump into bed and fuck when we weren't doing sexy things on the chaise. Actually, that was pretty accurate through day four or five, but by then, the "newest new" had worn off and we were a bit freer from our hormones. After that, we could lie together on the chaise and talk quietly. Even more significance in terms of real intimacy, we could relax together after intercourse and engage in "pillow talk," something that is rare in lovers who have to hide their adulterous rendezvous. It was in those quiet, even loving, moments when I learned of his catastrophic history with his wife.
Of more importance relating to Nick's comment, I was able to confess to just how devastated I was by the enforced end of my academic career. Something that I had tried to hide, even from myself, came to light. That was my burning desire to become something more than a mother and housewife. Those things were fulfilling in their own way, but I just felt thwarted in my longtime goal of getting a PhD and becoming a college professor.
When that desire was finally recognized and accepted (by me), Glenn and I began serious conversations about reality. To my surprise, he seemed to see no insurmountable obstacles as far as the graduate school or the department was concerned. He made me feel very good - and gave a real boost to my self-confidence - when he said that he had always considered me one of their best students and prospects. The idea of returning to school moved to discussions around the lunch and dining tables. Happily, Nick was on board immediately now that the girls were older. Consequently, with my lover (I guess that is what he was) and husband concurring, it appeared that my sunken academic career was afloat again.
So, here I was, leaning on the rail of a cruise ship, regretting the end of a very eventful and exciting trip, but looking forward to seeing my daughters and restarting a difficult, but much desired, career. All those things were running through my conflicted mind as I hugged Nick and said, "I guess you're right. I've done things that even now I can hardly believe. Actually, I really wish that we did have some pictures so that I could have visual proof to make it real when, down the road, my mind will say, 'I couldn't have done that! Or, I couldn't have shown that! I couldn't have stood in that room naked in front of you and Glenn!' Of course, I don't know that I would even believe a picture! Well, we'll take a few and see - if I'm not too embarrassed!"
Glenn joined us a few minutes later and we went through the line at the buffet table and really enjoyed an hour under the moon, dining al fresco in January! We wouldn't ever do that again unless we were well south of our normal environs. It really was fun and a nice end to a lovely, and very erotic, day. As might be expected, both men found occasions to bring up my amazing beach performance. I blushed do hard and so often, that the people around us must have thought that we had a red light on the table. It was fun!
The food was gone and the party was breaking up about midnight so we headed home (which I was instinctively calling the suite by then). It had been a long and busy day, and as he was leaving us and I kissed him goodnight, Nick said, "Look, honey, it's late and you've had quite a day. Why don't you stay in bed longer tomorrow morning? I'll go up and have breakfast and you come up when you're ready." He winked and squeezed my arm as he said it.
I couldn't believe it as I heard myself reply, "I'll see, Nick. It'll depend on when we wake up." I put emphasis on the "we." We shared conspiratorial grins as he left. I was getting brazen!
I probably should put in as "aside" here about Nick and his acceptance, even participation, in all of this. If this were to be read by most men, I am sure that I would, at least figuratively, hear their eyeballs rolling as they scorned the idea that any husband would stand idly by as his nude wife prepared to go to bed with another man. Well, I have no doubt that some men would do so in these circumstances because I knew one who did - Nick. It was a unique situation where I literally had nowhere else to sleep - I slept there or we left the ship, which neither of us wanted. The man involved was, we thought, sixty-five to seventy and likely uninterested in sex or impotent, or both. That he turned out to be sixty-one and quite virile was unexpected. Even if he had known that, I doubt that Nick would have changed his mind about the situation.
Probably, since the beginning of history, when caught by his wife (or mate) a philanderer would protest her accusations by insisting, "Why, dear, it was just sex! It has nothing to do with us!" Men seem to differ from women in that they do separate love from sex - but rarely apply that separation when it comes to their own wives. Nick differed from most men that he did, in fact, apply that belief to me, his wife - any sex that I had with Glenn would be "just sex," not an emotional commitment that would threaten him or our marriage. Glenn was no threat to him or us.
In addition, he really liked Glenn as a person, and they quickly became friends, even bonding together like frat boys, outdoing each other in urging me to do more things - go into the water nude, walk down the beach naked, etc. - and then teasing me when I did it. It actually as if there were the three of us together with no separation from friend, husband and wife.
However, before I leave this, I should admit that afterwards, back home, Nick did, reluctantly, admit that he wasn't always as cheerful and untroubled as he appeared, particularly when he kissed me good night and knew that I would be in bed with Glenn before he got to the "cave." He was determined to show no negative reaction that would worry me or make me feel guilty. He even confessed that he was a bit hurt a few times when I seemed almost too comfortable with the situation. Still, his suggestion that I "sleep late" showed that he wanted me to enjoy my freedom. We did have those long discussions about my sex with Glenn after we got home, and he never wavered from his approval of what I had done or his happiness that I had such a wonderful experience. I know him too well to call him a saint, but I'll never be able to sufficiently express my gratitude for his sacrifice.
In any case, it had been a long and busy day, but it was far from over. Despite having a short but satisfactory sexual encounter after returning "home" from the beach, both Glenn and I were extraordinarily hot when we were alone after the party. I honestly don't know whether this was the residual arousal left over from my performance in the afternoon or, and I think more likely, was it the result of the sudden realization that something very important was coming to an end. Oh, of course we had known the schedule, but knowing and actually realizing are two different things. From a distant date on the cruise calendar to knowing that are only two more days left was a major mental jump.



As soon as we were alone, I went into the bathroom and removed my diaphragm, washed it and put it back in. It's interesting that I did so without even thinking. Here I was, putting my birth control protection in with no other purpose but to have adulterous sex with another man and I not only had no qualms about it - I never even considered it! How I had changed in just a few days!
I came out of the bathroom naked and ready and found Glenn in the same mood. In a very short time I was on my back with my legs up and spread. There was no real foreplay as he drove his cock into my open, waiting cunt and began thrusting into me. I was hot and ready and met every inward plunge with a surge upward toward him. It was very much like the first time that Glenn fucked me - no real rhythm, just two people so hot that all they had on their minds was building to climax. As I said before, we had gotten past that urgent, un-rhythmic screwing to a more controlled, affectionate sexual intercourse the last few days, but it was back. Of course, we were too far gone to have it last long and we both went off at virtually the same time as he ejaculated vigorously into me.
We both just collapsed, with him slumping down on me as we tried to get our breaths. It unquestionably was one of the most explosive orgasms of my life. At last, Glenn recovered enough to roll off and lay beside me. At that point, the affection that we had developed between us reappeared and we lay there with his arm around me. We began kissing as he caressed me, fondling my breasts and ruffling my pussy hair. It felt wonderful - very intimate, very loving. We talked quietly about a number of things, e.g. how our relationship had become important to both of us, how we couldn't believe that a few days ago we hadn't seen each other in years and here we were in bed together, etc. There, also, were questions that we couldn't answer, most critically, what, if anything, would happen between us when we got home? What, indeed did we want to have happen? It was quiet, peaceful and loving, and it was hard to believe that we had been intimate for only a week. But, there were questions to be answered.
The following morning we were late for breakfast, but it wasn't because we slept late. We did all of the regular bathroom requirements (including the inevitable diaphragm thing), but went back to bed for a longer, less frenetic bout of intercourse. I had a very funny feeling when we finally met Nick and had breakfast. I was all too aware of what we had just done and of the flood of semen that I knew was seeping out of my cunt to be absorbed in my panties. It wasn't guilt as I would have expected in the past, but actually a feeling of having done something wicked - and enjoying it. Why on earth would I think of my panties getting wet and actually feel smug about it as I talked to my husband? I was shocked at myself, but the feeling of sinful depravity was certainly real. It had nothing to do with Nick: it was just the perverse pleasure of doing something really "naughty," something totally dissolute. I was sitting there in the buffet, surrounded by people, almost wishing that I had a large red A on my forehead so I could shock them - amazing! It undoubtedly was the most depraved feeling I ever had had, and I loved it!
When we walked out on the deck later, it was all too evident that we had moved north. It wasn't New England-New York cold yet but it certainly no longer was the Caribbean or the Bahamas any more. We went back inside and stayed there. We listened to a group playing old songs, wasted a little money in the casino, had lunch, sat in a hot tub for a while and then I got my hair done. A quiet day but a fun one, ending with the last fancy dress dinner. Actually, we weren't really fancy: instead of a lovely cocktail dress I had a beautiful (I thought) light summery dress with large, modern design print flowers on a white background. Nick, of course, was not "fancy." This time, I did not lift my skirt to Glenn before we left.
There was a nice turnout of well-dressed people, particularly the women, of course, but I was happy with my little dress. Glenn joined us for a stage show afterwards, followed by a fabulous presentation of fancy deserts. Finally, we left the crowd and headed "home."
We walked into the suite and, after brushing my hair and redoing my makeup, I turned to the men and said, "Ok, you wanted a model to remind you of some of our cruise activities. Here I am. Get your cameras out."
Very shortly afterwards, both men were ready. Nick had brought his camera up earlier, and both cameras were loaded, Glenn's with slide-type Ektachrome film and Nick's with Kodacolor for prints. They really were ready. The first several pictures of me were in various innocuous poses to show my new dress - these were for me because I felt so good in that dress. We then proceeded to the modeling session they were interested in.
First, I grasped the hem of my dress and slowly pulled it above my hose tops. As the cameras flashed, I pulled it the rest of the way revealing the Victoria's Secret-type panties. Extremely brief with lacy trim, they were virtually transparent. They framed my pussy hair, making every curl a part of an extremely feminine display. The reaction was all I could have desired with both my husband and lover obviously aroused. I followed that teasing performance by removing my dress completely and exposing the whole ensemble. The bra, of course, was matching and it did more to emphasize my breasts - my tits - than if they were bare. Somehow the lace and transparent material focused the eye on my nipples - which, of course, were hard as rocks.
By that time, there were three very excited people in that room. They wanted to see and photograph everything and I was willing to show it! The cameras flashed almost continually as I proceeded with the strip-tease, first my bra and, finally, my panties - and I was naked save for my garter belt and hose. There was absolutely no embarrassment. I walked around the room, bent over and even permitted open-leg shots that left absolutely nothing hidden. I was wildly excited and completely without my normal moral censor. I didn't care who directed me or who touched me to get me into the proper pose. There evidently was a great deal of manual, hands-on direction needed, especially involving my tits. Nothing bothered me then, but, long after, back at home, I certainly was embarrassed. I shuttered when I saw myself with my cunt graphically displayed. There were several very questionable shots of me on the bed. Even worse were two pictures when I was bent over from the hips, legs wide spread and, from the rear, both my cunt and asshole were pornographically exposed in crystal-clear magnificence.
Seeing those pictures by themselves would lead someone to assume that an orgy of sex was inevitable, but that was not the case. The simple truth was that despite the graphic nature of the pictures and the "inadvertent" touching, it was all surprisingly innocent. There was no blatant groping, no lewd or lascivious suggestions or propositions - just a lot of very sexy fun. They even worked together, urging me onward to more and more revealing, even lewd, pictures. They egged each other, and me, on and on, but that he was the husband and I was the wife never came into the equation. Now, that is not to say that there not a lot of sexual heat in the room. The men sported very obvious erection through their pants and, while my arousal was less conspicuous, my cunt was very wet.
Finally, we just ran down because we didn't know what to do next. In a different situation a wild threesome might have developed, but such action simply was not possible for us. We already were far beyond our normal standards and there were lines we never thought of crossing. The real problem was how to break it up. Obviously, Nick and Glenn both wanted sex with me and, ridiculous as it may seem, I wanted sex with each of them - separately. Finally, Glenn broke the stalemate by saying, with a wink to me, that he had to go to the bathroom, thus providing Nick and me time alone. Obviously, we couldn't go to bed, but we settled for me sucking his very aroused cock.
He dropped his pants and shorts in anticipation and I knelt down and took it in my mouth. I began the usual stroking and sucking, but he was too aroused for any gradual buildup. He grasped my head with both hands and began what only could be called a fucking of my face. His cock was extremely hard and, almost immediately it went in the whole way, actually gagging me a bit as it went into my throat. I was able to handle it with no real trouble though and, very shortly, he exploded filling my mouth with cum. I really felt that I was being fucked as he ground his pelvis against my face, trying to get the last degree of pleasure out of his climax. Finally, he pulled out as I lightly sucked his shrinking cock.
I got up and hugged him hard, pressing my head against his shoulder and whispered, "I'm sorry, but there's nothing more we can do. I'll make it up to you, honey, maybe tomorrow." It was an extraordinary situation - I was standing there nude except for my garter belt and hose and was sending my husband away so my lover could have me. He was leaving his wife naked to sleep with a very aroused man who was certainly going to fuck her as soon as they were alone. You talk about your unique situations!
Still, despite his obvious regrets, he replied, "It's ok, honey. We'll make up for it later. You were beautiful tonight!" Then as he was going out of the door he added with a wistful grin, "Have fun." I never asked him what he was thinking about as he left the suite and went to his cave but I'm sure that he had seriously conflicting emotions. He confessed later that that was one of the times that was most difficult. In any case, I kissed him very hard and said good night, feeling guilty, but looking forward to what was coming next.
As he heard the door shut, Glenn came out of the bathroom and grabbed me, repeating what Nick had just said, "You looked beautiful tonight!" He had already removed his clothes and, with his arm around me, headed for the bed. However, with an impulse I couldn't ignore, I dropped to my knees again and took his rigid cock into my mouth. I had just sucked my husband and now, a few minutes later, I was sucking my lover! Ungodly perverse and wanton, and an act that would have totally repelled me under any other circumstances, it was just something I was driven to do.
However, Glenn wanted his cock in another part of my body and, shortly thereafter, it was buried in my cunt. Actually, I would almost expected the two of us to erupt into the
frantic and chaotic fucking of last night, particularly with the excitement of the evening, but, instead, we fell into the very measured intercourse that we had moved into for the last few says. It was, in fact, more satisfying as we moved together, working together, enjoying the increasing intensity as our arousal grew. As the mutual climax approached, we continued the joint drive to orgasm. We did go off almost at the same moment, holding ourselves together as his cum jetted into me and I ground my clit against his pubic bone. It was an unbelievable release for both of us as we fell apart, depleted.
There was some quiet pillow talk afterwards, but mostly we just lay together, satisfied. I cleaned up a bit and returned to bed where we slept soundly until morning. A very, very pleasant end to a very nice day.
The following morning I woke up completely naked with an equally naked man beside me and I simply accepted both as normal. That, in a nutshell, is what had changed in me in a little over a week. I don't remember any time in my adult that I had slept nude, and as far as finding a man, who was not my husband, in bed with me, I would have jumped up screaming. Yet, here I was and my only reaction was to cuddle up closer to that man as my stirring around wakened him.
Both Glenn and I made the necessary bathroom trips and returned to bed. For the first time, neither of us was really interested in starting the day with sex. Part of the reason probably that we were both "sexed out" after last night, but I think that the real problem was the realization that this was the last day of the cruise and, as a result, everything was about to change. We lay there, my head on his shoulder, quietly talking as he ran his hand familiarly over my breasts. It was very comfortable relationship, both physically and mentally - and it was about to change dramatically as the cruise ended, but we didn't know how.
We finally got up, dressed and met Nick for breakfast. We were all rather quiet at first, but our moods lightened considerably as we talked. I think that a letdown is inevitable when a happy, eventful event, such as a cruise, is ending, but that sense of loss can be eased if it will be replaced with something else - like going home. So, despite our sadness at the cruise ending, we each had good reason to look forward what would come next. Nick was eager to get back to a couple of cases he was handling, but, most of all, he would have his wife back full time. Glenn was involved in some important research that he wanted to get back to, as well as the opening of a new semester. As for me - well, I was probably the most conflicted. The most shocking and totally unexpected relationship of my life was ending and it was hard to get past that. On the other hand, while I certainly was eager to see my girls, the thing I was most excited about was the restarting of my academic career.
We began to discuss and concentrate on what was waiting for us, and, as I said, our moods lightened as our gloomy feeling of "it's over" dissipated. So, we determined to make the best of our last day and enjoy ourselves - which we did, culminating in a big bash of a goodbye party that evening. However, there was one duty that took precedent over fun and that was packing the suitcases to go home - which was depressing. Actually, that points up one of the truths about cruise trips - you don't get twelve days in a twelve-day cruise! The first day is check in with, at best, a half day. The eleventh day really is partially a "get ready to disembark" day because the packing is required so the crew can have the suitcases. The twelfth day is one on which you get up early, depart from your cabin at breakfast time and get off the ship in the morning so that the next horde can get on board in the afternoon. Still, the whole thing is a wonderful experience.
Late that evening, the three of us were sitting in the suite, which no longer was "home." The suitcases were opened on the bed waiting for the very last things to go in. All that was to be left out were the clothes that were going to be worn home, and the closed, locked and identified suitcases were to be left outside the door to be gathered up by the crew overnight. I came out of the bathroom carrying the clothes I had worn that day. For the first time since the second of third day, I was wearing my nightgown - nipples and hair showing through, but I had been naked in front of the men so often that it hardly seemed to matter. Placing the clothes in my suitcase and closing it, I said, "That's it. I'm ready to go home."
Of course, that wasn't quite the end of the day. Nick left to finish his packing leaving me and Glenn alone for the last time. We rolled the suitcases out into the hall and went to bed - without my nightgown! Unlike that morning, we were both ready for sex, but we did not leap into intercourse immediately as we frequently had done. It was almost if we wanted to prolong the last night together. Glenn fondled my breasts while we kissed fervently. He used his tongue on my cunt and his lips and tongue on my clit. He even spent time on licking and fingering my asshole. He built me up until I was on the verge of orgasm - or maybe I did go off. I reciprocated by moving down and playing with both his cock and balls, and sucking the cock before he mounted and penetrated me.
It was, at first, a pleasant, slow fucking as we both savored the sense of being together, not rushing to completion. Of course, the slow, unhurried in-and-out motion gradually speeded up as real passion replaced our quiet enjoyment of the process. Ultimately, he was battering my cunt as his cock plunged in and out, matched by my surging up against him. As the passion grew, he went from the straight thrusting in to a sort of twisting, driving motion as if he were trying to get in deeper than was possible. I was squirming upward with the same desire, to get his cock further into me than it could go. When the end came and he held rigidly against my upheld cunt, I could feel the hot flood of cum spurting from his cock, triggering my own orgasm.
It was almost too much. We both were completely drained and were gasping for breath as Glenn slumped down on me between my splayed legs. Neither of us moved nor even spoke for over a minute as we recovered and really came back into our senses. I've had tremendous orgasms with Nick and certainly had done so with Glenn, but that may have been one without equal. It certainly was a sensational finale for my own unexpected "delayed honeymoon."
On the following morning, our twelfth day, we were awake at 6:30, off to breakfast by 7:00 so that we could, as required, vacate the suite by 8:00. We left with our carry-on stuff and waited in the designated areas until it was our turn to seek our luggage in a gigantic holding room. We were now, ourselves, excess baggage to be removed so that the cleaning crew could do their job. In any case, by 10:30 our bus - "limousine" - was loaded and we were on the way home. Already, the cruise became more unreal, a dream-like memory from the past.
As we drove along, and I thought of my experiences in the last twelve days I was incredulous. While living them, I had never stopped and weighed those experiences as a whole and just how unlikely they all were. I have an excellent memory and each incredible day was recorded in my mind, but I knew that in a short time, everything would blend together into an unbelievable fantasy. I determined to record those memories before that happened and, happily, I did just that, making this account possible. A "delayed honeymoon" that started as the "Cruise from Hell" turned into a fabulous experience with indelible memories and that changed my life completely.
Epilogue
We arrived home to a very happy reunion and delivered a much censored description of our experiences. Two days later I was sitting in the office of the graduate school dean and, with Glenn's enthusiastic support, my reenrollment as a master's degree candidate was accepted. I was absolutely thrilled and was finally back on the road that I had dreamed of. However, one week later, I was in Glenn's office announcing, "I'm pregnant!" There was no doubt, of course, as to who had "knocked me up," and, needless to say, he was shocked and apprehensive about the repercussions. I, a bit embarrassed, confessed my rather devious ruse that convinced Nick that he had impregnated me. There was guilt on both sides, but he accepted, with relief, I'm sure, that it would be best all-around to not "rock the boat."
Nick was thrilled and, when in September, after an easy pregnancy this time, a baby boy was born, he was ecstatic. That birth is really what caused me to write this opus, because next week Nicholas Glenn Aykes will be twenty-one years old. Nick has been a very proud and dedicated father and Glenn was a very devoted godfather. We couldn't have been happier all these years and all due to me carelessly forgetting to use protection, my diaphragm, on one night of the cruise. Ironically, all those permutations I went through, all those insertions, removals and reinsertions of the diaphragm that I described above were wasted - I was already pregnant! The birth control that I worked so hard on was already too late!



The obvious question for me is, "Doesn't that lie and all the years since make you feel guilty about deceiving your husband?" The answer is, "Hell, yes." For years my conscience bothered me. That lie weighed heavy on me, if for no other reason than that it was the only time that I have been dishonest in our whole marriage. Many a time I was tempted to remove that weight, confess to my deceitfulness, but I never did. I was forced to face the fact that if I cleared my conscience, I might feel better, but Nick would have been devastated. Maybe I'm rationalizing, but I think that if he loved me enough to give me freedom on the ship to have that wonderful experience, I should give him the happiness with his son by accepting the weight of a guilty conscience. This is why this essay will be kept private until the secret no longer matters.
In other things, with Nick's approval, and a lot of teasing, I continued my affair with Glenn for some years, even if, inevitably, our sexual activities were eventually limited by age. I don't know how, exactly, to describe our relationship - not really a love affair. Probably the best description, in modern parlance, would be to say that he was a very close dear friend with privileges. Unfortunately, he passed away peacefully several years ago so he will not see his godson's twenty-first birthday, but he was a significant part of his formative years. More important, he did see his prize student, me, receive her PhD and, as I stood on the platform with tears of happiness in my eyes, he was the one who put my PhD hood on my shoulders. I loved him to the end as a very, very dear friend, lover and mentor. I still miss him.
So, to end all this, I have to say that "The Cruise from Hell" was really the "delayed honeymoon" of dreams, and could not have turned out better!
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My name is Jeffery Jackson, a school teacher as is my wife, Janice Jackson - nice alliteration, but unintentional. We live in a small town about twenty miles from Buffalo, New York where I teach history and Jan is in elementary education. We are both in our early 40's and find ourselves alone for the first time in almost twenty years since both of our children are off to college. We may go bankrupt with their expenses, but their absence had certainly made the house bigger and removed some of the limitations that parenthood brings. Parents are supposed to be role models for their children, but, sometimes, being an exemplary model of moral rectitude is quite restrictive. This is not to say that we intend to head a hedonistic life now that they are out of the house, but a bit of self-indulgent is quite appealing.
This is particularly true of my wife Jan, because one of her favorite sports is to enjoy a bit of exhibitionism. She is short, only about 5' 1", and weighs a little over 100 lbs. She still has a very nice figure which she has worked hard to maintain and she gets pleasure from showing it off. She has been limited to the usual exposure when getting out of a car, trying on shoes, not quite shutting the curtain when trying on clothes, etc. However, she has always wanted to make the revelation more personal - deliberately showing something to someone in such a way that she knows that it can be seen. It turned out that she achieved her goal and a great deal more than she ever could have expected.
We have a large recreation room downstairs with table shuffleboard and a pool table which the kids and we have enjoyed. In addition, we have a very nice, eight-person Jacuzzi, one that has given us much decorous pleasure for years. Needless to say, the kids and their friends tended to monopolize the area on the weekends. We and our friends managed to share it at times, but it was awkward. However, now that the kids are away at college, the adults can enjoy the premises without feeling that they are in the way.
We have three couples with whom we are quite friendly and we will often have a light dinner and, afterwards, spend an hour or so playing games. Other times they just come over just for conversation or the games - very informal. Then, before they are ready to go home, we will all change into bathing suits and relax, sitting in the hot, bubbling water of the Jacuzzi, enjoying friendly conversation. Of course, we visit our friend's homes also, but a combination of our entertainment facilities and the Jacuzzi made our home almost like a club - which we like - and they come over frequently.
In any case, with the Jacuzzi a pattern developed in that one couple, Lois and Tim Jastim, that is older (around 60), would stay in the water for a half-hour or so and get out, change and go home. There was no need to get out with them - after years of friendship no formality was needed so they just let themselves out. The second couple, Susan and Doug Chambers, usually followed not long after - waiting, of course, for the guest room to be free for changing. Marianne and Bryan Curry, the third couple and the one of most importance here, tended to hang on till we were all water-logged.
They were a nice couple that we had known for some years. Marianne, a teacher at Jan's school, was rather prime and proper and never responded to, or for that matter, even seemed to be aware of things like double entendre or sexual references. She was thin and with no real sex appeal. Actually, she always wore conservative "teacher-type" clothes which effectively removed any salacious thoughts about her. However, she had a very out-going and good-natured personality which made her pleasant to be with. She also was very talkative, filling any awkward gaps in the conversation, a quality that is very useful. She and Jan had been friends for fifteen years, talking every day over lunch at the school cafeteria and, frequently relaxing together after the students were gone. In general, she was just a nice person to be around. However, you just didn't think of sex when you thought of Marianne. She was, however, proof that sex appeal isn't everything.
Bryan was very different. He rarely talked unless directly spoken to. He was a heavy machine operator and could expound forever on the virtues of different models of front loaders, back hoes, bulldozers, etc., but since those topics rarely entered into our conversations, he didn't say much. He hardly was an Adonis, but his outside work kept in in good shape, certainly better than the rest of us men.
For Jan, however, Bryan's greatest attraction was the attention he paid to her. His eyes always seemed to be on her. If she were wearing a skirt and crossed her legs, those eyes were always on her legs. If she bent over while wearing a low cut blouse, you could be sure that he would be trying to see her bra - or more. He wasn't too obvious, but Jan was very aware of his interest and enjoyed the attention. Logically, if she were going to expose herself to anyone in our group, it would be he.
When you think of it, nothing had really changed with the kids gone. It was still the same house, our friends were the same people and the kids were rarely around when we all went into the Jacuzzi. Jan certainly could have discreetly exposed herself to Bryan, or anyone else, even if the kids had been home upstairs - or even in the game room for that matter. She didn't intend to strip for him! It just was a sense of freedom, a changed feeling of being a woman, not just a mother. Many women change, often for no real reason, when they become mothers - they circumscribe their own behavior according to their vision of how a "MOTHER" should act and, sometimes, they become almost asexual. They stay that way as the kids grow up, stultifying their own sexual desires and, frequently, that of their husband. However, when the nest is finally empty there is a freedom from those self-imposed restrictions, and some women are able to recapture those desires and start over. So, for Jan, it was more a psychological change, but it was real, nonetheless.
In any case, I knew that she wanted to engage in some more explicit form of exhibitionism, a desire that she had bottled up for 20+ years. This craving of hers was no secret between us and she talked quite frankly about how the idea aroused her. This didn't mean that she intended to go out and buy a bunch of new, slut-like clothes to display herself - that kind of clothing would have embarrassed her anyway. No, all she needed was a bit of creative carelessness - which began in the Jacuzzi.
Jan always wore a crocheted flesh-colored bikini bathing suit in the Jacuzzi. Actually, it was rather conservative except for the loose weave that looked as if you could see through. However, the suit, bra and pants, was lined so nothing showed. She had said a number of times that she would like to remove the lining, but that would be too blatant for both her pubic hair and nipples would be clearly visible. I had the lights on a dimmer so that when we were in the water, I would have them quite low so having no lining would be fine - but she couldn't show anything anyway. When someone entered or left the Jacuzzi I would brighten the lights, but then things would be too obvious without the lining. However, Jan found a way.
I had changed into my bathing suit and was preparing to go downstairs to the Jacuzzi when Jan called, "Wait a minute. I want to show you something." She came out of the bathroom wearing her regular suit and looking perfectly normal. However, she stopped in front of me and said, "Watch," as she bent over. The bra of the crocheted suit fastened around her back and was held up by a tie behind her neck which was quite effective in keeping it in place. However, Jan had fastened the neck tie very loosely and, as she bent over, the cups dropped away, completely exposing two bare breasts, their nipples turgid with arousal. "How does that look?"
"Gods, Bryan's eyes will pop out! Be careful, he'll want to grab them right in front of everybody!"
"Does it look too obvious? I don't want anyone else, especially Marianne, to notice. She would be horrified - and scandalized."
"No, I think that your back will be toward everyone else and the tie looks perfectly normal when you are standing straight up. The side will be toward Marianne, but I don't think that too much will show. No, if it feels like fun, go for it!"
The Jacuzzi is sunk into a low deck with its rim about ten inches above the surface. The rim is broad at one corner and the proper way to get in is to step up onto that corner, move down to a molded-in step, then onto the seat and, finally, onto the floor of the Jacuzzi. No one did it that way. Instead, they would stand on the deck above the seat, turn sideways, lean over, hold on to the rim and reach one leg down the 18 inches to the seat. Then, the other leg would be brought in and they would step down onto the Jacuzzi floor. Really, quite easy. Getting out required the reverse but was considerably harder, particularly for people with short legs - like Jan. Occasionally, she would get up on the seat, reach one leg up over the rim onto the deck and be stuck. There was nothing to pull against to haul her back leg up over the rim and the front leg was too far over to pull it back. She would be stuck, balancing there, until one of the men, usually Bryan, came to her aid and help her over or back! We all found that to be quite amusing but, ultimately, it turned out to be quite significant.
Interestingly enough, when it was just the two of us, she would almost always use the steps. One day I asked about her seemingly illogical behavior and got exactly the answer I expected. "Oh, I would have to climb over Bryan or Marianne to get to the steps when they are here, so it's just easier to climb out over the rim." Then, seeing my skeptical look, grinned, "Ok, I get out that way because I like them looking at me. It feels sexy to be stuck there, bent over with my legs wide open. And I like being helped over with a hand on my bottom!" This was very mild exhibitionism, and, now, she was planning to be more aggressive.
People are creatures of habit and just as students in a classroom almost always take the same seats, we regularly sat the in the same places in the Jacuzzi. I sat next to Marianne in one section; Bryan sat to her left beside Jan in the next. Doug sat to Jan's left beside Susan in the third and Tim and Lois in the fourth section with Lois to my right. This habit was perfect for Jan for she knew that the seat next to Bryan would be open when she got in.
I left her in the bedroom and went down to the Jacuzzi. Bryan was already there, and Marianne came shortly after, followed first by Lois and Tim and then Susan and Doug. Each hung up their robes and towels and worked themselves into their regular seats. Jan ﬁnally came, took off her robe and prepared to fit herself into the remaining empty seat. The lights were still turned up, of course, but the loosened bra tie looked as it always did. In any case, everyone was talking and paying no particular attention to a suit that they had seen many times. I, of course, was watching intently while pretending not to do so.
Jan turned sideways toward Bryan and leaned way down to touch the Jacuzzi rim as she tentatively moved her left leg down toward the seat. From the rear there nothing unusual, but, since I was watching for it, I saw a stunned expression cross Bryan's face, and I knew that he was looking at my wife's bare tits. His eyes flicked upwards to Jan's face and returned immediately to his totally unexpected view. It didn't last long as Jan didn't prolong her move into the water but it was certainly long enough to heat up two people, he from what he was seeing and she from what she knew she was showing.
I quickly lowered the lights just in case the bra hadn't returned to full coverage and I noticed later that she had redone the bra tie so that it wouldn't accidentally reveal anything if she bent over toward anyone else. It appeared from my perspective that her plan had worked to perfection and, I assumed, the show was over for the evening. It turned out that I was underestimating my wife's exhibitionism.
After the two other couples left, the four of us talked for another half-hour or so and Jan finally announced, "I'm getting water-logged. I think that I'll get out." As usually happened with her short legs, she needed help to get up and out of the Jacuzzi and, also as usual, Bryan provided that help. However, rather than boosting her out by pushing upward on her hip as was customary, he quickly got all the way out himself and reached down to pulled her up. I'm sure that he was hoping that he would get another view of her tits from that angle but, if so, he was disappointed. Her bra was fastened firmly in place and the boobs were quite chastely concealed.
Marianne, being taller (about 5' 7"), had no trouble getting herself out and I followed. (I wouldn't have minded helping Susan get out but I always sat between Marianne and Lois, neither of any interest!) Jan and Bryan dried off and moved away so that Marianne and I could get our towels off of the rack. Marianne and I were talking about something innocuous as we toweled off while the other two put on their robes. They were about five feet or so away, Jan with her back to us, and I thought I heard her say something about a wet bathing suit. I didn't think anything of it at the time, but she had just taken the next step.
The three of them left, Marianne and Bryan to the guest room, Jan upstairs, while I closed down the Jacuzzi. When I got upstairs to the bedroom, I was surprised to see Jan still wearing her robe rather than having changed. I looked at her, starting to ask why she wasn't dressing when she said, with a very large grin, "What do you think of this?" With that, she pulled her robe open, showing me her bare tits!
"When we finished drying off, I put my robe on, reached up and untied my bra string. Then, I just reached behind me and unfastened the bra and took it off! I sort of half- whispered, 'I hate the feel of a wet bathing suit, don't you?' I looked right at him with both tits right out in the open before I closed my robe! Damn, that was exciting!"
Before I could say anything - and I probably was speechless, anyway - we heard Marianne and Bryan coming up the stairs, so she quickly slipped into a caftan and went out to meet them. I hurriedly dressed and joined them, eager to say goodnight and hear Jan's story. However, Marianne is one of those people who just cannot just leave. As usual, one thing led to another and then to another and another and another. This was nothing new - goodbye was always a difficult word for her and we stood there for a good fifteen minutes before we could finally ease her out of the door.
"Good god, I didn't think that she would ever stop talking tonight. Now, what the hell happened? You were just going to let him get an 'accidental' peek at your tits and, somehow, you decided to just show them. How did you have the nerve? What did he do?" I genuinely was shocked - not negatively at all, just surprised that a woman who's exhibitionism had been limited to a quick flash now and then could have deliberately exposed herself so brazenly.
"Yeah, that's all I intended to do. I don't know if you could tell, but having my bra loose worked perfectly. The cups dropped down and I could feel that both boobs were hanging out bare. I didn't look directly at him since I presumably didn't know that I was showing. I don't think that he was fooled, however, for when sat down next to him, he leaned over, put his hand over and squeezed my leg and whispered, 'Beautiful!' I guess that I should have acted puzzled of something and pretended not to know what he meant, but I just replied, 'Thank you.'
"It really felt sexy showing my breasts like that, but acknowledging that I had done it deliberately made it even better. Best of all, though, was his reaction - a whispered comment and a surreptitious hand on my leg that turned it from a simple flash of boob to a shared moment of sinful intimacy. Then, to make it more interesting, he kept his hand on my leg, actually my thigh, just letting it rest there. That felt pleasantly improper and illicit since it was carefully concealed under the water.
"When it was time to get out, I was tempted to loosen my bra again, but I was afraid that Marianne might notice, so, regretfully, I decided that I had better not. Then, while we were drying off, I got an idea. We had to move away so that you and Marianne could get to the towels and your robes. I deliberately turned so that my back was to you as I put my robe on and, as I told you, took my bra off and showed Bryan my tits! And this was no flash! My robe was completely open as I said that about not liking a wet bathing suit and I didn't close it for at least thirty seconds. I don't know I got the nerve to do it, but I did. I still hardly believe it - I showed off my bare tits!"
"I still don't believe it! Here I was talking about his eyes popping out if you flashed your tits at him but, wow, this should have blown his mind! I'm surprised that he didn't try to feel them - maybe he would have if Marianne and I hadn't been right there. Now that would really be something!"
"Now, hold on! I don't want to go that far! It's one thing to let him see me; it's another to think of letting him touch me." Then, grinning, "Of course, I never had even fantasized doing what I did - and his hand did feel good on my leg. Maybe it would feel good on my tit! Seriously, though, this really made me hot. You know, it seems funny, but knowing that you and Marianne were behind me really added something. Made it sexier somehow. Doing something illicit or improper with my husband and his wife standing right there! Getting away with something I guess."
"Well, whatever the reason, I'm sure that he enjoyed the view, particularly since it wasn't just an accidental quick glimpse. Man, what must have been going through his mind as we stood there in the hall waiting for Marianne to run down. He can't help but wonder about everything, especially whether you'll do it again. He'll be eager to come over again and go into the Jacuzzi and see what happens. Gods, wouldn't Marianne be shocked?"
"Good heavens, she might have a heart attack! I'll bet that they never would come over here again. That's the only thing that I feel bad about. She's so straight-laced and I'm sure that she never could conceive as to why I enjoyed showing my tits to Bryan - or why he would want to see them. I really love her and honestly don't like to do something behind her back, yet, as I said, knowing that she was behind me made it more exciting. I don't know."
"Well, if you do anything in the future, you had better be very careful." I paused for a few moments, and added, "I wonder if they're having sex tonight? Marianne may have a passionate husband tonight!"
"Now there's a wild thought! You know, I just can't picture Marianne being involved in sex. I know that's foolish, but she just seems so disinterested in such things. We've talked for years and I don't remember anything she said about their personal - well, sexual - relationship. Still, you never know. Who would think that a 43 year old mother of two college-aged children would deliberately show her bare tits to another man and really enjoy it?"
As you can imagine, Jan's exposure was a topic of conversation frequently for several days and occasionally after that. It certainly was a subject leading up to some excellent sex with various fantasies providing fuel. Certainly, thinking about it fired her up more than anything in years. She was much more uninhibited in general, often leaving off her panties and/or bra just for the feeling even when she wasn't going to reveal anything. Part of this freedom came from having the children out of the house, particularly our daughter Joan, but mostly it came from actually having done something audacious. And, as is almost always the case, having done something so adventurous and daring, her appetite had been whetted for more. There never was a question about whether she wanted to do it again - just how she could do it safely.



The next opportunity came about three weeks later, but led to a letdown feeling of disappointment. Jan was really eager to repeat her performance and, at first, everything went well. She wore the same suit, loosened the bra string and gave Bryan the same view as before as she bent over getting into the Jacuzzi. I had "accidentally" left the remote controller for the lights on the steps beside Bryan and I reached over for it as Jan got in. I glanced sideways toward her just in time to see a glimpse of her breast completely exposed to Bryan's eyes. I had seen that breast enumerable times before, obviously, but this certainly was one of the most erotic occasions. Watching her display herself in that way was far more exciting than, rationally, it should have been.
Some years before we had been on a topless beach in Florida and she had sat there with her breasts completely bare in public. She loved it, but, while it was exciting in a way, it seemed almost normal in that situation. It's mostly mental. A woman will wear a minimal coverage bikini in public, knowing that very little is hidden and be perfectly comfortable - and enjoy knowing how much is revealed. On the other hand, if she is seen, somehow, in just her bra and panties, she will be embarrassed even if she is far more adequately covered than in the bikini. The same is true for the audience. A man will look at a woman wearing that bikini and think, "Wow, that's sexy," but he is unlikely to have any physical manifestation of his interest. However, seeing that same woman in bra and panties is likely to produce a hard cock!
So, if Jan had been on that topless beach and Bryan had seen her tits bare, I'm sure that he would have enjoyed the view. She would have enjoyed showing them, but it probably would not have been a major stimulating event for either of them. For my part, I thought that having her topless that day was sexy but it became almost mundane pretty quickly. However, this surreptitious flashing of her tits was far more erotic than the whole day at the beach.
It was very brief, of course, and I sat back and used the remote to dim the lights as we talked and enjoyed the water. Oddly enough, or maybe not as odd as I think of it, I found myself looking forward to the end of the evening rather that the evening itself. That end ultimately came, of course, but that is when the disappointment also came.
Jan started to climb out of the Jacuzzi and, as usual, ended up straddling the rim, one leg high up out on the deck, the other still back on the seat. Actually, she always looked sort of sexy that way, bent over with her hands balancing on the rim with her legs spread wide open. She and I had occasionally (when the kids were out for the evening) gone nude into the Jacuzzi and, when she tried to get out, I kidded her that I could see all the way up her cunt to her tonsils! That was an exaggeration, of course (her tonsils had been removed long ago), but her cunt certainly was agape! In any case, once again she needed Bryan's help to make the final step. This time he stayed behind her and, putting his hand on her hip, he lifted upwards, his hand perilously near her crotch as he did so.
They go out and got their towels and quickly dried off. They took their robes and moved out of the way as Marianne and I used our towels. This time, however, as Jan put on her robe, Marianne turned toward them and, while putting on her own robe, talking continuously as usual, never looking away. Jan turned her back to us and I could see that she was doing something under her robe, but Marianne was always in the middle, beside Jan and facing Bryon and me. Unfortunately for Bryan, there never was an opportunity for a repeat of last time's exposure.
As we went into the bedroom upstairs, Jan's face was the visual image of frustration. "Damn it, she would never look away - it was almost as if she deliberately made sure that I kept my robe closed! Look!"
As she commanded, I stared at her as she pulled he robe completely open, revealing that she was totally naked under it. It was quite an unexpected sight. I knew that she planned to expose her tits again, but I had no idea that she intended to show everything. Showing her bare breasts the last time had been a major escalation of her exhibitionism and a leap to virtual nudity was a jump of several magnitudes. Her exasperation was clear as she pulled off her robe and put on her caftan and headed to the foyer. My quizzical look finally made an impression and she called back, "I know! We'll talk about it as soon as they go!"
Fortunately, Marianne was not as verbose as we tried to ease them out, so I didn't have to wait as long as I feared for Jan's explanation. There was one kind of amusing thing as they left, however. The whole time they (i.e. Marianne) were saying goodbye, Bryan stood there with the most lugubrious expression on his face. Then, as they started down the path, I stepped back inside the doorway leaving Jan to watch them go. Bryan looked back and seeing her seemingly alone, he gave a "what can you do" shrug of his shoulders. From the side I could see a wry grin on her face as she returned the disappointment inspired shrug. It was quite clear that the disappointment was mutual!
As the door closed I was finally able to ask, "What's going on? What made you decide to take your pants off? Last time it was a big deal, deliberately showing your tits, and now you're mad that he didn't see you naked. That's a big jump!"
"Oh, gods yes. I never even thought of going that far - it never even occurred to me. But, I've been hot all day, thinking of showing my tits again. Last time it was a spur of the moment thing, but I had been thinking about showing all day, anticipating that rush of excitement I got last time. All day long I've felt my nipples sticking out, trying to poke through my bra. When I bent over getting in I had to force myself to straighten up and sit down. I just wanted to stay there showing my tits, just letting him look at them! I was really hot! The whole time we were in the Jacuzzi I was waiting to get my top off and show them and she just didn't give me a chance!"
"Oh, come on, honey. He saw your tits and you enjoyed showing them - that's a hell of a lot more than you had done before last time! Not getting to open your robe is frustrating, but next time maybe we can think of a way to distract Marianne. You still haven't explained taking off your pants. That certainly was not in the program."
"I know. I guess I just got carried away. The whole thing was so exciting. As I said, I could feel my breasts hanging down as I bent over and I'm sure that my top had dipped down below my nipples. When I sat down, Bryan whispered 'beautiful' again and squeezed my leg. Oh, that felt good. Last time he let his hand rest on my leg, but this time he ran his hand up and down, from just above my knee to all the way up my thigh. He moved away when you raised the lights so that Tin and Lois could get out but put it right back when you dimmed them. He did the same thing with Susan and Doug. After they left, he put his hand back right at the top of my thigh, touching the bottom of my pants, and left it there!
"Anyway, when we got out and I put robe on, I tried to get in position to open it and remove my bra while Bryon watched, but Marianne kept him turned the wrong way. Finally, I turned so that my back was to everyone and took it off, planning to open the robe when she looked the away. As I did it, I had this sudden compulsion and, without really thinking, pushed my pants down and let them fall to the floor. I kicked them aside, closed my robe and turned around facing the three of you. I really don't know what came over me, but I was almost giddy with excitement, just waiting for my chance to flash Bryan. Gods, I was hot - I never even thought that I was going too far. In any case, it didn't matter, damn it. There never was a moment that I faced him that I wasn't also facing her."
"Boy, you must have been hot! I'll tell you something, however. You've got to be very careful with this. When you got in, I leaned over in front of Marianne to see what you were showing, and I could see your entire left tit. You were right in thinking that the bra was out of the way for the nipple was completely exposed and sticking straight out. If I hadn't been in the way, Marianne would have seen the whole thing if she had looked over. It's rather risky with her sitting right there. It looked very pretty though and I'm sure that Bryan was fascinated!"
"I know that he liked it, but now I'm really worried. I thought that I was turned enough to be safe but obviously I was wrong. Darn, I can't get in and bend over any other way. This is ridiculous! I get the nerve to show my boobs in the Jacuzzi and love doing it. Even more, I somehow get my courage up to take my bra off and deliberately show them to another man. Tonight I was prepared to open my robe and go further, showing both my tits and pussy hair. I didn't get to do that because Marianne was in the way and now I find that it probably is too risky to even show off by bending over!"
"Calm down, it isn't that bad. We'll just have to figure a way to distract Marianne. I don't know about doing it when you're getting in because you really are close to her and from the side it was quite obvious. I was really surprised at how well you could see. We certainly should be able to keep her attention off of you for a short time after we get out."
"Oh, honey, I hope so. I can't believe how much this excites me! I guess I'm even more of an exhibitionist than I realized. Are you sure that none of this bothers you? I certainly can stop if it does."
"For heaven's sake, you've been like this ever since I met you. You like to show off and I enjoy watching you do it." Then, with a knowing grin, "In addition, it makes you hotter in bed afterwards so I get something out of it, too!"
Our conversation went on for some time as might be expected. In a way, it looks like "Much Ado About Nothing" when you think about it. Lots of people had seen her bare tits on the beach and others had almost certainly seen up her skirt to her pussy, yet here we were discussing her exposure at the Jacuzzi as if were a big thing! Of course, it wasn't really what was being shown so much as the devious, surreptitious doing of something illicit or immoral. It certainly turned us on!
Two weeks later, things worked out better. We had tested the view from Marianne's seat in the Jacuzzi and, reluctantly, had come to the disappointing conclusion that there was no way that it would be safe for Jan to use bending over as a way to show her tits. Unless Marianne's attention was drawn away, she might very easily see what I had seen last time - a naked breast. We decided that it was just too much danger of causing a major problem since having Jan's bra that loose could hardly be an accident.
As a result, I'm sure that Bryan had to have been gravely disappointed when she was quite decorous when getting into the Jacuzzi. I noticed that Marianne was looking right at them, so if Jan had loosened her bra, she certainly would have seen. Leaving that issue aside, we all had a very nice, relaxing conversation as the water pummeled us with its bubbles. It was a normal, pleasant evening. It became more intense as people left, leaving the four of us as the last to get out. Jan and I had talked about her exhibitionist desires and we could see no reason not to indulge them. She had really been turned on by exposing her tits to Bryan and doing so again had real appeal - it was an exciting experience that was fun and was completely safe with the four of us together. However, maybe it was cold feet, but she had finally decided to stick to just showing her tits, not her pussy. As she said, maybe that was moving too fast for what was just her second exposure. She decided that she would enjoy the tit flashing for a time before moving to a more complete display.
The only question was Marianne, of course, since it was obvious that she would react very negatively to seeing Jan's breasts exposed. However, we agreed that she wasn't being harmed in any way since having her husband ogling Jan's body had no negative consequences and that he certainly would enjoy it. That sounds like rationalization to permit doing what she wanted to do, but it really was true. We had decided that my role in the operation was to find a way to distract Marianne's attention so that Jan could perform without risk. So, when the four of us were out of the Jacuzzi and Jan was putting her robe on as Marianne and I dried off, I waited for the right time. Jan was beside Bryan with her back to us as she adjusted her robe over her still damp body. Marianne, as usual, was busily talking, looking toward Bryan and Jan as she used her towel.
My eyes were on Jan alone, and when I saw straighten up and sort of nod her head, a signal we had planned, I asked Marianne, "Which of these robes is yours? This is mine, but I can't tell which of the others is yours." That sounds like a rather weak diversion, but I usually took hers off of the hook and held it for her when she was ready. This time, however, we had taken one of Joan's, our daughter's, robes, very similar terry cloth, and put it on a hook, thus creating my "confusion."
Weak or not, the strategy worked perfectly as Marianne turned toward me, her back to Bryan as Jan put on a show. I was beside Marianne with my back turned from them as I helped Marianne select her robe. That didn't take long, of course, but long enough. Marianne picked out her robe and I helped her into it as we turned back and resumed the conversation. Jan's robe was decorously closed and she had an innocent but pleased smile on her face. It would be hard to describe Bryan's expression - he really hadn't had time to assimilate what had happened and somehow he managed to look startled, both guilty and innocent, while trying to act nonchalant. Fortunately, he was able to assume a neutral, placid countenance before Jan looked at his face. Obviously, our ploy had worked and I was impatient to hear just how successful it had been, but his expression really told me what I needed to know!
When we got upstairs, Jan opened her robe to reveal that she was completely naked under it. As the other time, she had managed remove her bra and then to push her pants over her hips, letting them fall to the floor. Kicking them aside, she had given me our pre-arranged signal and, as Marianne turned away, simply held the robe open toward Bryan. It was a quick flash but more fun since she was deliberately exposing herself completely - and even more so because he knew it was no accident.
When we finally were finally alone, I eagerly awaited her recounting, particularly her decision to show her cunt hair as well as her tits. "When I got in with my bra in place, I saw the most disappointed expression on his face. Can you believe it - that excited me almost as much as actually showing! It was fun to know for certain that he really wanted to see me. Anyway, you know that when you sit down in the Jacuzzi, you usually leave a little space between you and the other person. This time I sat as close as I could, my hips tight against him and I deliberately ran my leg up and down against his. He obviously took that as an invitation - which it was - and, as soon as the lights were dimmed, began stroking up and down my leg, starting at my knee, each time coming closer to the crotch of suit. He paused when he touched it and went back down. He made that trip several times, presumably to make sure that I didn't object, each time staying longer.
"Finally, when Susan and Doug got out, leaving the four of us alone, he pulled my leg up over his and ran his hand right to my crotch and felt my cunt through my suit. Actually, with the heavy crocheted material and the liner, I don't suppose that he really couldn't feel anything but material, but, still, his hand was right between my legs. Damn, that was sexy! One thing was really funny! Every now and then he would pull his hand away and let his arms float on the water - showing that nothing was going on, I guess. Anyway, he kept feeling me like that until we were ready to get out. Oh, I liked it!
"When I got my robe on and took off my bra, I felt a real compulsion to go further and just pushed my pants down and off. I can't tell you how hot I was when I turned toward him and held my robe open! I'll swear that his eyes bulged out and I know that his mouth fell open for a second. I know that he saw more than he had imagined and I loved it! Then, of course, I wrapped the robe around me, concealing everything. I felt so smug as I just started talking to Marianne as if nothing had happened - savoir faire, aplomb or whatever! Then, as we were walking through the game room, Bryan squeezed my arm and said 'Wow!' Gods, I'm so hot that my pussy is dripping!"
Now, I've never understood exactly what it is that motivates an exhibitionist to do what they do. I've been astounded that a person, particularly a man, gets such excitement out of exposing themselves that they are willing to risk condemnation or even arrest. Of course, a woman rarely risks arrest, but social condemnation certainly is a danger if she is too blatant. In Jan's case, as said before, she had enjoyed a bit of a thrill in the usual mild female exhibitionist manner, but tonight's exposure was of a different level of magnitude as was her reaction. Her cunt actually was dripping - well, at least saturated!
My own reaction was peculiar in a way. I actually hadn't seen anything except for that time when I saw her tit out with her loose bra string, and then I was just checking her exposure and blocking Marianne's view. When she opened her robe, I never saw exactly what she was showing because I was always diverting Marianne's attention away from the scene. The idea of my wife doing something with another man had never been a fantasy of mine, although it was interesting to watch the reaction when I knew that someone had seen up her skirt. That was particularly true a couple of times in a shoe store when the clerk got a really good look between her legs. I know that I always enjoyed being in position to watch a woman carelessly opening her legs, so I knew the feeling the clerk, or anyone else, had when she displayed her "charms."
Nonetheless, I had never felt any real excitement just because she shown something and only rarely would we ever have any real discussions about what she had done. Actually, there wasn't much to say except to acknowledge that it excited her. Consequently, I was surprised that hearing her recounting of what she had done and seeing her naked under her robe was intensely arousing. It was more a vicarious excitement, joining with her in her increasing level of exhibitionism. It's one thing for her to get out of the car with her legs open or similar relatively limited exposure and another holding a robe open over her naked body directly in front of the startled audience of one. Seeing her so excited had a major impact on me. Partly, too, I felt that I was actually part of what she had done because I had helped her by diverting Marianne's attention. We were a team and I had enjoyed being a co-conspirator!
However, in my sample of one, i.e. Jan, it appeared that an exhibitionist is something like a drug user - the smallest amount of exposing herself was sufficient to arouse her at first, but, with repetition, she need more to get that same thrill. As I said before, she had enjoyed the simple pleasures of getting out of a car or trying on shoes with her legs nicely parted. She had jumped from those simple exposures where anonymous men enjoyed the view to showing her breasts to a specific person. Then, surprising herself - and me - she went further and deliberately showed her nude body to that man. It appeared that, like a drug addict, each new "fix" needed to be bigger than the last to have the same impact. However, it seemed that there wasn't anything more to feed her increasing desire for exhibiting herself, except, I guess, making the exposure last longer. That would be difficult since I couldn't keep Marianne's attention away indefinitely.



Consequently, the next few times that Marianne and Bryan were over we repeated much the same acts, but it became difficult to think of ways to divert Marianne's attention. Actually, it became almost routine. If I could get Marianne to look at me or something else, Jan flashed Bryan by holding her robe open as long as it was safe. If Marianne was stubborn and kept facing Jan and Bryan, nothing could be done and both Jan and Bryan were disappointed. However, a different part of the entertainment was continuing underwater.
This was probably the most surprising part of all of this. Yes, Jan's virtual nudity was unexpected, but it was just another step in her developing exhibitionism, from opening her legs to show her panties or cunt to, now, showing everything. On the other hand, permitting Bryan to run his hands over her legs was an experience of a completely different nature. Looking is one thing, touching is much, much more, particularly letting him feel her cunt through that bikini. Obviously, as she said before, the pants were entirely too thick to get any real sense of what her cunt was like, but letting him put his hand right between her legs was a degree of familiarly that no one but me had had since we had started to go together many years ago.
Even more surprising, not only was she permitting that fondling and feeling, she was enjoying it and, even, encouraging it. Now, as soon as the lights were dim, she lifted her right leg and placed it over Bryan's knees and sat there with her own legs spread, welcoming his questing fingers. As she said, he had been hesitant, at first, not knowing how far up there he could go, but he quickly realized that he had her permission to explore. With that permission he, as would be expected, wanted more.
After the last occasion when they were over and they had left, Jan was talking about how eager Bryan was. "You know, he usually runs his hand from my knee up over my thighs and back down. Once in a while he goes onto my pants and between my legs. Last night he really tried to get under the pants! He ran his fingers along the crease where my leg ends and my pussy starts, which he did last time, but then he tried to work his finger under the edge of the crotch part of my pants. This suit is very well built and fits very closely there and is way too tight to get under. Finally, he just gave up."
"Wow, he'd better be careful! Just sitting there quietly feeling your legs causes no problem with the bubbles in the water and the dim light, hiding things, but we don't need other people, particularly Marianne, noticing things."
Then came something of a real surprise. "Yeah, we certainly don't want that! As I said, the leg openings on this suit are very tight, so that is no way that he could get in that way. It's hard to believe, but when he was trying to get under my pants between my legs, I got very hot. At that point I was almost ready to reach down and pull the crotch piece over so that he could get in! Actually, it's so tight that I don't think that I could do it anyway. You won't believe this, but I was actually wondering if I could pull my pants down part way, just over my hips, as I got in and under the water, but I don't think that that would work. Anyway, I could never get them back up in a hurry, so that wouldn't be safe."
I will admit that I was shocked that she was even thinking of letting him touch her bare cunt by working a finger under the crotch piece of her suit. And she was right - the idea that she had, even for a second, contemplated pulling her pants down underwater so he could actually feel her cunt was beyond belief. This was such a jump from simple exhibitionism that I couldn't fathom it and I just sat there with, I'm sure, an astonished look on my face. Finally, I was able to assemble my faculties and ask, "Do you want to let him feel your cunt?"
Undoubtedly, my amazement and disbelief came through in my question and, I'm sure, my expression, leading her to reply, "I know. The idea sort of shocks me too, but if we had been alone or if we were more concealed, I think that I would have just pulled my pants down and let him play with me! I don't understand it, but the idea just turned me on. It's not Bryan, himself. It's just the thought of doing something so wild. I think that if I were sitting beside almost any attractive man that I would have had the same reaction." Then, hesitantly, "How do you feel about all of this? Maybe it was just a moment of...well, madness. Am I getting too wrapped up in this?
"Well, yeah, you do seem to be pushing it a bit. Frankly, whether he got his finger under your suit or if he just felt your whole cunt isn't that significant to me. Obviously, if he got a chance to play with your cunt, he would love it. Gods, I'd do the same thing to Susan if I had a chance. The question is you - why do you want something like that? You've done what you really wanted to do, showing your tits and, surprisingly, your cunt. It's a real jump to want to be felt! Showing off is passive, deliberately getting felt is very active!"
"Damn it, I don't understand it myself! I've already done more than I ever had imagined. He was running his hand over my inner thighs and it was feeling sexy but all I was doing was wondering if Marianne would keep me from showing off later. He was massaging my pussy through the suit and, unexpectedly, he started trying to work his finger in. For some reason, I had this sudden urge to help him!"
"I'll have to say that I find it hard to imagine that you want him to actually feel you, but, then, I couldn't believe that you would take your pants off under your robe and show him your cunt hair - and you certainly did that. Anyway, if you really want to do it, I certainly don't object - if it can be done very safely! Marianne is still right there and you need to be very careful. I don't think that there is any way that you could have your pants down far enough for him to get in without it being obvious that something was going on."
"This is utterly ridiculous, but I think that I really want to do this if we can figure a way - and I damn sure don't want to risk Marianne seeing anything. I think that I'll see if I can get another bathing suit that is thinner so I could be felt through it. If I got one in which the pants are a bit too big, they wouldn't fit so tightly and they would be easy to get under. My god, I'm getting excited just thinking about!"
"Yeah, it's a good thing that the only time you see him is here in the Jacuzzi! Otherwise, I'd have to hold you back to keep you from being fucked! You're turning into a wild woman!"
"Oh yeah, Bryan's just my type! His dynamic personality and scintillating conversation is just what I want. Imagine the pillow talk - the latest news about the new Caterpillar bulldozer, the size bucket on his new back hoe! Actually, he's perfect for something like this, no threat of any kind!"
"Yeah, I guess you're right about that! All right, you look for your thin, loose bathing suit and I'll be here as a watchful chaperone to protect your virtue - if you have any left!
She looked at me scornfully and said, "My virtue is completely intact - at least physically! I'm going to find myself a nice thin bathing suit. Then that virtue may be bruised just a bit!"
She went shopping the next day and several days afterwards, but it just wasn't bathing suit season. Even catalogs didn't help and, in any case, she needed to feel the suit to find out how accessible it was. Oddly enough, the solution came when she least expected it - in the lingerie department of a department store. I was waiting when she came out, with a big smile on her face. "Wait until you see what I bought! I think that it will be perfect for the Jacuzzi. Very respectable but it will do just what I want!"
I was puzzling about that because all I could picture coming out of the lingerie department were bras and panties, and, while the pants certainly would be thin enough and quite accessible, they would pretty obviously be panties - not exactly "respectable." Maybe if they were really dark and opaque? I'll admit that I was eager to see what she had. To my considerable surprise, she came out wearing a plain black one-piece suit. It fit quite smoothly, but it hardly was sexy and not at all what I expected. Actually, it wasn't particularly flattering since it had no built-in bra like a regular suit and it flattened her breasts into shapeless mounds.
"Well, that certainly is not what I thought you would come up with! Very modest, but I didn't think that modesty was the plan! You can't even show your tits in that with straps over your shoulders."
"Do you remember the sheer, black bodysuit I had to wear under that sheath dress I wore at New Year's last year? Well, this is the same thing except that it is not sheer. The material is very stretchy and these spaghetti straps are easy to get down." She showed what she meant by pulling, first one and then the other, down off of her arms, leaving both breasts bare. "It's not as easy as simply unfastening a bra, but it works as long as I have time. However, I don't think that you remember a very important part of a bodysuit. You don't want to have to completely undress to go to the bathroom, so the crotch comes undone!" At that point, she reached down to the suit bottom and, with a slight ripping sound, pulled a flap away, exposing her entire cunt area. "See, if I'm sitting in the Jacuzzi, all I have to do underwater is pull the Velcro fastening open, and my pussy is ready to be felt! When I'm ready to get out, all I have to do is pull the flap into place. The other bodysuit had metal snaps which would be harder to open and much harder to close, but this is easy!"
"Well, I'll be damned. I never saw anything when you were standing there. The Velcro is completely hidden. If you want to have Bryan feel your cunt, that suit certainly makes it easy! People probably will wonder why you bought such a conservative bathing suit - modesty, your name is hardly Jan. So, underwater, you can be as wild as you want, but showing your tits will be harder."
"Yeah, I may not be able to get the straps down unless we can think of a way to take Marianne away, but, look; the material is stretchy enough that I can just pull it down below either one or maybe both tits. This is going to be fun!"
"You really are taking exhibitionism beyond anything we had thought of, touching as well as seeing, but if that will get you hot, go for it. Actually, I doubt that you will be able to do and real exhibiting unless we can get Marianne completely out of the way. You have enough trouble getting your top, much less your pants, off and showing your tits now because she is right there and finding ways to keeping her from looking in your direction is getting a bit difficult. You'll probably have to trade showing yourself for letting him feel you under the water. I don't think that you can do both. I don't see any way that you'll be able to get your arms out of those straps safely. We'll just have to be very careful - particularly you making sure that your cunt-cover back in place before you get out!"
"You may be right, darn it. Maybe you can think of some way to get Marianne out of the way for a few minutes. I guess we'll just have to wait and see how it goes. For now, I think that we had better get in the Jacuzzi and let me practice opening and closing - well I prefer calling it a "pussy-cover." It sounds nicer!
We did as she suggested, practicing in the Jacuzzi. There was no major problem for the Velcro grabbed quite firmly under the water and, if she was reasonable careful, the cunt - or pussy - cover looked the same after as before. She did have to be careful that the two halves of the Velcro actually were in firm contact with each other so that they stayed together. We found that out on about the third time she got out of the Jacuzzi when, suddenly, she was completely exposed between her legs as the cover fell away. It happened as she stretched to get out of the Jacuzzi. She was standing on the seat, but, as usual, she got hung up as one leg was in the Jacuzzi, the other on the deck - the spot where she needed someone to give her a boost from behind. Spreading her legs that widely was just too much for the Velcro to hold and it just gave way.
I couldn't believe how exposed she was. It looked like a graphic picture of an open cunt that could be used to demonstrate the female sex organs! The lips were pulled open, displaying the opening going up into her body. She obviously was aroused by the erotic preparation to have Bryan feel her, so even the inter-lips were drawn back exposing the red hole of her vaginal tunnel. I had laid my phone on the deck and I quickly grabbed it and took a photo that demonstrated the condition she was in.
She managed to pull her leg back in and took the phone from me. She looked at the photo and burst out, "Good god, you can see everything! This isn't going to work! Damn, I thought that this Velcro was plenty strong enough that it would hold. It was fine the other times - what went wrong?"
"I don't know what went wrong, but Marianne would die of a heart attack. Damn it, I might too! I told you that I can see up to your tonsils!"
"And I told you that I don't have any tonsils."
"Well, if you did, I'd see them. You're right, though. We darn sure can't risk having Marianne see you like that. Boy, would Bryan like that view!"
"That is quite a picture. You know, I've looked at my pussy in a mirror, with my legs open, of course, but I certainly have never seen anything like this. Gods, I've wondered what I look like with my legs in those stirrups in the doctor's office, but I doubt that even that view would match this. Oh, I thought that this suit would be perfect. I guess it's 'back to the drawing board.'"
"Let me see before you give up." She moved over in front of me, standing on the seat so that I could look closely at the cunt-cover. I took the crotch material and carefully aligned the two halves of the Velcro and put them together. They connected immediately and seemed to be quite firm. "Try it again, Jan, and see if it holds." She turned and stretched her leg up over the Jacuzzi rim, really putting as much strain on the Velcro seal as she could, and it held firm. She sat down in the water and pulled the cover open and resealed it, being very careful about the contact. It worked time after time, making the failure seem like a one-time fluke. Then there was another failure!
"Damn it all, what caused that? It works all those times and, suddenly, it doesn't! I did exactly the same thing every time!"
"I think that you did something different. Let me see again." Once again, she stood there while I checked the Velcro connection. This time when I aligned the two joining seams, I overlapped them only about half way. "Now try it." This time, as she moved her leg onto the deck, the connection held - but barely. I could see it straining. I had her sit down in the water and then make the same stretching motion. This time the cover fell away, completely exposing her cunt again.
"Ok, that's the problem. When you don't get the Velcro of the crotch cover all the way up to the top of the Velcro on the suit, it works fine until you put a real strain on it. Obviously, you won't be able to see that the two pieces are completely together, so you'll have to do it by feel. Try it."
She sat down under the water, pulled the Velcro apart and felt for the part on the suit. She brought the other part up and felt the point of the alignment and made the connection. After experimenting a number of times and, later, looking at the seam in the mirror upstairs, Jan was able to make the proper joining every time if she paid attention - and, with Marianne sitting right there, she certainly would do so.
Frankly, the whole thing sounded a bit bizarre - practicing so she could get her cunt felt and, then, have it carefully hidden afterwards. I don't know how many times she went through that procedure of stretching her leg over the rim and placing strain on the Velcro closure, but it was a lot! However, I don't want to give the impression that this planning and testing was a major focus of our lives. All the Velcro-checking took place in our regular use of the Jacuzzi, not some special "training" sessions. It was fun to talk about it, particularly in bed since it really aroused Jan, but it certainly did not dominate our conversations. It was just a fun thing to play with, to speculate on.
Still, as I said before, the whole idea was a quantum jump from just showing her breasts to deliberately engaging in what would be a ...well... I guess..."minor" sexual act. If someone groped her during a party, in the pool or Jacuzzi or wherever, it would just be something in passing - maybe enjoyable, maybe embarrassing or perhaps infuriating, but it would be a solitary (probably) incident over and done with. This was different. We had coolly planned her exhibitionist fun, but scheming to have intimate, physical contact was something that never would have crossed either of our minds a few months ago. Now the scheme was to be made reality and I couldn't help but wonder what would come next.
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About two weeks after those trial runs finally convinced Jan that she could safely wear her new "suit," the speculation ended and reality appeared. There were only six of us this time, including Susan and Doug Chambers as well as Marianne and Bryan. Jan came down wearing her new, conservative one-piece black suit. No one noticed anything unusual about the suit and, surprisingly, neither Marianne nor Susan made any comment - possibly because, as I said before, it did nothing for her figure. I'm sure that Bryan, and maybe Doug, liked her much more revealing bikini. Bryan, however, was in for a real surprise!
Of course, I could see nothing under the water, particularly with the lights dimmed, so I sat there with the others engaged in an inconsequential conversation while wondering if anything was going on between Jan and Bryan. It was, obviously, just a group of friends sitting in the hot, bubbling water having an innocent and convivial evening together. There was kidding and bantering with no hint of any nefarious activities happening under the surface. After a time, Susan and Doug got out and left, leaving the four of us relaxing in the water. Everything seemed to continue as always until Jan finally said that she was getting waterlogged and stood up ready to get out.
She stepped up onto the seat as always and stretched her leg over and ended up straddling the rim, and, as usual, was stuck there. Bryan, as he often did, reached up and boosted her over, this time with his hand on her hip, but this time I thought that he actually touched her crotch. Regardless of that, I was much relieved to see that the cunt cover was firmly in place. In fact, it looked so in place that I wondered if it had been open at all! We dried off and put on our robes, but it was obvious that Jan hadn't been able to do anything with the top of her suit because she hadn't even closed her robe since she had nothing to hide.
It goes without saying that I was burning with curiosity about what had happened and, as I joined Jan in the bedroom after closing down the Jacuzzi, I blurted out, "Well, did you do anything? I couldn't tell a thing while we were in the water!"
She had that usual "cat who ate the canary" smile on her face as she replied, "I had my pussy felt if that's what you mean! I was open the entire time!" At that moment we heard Marianne and Bryan coming up and she hurried out to meet them.
I had the most peculiar reaction - more, I really didn't react strongly at all. I would have expected to be wildly excited, that my cock would spring into an erection, but all I really felt was a strong desire to hear the details. Actually, of course, I hadn't seen anything to excite me and I hadn't been directly involved in whatever happened. I certainly had no negative feelings, no
jealousy or regret. I guess that I was
in a sort of holding pattern as I waited for those details.
After another of those interminable exit conversations with Marianne, we finally were alone and the missing excitement appeared. She stripped off her caftan, her face animated and alight with exhilaration as she hugged me. "Gods, I actually did it! I almost chickened out, but I didn't!" Her enthusiasm and fervor were contagious and I felt my suspended ardor return. We lay down on the bed, both naked, side by side. She was lightly stroking my cock, now hard in anticipation of hearing her recounting of her erotic actions.
"I really was scared when I came down to the Jacuzzi and I almost decided to put off doing anything. I don't know why, but all this time I've been fantasizing about letting him feel me, having fun with the fantasy, but suddenly it was real! A married woman, over 40 with two kids in college, planning to let another man feel her bare pussy! I had shown myself to him, but I didn't think that I could take that next step. I was embarrassed when I took my robe off and stood there in front of Marianne and Susan in what really was underwear and I was afraid that they would know. Things are so easy when you're fantasizing, but reality is scary.
"In any case, I got in and sat down beside Bryan, but not as close as before. I really was uptight. I don't know what he was thinking, but he clearly was less aggressive than the last couple of times so maybe I was giving off bad vibes - I don't know. Still, when you dimmed the lights he began to run his hands up and down my legs, from my knees, up my thighs and within an inch of the crotch of my suit. He actually touched it a couple of times, but he didn't feel it the way he had done with the thick bikini pants. I think that I was subconsciously waiting for him to feel me through the thin material of my bodysuit before I opened it, but he didn't. That's all we did until Susan and Doug left.
"I don't know what happened then that was different - it had nothing to do with Susan and Doug - but, from somewhere, my confidence returned and I thought, 'This is stupid! I've been thinking about this for weeks and I'm damn sure not going to chicken out now!' So, as they left and you dimmed the lights, I reached down between my legs and pulled the Velcro fastener open, completely exposing my pussy. I was still a bit scared about what I was doing but, gods, was I hot!
"Bryan's hand came back up and I thought that he would touch my pussy hair, but he stopped before reaching it. He went back down my leg to the knee, and as he started back up, I got my nerve up and put my hand over his and moved with him. As he reached the place where he had stopped before, I slightly pulled higher toward my pussy. The movement was just enough for him to touch the hair and he immediately realized that my pussy was bare and that I was signaling that it was ok him to feel it. Needless to say, he took advantage of the offer and began to explore it, running his ﬁngers over the hair and lips and inserting a ﬁnger into me. He was able to get his ﬁnger well into me and actually began to ﬁnger fuck me. I can hardly believe it, but I spread my legs and moved against his hand, permitting myself to get excited by the manipulation. I didn't quite have an orgasm, but it was close.
"It was weird. I was sitting there, my legs open and Bryan really working on me, and I had to continue acting as if nothing was happening - continuing a normal conversation in a normal voice! Finally, I thought that it had gone on long enough and I reached down and pulled his hand away and carefully refastened the Velcro. I discovered a problem that we hadn't considered.
"As I sat there with it open and with Bryan's hand working on me, the rear of the suit had pulled up, and I had to raise up and reach back between my legs to get hold of it! I almost panicked as I tried to get it and to locate the Velcro strip on it. Once I got it, I was very careful, very, very careful to connect the two. Obviously, it worked perfectly. However, the suit is extremely stretchy and I think that it would pull up to my waist if the crotch piece wasn't fastened. I'm going to have to be careful about that, too.
"Regardless of all that," she continued gleefully, "I did it! I actually got in the water, opened the Velcro and had my cunt...oops...pussy felt!"
"Honey, when you've done something like this, it's a cunt!"
"You know, maybe you're right. Somehow saying that he 'felt my cunt' sounds more erotic! Whatever, I did it!"
All the time that she was talking, she was stroking up and down my cock as I felt and squeezed her tits. Hearing her describe her experience, her voice almost quivering with excitement, had a profound impact on me. I hadn't been part of her sexual encounter, but I participated in it vicariously as she recounted it. The idea that another man had had his hand between her legs on her bare cunt and, even, had briefly finger-fucked her, was extraordinarily erotic, but it was her enthusiasm and intense exhilaration that aroused me the most.
Regardless of the cause, the stroking or the vicarious thrill, I was overwhelmed by lust and, before any further discussion, I was driven by that arousal to mount and enter her. She was more than ready and a violent bout of uncontrolled fucking took place. She was open and very wet - the most that I had felt in years - and we practically broke the bed in our passion. I think that she erupted in orgasm as soon as I was in her, an orgasm that seemed to continue as I screwed her. I don't think that she had ever writhed and thrashed against me so vigorously and my own climax was as explosive as I can remember. Whatever the precise motivation, our first sexual intercourse after her first, really minor, extramarital experience was an astounding success!
When that first burst of sexual passion was exhausted, we were able to relax somewhat and discuss, in a more relaxed way, how things had gone. "I still can't believe how hot I got when Bryan began fingering my pussy! I thought that it would be sexy and exciting but no more than the fun of showing myself. I was really excited by letting him see my tits and pussy, but this was a whole new level. Of course, this was the first time that anyone but you had touched me like that so I suppose that it's not surprising in a way. Still, I didn't expect to react so vigorously."
"I assume that you want to do it again."
"Gods, yes! And I'd like him to feel my tits, too!
"You really are turned on! Your cunt and your tits! Well, everything turned out ok this time since nothing could be seen under the water and you were able to close the cunt-cover. I wonder if Bryan got as much out of it as you did. I'll bet that he had a very hard cock!" Laughing, I continued, "I'll bet that Marianne has a hot husband on her hands about now! I have a hard time picturing her sexually excited, but who knows - maybe they're doing the same thing we just did! However, I don't think that he'll tell her what happened under the water! Man, wouldn't that blow her mind?"
"Don't even think about it! The only thing that I didn't like was not being able to get my tits out. I certainly didn't have an opportunity to safely get my straps off of my shoulders or, even, try to get the top pulled down over them. The material is stretchy enough, but I didn't even have time for that. I decided that best way this time was to innocently let her see my suit properly in place by not closing my robe."
"That was a good idea - looking innocent after letting her husband play with your cunt had to be a good idea!"
"Yeah. But, I really want to get my top down if we can figure a way to keep her from seeing. And, as I said, I want to have my bare tits felt - I don't know why that has such an appeal when we've already done more than I would ever have conceived of, but it does. Oh, my god, I still can hardly believe that I actually have had my pussy played with!"
By that time she was lying there, her fingers flicking her clit, and clearly ready for more serious sex. As might be expected, my cock certainly was ready for more, and shortly, we, again, were engaged in vigorous intercourse, i.e. fucking.
As would be expected, that night's activities continued to be a major subject of our conversations as well as a generator of sexual excitement in bed. There was a lot of reminiscing on Jan's part, recalling how everything had gone down and how it had felt. The idea of having her tits felt continued as a goal with the only question being how she could do it. As said before, this was a long way from her innocent exhibitionism of the past. However, when I asked her if she fantasied about going further - real sex - with Bryan, she was adamant that the idea repelled her.
"I'm loving this experience but, to tell the truth, I really don't know why. I think that it's just an extension of my enjoyment of showing off. I always liked the impersonal exposure, not knowing anyone who was watching and the idea of doing anything with a watcher never even crossed my mind. Showing my tits in the Jacuzzi excited me, but I have no idea of why or how the idea of being touched crept in. The idea of being felt and fondled has never been a fantasy of mine and I don't even know why it excites me now. If I were going to fantasize about that, I would choose some Hollywood sex symbol, not someone like Bryan. I like him as a casual friend and them as a couple, but his principle asset in this is that he's available and interested!
"God, that sounds bad but it's the truth. I'm certainly not doing this because I feel any sexual attraction to him. It is fun interacting with him, seeing his eyes light up when I show something, both of us shrugging our shoulders that time when nothing happened - you know what I mean. I do like the sharing of a secret with him, the feeling that we're doing something surreptitious and improper and no one knows but us. That's fun. Do I fantasize about doing anything more with him - are you kidding? One of the things that makes this fun is that it has no chance of causing any problems as long as I'm careful. You don't mind, Marianne doesn't know and there is no mental or physical attraction involved - at least on my part. It happens only in the Jacuzzi, or that area, with Marianne and you right there, so nothing of greater magnitude can occur. Otherwise, I assure you, he wouldn't be touching me at all!
The next two visits a routine developed. When we were all settled in the water, I would dim the lights and, with Jan's assistance, Bryan would lift her right leg up over his, opening her cunt area for fondling. She would pull the Velcro flap open and sit back, talking to everyone while Brian felt her thighs and finger-fucked her cunt. She really enjoyed the sexual aspects of their actions, but she was almost as aroused by the fact that she was sitting there, surrounded by friends, talking innocuously, while surreptitiously engaging in conduct that would have shocked them all. It was much like the feeling she had when she "innocently" exposed herself to strangers - the opposite of exhibitionism in a way, but the same sexual stimulation. Each time one of the couples prepared to leave and the lights went up, she put her leg down, feeling excitement from sitting there with, in effect, no pants on under the bubbly water.
Finally, when only the four of us were left, she was able to open her legs even wider and just let Bryan play with her. She was getting the relatively innocent sexual enjoyment that excited her with no one being hurt. She admitted still having a slight regret that she was deceiving her friend Marianne, but it wasn't as if she were engaged in an affair that would hurt her. The only real problems were two. First, sitting there with the cunt-cover loose, the elastic in the suit wasn't held in place and it worked up above her pubic hair in front and over her buttocks in back. She enjoyed the feeling of being really exposed under the water, but it caused a real struggle in pulling everything into place so that she could refasten the crotch piece. She was able to do it, but the suit seemed to want to get out of the way.
The second problem was her inability to do anything once she was out of the water. Her exhibitionist desires were thwarted by having her tits hidden. Being worked on under the water was very nice, but, for her, it was even more fun to be partly or, better, completely, exposed in the light. This problem was solved in a surprising way.
I have a collection of phalaenopsis orchids (moth orchids), which have beautiful, long-lasting flowers (and are easy to grow), which I keep in a room with no direct sunlight - a requirement. The room is on the other side of the rec room and the door is always kept closed when we have visitors because, frankly, it's far from the neatest room in the house. In a casual conversation with Lois Jastim, who also grows them, I mentioned that I might be getting a new flower. Marianne was interested and we talked a bit about the plants and said that she would like to see them. I quickly recognized an opportunity and, when we got out and had our robes on, I asked her if she wanted to see the flowers. She immediately said yes and we headed to the "plant room," as we called it, leaving Jan and Bryan still drying off.
We looked at the plants with particular attention to the new shoot that, I hoped, would become a stalk with new flowers. Four or five minutes later, we were joined by the other two, Jan with a very satisfied look on her face. I went back and closed the Jacuzzi and hurried upstairs to see how things had gone. She was still in her robe, and, as I came into the bedroom, she said, "Look!" She spread the robe open, revealing that her suit was nothing more than a band around her waist. Both breasts were bare and her nipples stood up, erect and red. Below the waist she was naked, her triangle of hair puffy and curly. "He saw and felt everything! God, I'm excited!" She quickly pulled her robe and suit off, put on her caftan and hurried out to meet Bryan and Marianne as they came up, leaving me with a hard cock in anticipation of a vicarious enjoyment of her experience when we were alone again.
When they were gone I asked the obvious question, "Well, how did that go?" Actually, I knew the answer already from the ecstatic look on her face.
"Oh, honey, it was perfect - just what I wanted. No danger of it going too far with you and Marianne right there but no real limits on what I wanted to do. I hadn't even put my robe on before you left, so I just pulled the straps of the suit down my arms and stood there for a moment, naked on top, letting him see me. I didn't know how long you would be gone, so I quickly put the robe on but didn't close it. He immediately came over and began feeling my tits and sucking on my nipples. I pulled away for a second - and that was difficult to do since he didn't want to let go - and reached down and undid the Velcro. He continued squeezing and working on my tits with one hand and put his other hand on my pussy.
"I was so hot that I began pushing my pussy against his hand almost like I was going off. Then, unbelievably, he knelt down and actually licked my clit. I was pushing it toward him with my legs open as he did so, really welcoming it. It's funny, the pussy-cover hangs down a bit in front, covering the hair and he pushed it out of the way and the suit went right up over my stomach! I looked down and I could see that he was holding the lips open so that he could get to my clit! I'll tell you, if it had gone on any longer I would have gone off! Actually, it was quick because I think that both of us thought that you might be back any moment. You didn't, of course, but I didn't want Marianne to wonder why we took so long - I think that Bryan had the same feeling - so I pulled away. I held my robe completely open, showing myself one more time and said, 'We'd better go.' He nodded 'yes' and we joined you."
"That's wild! I must say that Bryan was more aggressive than I would have expected. Once you gave him an opening, he took advantage of it. Did you say anything?"
"You're right. He seems so quiet and placid normally, but he moved right to my pussy when I opened the Velcro the first time and he certainly acted immediately when my tits were out tonight. Of course, he had seen everything before and I had let him feel me under the water, so he probably - correctly - assumed that he could feel my tits. Oh yes, there was nothing really said while he was working on me, but as we walked to the plant room, he reached over and whispered, 'Nice little tits!' That sort of shocked me, especially coming from him, but it was sexy!"
"Well, you got what you wanted. I'm glad that the business with the orchids came up the way it did. Marianne was really fascinated by them, particularly the start of the flower stalk. We probably can use that again to leave you alone for a short time. Here we've been struggling to think of how to get her out of the way while the perfect method was right there all the time."



As we lay there talking, she stroked my cock which was as hard as a rock. When we paused in the conversation, it was more than ready to penetrate the cunt that Bryan had felt and kissed. As would be expected, that cunt was equally ready to be penetrated and fucked. Jan even said that she was hotter from thinking and talking about it than she was when they actually were doing something. Telling me about exposing herself had always turned her on as much as doing it, probably because the surge of excitement at the time was so brief that the thinking and talking about it extended and augmented the excitement.
My reaction to all of this was quite peculiar. I sat in the Jacuzzi talking to our friends while, at the same time, assuming that my wife was being explored under the water. Afterwards, when she was able to do so, my wife was exposing herself to Bryan while I endeavored to keep Marianne from interrupting her show. Through all of this, my cock never got hard. I was interested, wanted her to be seen and felt, but it didn't excite me while it was going on. I guess I felt like the producer of a show who stands by and observes the performance but isn't affected by it. Maybe if I had been able to lie back and masturbate while I watched her it might have been different.
My arousal, and it was intense, came after the fact when she described her erotic behavior. Of course, my own participation was that of an enabler or facilitator and I didn't even see anything happen, so I had to imagine what was going on. So, once again, my excitement was vicarious, living through Jan's enthusiasm and exhilaration. Now, however, with her activities with Bryan being partly outside the Jacuzzi and Marianne not immediately present, another idea came to me as we talked - maybe there was a way I could masturbate (or have her do it for me) as I watched her in action.
"Look, honey, I have an idea! You were standing outside of the Jacuzzi when Bryan was working on you. I would love to see you in action, not just hear about it. What would you think of me putting our video camera on the shelves by the door? I could use the remote to start it as Marianne and I leave and it would record everything."
"Oh, Jeff, that's a wonderful idea if you don't think that the camera would be noticed! I'd love to see it myself."
The idea of seeing as well as hearing about the sex-play was the trigger for physical action and I quickly pulled away to move onto her. She obviously was at the same point, for her legs were up and spread awaiting my entrance before I got there. Not surprisingly, she was wet and open and I was able to plunge into her with one surge. Many people, perhaps most, would think that our fantasies and acts were depraved and immoral, and maybe they were, but they certainly worked wonders in lighting the fires in an ordinary couple which had been married for over twenty years! It was a very satisfactory bout of sexual intercourse. And we both were looking forward to having much more in the future.
One point that I should make here. As I look back over the description of these sexual events, it sounds like a very rapid development from simple exposure to physical contact. That really was not true. We saw Marianne and Bryan probably on an average of once a month when we got together as a group. Consequently, the events described here took place over a full year. In fact, the first time that Jan wore the bodysuit was just after the kids started the next year at college. So, this was not a quick transition from casual exhibitionism to physical intimacy on Jan's part.
Actually, weeks of conversations and fantasizing took place between each episode, plenty of time to covet a new experience. In other words, Jan didn't jump from a fairly innocent desire for the twinge of excitement from, for example, showing her panties, to the far from innocent craving for greater sexual arousal from having her tits fondled and her cunt felt. The transition was gradual, but, while just exposing her tits was thrilling for Jan at first, and she continued loving it, her fantasies of doing more promised even greater excitement. Those fantasies, which led to her sex-play with Bryan, played a major role in our own sexual development, reviving much of the ardor that had faded after those over twenty years of marriage and parenthood. Things that we had never conceived of in our staid and mundane lives now gave intimacy and excitement as we expanded our sexual repertoire.
So, here we were, at the peak of those fantasies. Jan had finally gotten both her tits and cunt completely exposed and not in just a flash. Bryan had seen and felt everything without the need to hide from his wife. The mutual enjoyment was explicit and there was no reason not to believe that that sexual intimacy would continue. In addition, and of great importance, it clearly was nothing except salacious, perhaps immoral, sex play with no hint of anything more. Bryan got to see and play with Jan, Jan got to be seen and felt - and everyone was happy. Of course, Marianne might have disagreed, probably would have been horrified and furious, but it wasn't exactly as if Bryan was involved romantically. Rationalization is a wonderful thing!
For me, I got to enjoy the action through Jan and, now, I could try to set up the camera so that I could actually view the tryst - if you could call a few minutes of making out by such a term! Fortunately, one wall near the Jacuzzi had a row of shelves installed and it was extremely simple to set up the video camera in such a way that it was totally inconspicuous and it completely covered the entire area. Jan knew where it was, of course, and would be sure to turn toward it to get the best views. We practiced several times and I had no doubt that I would finally see her in action! Actually, I think that she was almost as eager as I to see herself - a different kind of exhibitionism.
We were both eager for the next meeting, particularly me, of course, but it was almost a month before we all got together again. By that time we had gone over what had happened with Bryan fifty times, at least, and it did provide a significant source of erotic conversation and sexual stimulation. Still, the subject had lost much of its freshness and we were impatient for new experiences. Finally, the day arrived and our usual evening's diversions began - shuffle board, pool, etc. However, I'll have to admit that those normally interesting competitions seemed to drag as I looked forward for the real entertainment to start.
At long last, we all changed and went into the Jacuzzi and the real performance began. As usual, Jan came in last, wearing her very conservative - it appeared - black one-piece suit. She sat down close to Bryan, as she always did, and we began our regular rather jocular, bantering conversation with Jan actively participating. What no one could see, of course, was that under the water she had opened the cunt-cover, placed her left leg over Bryans and was having her cunt thoroughly fondled and fingered. As we discussed later, we were both aroused by what was going on, but our real feeling was one of anticipation of what we expected to happen later.
It's interesting how people's behavior, without planning, fall into a pattern which they follow without conscious thought. After about a half hour, Lois and Tim got out, changed in the guest room, said goodbye and left. A short time later, Susan and Doug did the same thing, leaving Marianne, Bryan, Jan and me alone in the water. Each time a couple got out, Jan sat up with her feet on the bottom as I turned the lights up so they could see. When they were gone, I dimmed the lights, Jan raised her leg, opening Bryan's path to feel her again. Now, with both couples gone, and there was plenty of room to move her left leg, really spread open to Bryan's questing fingers. Still, exciting as that was, it was now only the prelude to the main event, the out-of-the-water show.
Marianne helped the show along by asking about the orchids even before I could bring them up. I, naturally, immediately indicated that the new growth was going well. Before I could make my intended offer to show it to her, she preempted me by saying, "Oh, I think that they are fascinating. I'd like to see them again. I think that I'd like to get one myself." So, instead of having to entice her to leave the Jacuzzi area, I could just, magnanimously, agree to her suggestion. Sometimes things do just work out!
Jan and Bryan got out first as usual, but Marianne and I were right behind them and, with something specific to do, we dried off rapidly and, with our robes on, headed out of the recreation area to the plant room. As we left, Jan was slowly struggling into her robe while Bryan was just putting his towel over his shoulder without a robe. We walked to the plant room and admired the orchids, paying particular attention to the new stalk which was now almost six inches tall. There was a great deal of oohing and aahing by Marianne as well as a discussion of growth habits. This went on for a full five minutes before Bryan and Jan joined us. I had been increasingly concerned by the passage of time, afraid that Marianne would be conscious of how long they were taking - how long does it take to dry off and put on a towel! Fortunately, she was so entranced by the flowers that she didn't even notice.
After closing the Jacuzzi I followed Jan upstairs and found her standing there without her robe, almost nude - the suit was nothing more than a band around her waist again. "Boy, did he work me over! Look!" She turned sideways and continued, "I just found this as I looked in the mirror!" What she was pointing to was what could only be a hickey beside the nipple of her left tit. "He was sucking my nipple and kissing my tit and left a mark! I love it!" Just then, Marianne and Bryan were coming up so she quickly donned her caftan and went to meet them. I had noticed this before, but I was astounded at her aplomb as she stood there talking. She had just been virtually naked with another man, even had a "love mark" placed on her tit, and yet she was calm and composed with no hint of any extracurricular activities.
In any case, as soon as they were out of the door, I hurried back downstairs to the Jacuzzi and retrieved the hidden camera. I had placed the camera remote on the deck beside my seat and, as I got up, I had triggered it, starting the recording. Now I couldn't wait to see what I got. I quickly connected the camera to our bedroom TV and we lay back to see Jan's starring performance.
It didn't disappoint! The camera caught Marianne and me leaving with Jan and Bryan standing there watching us depart. Before we were completely out of view, Jan dropped her towel and pulled the suit straps down off of her shoulders and down her arms. As she was doing so, Bryan, who couldn't wait, reached over and squeezed her tits through the material. With the straps out of the way, he quickly pushed the suit down to her waist, completely exposing both breasts. It was fascinating, watching as he continued squeezing and fondling the tits while bending over to suck and kiss her nipples. He cupped her left tit while continuing to kiss and suck it while, at the same time, reaching down to her cunt with his other hand to massage it through the crotch of the material.
It looked as if he was mauling her boob the way he was squeezing and twisting it, but you could see Jan pushing toward him, obviously welcoming the treatment. With difficulty, she was able to get past his other hand and pulled the Velcro loose, giving him access to her cunt. She parted her legs so that he could reach between them and, showing her wild excitement, she arched her lower body against his hand, actually squirming against it.
That tableau held for a full minute until, suddenly, Jan came to her senses and realized how exposed she was with Marianne not far away. Pulling away, with difficulty, I barely heard her almost whisper, "Let me put my robe on!" Bryan did back off a little bit, but he continued his groping of her tits and cunt while Jan struggled to get her arms into her robe. Despite his continual interference, she was finally clothed but with the robe still wide open.
At that point, Bryan dropped to one knee, reached between Jan's legs and you could see his hand moving, actually finger-fucking her. Then, using both hands, he pulled her cunt lips apart, exposing her clit and moved his face directly toward her. You couldn't really see what he was doing, but at this point, Jan who was watching, enthralled, commented, "Oh, honey, he was licking and sucking my clit! My god, that felt good!"
That didn't last long as Bryan, obviously aware of the danger, peered past Jan to make sure that the coast was still clear. He wasn't ready to give up yet, however, as he kept one hand between Jan's legs. Her legs were still open and she was slightly crouched down, giving him plenty of room to finger-fuck her. At the same time, he returned to her tits, alternating between them, sucking and kissing them alternately.
Finally, aware that they were taking too long, Jan pulled away, saying, "We'd better stop. They'll be wondering where we are." Bryan didn't say anything and just leaned and down and lightly kissed her. They exchanged a conspiratorial grin and headed to the plant room.
So, I had finally seen my wife in action. One thing was immediately obvious - that seeing her get worked over was very different from just hearing about it. My reaction was not what I expected...no, that's wrong...I had no real expectations other than, I guess, that I would have a very hard cock. I did have that, but did not have the wild compulsion to get on Jan and fuck her as most stories about watching your wife having extramarital sex usually describe. Neither did I have the pangs of jealousy which would be a more conventional reaction. It was more the reaction I might feel when watching a porno film - exciting but no real personal connection. However, that sort of numb response faded away as Jan began talking and, somehow, it became more real.
"Gods, honey, I don't know if I've ever been so excited! It really feels good under the water, but I think that much of that comes from doing something illicit - being felt secretly while you and Marianne, my husband and his wife, sit innocently near us. Of course, you know what's going on, but it still feels like I'm getting away with something. Even when showing myself a part of the excitement comes from doing it sneakily. I remember how I felt going topless on the beach - hot at first but mundane pretty quickly.
"With this, I'm getting the physical pleasure of being seen and touched added to the wicked, unfaithful nature of the sex-play. This time was much better that the first one because I knew that it was being recorded - my sins being exposed. More exhibitionism, I guess. Aside from all of that, I loved the sex. When I took my top down, a surge of excitement flowed through me, feeling my tits out bare. He was hard on them, squeezing and twisting them, but it felt wonderful. I thought that he was going to suck my nipples off! I'll bet that more marks will show up!"
"I saw that and if I had been watching live, I would have been sure that he was hurting you. Obviously, he wasn't, but it still looks like they may be aching tomorrow."
"They may be, but it really felt good while he was doing it. The same thing may be true of my pussy. He was really working it over and when he was finger-fucking me, he had two fingers all the way in - gods, it felt good and very sexy standing there while he played with me between my legs! Then, when he knelt down and licked my clit, I could have gone off if we had had more time. I can't believe that I've been that intimate with another man - he's seen, felt and, even, kissed almost all of my body. And of all people Bryan Curry!"
"He certainly seems to know how to get you hot. Maybe now you'll start fantasying about doing more with him!"
"No, that's not going to happen. I like him and I guess that he's attractive physically, but there's nothing more there. He's still 'blah' mentally and that's a real turnoff. I'll admit, though, that I could fantasize about some really attractive man doing what Bryan did and then doing more. Probably a great deal more. It's still pure fantasy and it would have to be some idealized man who probably doesn't exist." Grinning, "You don't have to worry about that!"
"You'd better be careful; I may start fantasying about some perfect woman!"
"You probably do that anyway - or even someone like Susan! I'll keep my eye on you. In any case, I didn't know how long we had been at it and I was afraid that you two would come back and catch us. As you saw, I pulled away, with difficulty, and we came to the plant room to join you. Marianne didn't seem to have noticed anything, but I've got to pay more attention in the future. The important thing is how do you feel about all of this now that you've seen the recording. Does it bother you at all?"
"Absolutely not. I think that you can see my reaction." She had been stroking my hard cock during all that discussion and, by now it really was ready for more direct action. With a happy smile on her face, she rolled over on her back, raised her legs and welcomed my cock into her well lubricated pussy.
As would be expected, we looked at the video quite a few times in the next week and it never failed to lead to good sex afterwards. We discovered the next day that, in fact, Bryan had inflicted more "damage" to Jan's tits than we knew. They weren't sore, but the one hickey we had seen next to her nipple had grown to four overnight, two on each breast. For several days it was sexy to see the marks of her wantonness so vividly displayed! We found that to be arousing. From all of this, our reaction to the video, to the marks and the arousal, one thing was quite obvious - Jan's more active exhibitionism and, even going beyond just showing, had caused a significant increase in our sex life, both in quantity and quality.
As with most people, both had declined over the years as children and age interfered. As has been said many times, the most important sex organ in the human body is the mind. In our case, the fantasizing, the plotting as to how for Jan to expose herself and, now, watching her being explored by another man revived our libidos. Certainly it made me more aware of Jan as a still sexy woman - not just a housewife and mother which had been her role, and my image of her, for many years. In addition, that had been her own image of herself, but now she was acting in a very un-motherly and un-housewifely way - and we both loved the change.
Still, aside from fantasies and increased interest in sex, our lives were much the same. We did the same things we had been doing. We still got up every morning and went off to teach school. Our evenings were often spent grading, making lesson plans, figuring grades - all the humdrum parts of ordinary lives. In the same way our weekends were filled with the minutia of those lives - grocery shopping, mowing the lawn, doing laundry, etc. Even our evenings with our friends - playing games, sitting in the Jacuzzi, etc. - while pleasant were mundane. Just ordinary lives.
But, Jan's exhibitionism, our scheming about Marianne and, now, her physical conduct with Bryan, were not ordinary, not mundane! Jan admitted that every now and then, when meeting with her colleagues, she would think, smugly, of how shocked they would be to know that another man had felt and, even, finger-fucked her. I would watch her changing clothes and I would picture her standing virtually naked by the Jacuzzi while Bryan fondled her. These things were only a small part of our lives, but they provided a spark to rekindle passion that had been moribund for a long time.



As a consequence, we looked forward to our evenings with our friends with a new sense of anticipation. Oh, the pool games, the shuffle board, etc. was still fun and the conversation was still as pleasant and interesting as ever, but the question of what would happen under the water and after the Jacuzzi certainly dominated our pre-party anticipation. Our primary concern, of course, was keeping Marianne in the dark, but after that, it was just a question of having Jan discreetly making herself available under the water while people were around. Then, when she and Bryan were alone, she would display her charms and be thoroughly explored and fondled while the camera recorded the activity for us later.
That is exactly what happened over the next several months. The eight of us got together at about our previous timing, about once a month on average, and the previous pattern of behavior held. Jan continued to enjoy the shameless feeling of sitting in the water with her cunt completely exposed with all of the people around. Add to that the even more wanton act of letting her cunt be felt and probed in that semi-public setting never got old. On one occasion, when working his hand between her legs, Bryan even managed to get his finger partway into her asshole! Then, of course, standing, almost naked, while another man had free rein to see, feel, kiss and suck any and all of her erogenous areas was delightfully wicked and depraved. The sucking of her tits almost always left signs of her debauchery for up to a week, further extending her (or our) immoral excitement. All of these out of the Jacuzzi experiences were recorded and watching their erotic behavior never failed to fuel our sexual fires.
During all of this depraved activity, Marianne continued to be blissfully unaware that anything untoward was going on. Fortunately, her apparently total lack of interest in sex seemed to cause blindness as to what was going on. Or, and thoughts like this still bothered us, she just trusted us and never even conceived of Bryan and Jan, and, indirectly, me, doing anything behind her back. I tried not to think about that as she and I enthused about the new orchid stalk finally having bloomed while I knew that her husband was working on my wife not too many feet away. Still, while this was disturbing, it in no way dampened the enjoyment of the illicit sex-play for us.
We did speculate one occasion as to what Bryan felt about the whole situation. Obviously, he also enjoyed the sex but he never made any effort to get Jan to do anything herself - like touching his cock. He seemed quite satisfied to be able to see and explore her. We also couldn't help but wonder about what happened when they went home. We had a hard time picturing Marianne participating in sex, but, obviously, they did so, and Bryan showed a surprising willingness to go beyond the norm. Kneeling down and licking and sucking Jen's clit certainly went beyond what we would have expected - if we had really expected anything. Did he do that to Marianne?
In any case, despite all the speculations and the twinges of guilt, the fun went on. In a way, nothing of real importance was happening, just a married woman being seen virtually nude and groped. There were a few variations, - one time Jan actually took her suit off and stood there completely naked for a short time - but, basically, the routine was the same. Nonetheless, it never failed to be exciting and probably would have continued in the same way except for when what probably was an inevitable catastrophe occurred.
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From the first time that Jan bent over with her bra strap loose and showed her tit to Bryan to the time when everything went wrong, more than a year and a half of sex-play had gone on. It had become almost routine, with each step leading to the next one. That was exactly what was happening that critical evening. We all were in the Jacuzzi and things were progressing as expected. Jan was seated next to Bryan, as always, with her cunt-cover out of the way and they were engaged in their familiar erotic activities.
Bryan felt and ﬁngered her cunt continually until Lois and Tim prepared to get out and I turned the lights back up so that they could see. As usual, Jan put her leg down and sat up while we waited for them to leave, enjoying that pleasure of being secretly exposed under the water. When they were out, I lowered the lights and Bryan, once again, started to feel Jan, running his hands all over her legs, cunt and even back to her asshole. This sequence was, as expected, repeated as Susan and Doug left. The four of us remaining talked while Bryan and Jan continued their surreptitious sex play. It was then that something happened which changed everything.
Jan, as usual, was the one to decide that we had been in the water long enough and, after refastening the cunt-cover, started to get out. But as she got up, she slipped and sat back down, this time on Bryan's leg. This was no big deal for it had happened before as a result of the enervating effect of the water - everyone felt limp after a long soak. She was straddling the leg and he pulled her back and forth a few times as she tried to get up. Again, that bit of playful struggle had happened before and we laughed at her efforts to get free. However, this time something different occurred - whether she hadn't been careful enough in rejoining the edges of the Velcro seams or if the sliding back and forth on his leg had weakened the connection, a catastrophe was about to occur.
Jan started to get out and stepped up onto the seat and put her right leg over onto the deck as always. As was often the case, as described before, she was unable to pull her left leg over, so she was stuck, legs spread over the rim, unable to go in or out. Of course, she was used to being in that situation and she expected that, shortly, Bryan would boost her over with his hand very close to the cunt that he had been feeling a few minutes before. It was at that moment, when her legs were wide-spread, that the strain on the cunt-cover connection was too much and it let go!
There was Jan, legs spread wide, the cunt-cover hanging loose, leaving her cunt bare and gaping open. In that position, the elasticity of the suit material, no longer being held at the crotch by the Velcro fastener, quickly caused the front of the suit to pull above the hair line and, in the back, to expose most of her bottom, permitting the three of us to see that her entire cunt area naked. Every hair seemed to stand out, dripping water into the Jacuzzi. The pink ﬂesh between the cunt lips, and even up inside, seemed almost ﬂorescent, giving a surprisingly pornographic or obscene impact to the exhibition. She wasn't even aware of what had happened for at least thirty seconds as we stared at the unbelievable sight.
Suddenly the realization of what had occurred hit her and she began a frantic and futile effort to get her legs closed by dragging her leg back inside the Jacuzzi - but she was stuck there. She tried to balance herself while putting one hand over her crotch to hide her cunt, but she couldn't do both things at once and her cunt seemed even more agape when she had to take her hand away to keep from falling. She simply was not able to get her back leg up over the edge and the leg on the deck wouldn't come back in. She was unable to move without help and Marianne, Bryan and I were treated to a view of her cunt with the lips spread wide open and every detail completely exposed
Her efforts to conceal herself were comical, and all three of us, shockingly including Marianne, began laughing while, at the same time, we stared at her spread cunt lips. Finally, Marianne said, "Help her, Bryan!" With that encouragement, Bryan did what he wanted to do anyway - instead of boosting Jan over the rim, he reached up to her, his grabbing her right thigh and lifting her leg back over the rim. As her leg straightened and she stepped back onto the seat, his hand slipped up between her legs onto her cunt. Holding her by the crotch, he helped her step down to the ﬂoor of the Jacuzzi while getting a very good feel of her cunt. Marianne saw where his hand was and, still laughing, said, "Bryan's being a real help, isn't he Jan? He won't let you fall!" Her reaction was almost as startling as Jan's exposure because I would have expected her to be horrified and embarrassed and, possibly, to avert her eyes. Instead, she stared at Jan's cunt as avidly as Bryan and I and, instead of an angry denouncing of Bryan's feeling Jan's cunt, she laughed!
Jan's face was crimson and she didn't know what to say or do as Bryan pulled her onto his leg, her back to him, her cunt ﬁrmly sitting on his thigh. She put her hands over her face as Bryan slid her back and forth, obviously rubbing her cunt against his leg. The three of us were laughing at her and making lewd comments about her exposure - actually, Bryan and I made the comments, Marianne only laughed. Finally, though, Jan started giggling, her exhibitionist nature coming through, and began to pretend to ﬁght against Bryan in an effort to get up. The mock struggle went on while we all laughed at her efforts. Then, as they grappled, Bryan's hands, which had been at her waist, slipped up over her tits. Jan ignored the fact that she was being felt in front of Marianne and me, and continued the battle, pushing downward and outwards on his hands. Needless to say, she was not strong enough to dislodge his hands, but as she pushed, Bryan gradually gave way, letting his hands be forced downwards, taking the top of the bodysuit with them. Suddenly, the left breast popped free, its nipple turgid with excitement, followed by the right one. The thin spaghetti straps slipped off her shoulders, and, as the wrestling continued, they broke loose, causing the entire top to fall to her waist. Bryan quickly returned his hands to her now-bare breasts and simply began fondling her.
Marianne unbelievably continued laughing as she watched her husband cup and squeeze Jan's tits, seemingly not the least perturbed by the blatantly sexual activity. "You'll never get away from him, Jan! He's got too good a grip on you." Then as the "struggle" became more intense, she changed, saying, "Come on, Bryan, let her go. You'll hurt her breasts." Still, it was obvious that she didn't object to seeing Jan getting felt - in fact, from the avid way she watched it was apparent that she was enjoying the struggle and sex play.
Bryan ignored Marianne's orders and, ﬁnally, Jan gave up and leaned back against him and just let him feel her tits. It was very sexy, Marianne and I just sitting there watching while Jan was fondled and caressed. Every now and then one of Bryan's hands would leave her breast and drop down beneath the surface with the clear intent of feeling her cunt. This went on for some time, and, while the laughter continued, there was a different sound to it - Jan giggling as she was fondled, Marianne gleefully urging Bryan on by her lustful stare while verbally urging him to let Jan go, and me, jovially telling Jan to ﬁght her way out while silently hoping something more would happen.
At long last, after she had been thoroughly explored, Jan was able to pull herself to her feet. She presented an erotic picture to Jan and me: the top of the bodysuit was down around her waist, exposing both tits completely; the bottom had risen up over her stomach, almost to her waist, revealing her triangle of cunt hair right at the water line. For all practical purposes, she was nude. She made no effort to hide herself and, in fact, almost ﬂaunted her nakedness as she turned to face Marianne directly. Bryan had his hands on her hip bones, running them up and down over her thighs with an occasional detour over her ass cheeks and between her legs from behind.
Jan was excited and seemed almost to relish having Marianne seeing her being fondled by Marianne's husband. Oddly enough, Marianne seemed just as excited and aroused by the blatant display of illicit sexual activity and, physically if not verbally, she encouraged its continuance. She seemed almost entranced as she looked at Jan's tits and cunt hair and, particularly, as she saw Bryan's ﬁngertips emerge from between Jan's legs as he felt her cunt. She leaned forward, her face close to Jan's tits as she said, unconvincingly, "Bryan! Jan doesn't want your hand there! Now you quit feeling her!"
Even as she said it, though, she gave a nervous laugh and stared at the stroking ﬁngers with a fascinated look on her face. Then, shockingly, she reached down and pushed Bryan's ﬁngers backwards between Jan's legs, replacing them with her own. However, instead of pulling her ﬁngers out immediately after removing his, she held them ﬁrmly against Jan's cunt, saying, "There, Jan, now you can move away. Bryan's hand is gone." Jan shuffled forward, her legs slightly spread apart, and Marianne's hand moved with her - it was obvious that Marianne was now doing the cunt feeling. In fact, Marianne's ﬁngers were on the cunt lips and, as Jan stopped, her middle ﬁnger slipped completely up into the cunt hole and actually ﬁnger-fucked her for a few seconds. Suddenly, Marianne became aware of what she was doing and in a ﬁt of embarrassment, dropped her hand and blushed furiously, blurting, "Help her out, Bryan."
However, Bryan had other plans. The reason Jan had been able to get away and stand up was that Bryan needed his hands to open his pants and take his cock out. Obviously, it was erect and almost bursting from the sex-play of the last half-hour. None of us knew, of course, that it was out, so we thought nothing of it when he reached for Jan and turned her around and pulled her toward him, his hands on her hips. His knees were together, going between her legs as he drew her closer, her thighs separating, giving him access and opening her up. He slid down in the seat so the he was half-reclining under her, his head at about the level of her nipples.
She had no idea of what he planned even as he pushed her downward toward a sitting position on him. Suddenly, however, she felt a hard "something" jabbing her on her cunt and the light dawned, he wanted to enter her! She couldn't believe what was happening, but the whole thing still seemed hilarious and, at the same time, exciting. She was in a peculiar state, knowing what was being done to her, yet disconnected somehow. She was highly aroused, partly from Bryan's manipulation of her erogenous areas, but even more so from being seen virtually naked by her husband and by Bryan's wife at the same time. Feeling Bryan's cock between her cunt lips near the cunt hole was the ﬁnal boost she needed to go over the edge and commit adultery right in front of them.
Still, she pretended reluctance and continued the mock battle and gaiety as she pulled back laughing, saying, "Bryan, quit that! Don't you dare!" Bryan was not to be deterred, of course, by a little symbolic reticence, and pulled her back into place while poking upwards toward her cunt. As he pushed upwards, Jan cooperated by spreading her legs further apart, making her cunt hole more accessible, while continuing her mock struggle. Her mind was in turmoil, wanted to be screwed - fucked - in front of Marianne by Marianne's husband, and in front of her own husband. The idea of being watched while she was naked and being screwed aroused her as much as the screwing, itself. At the same time, she was afraid of the consequences, not knowing how they would react. Of course, this wasn't conscious thinking, just fleeting thoughts as things took their inevitable course.
In any case, the hesitancy didn't last long. Almost as if it had a mind of its own, her cunt settled down on Bryan's probing cock, engulﬁng it and welcoming it into her internal recesses. She sat on Bryan, his cock buried in her up to his balls, and squirmed around, feeling it ﬁlling her. As she went down, I realized, from Bryan's almost recumbent position that he must be inside of her! Evidently Marianne saw what was happening at the same time, and she blurted out, "Bryan! What are you doing? Let Jan up, she doesn't want you to do that to her!" She was ignored and, as Bryan began to move Jan up and down on his cock, she exclaimed, "Bryan, take it out of Jan! You're screwing her!" With that, she moved behind Jan, put her arms around her and apparently attempted to pull her off. However, it quickly became evident that her efforts were not really serious, and, in fact, it seemed that she was actually helping Bryan fuck Jan. Her hands went from Jan's side to her front and fastened around her breasts, pulling up and down in unison with the fucking motions as Bryan took Jan. I was fascinated to watch both the screwing and Marianne's obvious excitement as she fondled and squeezed Jan's tits.
Jan felt the cock deep inside her as it plunged in, ﬁlling her and then pulling out, only to plunge in again. Each time she came down, her clit rammed against Bryan, sending waves of pleasure shooting through her. At the same time, she was very aware of the manipulation of her breasts as Jan tweaked her nipples and continued the squeezing, harder and harder, as she became more excited herself. The laughter had stopped and the only noise was the panting and harsh breathing brought on by the vigorous fucking. Jan was as lost in the activity with Bryan and Marianne, lost in it too, gasped out, "Oh, Bryan, you shouldn't be doing this. You're fucking Jan! You're fucking her! My god, you're fucking her!" Even as she said this, she worked harder and harder on Jan's tits, pulling and twisting them as her excitement grew. Then, almost whispering, "Fuck her harder, fuck her harder!" Jan felt her ﬁngers digging into her tits, almost as if she were trying to crush them, then pinching and pulling the nipples as if she were trying to tear them off. It was very painful, but that very pain acted as a goad, pushing Jan to higher and higher peaks as she approached orgasm. The cock pistoning in and out of her cunt ﬁnally erupted deep inside, ﬂooding her with cum, triggering that orgasm and causing her to thrash up and down before welding herself tight against Bryan. As he pumped the last of his cum into her, she fell forward against him, pulling Marianne with her, Marianne's hands still tightly clasped around her breasts.
To say that, when the sexual frenzy died down, the situation was awkward would be the understatement of the year - like saying that a hurricane was a strong wind. The three of them just slumped down, depleted by the explosive climax. The first to react was Marianne as she came to herself and realized that she was holding Jan's tits in her hands and, at the same time the magnitude of what she had done hit her. She jerked back, a look of absolute panic on her face.
Jan reacted in much the same way, pulling upward off of Bryan's cock as if it were stabbing her. She staggered over to the steps and practically leaped out of the Jacuzzi and dragged her robe over her wet and nude body. I couldn't see her face at first because her back was to me, but, when she turned around, it had much the same expression as Marianne's. Both were in a state of shock, not knowing what to say or what to do. They had participated in something that left them at a total loss.
Bryan just set there with a stunned expression on his face - not the panic of Marianne or Jan, but one of apprehension as would be normal when you have just fucked a man's wife right in front of him with his own wife right beside him. He didn't move or look up at me, seemingly just waiting for a clue as how to act. That clue came from Marianne who hit him on the shoulder as she scrambled out of the water, awaking him from his trance and urging him to follow her. I'm certain that the thoughts of consequences - from his wife if no one else - filled his brain with anxiety as he climbed out.
Now, what about me? To this day, I still do not understand my reaction - or, more accurately, my lack of reaction. Seeing Jan's cunt so graphically displayed sent a surge of excitement coursing through me, tempered by concern over Marianne's presumed prudery. Her total lack of shock and disapproval combined with her laughter at Jan's exposure and predicament freed me from that worry. The whole progression of events - feeling her cunt as he helped her down, the struggle that freed her tits and the subsequent fondling of those tits - was tremendously exciting. If I hadn't know that he had seen and felt all of Jan before and, even watched him doing so in the video, I might have been startled enough to intervene. But, of course, I was now seeing live what I had seen in fantasy and on the TV, so the only shock was that it was taking place in front of me.
Marianne's reaction also contributed. In some ways the most unexpected reaction to everything was her laughter and the way in which she was actually urging Bryan on as he fondled Jan. It seemed natural to join in cheering Bryan on, particularly since I knew that she enjoyed it. Remember, it was only the fear of a strong negative reaction from Marianne that caused us to be so careful when she was present. Shockingly, it seemed that our evaluation of her view of sex was way off.
The result of all of this was that I just sat back and watched the show, convinced that, once she got over her genuine embarrassment at being so unexpectedly exposed, Jan was actually enjoying herself. She leaned back and let Bryan feel her tits and, when released, she just stood up virtually naked, showing herself - what more could an exhibitionist ask. Well, one thing might be to be watched while being fucked!
If I had realized what was going to happen when Bryan positioned his cock under her, I honestly don't know how I would have reacted. Everything that had occurred up to that point really was nothing more than sex-play, all of which had happened before in private. It just didn't occur to me that they would go any further - particularly with Marianne and me right there. Before I realized what was happening, Bryan's cock was completely inside of Jan and they were fucking. I just sat there and watched. Obviously, I didn't decide to stop it, but, also, I didn't decide to let it go on - I just sat there. If Jan had made even a suggestion that she didn't want it, I would have jumped up at once, but she was as vigorously fucking herself on Bryan's cock as he was fucking it up into her. So, I did nothing.
Still, the biggest shock of all in a way because it was so totally out of her perceived character was Marianne's participation. Not only did she not criticize and attempt to stop the interplay between Bryan and Jan, she joined in. Unbelievably, when seeing Bryan's fingers between Jan's legs, she not only pushed them out, she replaced them with her own fingers - and left them there. As Jan confirmed later, she went further and actually finger-fucked her. Later, when Bryan was in Jan, she urged Bryan to "Fuck her harder, fuck her harder!" I wouldn't have thought that Marianne had ever even thought the word "fuck," much less said it! Finally, of course, she actually participated in the fucking by grabbing and squeezing Jan's tits. I really think that she had an orgasm of her own as they climaxed.
And I just sat there, watching! Even afterwards, when my mind was clearer, I still had no idea as to what I should, or could, have done. Jan wasn't being hurt - just the opposite, in fact - and was actively cooperating with Bryan, and Marianne was shockingly involved. When I realized that, under the water, Bryan was already in Jan I had no feeling of jealousy. Truthfully, I don't know what my feelings were at the moment, but I know that my cock was very hard and that my attention was riveted on the sex show in front of me.



When the show was over, however, that awkward time was there. Nothing was said as Bryan and Marianne headed to the guest room to change - no orchid-looking that evening! Jan hurried upstairs while I closed the Jacuzzi - a mundane task that had to be done even in a time of crisis. When I got upstairs, Jan had her caftan on, but her normal grin after sex-play with Bryan was missing. She obviously was distraught and her first words were, "Oh, Jeff, I'm so sorry! I don't know why I let that happen!"
I did my best to reassure her that I wasn't angry and it may have helped her control herself as she hurried out to say goodbye. At least, her face was calm as they came up. The tension was thick, as would be expected and, of course, no one knew what to say - how do you prepare for a situation like that! Marianne did reach out and lightly touch Jan's arm and in almost whisper, say, "I'm sorry!" Bryan never looked up and obviously just wanted to leave. No long goodbye this time!
When we were alone again, things were very different from what had become our post-party activities. As usual, the discussion was about sex, but it wasn't the euphoric detailing of Jan and Bryan's secretive actions. Instead, as we came into the bedroom Jan's first comment was a question, "What are we going to do about them? How am I going to face Marianne in school Monday? What does she think of me?" She went on in the same line, wondering if they would ever come back again. Asking how we would explain to the others why they weren't coming anymore. Silly social questions that flashed through her mind before she got to the critical issue, "My god, honey, he screwed me!" Then, even sillier, almost crying, "What am I going to do?"
"You're not going to do anything! More to the point, you can't undo anything! Things happened and you, actually all of us, got carried away. I told you, I'm shocked, but I'm not upset. I don't blame you for anything that happened - I'm not upset, I'm not mad and we'll worry about Marianne and Bryan later. All I want right now is for you to calm down and quit worrying!" I had my arms around her hugging her, trying to console her. She was actually shaking, as much from her concern about our relationship with our friends - former friends? - as from the adulterous sex. I recognized that problem, but that was an issue for the future, not something we could face then.
My own reaction at the time seemed peculiar to me, even then. I had just seen my wife engaged in vigorous sex with another man with every significant part of her body being thoroughly explored. It ended with what was obviously consensual intercourse right in front of me. She had been fucked and it hardly affected me negatively at all! Actually, the only negative thought that I'm aware of was a regret that her cunt was under water and that I couldn't see the penetration. To counter that, I do commend myself for mentally encouraging her to let go and really enjoy it. Actually, I had few coherent thoughts while things were going on, just a stream of sexual images that precluded thinking of self-evaluation. Afterwards, however, I felt that somehow it was wrong not to be angry, not to be jealous - but, for whatever reason, I just wasn't. I had never fantasized about Jan being fucked by another man - it was more of a joke between us - but when it happened in this unplanned way, I found it to be surprisingly exciting.
It took a while for her to get over what was still a shocking situation and to postpone a discussion of future problems. We, then, began what, I guess, would be a "post mortem" or "debriefing" discussion of the events from our two perspectives. First though, Jan suddenly was faced with reality when she came out of the bathroom with a peculiar expression on her face. "Jeff, stuff is coming out of me! Bryan's stuff. Thank heavens that I'm on the pill! Oh, honey, he fucked me!" That made it real.
We proceeded to go over the sequence of events that led to that fucking, starting with the failure of the cunt-cover. "I think that I refastened it properly because that is the thing that always scares me. I don't know what could have happened unless sitting on Bryan's knee weakened it somehow."
"Well, if you're going to use it again we'll have to check the Velcro. Whatever happened, you were at least as open as you were in that practice picture. There was absolutely nothing hidden and you were like that for a long time. Damn, it was funny watching you trying to cover yourself without falling down!"
"Yeah, and instead of helping me, you sat there and laughed like a hyena!"
"I know, but I couldn't help myself. What was really weird was the way Marianne reacted. She was staring at your cunt and laughing more than I've ever heard her. And when she told Bryan to help you and he held you by your cunt I would have expected her to be furious, but she urged him on. I was watching her, and when your tits came out, she had the most intense look on her face as he felt you."
"Well, I didn't see that, of course, but I heard her comments and, most shocking, I knew that she had her hand in my pussy and I know, without a doubt, that her finger went into me several times before she pulled away. And then later, I thought that she was trying to pull my nipples and tits right off!"
"I saw that. Did you know that Bryan had his cock out and was going to try to fuck you?"
"Not at first, but I felt the head touch me once and, damn, this is hard to admit, I let him put it in when he pulled me down on it. Gods, I wanted it! I don't think that I've ever been so hot! I never thought of consequences for a moment. I wanted him to fuck me with you and Marianne watching. That was part of the whole thing right from the beginning after I finally got over being horribly embarrassed - I was naked and I was being played with and I was being watched! I loved it. I never dreamed of going so far, but I loved it! Even now I feel a thrill as I think about it!"
"Yeah, I could tell from the time you were wrestling with Bryan and your top came down that you were hot and I knew why. You were almost posing as you stood up. I knew that you were really into it, but I never expected you to go all the way. I'll tell you one thing, though, Marianne was right with you. Did you hear you when Bryan was in you?"
"No, I was concentrating on...well...fucking myself on Bryan's cock! Damn, it's hard to admit that!"
"Marianne first was telling him to take it out, that he shouldn't fuck you, but then she changed and urged him to fuck you harder! Those were her very words!"
"I don't believe it - and this is the prime and proper woman who, we thought, had no interest in sex. I just don't know what to think. Either we have been completely wrong or else she was temporarily insane! Whatever, I certainly was aware of her working on my tits. Gods, it still excites me!"
We continued our efforts to understand all that had happened until, finally, Jan asked, rather diffidently, "Would you like to put your cock where Bryan's was? I'd rather that you be the last to have me before I go to sleep."
"I certainly want to put my cock into your cunt no matter what you have done - or who was there first! At least you'll be well lubricated!"
"Funny! Damn, it's a good thing that I love you. If I weren't so hot, I'd go to bed right now! Ok, enjoy...what do they call it...oh, yes, sloppy seconds. It's the last time you'll get a chance.
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That, of course, was the end of the discussion that night, but, of course much followed the next day (Sunday) and the days that followed. An event like that, a major first, required thinking and analysis to understand motivation and desires. The surprising thing was the acceptance by both of us that the sexual intercourse (if you would call it that) was not the crucial part of what happened. Obviously, it was of considerable importance - true in any marriage - but I wasn't bothered by it and, while she frankly admitted enjoying it, for Jan the real pleasure came from being watched, not the act itself. None the less, several times during the day the reality that she had committed adultery hit her and it did affect her. For my part, I recognized that I had enjoyed the whole show, but I didn't consider myself to be a "wife-watcher" as the term is usually used. Watching her being fucked wasn't the real motivation - it was watching her in an overall erotic setting having fun. I certainly had no desire to set up a situation just to have her screwed. Maybe that was just rationalization, but I really didn't care about applying a term to my feelings anyway.
Jan had, at least overcome her initial panic about our relationship with Marianne and Bryan and, while still worried about seeing her the following day in school, she decided to let her make the first move. Marianne's brief apology led her to hope that it would blow over - although this was not some ordinary faux pas which could be ignored. We still could not understand Marianne's actions, so that would just have to remain a mystery, at least until Monday.
Jan was really nervous as she prepared for school and her inevitable meeting with Marianne. They both had taught there for many years and almost always ate lunch together in the school cafeteria. As you can imagine, the situation was tense while they ate and talked in a stilted way in a room filled with elementary students. Neither was able to eat much and, when finished, Marianne hesitantly said, "Why don't we go into the teacher's lounge. I...I think that we need to talk. To an outside observer it probably looked as if they were headed to their doom - and they felt that way.
Fortunately for Jan, Marianne spoke first, blurting out, "Oh, honey, I'm so sorry about Saturday night! I don't know what came over me and," grimacing, "Bryan. I did and said things that I've never dreamed of saying or doing and, of course, Bryan did something that was beyond belief. I think that we both were out of our minds! I don't know how you could do it, but please forgive me...no, us."
A load fell off Jan's back at that point. "Marianne, of course I forgive you! We may all have been out of our minds. It was a weird situation when," blushing furiously, "I was exposed so explicitly as I was getting out of the Jacuzzi. Everything just went wild from there. I've never have been embarrassed and humiliated as when I was caught like that. I couldn't move forward, I couldn't get back and I couldn't cover myself - it was awful!"
"I know, and instead of getting up and helping you, I just sat there and laughed!"
"Yes, and that's just what my husband did too. I'm afraid that I would have done the same because the situation was funny - except for me! It was my own fault for I obviously didn't get the crotch piece closed properly.'
"That may be true, but, and I'm embarrassed to admit this, the real reason that I didn't get up and help was that I couldn't take my eyes off of your...your..."
"Pussy?"
"Yes, your pussy. I've never seen one exposed like that and, I'm ashamed to admit, I was fascinated and...this is hard to say...aroused by it. You know that I'm not a lesbian, but it excited me and, from that time on, I...I don't recognize myself or understand the way I acted. Instead of stopping him, I urged Bryan on and he took advantage of you - and I helped him! He...he even screwed you and I helped! How can you ever forgive me?"
"Marianne, you're taking too much blame on yourself! Yes, I was embarrassed by showing my pussy like that and if there had been a hole to hide in, I would have jumped for it. I was also embarrassed by everyone laughing at me and the situation as I sat there on Bryan's knee. However, as you must have seen, I got over that pretty quickly as I sat there struggling with Bryan. You weren't the only one who got excited and did things she shouldn't have done. I'm going to be honest. I knew what was happening and I could have gotten up and left the Jacuzzi, but I didn't. I let things happen - I let my top come down, exposing my breasts, I let Bryan feel me and I didn't stop the things that led to Bryan having me. This may shock you, but, while in my normal mind I never would have let those things happen, I don't regret them - even being screwed!"
Marianne looked at her bug-eyed. "Do you really mean that? What about Jeff?"
Jan looked at her warily, wondering if she had gone too far. Seeing nothing but curiosity and shock, she replied, "I certainly do mean it. I can't believe it either and I've gone over it in my mind a million times since Saturday and I honestly have no regrets. Jeff is not upset or concerned at all. He said that events just flowed from one to another and he saw no reason to intervene. He could have stopped it at any time, but he just didn't. He said that it was very sexy to watch, I obviously was really into it - and you were too - so he just sat back and let things take their course. I think that we were all under some kind of spell."
"I can't believe this. Oh, Jan, I'm so relieved. I've felt so guilty all day yesterday. I'm still bothered, though, by my...well, 'being into it' as Jeff said. Actually, I think that I was really 'out of it' as far as my mind was. Bryan, of course, did the main thing, and I don't blame him for that, but I know that I...well, I touched you and I may have hurt you!"
Jan grinned at her, probably the first expression like that since Saturday, and replied, "No, you didn't really hurt me, but my breasts, particularly the nipples were a bit sore yesterday, but they're fine today. I shouldn't say this, but it felt good when you did it! You really were into it!" The bell rang at that point so further discussion had to be postponed, but Marianne went to her class feeling much happier while blushing deeply from Jan's last remark.
They continued to meet every day at school, of course, and over the next several weeks a greater understanding grew between them, conversations that between quite personal and were conveyed to me by Jan. It turned that we were both correct and incorrect about Marianne. As we probably should have realized, as the mother of two grown children, she knew all the words (e.g. fuck) but just didn't use them. She really wasn't so much prudish as uninterested. She and Bryan did have sex, as two adult children attested, but she just didn't get much out of it. She admitted that she had never been as aroused as she was that Saturday night.
Jan, in return, admitted, without details, that she enjoyed displaying herself - talking about the topless beach, not the shoe store type exposure. She made it quite clear that that tendency probably accounted for her behavior in the Jacuzzi. Inevitably, Marianne asked about the body suit. It had become obvious that Bryan had not confessed anything about his and Jan's nefarious underwater or Jacuzzi area sex-play, so the real reason for the open crotch suit was still a secret. She replied honestly, if evasively, that we always go in the water nude when we're alone and that she was just more comfortable with as little coverage as possible under water. She even said, truthfully, that she changed to the body suit because she just couldn't take her bikini pants down when people were there.
Marianne's response was surprising. "I've never been in the water without a suit, but I bet that it does feel good." Then, showing how she had become much freer in language and thought, and making Jan do a double take, she added, "Good heavens, I wonder what Bryan thought about you sitting there with your pussy bare! Well, if it feels better open, keep doing it, and as far as I'm concerned, you can wear the bikini and take the pants off once you're in. Nobody would know so what difference would it make."
That statement really illustrated the change Jan saw in Marianne after that Saturday night. That she would speculate about how Bryan would even think about Jan being open under the water just never would have happened. That she would use the word "pussy" without hesitation was surprising in itself. There was no way she could ever suggested that it would be ok for Jan to take her pants off - that just would not have happened either.
Jan and I spent quite a bit of time, primarily in bed in the evening, talking about these revelations, particularly having discovered that Marianne wasn't really interested in sex because she just didn't get much out of it. She didn't go into that much at that time, but Jan and I speculated about what she and Bryan did in bed, wondering if he did anything to engage her since he wasn't particularly sophisticated person in other ways. As might be expected, Marianne didn't go into details as to why she wasn't interested in sex.
In conversations with others over the years, she was always very reluctant to divulge any personal experiences or beliefs on any sexual subjects and she showed disinterest or disapproval if anyone else did so. This attitude definitely made other people hesitant to discuss such things in her presence. Now, however, when she and Jan were talking in a private situation (usually after lunch), she would frequently refer back to the events of that night or to related subjects. On several occasions, for example, she commented, approvingly, on our being nude in the Jacuzzi when alone and, surprisingly given her past prudishness, referred to Jan's professed desire to be exposed under the water in a favorable way. Each time she did so, she repeated her comment that Jan should just take her pants off underwater if she wanted to. Jan recounted these conversations, of course, leading to speculation on our part.
"She made that suggestion again today, and it almost seems that she is urging me to do it!"
"Yeah, this is at least the third time you've mentioned it. I can't help but wonder if she just wants to see you naked again. As I've said before, after watching her stare at your cunt the way she did and considering the way she acted afterwards, it would make sense."
"I know. I can't help wondering the same thing. I can't believe that she ever would have accepted someone doing something like that - sitting half naked in the Jacuzzi with people around - or alone, for that matter! In addition, she made that comment about wondering what Bryan thought about me being open under the water. Bryan evidently didn't tell her about anything we did but she seems to assume that he knew about my pussy being bare. Why would she think that? Maybe I misunderstood her. In any case, she's seen him feel me and, even, screw me. Would she expect me let him feel me if I didn't have pants on?'
"Or would she want to feel you afterwards!"
"Oh, I won't go that far - at least I don't think so. One thing is certain. Our lunch time conversations are not quite the banal, mundane things they were."
"How do you feel? Would you like to have your pants off with everyone there?"
"I'm sure that I'd love it, but I'd be too scared. What if I had to get out? What if Doug looked down through the water and saw that I was naked and told Susan? I suppose that I could take them off after only the four of us were left, but what would that mean - or what would they think it meant? I'd better stick to my open-pussy bodysuit. That's adventurous enough. I don't even know about that, however. Do I even want to start with Bryan again? Gods, he's had me once - would he want to try me when you two were in the plant room. We've got to think of all those things before we have them all over again. It might be best to go back to everyone being together after the Jacuzzi to be safe."
"Well, you think about it. Whatever you want - or whatever you're comfortable with - is ok with me. You know, all this started about...what...a year and a half ago wasn't it? Just after Joan went away to school. Now she's half way through her sophomore year and in that time you've not only shown yourself completely but you've, unbelievably, been fucked. Even, in a way, been involved in a threesome - although that might be a stretch. You've certainly done far more than either of us could have conceived of, so maybe that's enough. You decide."
"Well, if we're going to have everyone over this Saturday, I think that I'll wear the bodysuit and open the pussy-cover, as always. I won't say anything about it ahead of time, but if she asks, I'll tell her. Then what I do will depend, I guess, on her response. I'm sure that Bryan will want to feel me as before, but, if she knows I'm open, he may not dare do anything. Regardless, it probably would be better if we didn't do the plant room thing. I don't know. We'll see what happens tomorrow when we talk. Anyway, she certainly sounded pleased when we talked on the phone."
When we got home the following day, it was obvious that Jan had something on her mind, something out of the ordinary. "Marianne's first comment today was how happy she was that we were getting together on Saturday. She didn't say so directly, but I think that she had been having some of the same qualms I had about the impact that sex would have on our social life. Anyway, we talked about a bunch of school things while we were eating, but afterwards, when we were alone in the lounge, the first thing she asked was if I was going to wear my bikini instead of the bodysuit. I told her just what I decided yesterday and that I thought that I would stick to what I had been wearing. I was really surprised when she immediately said that I probably would prefer wearing the two piece suit because it would be more fun. I decided not to be coy and pretend that I didn't understand what she meant - that I would enjoy having the pants off under the water. I just admitted that she might be right, but I said that I would be afraid of something going wrong.
"It was obvious that she was disappointed but she seemed to understand my fears. However, she really shocked me when she went on, blithely assuming (correctly, but still shocking that she would say it), that with the crotch piece open I would, in her words, 'have my pussy exposed under the water!' I'm sure my face showed how startled I was at that and it got worse as she went on to say how happy Bryan would be! I don't what shocked me more, her comment about my pussy or what appeared to be her assumption that Bryan would feel me! This from a woman who, a few weeks ago, would never say the word 'pussy' unless referring to a cat!"
"My god, she has changed! You're right, that is shocking, but, for me, one of the most surprising things is her total lack of concern, or being the least bit bothered by, Bryan's role in all of this. After all, he was feeling everything you have right in front of her and, more, went beyond that and actually fucked you. Now, unless you misinterpreted her comment, she seems to assume he's free to feel you again - and she doesn't mind! As you say, the fact that she is correct doesn't make it any less surprising, particularly coming from her."
"Yeah, and to top it off, as she was leaving, she turned back and said, 'I still think that you should wear the bikini!' It is tempting, particularly with her entreaties, but I'm just not able to get past the danger. I still wonder what she's thinking." When Saturday came, Jan went with the conservative plan - bodysuit and, since Marianne, for whatever reason, didn't mention the orchids, we all dried off together. Bryan played with Jan's cunt as he had before, she carefully refastened the Velcro connection before she got up and, when she stretched to get out, the cunt-cover held firm. It was sort of a let-down for everybody, I think, but, still, the activity under water would have been astounding just a year or so ago.
Nothing specific was said between Jan and Marianne about that under water activity, but the casual comments made it pretty obvious that Marianne knew what was happening. After that tame evening, there was less conversation of a sexual nature between them, but there had been a real intimacy between them and Marianne did not revert to her rather puritanical attitude.
Things changed when, about a month later, we, again, invited our friends over for games and the Jacuzzi, and, almost immediately, Marianne inquired about what Jan planned to wear. Informed that she probably was going to wear the bodysuit again, Marianne urged her, more strongly than ever, to wear the two-piece suit. We had wondered whether she would raise the issue again - and she had. We had speculated as to why she was so interested and my interpretation was that she was interested in, at least, seeing Jan's cunt. I couldn't help remembering how she had stared that last time and the way she had acted afterwards. Jan had a hard time accepting that theory, but she had nothing better to offer.
In any case, several times that week Marianne urged her to wear the bikini and, finally, on Friday afternoon, Jan just asked, "Marianne, do you honestly want me to wear the two piece suit?"
"Yes, I think that you would really enjoy it."
"I enjoy the bodysuit. When the crotch piece is open I get the pleasure of being exposed under the water - and my pussy is available." That last statement was difficult to say because pretty much confirmed the unspoken sex-play with Bryan. "In addition, I'm still worried that someone might see me." Interestingly, it obviously was accepted that the reason for a two-piece suit was that she could take the pants off under water. "Why should I take the risk when I'm already having fun with it? Do you really want me to do it anyway? If you really want me to do it, I will. Do you?"
As Jan described it, Marianne sat there, looking stunned. She looked away, blushing and finally was able to force herself to reply, "Yes." Then, embarrassed, after a pause, "Yes, I don't really know why, but yes, I do."
Jan didn't leave her hanging. She reached over and hugged her, saying with real affection, "Ok, honey, if you want me to, I wear it tomorrow night!" Then, to lighten the suddenly tense atmosphere, "I just hope that Doug won't see through the water!"
When Jan walked into the house I knew that something of importance had occurred, but I wasn't prepared for what I heard when she recounted that conversation. She had been dead set against removing her pants under the water because of fear of exposure - she loved exposure, but this was different. Given her repeated suggestions in the recent past, I wasn't the least bit surprised at Marianne's urging Jan to wear the bikini, but it was totally unexpected that, even under Jan's insistent questioning, she would admit that she, herself, wanted Jan to do it - not for Jan's desire to be nude under the water, but for herself. However, I was almost equally astonished that Jan had said that she would do it if Marianne really wanted her to.
"Why did you do that? You were adamant that you were afraid to sit there like that and intended to stay with the bodysuit. Yet, when Marianne made her usual suggestion that you should go to the bikini because you would enjoy it, you practically forced her to admit that her real desire was to see you herself. You said 'if you really want me to do it, I will,' putting the decision in her hands! Now you've promised to wear it tomorrow night. Why?"
"Damn it, I honestly don't know. It was on the spur of the moment. At that moment I just wanted to know what was actually on her mind. We've been speculating on the things she did that time and I was curious about her true motivation - wondering if seeing, and, and maybe, touching me, again was what she wanted."



"Well, you certainly know now that it's more than an innocent desire on her part to help you enjoy yourself - which is no surprise. Now, you know that I have no problem with you showing off to them; completely naked for that matter. I don't even have any problem with Bryan fucking you again if that is what you want. I just think that you need to know just what it is that you really do want."
"That's the problem - I don't know what I really want. I've been thinking about exactly that. I have no particular desire to be fucked again, but, and I'm shocked to be saying this, I certainly wouldn't fight against it if I were in that same situation. As you know, after the first embarrassment faded away, I really enjoyed being naked with them last time. I don't think I've said this before specifically, but I liked knowing that you were watching. I think that I felt safe that you were there and, obviously, not upset. It would be even better now that I know that you approve.
"The thing that I've had to come to terms with, to accept, is that I really liked her being interested. I knew when her hands replaced his on my pussy. While Bryan was fucking me, I was aware of her hands on my tits - and I liked it, even when it hurt. Good god, this is hard to admit but I think that I would like her to do it again! I think that I said what I did to her today because I wanted her to know that I would take my pants off if she wanted me to! I wanted to admit that I was not doing it because it felt good under the water."
"This is unexpected! You haven't said anything like this before! Do you want to have sex with her?"
"I'm a hell of a long way from saying that! No...well... I'd like to have my legs spread open again, showing my pussy to her. I'd like her to put her hand on my tits and pussy and feel me, maybe even finger me. I guess, in a way, that is having sex with her with me just being seen and played with - rather one-sided, but that does appeal to me. Maybe this is just an extreme form of exhibitionism, but it excites me! The thing is, she's changed so much in this brief period of time. For whatever the reason, she is much more open, particularly about sex."
"That wouldn't take much!"
"Yeah, I know. But...look, we've been friends, good, close friends, for years but we've been much closer since that night. I think that the things we did would either drive us apart or move us closer together. I was afraid that it would be the former - and she feared the same thing - but we definitely are closer. I would have expected to be repelled by having another woman touching me but I certainly wasn't! Of course, I would have been horrified at the thought of another man screwing me, but I wasn't. Maybe I'm just depraved!"
"Don't be ridiculous. You may be immodest by normal standards and you have certainly have engaged in a surprising level of sexual activity with enthusiasm, but you hardly are debouched - let's say that you are adventurous, not morally depraved! Regardless, I have to admit that this comes as a surprise. Combining sex and Marianne in the same sentence never would have occurred to me, although, she did seem different when they were here last time. Maybe there's some sex appeal there after all. In any case, I certainly have no objection if there's mutual attraction. Go for it and see what happens. There's one important thing, though. Your concern about Doug looking down through the water when he gets out was valid. Other than that, it should be fun knowing that you are sitting there with no pants on. Now, if Susan were to take Marianne's place, I might join in!"
"If it were Susan instead of Marianne, I'd probably keep my pants on! I've been thinking about the problem with Doug and I think that I should be safe if, before you turn the lights back up, I spread my suit pants over me. It won't be long and, through the water, it should look normal."
"Ok, that should work. Tomorrow night it is, then."
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With this new development, the following night took on a different level of significance. While the games were fun, this time we were more eager to get to the Jacuzzi. Things were routine as everyone got in until Jan showed up in the two-piece suit she hadn't worn for a long time. I think that it was Lois who commented on it first, merely noticing the change, while both Doug and Tim made enthusiastic, jocular observations about improving the landscape. I dimmed the lights and, as planned, I directed a question at Doug to get his attention while Jan worked her pants down over her hips and down her legs. I watched her, out of the corner of my eyes as she quickly raised her bottom off of the seat, shortly afterwards reach down into the water and, then sit back with a smile on her face. I knew that she was sitting in the Jacuzzi naked below the waist and, undoubtedly, was hotter than the water.
I'll admit that I was surprised at how arousing it was to know that my wife was sitting in the Jacuzzi completely naked under the water with six other people right around her and that one of those people undoubtedly was playing with her cunt! I guess it was the danger of exposure (literally) combined with the erotic situation that caused that reaction, but it gave the whole situation a thrill that I hadn't expected. Lois and Tim finally left, followed by Susan and Doug, with no one the wiser, leaving the four main characters in the drama.
Not surprisingly, there was a period of awkwardness as we sat there in the Jacuzzi engaged in desultory conversation, not knowing what to do or what to say. Finally, it was Marianne who broke the ice, asking Jan, bluntly, "How did it feel with your pants off? Was it exciting?"
Jan made no coquettish response or pretended reluctance to reply as, with a wide smile, she brought her bikini pants up out of the water, wrung them out and put them out on the deck. Almost smugly, she replied, "It was very exciting, sitting here like that with everyone around. It was a bit scary at first, but I got over that pretty quickly. I love being in the Jacuzzi naked. In fact, what do I need this for?" As she said that, she calmly reached behind her back, unfastened her bra and put it with her pants. She just sat there, now completely naked, her cunt still beneath the water and her tits barely hidden just below the surface. She just sat there with amazing aplomb, showing absolutely no sign of embarrassment. It was very impressive.
At that point I turned the lights up, fully illuminating her nude body through the water. There was nothing there that we hadn't seen before - or felt, for that matter - but the insouciance with which she posed there was perfect. There was complete silence for at least a minute before anyone reacted, the first, I believe, was a "Wow!" from Bryan. Then, Marianne recovered to ask questions like, "Did you have any problem taking then off? Were you scared when Jeff put the lights up? Did you have your legs open?" It was shocking in a way to hear her, for it certainly would not have happened a few months ago.
Jan replied very succinctly, "No, while Jeff talked to Doug distracting him, I just slide them down. Yes I was scared the first time, but I put my pants over me when the lights were on and I knew that I was hidden." To the most personal question, she answered with a grin at Bryan, "Yes, my legs were wide open. Very accessible!" She made it very clear that Bryan knew about her spread legs. I could tell that she was really hot from that and the way she flaunted her nakedness, nipples hard as rocks, aimed directly at Marianne. We just sat there, staring at her, really having nothing to say and just waiting for the next step.
After about another five or so minutes of this and she finally took that step by saying, as she usually did after enough time in the water, "I'm getting water-logged, I think I'll get out." I don't know if the others were disappointed, thinking that she meant to end the show, but, if so, that disappointment quickly vanished. Without haste, she stood up, displaying her triangle of cunt hair for the first time that night. Turning, showing her curvy bare bottom, she stepped up onto the seat, raised her right leg and straddled the Jacuzzi rim - and got stuck, one leg in, one leg out. There she stood, blatantly exposing her entire cunt like the last time, but without the frantic struggle to get her legs together! If anything, the cunt was opened even wider than the last time, the lips spread further, the hole, itself, a deep red tunnel going up into her. The last time she hadn't expected to show anything - the cunt-cover was supposedly in place - but this time she was highly excited and was just deliberately exposing herself in the most brazen way possible.
That, of course, was the real difference between last time and this time and, as a result, the atmosphere was completely different. Then, Jan had innocently made her usual, often ineffective, effort to climb over the rim onto the deck. She was fully dressed and was looking forward to giving Bryan a private viewing of her "charms." She did not expect to have the cunt-cover open up and completely expose her cunt. When that happened, it was funny - to the watchers, not to her. There were gales of laughter at her frantic and futile efforts to cover herself. So you had amusement combined with an extraordinarily erotic view of every detail between her legs.
This time there was no laughter. Instead of accidentally having her cunt exposed, she was now completely naked and was fully aware of what she was showing. The same place between her legs was on display, but it was deliberately being shown. The result was a completely different atmosphere as we all focused on the most intimate part of her body. Even I, who had been seeing her cunt for many years, was fascinated, seeing it in a completely different light as she openly exposed it.
As she had last time, Marianne was staring fixedly at Jan's displayed cunt with a different expression that I only can say looked yearning, as if she really wanted something. Before, she was shocked and aroused, but this time it was more than that. Her face was almost as fascinating as the view of Jan's cunt because it was so revealing. At that point I was certain that our speculations about her sexual interests had been correct.
Jan was facing Bryan so her hips were turned away from him, but he leaned out around her and he, too, stared between her legs. This time I had anticipated the action taking place in the Jacuzzi rather than outside of it, so I had set up a camera facing the section where Jan and Bryan sat. Looking at that scene later, it looked almost as if both Marianne and Bryan were hypnotized as they peered, unmoving, at Jan's cunt. So, the eyes of three people were focused like lasers on those few square inches between her legs. Not a word was said.
She just stood there, half in and half out of the Jacuzzi, letting them look at her. Her hips had been in the water, so, of course, she was wet all over, but the moisture on and, particularly, inside her vagina was different. There was no question that she was extremely excited, a fact confirmed by the way her hips were swaying back and forth. I had no idea at the time how long that tableau held, but later I timed it on the video and it was a full minute, a long time for her to stay poised over the Jacuzzi rim.
At that point, she began to try to pull her leg back over the rim, breaking the thrall-like power the scene held over us. Both Bryan and Marianne jumped up to help her, but it was obvious that their help was self-serving as well as solicitous. Marianne was in his way so that Bryan couldn't get around to Jan's extended leg, so he conveniently reached under her arms and, grasping her breasts, attempted to pull her back into the Jacuzzi. At the same time, Marianne was helping Jan get her leg lifted over the rim, but, as they succeeded, her hand slid directly onto her cunt - and stayed there!
With Bryan pulling her, using her tits as handles. Jan ended up half reclining across him with one leg on the seat, the other on the bottom. That left her legs wide apart with Marianne's hand between them, presumably "helping" Bryan pulling her upright. I couldn't see exactly what was going on, so I reached over and turned off the Jacuzzi power, leaving us in a relatively quiet pool of clear water. There was still some turbulence as they moved around, but I could see Marianne's fingers moving between Jan's legs. There really was no effort at concealment - Bryan was fondling and squeezing Jan's tits and Marianne was playing with her cunt. Actually, I'm sure that Marianne was just immersed in a sexual frenzy, not really thinking but I'm sure that Bryan had a goal in mind pretty quickly.
Still holding her by her breasts, her pulled her up until, as last time, she was sitting on his knee, her back toward him with Marianne's back toward me. As he had last time, he was sliding Jan's cunt back and forth over his leg. I couldn't see exactly what Marianne was doing but I thought that she might be kissing Jan's tits as Bryan held them. Her hand remained at Jan's cunt, sliding with it as Bryan moved her. They stayed in that position for some time, him gripping her breasts, until, abruptly, he stood Jan up, turned her around, dislodging Marianne's hand, and sat her back down, straddling his knees. His purpose was clear for his erect cock was visible when she was standing up. It must have been out all along, for both hands had been on her tits the entire time. This time there was no question of what was going to happen - no objections from Marianne, no "don't you dare" from Jan.
As soon as Jan had been turned around to face Bryan, Marianne began running her hand all over her ass, even, it appeared, over her asshole. In the clear water I could see what was hidden the last time, the joining of cock and cunt. Bryan, with his hands holding her by her hips, he began raising and lowering Jan on his cock. It was quite evident that she was as into it as he, crouched over, and going up and down and writhing about, getting the cock in as deeply as possible. They were moving violently, sending waves of water across the Jacuzzi, actually splashing enough to block the view.
While this vigorous fucking was going on, Marianne reached up with one hand, grasping Jan's left tit and virtually mauling it. I couldn't see too well because Jan's back was partially turned toward me, but as Jan and Bryan twisted about I got a glimpse of Marianne's fingers sinking into the tit as she squeezed it and pinched the nipple. Most surprising - actually shocking considering her past attitude - the fingers of her right hand was between Jan's legs, evidently feeling the junction of cunt and cock while the thumb appeared to be at her asshole. She had dropped onto her knees in the water so her face was just above Jan's waist, making it easy to reach the tit and the ass.
All three of them were lost in the orgasmic pleasure of this adulterous fucking. With the Jacuzzi motor off, the only sounds in the room were the groans and gasps, the splashing of the water and, as the first time, Marianne muttering incessantly, "Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her!" Actually, all three were just too aroused to last too long. Jan began to move almost spastically, squirming and writhing as she reached orgasm. Bryan soon followed. Whether Marianne actually climaxed I'm not sure, but she certainly moved her pelvis up and down as if she were.
Me? My cock was as hard as it ever has been. I'm certain that if I had touched it, the Jacuzzi would have had a spray of cum. Truthfully, I was so entranced by the erotic sex show in front of me that I just watched. Obviously, I knew that it was my wife being taken right in front of me and that her female friend was deeply involved, but that personal aspect of it was secondary to just watching a pornographic scene play out in front of me. Somehow, it didn't seem real, just an unbelievable show. Obviously, I knew it real but it was only afterwards that I thought of doing anything myself. This time, like the first one, I was an observer, not a participant. If it had gone on longer, I might have been compelled by my own desire to join in, but I really don't know how I could have since the three were so engaged with each other.
In any case, when the various explosions had run their course, all three of them just collapsed against each other as they gasped and panted, trying to recapture their breath and get their heartbeats under control. Jan was slumped against Bryan while Marianne, still on her knees, was resting her head on Jan's hip, her right hand still on the hip with the fingers still between the cheeks of her ass. It was quite a scene.
Marianne, the one least depleted by the expense of energy, was the first to recover and, as she sat up, she pulled her fingers away as if they were on a hot burner She struggled to her feet and sat down, a bemused, almost unbelieving, look on her face. The other two revived at almost the same time, but just sat there for almost a minute before Jan pulled up off of Bryan's cock and forced herself to her feet.
Being an observer sometimes pays benefits as in this case where I could watch several people's expressions and actions after they had participated in an event in which they had been totally out of control - one in which afterwards they might well ask themselves, "My god, what did I do...what was I thinking...what does he (or she or they) think of me?" There's a combination, in varying degrees, of exhilaration, shame, apprehension and probably many other things that people feel at times like that. For these three, this time was somewhat different from the first since some sexual activity had been anticipated, but their reaction still differed from each other. Bryan rarely spoke in normal situations, so his quietness would be expected and "exhilaration" probably was his feeling. Jan really had orchestrated the whole business in a way and, while being quite that blatant was not natural to her, she loved the exposure and, she freely admitted, loved the sex, even being fucked.
For Marianne, however, it was different. She had done things that were completely out of her comfort zone, things she probably had never anticipated doing. Did she go too far...was what she had done perverted... would Jan be upset...why did she want to do those things - thoughts that bedeviled her while, at the same time, she knew that she had loved what she had done. You could see the negative thoughts playing across her face as she dried. Still, even she recovered sufficiently enough that smiles were exchanged instead of the glum, worried drawn looks of last time.
It was peculiar seeing Marianne and Bryan using their towels and putting on their robes while Jan, while drying off, and even afterwards, just stood there, completely naked, enjoying her nudity in front of them. She made a pretty picture, her tits red, nipples swollen and turgid from the rough play, her cunt hair fluffy, drawing eyes to her crotch which had just been the center of attention - she loved it! The sex was over, but she was still relishing the exposure.
It was still awkward then and when upstairs saying goodnight. On the one hand, the events in the Jacuzzi were too momentous to ignore but, what do you say? Should Bryan compliment Jan on how good it felt to fuck her? Should Marianne say how much she enjoyed feeling Jan's cunt? Maybe Jan could thank them both for working her over so well! On the other, the banal "Thank you for coming" hardly was enough. Finally, Jan found a middle ground as they were leaving by simply saying, with a meaningful smile, "That was fun tonight. I really enjoyed it." That lightened the mood and they happily smiled back, saying that they had too.
There was one final point of interest which might - or might not - be important and presage events in the future. When we were saying good night, Jan gave Bryan a light kiss as they were leaving, barely touching lips, something she always did. She always did the same thing with Marianne - a light kiss, sometimes almost an "air kiss." This time, while not making a big deal of it, the kiss was directly on the lips and it was a real kiss for fifteen seconds or more. Marianne clearly responded.
They were barely out of the door before we hurried into the bedroom to discuss what had turned out to be a fabulous evening. However, there was something to do before we started - my cock was ready for her cunt! She was ready too and, as I came down on her she said, "I don't think that I have ever been this hot! This whole evening has been wild - I was completely naked in front of them - just standing there naked!" She proved her excitement by humping up at me as soon as I was in. I was equally ready after watching that erotic display she had put on in the Jacuzzi, a sex show far more arousing than any porno production that I had ever seen.
It was not an intercourse session where there was a mutual buildup to a final climax - we both were near that climax when we started. I swear that her orgasm began as soon as she was penetrated and just continued as I pounded into her. Of course, I didn't last long with all that evening's stimulation, so our final mutual explosion came quickly. We lay there for a few minutes, recovering, before saying anything as I rolled off to the side. Suddenly, she started giggling, and as I looked quizzically at her she grinned and said, "I guess I was wrong! You did get sloppy seconds again!"
That earned her a resounding slap on her ass as she tried, futilely, to get away from what she knew was coming! "I told you not to be cute! If you're going to get your cunt fucked by another man, I expect to be treated with respect!" Then, grinning myself, I went on. "That was quite a kiss you gave Marianne - Bryan fucks you and all he gets is a peck on the lips. What's going on?"
Jan sobered up quickly as she replied, "I really don't know - it was just a spur of the moment thing. I suddenly felt a burst of affection for her and, I'm shocked to admit, some sexual attraction. I don't know...the whole evening and the way she was playing with me made me feel different about her right then. By tomorrow it may have worn off, but it was a very intense experience. Last time was such a total surprise and I was into it before I really knew what was happening. This time I knew what was coming and I was more aware of individual things that she was doing."
"Look, why don't you start at the beginning - taking you pants of - rather than mixing everything up out of order."
"Yeah, that makes sense. Well, as I told Marianne, I had no trouble taking the pants off. Doug was looking at you the whole time. Gods, it felt sexy as I just sat back, naked below the waist, actually below my bra, talking to everyone, knowing how shocked they would be if they could have seen through the water. I don't know why that excites me so much, but it does. Bryan immediately reached down and went right to my pussy and really began to play with me. I half turned toward him, put my right leg up over his knee and just enjoyed it. My legs were wide open with no bodysuit in the way.
"When Lois and Tim were ready to leave and I knew that you were going to raise the lights, I spread the pants over me and I could tell that I looked fully covered. I did the same when Susan and Doug left, of course. Then it was just a question of how to get started with really showing off. I'll admit that I was a bit nervous because I couldn't just announce that I had no pants on, but they had to know. There was that awkward period when no one said anything or knew how to get things started. It was weird - everyone knew what was going on but no one mentioned 'the elephant in the room.'
"Fortunately, Marianne finally broke the ice and everything naturally followed. I felt wonderful! I held the pants up, said my legs were wide open, looking right at Bryan as if for confirmation. Then, as you saw, I was so hot that I just took by bra off and sat there completely naked! I had to have been hot to have done that, but I loved it. Sitting there completely naked like that undoubtedly was the most exciting thing I had ever done - doing something outrageous, being the unquestioned center of attention - it was wonderful and probably gave me the courage to do what I did next.



"All week I had thought of it, but I doubted that I would have the nerve, but I did! I just stood up, stepped on the seat and put my leg up over the rim, totally opening myself, exposing everything between by legs! I could feel my pussy spreading open and I knew that they could see right into me."
"You certainly were right. I think that you were more open than that first picture and we could see where your tonsils had been! Seriously, I never dreamed that you would go that far. I expected a flash, maybe a long flash, but you just posed there while we all studied your cunt! It was amazing!"
"It certainly was not a flash - I waited for someone to do something but no one did and I just couldn't hold that position any longer. Fortunately, both of them jumped up to 'help' me and that is when the real fun began. Marianne moved first and grabbed my leg to help get it back into the Jacuzzi, while Bryan grabbed me by my tits and started to pull me in. I don't know if you could tell, but Marianne's hand went directly to my pussy and, I think, stayed there the rest of the time, even when Bryan's cock went in. Half the time she actually had at least one finger in me, usually finger-fucking me.
"Bryan dragged me, by my tits, onto his knee and, like last time, slid me back and forth - that really felt good on my pussy. Marianne's finger wasn't in then - I was flat on his knee - but it was moving back and forth with me, rubbing my clit. I don't know how she did it, but at the same time I felt her other hand on my right tit. Bryan had his hand around it, squeezing it into a cone, I think, and she had her fingers on it working on my nipple. I don't how she did it, but somehow she managed to get close enough to kiss and suck the nipple!"
"She was kneeling in the water so she could get at you. I thought that she was kissing your tit, but I was behind her and couldn't see."
"That explains it. I couldn't see how she could get to my pussy and tit at the same time. She was sucking my nipple for most of the time; I think that she may have left some marks on the tit, itself. Anyway, you saw Bryan turn me around so I was facing him, straddling his knees, and lowered me onto his cock. It just slid into me with no trouble—I certainly was well lubricated - and he fucked me again! At that point I think that anybody or, maybe, anything could have gotten into me. I was so hot and so far gone that I simply was open and available.
"Again, I don't know much you could see because Marianne was between you and me, but I could feel her fingers on my pussy and she must have felt his cock going in and out of me as I moved up and down. Then, she moved both hands up to my tits and, I swear, squeezed them worse than the last time - her hand was around them with her thumb and a finger trying, it seemed, to flatten my nipples. It hurt and excited me at the same time and I know that I'll be bruised tomorrow. But I loved it right then!
"Something else too. When she was feeling my pussy when Bryan was pulling me down from the step, she definitely was fingering my...my..."
"Asshole."
"Ok, my asshole - I don't like that word! I'm certain that her fingertip went in a few times. Then, when we were fucking and her fingers were on my pussy, I felt her thumb doing the same thing. It's funny how you can be concentrating on one thing, like being fucked, and be aware of other things. I was really lost to the world as I pounded up and down, but I'm sure she was touching me there before she moved up to my tits."
"Well, of course, I couldn't see all of those things, but I knew that her hands were all over you. When you were finished and the three of you just collapsed on each other, I could see better because the water wasn't stirred up. You were slumped forward over Bryan and I could make out that his cock was still in you. In addition, her hands had left your tits and her right hand was resting on your bottom with its fingers on or in the crack. I hope that the camera caught all of this. It's at a different angle, a little to the side and quite a bit higher."
The camera did, indeed, show the things we had talked about and, even, more, e.g. Bryan taking his cock out of his pants as soon as Susan and Doug left, obviously anticipating what was to come. The thing that got Jan's attention, however, was the display she made as she stood on the seat and put her leg over the rim. I stopped the recording and we both gaped at how clear and how explicit the image was. "Good god," she gasped, as the camera showed in high definition every detail of her cunt. "I can't believe that it looked like that! I was incredibly hot right then to do that at all, but if I had known how it would look, I might have been afraid to do it. Damn! No, that was brazen but I probably would have done it anyway. You were right - I can see right into me. Look at how wet I was and how it actually glistens in the light. I'm absolutely mortified, but, I'll admit, I'm excited at the same time. They actually looked right between my legs which I held open for them like a woman in a porno film.
"You know, I'm really embarrassed looking at that picture, watching myself doing something that is indecent by almost any standard - certainly indecent by my own standards - but I'm getting excited by looking at it and thinking that they were looking at me! It feels perverted to me and I disapprove of it, but it excites me and, while it sort of disturbs be to admit it, I'd probably do it again! I don't like it - but it excites me!"
"Well, we agreed that you weren't hurting anyone by any of this and nothing has changed. You're having fun, they're obviously are enjoying it. I certainly don't mind. So, it would shock most people but, who cares? Most people certainly would be shocked at my behavior, maybe more than yours. I'm sitting there watching my wife get fucked and I'm not upset - in fact, I encourage you to go on and I get excited myself. In normal terms, I would think that I was perverted - and maybe I am in a way - but I'm not a 'wife watcher' as the term is regularly used.
"I'm not getting aroused because I enjoy seeing my wife getting fucked. I'm not encouraging you to let Bryan screw you for my benefit. When I'm watching as you have sex with him - actually with them - it's like I'm watching a live porno show. Obviously, I know that it's my wife involved, but I'm doing it because you want it! Now, as I said before, that may be a rationalization, but I can say, with complete honesty, that, while I enjoy the show, you can stop this at any time and I'll be perfectly happy."
She leaned over and kissed me, saying, "Oh, I know all of that! This is all me with you helping me do what I want. It started because I wanted to show Bryan my tit in the Jacuzzi. Next I showed him my tits and pussy by opening my robe. Then I got the bodysuit so he could feel me. I wanted to do all of that - my idea - and you helped me. If it hadn't been for that totally unexpected pussy-cover accident, that's probably all that would have happened. Certainly, Bryan wouldn't have fucked me, Marianne wouldn't have gotten involved and all we would be doing would be that relatively innocent exhibitionism and fondling with Bryan.
"I could have stopped it that first time before it went all the way and I certainly didn't have to do what I did last night. Now, I see that picture of me with my leg up and open, and I feel that maybe I went too far. The darnest thing - and this was true the other time - I'm not even thinking about having had sex with Bryan! Good god, he fucked me again! He came inside of me! It was adultery, particularly this time because I went into it deliberately! I should be horrified at that, but it just doesn't seem that important. Obviously, that would be different if it bothered you. It's weird, though, that the thing that most people would consider depraved or sinful is really a minor event to me. What horrifies me is how immodest. ...gods, here I am talking about being immodest! That's stupid!"
"Right! It is immodest. It's also lewd, scandalous, immoral, appalling and, maybe, reprehensible - and probably a whole lot of other derogatory words, but, so what! You looked amazingly sexy, you it loved doing it and, obviously, Marianne and Bryan enjoyed the view. Even I thought that you looked exciting and I've seen the same thing a thousand times. What's the problem?"
"You haven't seen me like that, in that position, a thousand times! I guess that I still have that ambivalence - I love showing off but I still feel some guilt because I 'shouldn't" do it because it's 'indecent.' 'Nice' girls, or women, don't do things like that! Looking at that video of me being that brazen just shocked me a bit, I guess."
"Well, fortunately, you're not a 'nice' person in that way, so we all got to enjoy a magnificent view of an intimate part of your anatomy. You made everybody happy."
"Ok, I know that you are right and I know that I love displaying myself. It's just seeing me in that position was a big shock. In any case, with that out of the way, my biggest concern...no, concern is the wrong word...'interest' is more like it...is Marianne. I don't know what's going on there, but I can't deny any more that she seems to be sexually interested me. The first time I thought that she might have gotten carried away and acted out of character. I was pretty convinced of her interest when she admitted that she wanted me to take my pants off under the water, but that was just conjecture. Now, I don't think that there is any question. The things that she did - playing with my pussy, squeezing my tits, kissing and sucking my nipples and, even, touching my bottom - simply went far beyond anything I expected. Wait, look here."
Jan stood up and began to unbutton her blouse and continued, "You were up and out before I woke up this morning so I didn't get to show you this." She took the blouse off and reached back to unfasten her bra. As it came off, she revealed that both breasts were covered in light blue bruises from the squeezing they had received, but more startling were the number of what could only be hickeys. Both nipples were surrounded by red to purple marks that only could have from vigorous kisses and sucking. I couldn't tell for sure, but the nipples, themselves, looked swollen many hours after the event.
"My god, she did work them over didn't she! Some of the bruises undoubtedly were made by Bryan, but not the other marks. Actually, though. I didn't need to see that evidence to prove to me that there was something more than that she simply joining in on a sexual...what...an orgy? She was fascinated by you and her hand moved to your cunt almost immediately. Last time she was hesitant and seemed to get carried away - not this time. Are you going to do or say anything? Or just ignore it unless she says something."
"I don't know. I don't know what I would say but it's hard to ignore - particularly what she did to my tits."
"That's it! Show her your tits! Last time she apologized about getting carried away and was afraid that she had hurt your breasts. Show them to her! And she talked about your cunt...your pussy...last time so there may be an opening to ask her about what she's thinking. She did admit that she wanted you to take your pants off, so just ask her if she liked it!"
"I can just picture me whipping my bra off and saying, 'Look at what you did to my tits last Saturday!' Maybe I should say breasts rather than tits! Oh, I have a real life-sized picture of me doing that! However, if she does bring up the whole episode with her and Bryan, I'll probably try to widen the discussion. That's still weird - her husband fucked me for the second time, right beside her, and here we are wondering about her feelings about me. Let's not get fixated on that - there's a lot more here that I didn't expect.
"I can't believe the look on my face as they worked on me. I was really into it, more than I remembered and I had the most wanton expression, really lost in the sex. I had no idea that I could have looked so...well, lustful! I knew what was going on, and I would have remembered being in control of my emotions, but the picture doesn't show that at all! When Bryan is in me, I just go crazy - I'm bouncing up and down on his cock like a wild woman. It's a good thing that you recorded the whole thing, for I never would have believed that I could have reacted as I did.
"Looking at it, Bryan is the only one who knew what he was doing the whole time. He had one thing in mind and that was to get into me. He was under control throughout, pulling me into position, feeling - actually, squeezing - my tits, turning me around and putting his cock in and fucking me. Marianne and I were just, seemingly, in a sexual daze, just letting things happen. No conscious goals. She, apparently, was as lost in it as I was and I'm certain that she would be shocked, and mortified, if she saw herself in action. It was a wild night!"
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The following day, things took a surprising turn - a significant understatement! I received a short message in the afternoon from Jan saying that she would be late coming home because she and Marianne were going to get together to talk after fixing up their rooms. School was to start the next day after summer vacation, so they had no classes yet. Needless to say, that piqued my imagination and I couldn't help but assume that the conversation would be about last Saturday night. Consequently, I was on the traditional "pins and needles" as I waited for her to come home. She was, in fact, quite late when I heard her pull into the garage.
She had the most peculiar look on her face as she came in and I don't really know how to describe it. I had expected her usual smile combined with a "wait until you hear what she said" enigmatic expression. Instead, there was an element of foreboding or apprehension that made me immediately fear that something was wrong - or, at least, she thought there was. I'd seen something like that expression before when she had done something that she thought I wouldn't like. That look prepared me for the unexpected. "What is it, honey? Is there something wrong?"
"I don't know. Something totally unexpected happened and...and...it's hard to talk about." We sat down on the couch and, frankly, I was quite concerned because I don't think that I had ever seen Jan so hesitant, so reluctant to talk. "I'll start at the beginning. Marianne and I had lunch and I could tell that she wanted to say something but just couldn't do it. Finally, just before the usual 'welcome back' meeting started in the afternoon, she blurted out that she really needed to talk to me in private and asked if I had to go home right after it ended. I, of course, said no and she asked me to stop at their house for a short time. Bryan is working at an out of town job and we would be alone. I, of course, said yes and, naturally, I was plagued with curiosity, and somewhat nervous, about she wanted to tell me. Here is the way she described their conversation - and other things.
************************************************************
"Oh, Jan, I'm so sorry about all the things I did Saturday night. I just got carried away just as I did last time and I hope that I didn't hurt your breasts."
Jan, trying to lighten the atmosphere and make her feel better, said, with a smile, "Everything is fine! There were some bruises and marks, but nothing that won't go away."
"Oh, I'm so sorry! You know that I don't act like that normally!"
That was so absurd that Jan had to laugh it, but, before she could reply, Marianne continued, "I think that I need to explain myself. You know that I'm not a lesbian. I'm a married woman with two grown kids. I've never admitted this to anyone, even Bryan, but, back when I was a freshman in college, neither my roommate nor I had a boyfriend or had any sexual experience. We were both...well, bookworms, I guess, and hadn't been particularly popular in high school and we didn't really know how to attract men. Damn, this is hard to say. Anyway, we were alone together a lot...and we ended up having sex with each other. That went on for the full four years, and, honestly, I thought that I was a lesbian.
"When I got out of school, I was more mature, I guess more self-confident. I learned to dress better, more attractively. I discovered that I liked men and my interest in women just disappeared. I assumed that it was just a phase that I had gone through. That, of course was many years ago. I married Bryan, we had two kids and I had a reasonably good life. Sex was ok, but, over time, just wasn't particularly interesting. Bryan and I continued with it, of course, but mostly for his benefit. Frankly, I just put sex away and just ignored that part of life.
"Then something happened. Your bodysuit came open, exposing your...your pussy. This is embarrassing for me and probably for you, but I want to explain myself. It was very funny, seeing you caught up like that, not able to get out or back in and your efforts to hide yourself were hilarious. I couldn't help laughing. But, suddenly, it changed from being funny to being sexy. When Bryan helped you back in and started feeling you, I got very excited although I tried to hide it. When I saw his hands between your legs, I couldn't help myself. I pushed his fingers out of the way and felt you myself. Then, when he was in you, I couldn't contain myself and I grabbed your breasts and couldn't let go. I pretended to be trying to stop him, but I wasn't.
While she was saying all these things, Jan just sat there, stunned, totally unable to speak. Marianne was looking down, seemingly unable to face her as she revealed her past and explained her actions in the Jacuzzi. That part was much as we had surmised, but it was still shocking to hear her describe her feelings. Marianne went on.
"I've downplayed those things in my mind since then, but last Saturday they all emerged again, but, this time, more blatantly. I had kept telling you that you should take your pants off under the water, but I couldn't admit to myself that I wanted to see you without them. When you said that you would take them off if I wanted you to, I had to accept that I did want it because of my own desire, not yours. When we were sitting there in the water and I thought that your pussy probably was bare - and that Bryan was, most likely, feeling it - I could hardly sit still. When you confirmed it and took your bra off, I could hardly contain my emotions. Then, when you stood up completely naked and deliberately showed your pussy, I just couldn't control myself! After that, I couldn't keep my hands off of, or even out of, you. I even felt Bryan's cock going in and out of you. I don't know if I have ever been so sexually excited!
"All I've been thinking of since then is whether you're upset. I thought that I had to explain my abnormal behavior. I didn't want to tell you all of this, but I just had to. You had to know that I was not just casually touching you all that time and I thought that you should know the truth even if it appalls or, maybe, disgusts you."
Marianne finished this long confession and sat there, downcast, fearing Jan's verdict would be repugnance and loathing. Jan's reaction was neither of these. Instead, she threw her arms around her, saying, "For heaven's sake, honey, you don't have to apologize or feel guilty! I didn't mind anything you did - in fact, I loved it! Gods, I'm the one who was completely naked and put my leg up to show my pussy! And thank you so much for caring enough to tell me of your experience in college. I've never had a relationship like that, but I don't see anything wrong with it, particularly in the situation you describe."
"Oh, do you mean it? I was so afraid that you'd call me a lesbian and have nothing to do with me!"
"Good heavens, Marianne, I wouldn't care if you actually were a lesbian! What difference would that make? I'm an exhibitionist - look how I took my pants off to be played with under the water and then took my bra off and showed my tits! "
"I loved looking at them! I'm sorry if I hurt them! Did I really mark them up?"
Without hesitating, Jan sat up straight, removed her blouse and, reaching for her bra clasp said, "Here look for yourself."
Shocked by Jan's sudden action, Marianne stared at the exposed tits without moving. Then, seeing the marks on the white skin, said in horror, "Oh, my god, they're covered! I can't believe it. Do they hurt?"
"Not really. They were a little sore yesterday, but not bad. And the marks will go away soon. I think that Bryan squeezed them too hard pulling me off of the rim, causing the bruises, but they're just light ones and will disappear very soon. However, the marks all over them around the nipples will last longer - somebody kissed and sucked there!"
Marianne looked up, meeting Jan's eyes for a moment and, saying nothing, bent down, grasped the left breast and took its nipple in her mouth and sucked on it. She quickly did the same to the other one and proceeded to lightly kiss all over both breasts. Neither said anything as they embraced and exchanged a deep and loving kiss. The silence grew, a pregnant silence broken by Marianne quietly asked, "Do you want to go up to the bedroom?" Jan didn't even reply, just stood up and they went up the stairs.
************************************************************
"Oh, honey, I can't believe I did that! I've never thought of being sexually attracted to another woman, but right then I was. When she asked me if I wanted to go up to the bedroom, I knew exactly what she meant. Do...do...do you want to hear about it? Are you disappointed that I would do such a thing? Her face was contorted in...well, not fear exactly, at least not physical fear. She was sincerely afraid that I would be offended and revolted. I honestly don't know why except that she was confused herself.
"Good god, Jan, why would I be disappointed in you over something like that? I've seen you expose every part of your body. I've even sat there watching as another man has fucked you twice. Why on earth would I be upset that you did something with Marianne? We were sure she was interested in you and, when you kissed her good night, you felt something for her. I'm only surprised that this developed so fast. Believe me, I have no negative feelings. In fact, I think that it very sexy!"
The apprehension in her face and body language disappeared in an instance to be replaced by a radiant smile. "What a relief! I tried to tell myself that you would feel that way, but the whole thing was scary after the fact. I was so wrapped up in it while we were involved and I was sort of floating mentally afterwards, but the magnitude of what I had done hit me as I drove home. Now I'm excited again."
"Ok, that's out of the way. Now, tell me exactly what happened."
"Well, we went into the bedroom and undressed. All I had on were my skirt, pantyhose and panties, so it didn't take long. Oddly enough, I wasn't embarrassed or even particularly nervous. Actually, I think that I was overwhelmed by the situation and not really thinking. I know that I was excited. When we were both naked, she put her arms around me and we kissed for several minutes. It was unlike anything I had felt before. I was aware of her tits against mine and I even could feel her pussy hair against me. Then something I hadn't thought of happened.
"She pulled away from me, saying, almost in a whisper, I'll be back in a minute. She left and I heard a door close, and it hit me - she's in the bathroom washing her pussy! That was a shock because reality cut through the loving atmosphere. She thinks that I may lick her pussy! And she may lick mine! I had a moment of panic, but she came out right then and kissed me saying, matter-of-factly, 'I put a wash cloth out for you.' Without saying a word, I went into the bathroom and prepared myself for sex.
"I always do the same thing when you're going to use your tongue on me, so there's no difference with another woman, but it was awkward right in the middle of doing something so intimate for the first time. Of course, it would be much more awkward if another woman was ready to go down on you and you had to say, 'Wait a minute until I wash my pussy!' That just might interrupt the romantic flow a bit!
"She was lying on the bed when I came back and I joined her. We kissed and felt each other for a while, and I really enjoyed just running my hands all over her. Her breasts are a little bigger than I expected and they are nice and firm with very prominent nipples. She did the same with me, feeling me for the first time when she wasn't in a sexual frenzy as when we were in the Jacuzzi. We really explored each other, with our hands gradually reaching each other's pussy. After a while, she raised up on her elbow and, leaning over me, began concentrating on my tits, fondling them and kissing and lightly sucking my nipples. Oh, it felt good. One time she softly said, 'You have lovely breasts. Your nipples are perfect!'
"As she did that, her hand worked its way through my pussy hair and her finger began moving over my clit. At that point, I spread my legs wide and just offered my pussy to her. She ran her hand all over it, from my clit to my...my asshole and between the lips. Even lightly finger-fucking me. Finally, she pulled away and knelt between my legs. Without thinking, I just raised them and opened myself up to her fingers and tongue. I didn't actually decide to do that - I just did it. She immediately leaned in and began running her tongue the whole way through my pussy to my clit, flicking it before going back down. She did that for a few minutes, actually licking all the way back to my asshole as she did so. It was amazing and I was really lost in the feeling. I'm sure that I was soaking wet I was so excited. Finally, she began concentrating on my clit with her tongue while using her finger beneath it. She actually slipped her fingertip into me several times and, even, into my asshole. I was so wet that I think that anything could have gotten into me. After a short time, I was writhing around, humping up against her and she pulled back and used her other hand to put more pressure on my clit as she continued fingering me.
"At that point, I just went wild. I honestly don't know if I've ever had a bigger orgasm! My knees were almost up to my tits and I know that my legs were waving all over the place. I'm sure that she had a hard time staying with me. And then, I just collapsed, totally out of energy. I'm almost sure that I actually passed out for a few seconds because Marianne was coming up beside me and I don't remember her moving from between my legs."
"My god, that was an experience! I wouldn't be surprised that you blacked out! She certainly knew how to work on you. College was a long time ago for her, but she obviously remembered what to do!"
"Yeah! The whole thing was a blur at the end and I'm not sure of everything that she did, but I'm almost sure that she had her finger completely up my ass - that sounds horrible - because I think that I could feel it moving in me as I erupted. I can't be absolutely sure, but I think so."
"Did you do anything yourself?"
"Good heaven, yes! As soon as I recovered, I started to work on her! I really wanted to. I played with her breasts, fondling them while kissing them and sucking on her nipples. I was completely over my hesitancy and I sucked hard right beside one of them, deliberately leaving a hickey and told her, 'There, I put a mark on you!' I think that I even giggled as I did it, proving that I was at ease in the situation. Anyway, I began kissing down her stomach while running my fingers through her pussy hair. She has a lot of hair and it's very soft and curly. I slid my hand between her legs and felt her pussy. That was weird for I'd never even thought of doing anything like that! It was a very funny feeling as I slipped my finger along the lips, and, finally, into her. She was very wet and slippery and I felt none of the squeamishness that I probably expected as I entered her. In fact, I had absolutely no negative reaction to anything that I did.
"Without a moment's hesitation, I moved between her legs and, as she raised and parted them, I deliberately looked right at her pussy, studying it. Then, feeling no repulsion, I just leaned in and began licking her. I went the whole way, too. I licked her from her clit all the way to her asshole, actually using my tongue there. Knowing what feels good to me, I concentrated on her clit, flicking my tongue over it and, occasionally sucking it. At the same time, I continued stroking her between the lips, even finger-fucking her pussy. Thinking back of it, I'm amazed at how easy and natural the whole process was. I wasn't thinking, just acting, but for me, doing this for the first time, my composure was astounding. I wasn't tentative or hesitant at all!
"When it was obvious that she was nearing her climax, I began working hard, putting pressure on her clit with my fingers as she bucked up against my hand. She was squirming around, making it hard to stay with her, but I did. Finally, she erupted in orgasm and just slumped down on the bed, totally out of it until she slowly recovered. Honey, I loved going off like I did, particularly having the perverse pleasure of knowing that a woman had caused it. However, I believe that I got almost as much pleasure in working her up and causing the orgasm she had! I think that I may be part lesbian because I loved every part of what we did!"
"Well, I hope you don't decide you don't need a cock anymore! It appears to me that you are bisexual, at least as far as Marianne is concerned." Suddenly, struck by a sudden thought, I laughed, saying, "You certainly are in with the Curry family - both of them have had you!"
"My god, you're right! And think, all this because I let my bathing suit bra hang down so that Bryan could see my tit! Who would dream of it developing like this? I'll tell you something though - Bryan has fucked me twice, but there still was nothing between us. I do feel a real affection for Marianne and sex with her means more than sex with him!"
"I'm sure that's true. Bluntly, he was someone you could show off to and he had a cock which, unexpectedly, got into you that first time. The second time was just more of the same. You really did nothing with him except have the fun of exposing yourself and using his cock. Today, you actually had sex with Marianne with both of you working for your mutual enjoyment. Frankly, if you had had this relationship alone with him, I probably would have been concerned and, most likely, unhappy. In any case, how is this going to go?"
"I have no idea. We didn't do any real talking after we finished. I think that there is a real likelihood that we'll do it again - actually, I hope so since you're ok with it. Surprisingly, considering the importance, to both of us, of what we did, there was really no awkwardness between us when we were finished. For two long-married women - school teachers! - to go to bed together and have a wild sexual experience and still be quite comfortable together afterwards has to unexpected. We lay there relaxed and at ease with each other, not talking. Finally, I pulled away, saying that it was getting late and that I had better get dressed and go home.
"We stood up, still completely naked, exchanged a few kisses and proceeded to dress. It was if we did this every day. We put our panties on and pulled on our pantyhose with absolutely no embarrassment. We laughed when I realized that my bra and blouse were still in the living room. I said, half joking, 'I'd better get them before Bryan came in and wondered what we were doing!'
"Marianne surprised me by laughingly saying, 'Don't worry, he'd just want to get your clothes back off and fuck you!' Those were her very words! She went on to say that he was out of town, looking for some business. In any case, we went downstairs, me naked to the waist. I put on my bra and blouse, we kissed goodbye, each saying that we had really enjoyed ourselves - and I came home. No big exit drama, just a simple ending to a momentous afternoon."
"You know, all of this is shocking in itself, but even more so because this is Marianne we're talking about. This is the woman we believed had no real figure, no sex appeal - prudish, prim and straitlaced. But, aside from sex, she was good company and good natured. Then, startling in itself, she, completely out of character, participates avidly in what appears to be your seduction in the Jacuzzi the first time. The second time she's all in it and, now, we find out that far from being sexless, she was lesbian or close to it in school. Then to top it all off, she has wild lesbian-type sex with you. What the hell is going on? Were we that bad in judging her?"



"Obviously, we were. However, we've talked about the changes I've seen in her since the first time and I just think that, for whatever reason, her sexual side was repressed for all those years. Evidently, when they were first married and they had a normal sex life. Maybe they had that seemingly common drop in libido that having and raising children cause. She talked about being uninterested in sex - it might go back to that. I don't know.
"However, there certainly is one area where we misjudged her and that's her figure. It is really quite nice. She is thin, but she certainly is not bony. I was really surprised when I saw her naked. I ran my hands all over her and she is well padded - no ribs showing through, no hip bones sticking out." Blushing, she went on, "Here I am describing another woman that I had sex with! I'll admit that I enjoyed feeling her. She has very nice breasts. They're not big, smaller than mine, anyway, but they are nicely shaped and very firm. Her nipples are nice and really get hard and long when sucked. I told you about her pussy hair - very soft and curly. I wish that there was some way that you could see her. I was really surprised! Gods, why am I embarrassed and blushing as I talk about her?"
"Why, you're bragging about your lover, of course!" That earned me a punch on the arm, but it had an element of truth in it. "Somehow, I still have a hard time picturing her the way you describe her, mentally or physically. Nonetheless, regardless of the cause, it appears that she has emerged from some kind of repressed state and that has to be good. Now, if we can arrange for me to see her newly revealed body, I would be more than pleased!" That got me a pretend withering stare, followed by a conspiratorial grin.
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Jan and Marianne were rushed the first weeks of school and were quite circumspect in their actions and conversations, so they just danced around the subject that was in the front of both of their minds. Actually, they were both a bit overwhelmed by their unexpected sexual tryst – I like that word; it just sounds sexy, but it did describe their last meeting! They both knew that their actions and feelings had to be discussed, but they each hesitated to broach the subject unless they were very alone. I did suggest to Jan that I could be conveniently out some evening, leaving the house (bedroom?) available, but, as it turned out, a subterfuge wasn't necessary.
It was a Monday evening when a special session of the school board was held to discuss some proposed realignments of the graduation requirements and I was asked to discuss the various offers in the social sciences, including history. Jan probably would have attended but we each, separately, came up with the idea of inviting Marianne over "to keep her company" while I was out. Marianne accepted immediately, of course, recognizing the kind of "keeping company" that Jan had in mind.
If there had been any question about their mutual sexual desire, it was answered as soon as Marianne came in the door. The was a momentary hesitation as each waited for a sign from the other, but, whatever that sign was, it was given very quickly they soon were embracing and kissing. Without preamble, they just headed for the bedroom, undressed and lay on the bed. They fondled and caressed each other's bodies with very few words being exchanged. Marianne did ask about how long I would be out and after being assured that they had at least two hours, relaxed and they began a nice, slow buildup. This is how Jan described their second rendezvous.
"I don't know why, but I took the initiative this time and went first. I raised up on my elbow and leaned down and kissed and sucked her nipples. Then, I deliberately sucked just beside her right nipple and, as I did the last time, made a hickey, saying, 'There, all week when you look in the mirror or go to school, my mark will be on your breast.' She obviously liked that and promised to do the same thing to me, calling it a 'love mark!'
"I kissed my way down over her stomach while, at the same time, running my fingers through her pussy hair. I stayed there for a little while playing with her clit and, as she spread her legs, her pussy. I just lay there with my head resting on her stomach as I felt it. She was very wet and my fingers just slid between the lips and into her and I finger-fucked her before moving further back. My finger was well lubricated from her pussy and the tip went right into her asshole with no trouble and I kept it there while I used my thumb on her clit.
"She started moving slightly and I took that as a signal and moved down between her legs. They were up and open, and I just took the time to really look at her pussy. I had seen it the last time, of course, but this time I really studied it – seeing what a pussy really looked like. It really was fascinating because everything was crystal clear. I could see her clit sticking up. I had never understood why it's called 'the man in the boat,' but there it was sticking up in its little canoe. The hair lined outer lips of the pussy were spread open while the inter ones were red and looked to be slightly swollen. There, right in the center where my fingers had been, was a small, dark red hole going into her. That was exciting! I could actually see where a cock would go to fuck her. This may seem weird, but I actually thought of your cock going into that hole! In any case, I now know, in real life, what a woman looks like between her legs!
"Of course, I wasn't really there for a biology lesson, so I just leaned in and began licking and sucking her. If you had told me a month ago that I would be down between a woman's legs, licking her pussy and actually enjoy it, I would have said that you were both crazy and perverted – but there I was. I didn't mind anything about it and I really liked being there and knowing, as she moved more and more, that I was exciting her and causing her to go off. So, it was partly physical pleasure but, even more, it was what I was doing for her.
"Anyway, I continued licking from her clit all the way back to her asshole, concentrating on any area that seemed to arouse her the most. As her excitement mounted, I stayed at her clit while finger-fucking her pussy or ass. Actually, she seemed to react most intensely to her ass, so, as she approached her climax, I inserted my finger into her asshole up to the second knuckle and held it there as she really began to thrash around. At the end, when she was making a final surge against me, I held my mouth firmly against her clit and my finger slid completely into her ass as I pushed back against her. She held there, her hips raised up tight against me – and then she fell back, breathless and exhausted. It's funny, the whole event was exciting, but one thing was peculiar. When she fell back on the bed, my finger was still up her ass and it was a strange feeling as I pulled it out. I was just very aware of the tight passageway – much different from pulling out if her pussy. Good god, here I am comparing the difference between her pussy and her asshole!
"We lay beside each other for some time, just getting over the debilitating loss of energy. We stayed like that, recovering, until, finally, she began working on me. She promptly put a mark beside my nipple as I had done to her."
"There, we have a matched set. Now we'll each know that the other has a love-mark on her tit.' I was surprised that she said 'tit.' Anyway, she did the same things to me that I had done to her. It felt wonderful and I had a tremendous orgasm. She really knows how to get me hot and set me off! I don't know if it's because of her college experience or if it's just instinct, but it's very good. Oh, also, she really worked on my asshole – damn, that's still hard to say – and was the whole way inside, finger-fucking me as she worked on my clit. She really seemed to like that when I was doing it, but I'm sure that she and Bryan never did anal intercourse."
I had let Jan describe their actions without interrupting because she almost seemed to be reliving their sexual exploits, but interjected a question at this point. "What makes you so sure of that if she seems to be into it?"
She sort of laughed as she replied, "We've talked at length about the change in Marianne. What was it you called her...oh yes, prudish, prim and straitlaced. She had said that she just had no interest in sex, but it hasn't been that way recently and we wondered if we had misjudged her. The answer is an unqualified 'yes!' She and I talked about all of this as we lay there after sex and the truth is funny and somewhat embarrassing at the same time. While I was fooling around with Bryan, letting him see and feel me, she knew that something was going on!"
"What? Did she see something? Did Bryan tell her?"
"No to both! That's what is funny! Remember way back when we began all this and we speculated as to whether Marianne might have a passionate husband after seeing and feeling me! Well, that was the giveaway! He went home and initiated sex with her! We had just about everything backwards! They had rarely had sex for years, and when they did, Bryan just stuck it in and satisfied himself. Really, he just used her pussy, so she just lost interest in the whole business. Their relationship never was based on sex, and after her second pregnancy, it almost stopped. Certainly they never tried any variations like cock-sucking, much less anal intercourse. Suddenly, after coming over here, Bryan was hot when they got home. It didn't take much for her to realize that something was happening here, probably in the Jacuzzi! She said that he always was attracted to me, so she wasn't really surprised! I knew that he watched me all the time, of course, but I didn't think that it was so obvious that she would notice – he never did anything until I started it by showing my tits. She went on to say that she, frankly, didn't care, so she cooperated and stayed out of the way in the plant room! We thought that we were being so clever!"
"Damn, that is embarrassing! She must have been laughing at us – we thought that we were being so cunning....damn!"
"Yeah! Well, of course, everything changed when the pussy-cover fell away and the Bryan fucked me. She said that she wasn't bothered by that at all, but she was astounded – stunned – by her own reaction. She agonized by it for hours after they got home, trying to understand why she had urged him to take me and, even more, why she actually joined in and felt me. She admitted that her previous college experience haunted her, wondering if she really was a lesbian since sex with Bryan did little for her. To tell the truth, I'm not sure that that idea doesn't still bother her. When we were in the Jacuzzi the second time she just assumed that Bryan would fuck me again and she actually hoped that he would because she could play with me! She certainly loves sex with me so, maybe, she doesn't need a cock – at least not Bryan's.
"Apparently, they never even discussed what happened that night – or the second time for that matter. It might not have helped if they had, anyway, but it meant that she was completely alone with her thoughts and fears. Since then she and I have had sex twice now, and we've both loved it and, I guess, in a way, each other. This, obviously, has been a real experience for me, maybe a life-changing experience, but I know that while sex with her, and even loving her, is really enjoyable, it's a distant second to sex with you. I'm not sure that, with her, male-female sex is really appealing. Frankly, I don't care, but she does, and the only male who has sex with her just is not appealing to her."
I grinned at her and kiddingly replied, "Well, I have a cock that you could recommend to her if she wants to test her male-female orientation!"
Jan surprised me by taking me seriously. "I've thought of that and we have to work something out." I looked at her quizzically, but she didn't amplify her comment so I just left it at that, wondering exactly what she had in mind. My answer came sooner than I would have expected and from a major change in Marianne and Bryan's living arrangements.
Our classes had settled down and the school year was underway and we decided to have our friends over for an evening and, of course, the Jacuzzi. I kidded Jan by saying that she just wanted sex with the other member of the Curry family. "Just think, you can alternate between having a cock in your cunt one time, a tongue and fingers the next!" That was not well received!
We were in for a shock, however, when Marianne said that they couldn't come. She and Jan were sitting in the teacher's lounge when Marianne dropped a bombshell. She first just said that Bryan was out of town and would be gone for some time. Jan, of course, insisted that Marianne come by herself, and Marianne, rather reluctantly, agreed.
"She's thinks that she'll be out of place alone with three couples, but I told her not to be foolish. In any case, it seems that Bryan may be gone for some time."
"That's too bad; you'll only have one cock to fuck you!"
"Now stop it! One is quite enough! In any case, maybe I can replace it with two tits and a pussy!"
I replied laughing, mocking her, "Now you stop it! That's positively indecent. What's the deal with Bryan?"
"Apparently the economy around here is just killing his work. There's still very little construction going on and, therefore, no need for the machinery that he runs. Their son, George, graduated as a geologist and he moved to North Dakoda because he got a job offer in their new oil fields. He wrote back saying that the building industry has exploded out there and are paying unbelievable rates for men who can run heavy equipment. Apparently, Bryan flew out there – actually the day she and I got together – and interviewed with a couple of companies and was offered a job paying over twice what he can get here!"
"Gods, are they moving out there? To North Dakota?"
"Not immediately. She's going to stay here, at least for the school year, while he sees what it is like. Yeah, North Dakota! On the other hand, while it's miserably cold there, it's not too different from here. And, considering the lake effect snow that put five feet on the ground in one day a few miles from here, the climate probably is no worse than we have! We can talk about it with her Saturday. Actually, she hadn't told me about what was going on because she was crushed at the thought of leaving me! I swear, I think that she was on the verge of tears. I've noticed that she has been rather quiet the last week or so, and that's the reason. In any case, I insisted that she come and that she stay over rather than driving home to that big empty house."
Saturday came, as it always does, and the fun and games at what Doug like to call "Club Jackson" went on as usual. The numbers didn't match up with Bryan gone – someone had to sit out of each game because of the odd number – but the conversation flowed as always since he rarely spoke, anyway. We has discussed between ourselves as to what Jan should wear and she decided to wear the bikini and take her pants off as before – and do it for Marianne's benefit! We all went into the Jacuzzi and I suggested that Marianne sit beside Jan to keep her company. We had our usual rambling conversation, after which Lois and Tim left, followed, when the guestroom was free, by Susan and Doug, leaving us three rather than the usual four. That's when things got interesting!
We, of course, had no idea of what Marianne anticipated would happen, but it was certain that she wouldn't initiate anything. Jan had planned on taking her pants off under the water again. She assumed that Marianne wouldn't reach over and feel her without a broad invitation, so she planned to rub her leg on Marianne's and, if necessary, pull her hand over. I didn't know if that had worked out, but I soon found that it had. As soon as we were alone, Jan reached down into the water and retrieved her pants and, as last time, put them out on the deck saying with enthusiasm, "I love having my pussy bare and available under water! And I don't need this either" as she removed her bra and sat there naked.
Marianne's eyes kept flicking from Jan to me, obviously trying to understand exactly what was going on and to gauge my reaction. She definitely was startled when Jan stood up and made a pirouette, saying, "I guess I don't need to climb out to expose my pussy – you both know exactly what it looks like!" She leaned down and kissed Marianne with real intensity while putting her hand on her breast through her suit and squeezing it. Jan's hand came up automatically onto Jan's bare tit and began doing the same thing. As she was doing that, I slid over to where Jan had been sitting, my cock rigid and sticking out of my opened pants. Abruptly, I pulled Jan over onto my knees, saying, "Bryan's not here tonight so I guess I'll have to substitute." Just as he had done, I grasped her tits and began sliding her back and forth on my knees. Marianne, still shocked, did what she desperately wanted to do – kiss and suck Jan's tits and nipples while, at the same time, feeling and finger-fucking her cunt. It was wild, holding the tits while I could feel Marianne's face and hair against my hands as she worked on them.
Finally, following the pattern of the last two events, I swung Jan around, held her over my cock and let it enter her. One of the most exciting things was feeling Marianne's fingers against my cock as she held Jan's cunt as it sank onto me. Having another woman's fingers sliding on my cock while I fucked my wife was an experience beyond belief! Just as she had done when Bryan was in Jan, Marianne reached around her and continued her assault on Jan's left tit. Jan was bouncing up and down, her own efforts aided by my hands clamped onto her hips, as I surged upward into her. The three of us worked in unison and our orgasms were inevitable. Actually, I don't know if Marianne really went off, but she collapsed the same as we did from the exertion.
I had the camera running, of course, and, in many ways, the scene was much like the last one – the actions were almost identical and with my head mostly obscured by Jan (front or back) even the male lead looked much the same. The aftermath was a bit different, however. Jan stood there completely naked, of course, as she dried off. Marianne appeared to be stunned, obviously not knowing what to say or, really, where to look. My pants had come off as I stood up and I saw her glance furtively at my cock, then look away quickly as I put my robe on. I'm sure that the entire situation was almost too much for her. She had been confused by her own behavior on both of the other occasions and, this time, she had the totally unexpected actions to consider – particularly my role.
Her confusion, with a bit of apprehension, was written on her face, and Jan took pity on her by putting her arms around her and hugging her, quietly saying, "Don't worry, honey, everything is ok. Come on."
As they were leaving I called after them, "When you're finished, come on up and we'll have some ice cream. Don't hurry." The two of them disappeared into the guest room while I closed down the Jacuzzi and went upstairs. I dressed and waited, over a half hour, for them to appear, but when they did, it was obvious that everything had been clarified and concerns alleviated. Jan had confessed that I knew all about their assignation and was not only completely comfortable with it, it had my absolute approval. Marianne was a bit tentative at first – a bit diffident – for there obviously was a very significant change in our relationship.
Her uncertainty soon disappeared and, as evidence that this was a different Marianne – as Jan had described – she laughed with genuine enjoyment when Jan jokingly commented, "Now you've helped two men fuck me!"
Frankly, I was a bit shocked to hear her say that, thinking that it might be pushing Marianne too far, but she took it with aplomb, even replying, "Pleased to be of service!" It was very pleasant sitting there with the two women after that initial tension faded away. It was the first time that I had talked to Marianne as a woman, not as part of a couple. I don't know if Bryan's presence inhibited her or if she were just freer because her sexual limitations had been eased. Regardless, once that initial reserve was worn away, her out-going and good-natured personality, which I mentioned before, came to the surface with one major change – she no longer had that repressed, almost prudish, attitude toward sexual topics as her "Pleased to be of service!" showed.
When we were alone later, Jan was very happy with everything. "I loved everything tonight! The only thing better about the other times was that I was showing off – particularly showing my pussy like that the last time. I admitted before that I liked having Bryan's cock in me – because it was wickeder, I think. Is that a word or should I say 'more wicked?' Wherever." She said that with a grin, continuing, "But it was nicer tonight! And it was much better with Marianne after what we did together. I don't know...I guess it was less frantic. I wasn't as lost in it as I was before, particularly the first time. Being totally immersed and lost in it was wonderful, but tonight I was more aware of what was happening, who was doing what. I was really aware of Marianne's fingers on and in me, including my asshole – damn it, you've got me saying that word!
"She was concerned about you and what you must have thought about the way the two of us acted – kissing and touching each other. Obviously you knew that she was touching me underwater and she wondered what you were thinking. I just told her that you knew and approved. She was embarrassed about you knowing – remember she never has told Bryan about her college experience – but I think that she was relieved that it wasn't going be a problem for me. Did she touch your cock?"



"Yeah. She had her hand on your cunt when I lowered you down onto it. She pulled her hand away from the hole, but stayed there as it went in. Remember when Bryan was in you she kept her fingers there with her thumb at your asshole. I don't know where her thumb was this time but her fingers were against my cock – not holding it, just sliding up and down with your cunt."
"I figured that. She said something about hoping that she didn't get in the way as you fucked me. Those were her words and I still can't believe she uses the word 'fuck' so easily! Also, I usually call it a 'pussy,' but, several times, she has used the words 'cunt' and, also, 'tits!' And, yes, her thumb was at my asshole, but didn't go in."
"Well, all of this is exciting and, I'll admit, I'm intrigued with where it's going. She's seen us both naked now – although she tried to avoid looking at me – so I would think that seeing her the same way would be fair."
"Oh sure, you're just interested in being fair! Who are you kidding? You want to see her naked and, I suspect, somewhere way back in your mind is the depraved question as to whether you can get into her!"
"Oh, you have an evil and suspicious mind! I've never had such a degenerate thought! What do you think I am?" More seriously, "What do you think the chances are?'
"It must be a burden to have such a pure mind! I really don't know, but from the way she acted tonight, I think that it is possible. She and I have had sex only twice and I'm amazed how much I enjoyed it each time and how...well...eager I am to do it again. We kissed and played with each other for a while downstairs tonight and there's no question that I want do everything again. Obviously, she feels the same way. With Bryan gone, the way is open since she is alone. Obviously, too, there is nothing stopping her from spending more time here since, for no other reason, she'll probably be lonely. Of course, she has other friends and their daughter lives nearby so she won't be totally alone, but I'm sure that she'll want to come here.
"She certainly joined in the 'festivities' tonight and had no hesitation working with you on me. I was a bit surprised at how comfortable she was with you in the Jacuzzi and, afterwards, when we were up here. We'll certainly be in the Jacuzzi with her and I'll try to get her to undress, then we'll see if she can be seduced."
"Would you be jealous if I did get into her? I know women have a different way of looking at things."
"No, I really don't think so. It's not as if you were slipping around having an affair – in which case I would have to castrate you and kill her. No, I think that I might even enjoy being part of a threesome and even helping you fuck her! Damn, can you even picture me saying such a thing a year or so ago? How my morals have degenerated! And all of this because I wanted to show my tit off!"
"But it certainly has enhanced our sex life!"
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We left it at that for the night, but, as you can imagine, the subject arose frequently during the next week, and it certainly contributed to some interesting fantasies in which Marianne played a major role. Actually, our regular lives were a bit humdrum - teaching history to a bunch of teenagers isn't exactly scintillating, and kids in fourth and fifth grade can be mind-numbing. Thoughts of illicit sex are a bit more energizing! Consequently, when Jan invited Marianne over for dinner Saturday night, our thoughts were not completely on hospitality!
Dinner was good and the company pleasant, but there was an air of expectancy throughout the evening. We talked about school problems, they exchanged some tidbits of gossip, and we watched a couple of sit-coms until we had postponed the main event long enough. Jan casually raised the question of going into the Jacuzzi which, of course was answered with a unanimous "yes!" At that point, Jan raised the issue of clothing, addressing Marianne when I, not coincidently, was out of the room.
"You know that we don't wear suits when we're in the water alone. You certainly have seen me naked quite a few times now and you saw Jeff for a short time last Saturday night. Could you, or do you want to, go in nude tonight? Unless you are uncomfortable with me starting out naked, I'd like to not wear a suit. Jeff feels the same way. It's up to you, but it's very nice not to be covered when you're in the water."
"Jan, I just don't know. I'm afraid I'd be too embarrassed! It seems natural for you to be nude and you know I like you that way and I wouldn't mind at all about Jeff." Blushing, "I certainly didn't mind last week. I'd just feel too exposed. I know it's silly after all we've done...but...but I'd feel funny with Jeff seeing me."
"Ok, I'll tell you what we can do. Jeff can go down first and get in. We'll come down in our robes and I'll have him look away until we get under the water. He can then dim the lights and you'll be hidden and still get the feeling of having no suit on under the water. We could get out the same way if you want. Would that work?"
"Damn, I feel so silly! The truth is, no man, other than Bryan, has ever seen me completely naked, but I don't think it should matter - but somehow it does! I even see a woman doctor. I admire how open you are and I feel so prudish. Oh, all right, we'll try the way you said. Another thing, Jan. I feel ...well, I feel awkward when the three of us in the Jacuzzi - like I'm in the way. Last time I just got carried away and joined in just the way I did when Bryan was here, but, afterwards I was embarrassed for having butted in on the two of you. Also, should you and I do anything when Jeff is with us? You said that he approves of us being together, but I'm afraid that he might be uncomfortable seeing us...oh, I don't know...well, doing things..."
Jan said that at that point she had all she could do to keep from laughing - which might have humiliated Marianne who was honestly afraid that she might be causing a problem. "Marianne, honey, you are being absurd! Evidently you think that it is ok for you to join in while your husband feels and fucks me, but you'll be in the way if my own husband has me. Did we act as if you were butting in last time? Forget it! We both thought that you made the whole thing more exciting. Also, Jeff has absolutely no problem with seeing us together - making out I guess it would be called. In fact, I'm sure that he would enjoy watching us in bed! Look, here's the situation. You are more than welcome to join in - do anything or nothing - it's completely up to you. Whatever you're comfortable with!"
"Well that makes me feel better. Now, all I have to deal with is being naked in the water with Jeff there!"
As arranged, I went down to the Jacuzzi first, sans bathing suit, turned everything on and waited for the women. They appeared, wearing robes, and I assumed, correctly, nothing else. I promptly turned away although I'll admit that I cheated a bit and caught a glimpse of Marianne's naked body as she climbed over the rim. I was pleasantly aware from that quick glance that Jan's favorable appraisal had been accurate and Marianne had been hiding a very nice figure under her less than flattering clothes. As soon as they were seated and respectably covered by the water, I dimmed the lights and turned directly toward them.
As the last two times, they were seated side by side, Marianne in Bryan's seat. I had moved over to Doug's usual seat so I was beside Jan but at right angles to her. It was very pleasant sitting there quietly in the relaxing water, having an interesting, but inconsequential, conversation All of us, I'm sure, were enjoying the tranquil and peaceful period while knowing that it was merely the prelude to a far more intense and heated event.
Actually, that new event began considerably before I was even aware of it. As Jan described it later, action between the two of them began almost as soon as the lights went down. Just as she had with Bryan, she put her right leg up over Marianne's knees, opening the way to her cunt, a path which Marianne's hand soon followed. This was done quietly and unperceptively, and, as with Bryan, nothing was visible on the surface. At the same time, Jan slid her hand down beside her own leg, found Marianne's crotch and worked her fingers against her clit. The two of them sat there, playing with each other while the desultory conversation went on.
As the two of them continued their clandestine activity, the talking died away completely and I became aware that something was going on. That became obvious when Jan straightened up, turned to Marianne and they began kissing intensely while each felt and squeezed the other's tits. The kissing became more passionate and their fingers seemed to be moving more frantically as their excitement grew. I couldn't really see too clearly in the dim lights, but both women were sitting up straight, putting their tits at the water line, so I could make out the clutching and squeezing going on. This went on for some time and, I'll admit, that I was eager to get in on the action. When Jan turned toward Marianne, she had left room in her seat and I just slid over and lifted her onto my lap, rotating her until she was straddling my legs.
I pulled her back against me, my cock up tight against her hips, my hands clasping her tits. Her legs were open over my knees and I felt Marianne's hand trying to worm its way to her cunt, so I parted my legs, giving her room to get in. Obviously it worked for, later, Jan told me that she was being actively finger-fucked as she moved against me. For me, there was something else - as Marianne moved her hand over into Jan's cunt, the back of that hand occasionally ran over my balls, a totally unexpected development. I lifted Jan a bit higher and pulled her tighter to me, increasing that contact, and making my cock more rigid than ever.
I quickly swung Jan around so that she was facing me, her legs outside of mine, her tits against me and my cock rubbing on her stomach. Marianne did as she had the last time, playing with Jan's cunt with one hand while reaching around and gripping a tit with the other. In that position, contact with my balls was even more frequent and, a few times, it actually felt that it might have been deliberate. Needless to say, I was quite aroused and I was on the verge of raising Jan up to put my cock into her when she facetiously said, "There's something very hard poking at my stomach! I wonder what it can be?" Then, to my complete surprise, she pulled away and stood up, dislodging Marianne's hands from between her legs and off of her tit.
Then, even more startling, she pulled Marianne up, pushed her onto my legs, straddling them, urging her forward, saying, "See if you can figure out what it is, honey!" Suddenly, my cock was against a different stomach and different tits were against my chest. I honestly don't know what was going through my mind at that moment - I think it was numb which didn't prevent a surge of adrenalin going through me. I was all ready to fuck Jan and now I had the wild experience of having another woman replacing her. In addition, Jan immediately began massaging Marianne's cunt and paying particular attention to my balls!
I heard a gasp from Marianne when Jan moved her, undoubtedly even more shocked than I at the unbelievable change in position. Before she even had a chance to react she was firmly against me. Normally, she might have attempted to pull back, but she was already highly aroused by her sexual activity with Jan. Suddenly, she was against me, my cock was rubbing against her stomach and Jan's hand was working between her legs. She was genuinely stunned, incapable of any rational thought. Later, she would be astounded by the train of events, but right then she was just dazed and went with the flow - with Jan as mistress of ceremonies.
We stayed in that position for a brief period - I have no idea how long - when our activities director pushed her hands between us and, grasping her breasts, began lifting Marianne upward. I had already started doing the same thing and, quite quickly, she was high enough that my cock was free and pointed upward toward her now open cunt. By that time, my mind had cleared enough that I was - actually we were - aware of what was going to happen. Marianne probably was still a bit dazed by the sudden development, but she admitted later, reluctantly at first, that she knew that she was going to be fucked. When thinking about her relationship with Jan in the last month, she had pretty much accepted that it might happen, but it was just a "sometime" possibility - but sometime was here.
I would have liked to have had that experience happen in slow motion so that I could have relished the feeling as my cock penetrated Marianne. As I lowered her down, Jan actually held my cock upright and directed it into her, and kept her fingers around it as she sank down. There was no hesitancy, for she was very well lubricated and, shortly, she was sitting on me with the cock completely embedded in her vagina! The only thing that Marianne said throughout was a drawn out "Ohooo" as it went in and a continual "Unh...unh...unh." as she went up and down. It was a mutual - actually three-way - fucking as I surged upward into her and she matched my efforts with her own wild excitement. Jan was an active participant used Marianne's tits as handles to help with the march toward orgasm.
Marianne was moving frenetically, writhing around, grinding against me, gasping for breath as she finally climaxed. I followed soon after, holding her down by the hips as I welded myself up against her cunt, ejaculating deep inside her. Jan admitted afterwards that as the climax approached, she had the fingers of one hand pulling against her own clit, her hips flexing back and forth, as she matched Marianne's orgasm. It was a moment to remember - and then we just flopped against each other - sated, breathless and out of energy!
It took a while to recover, not only to get our breaths back and lower our heartbeats, but also to encompass the reality of what we had just done. It was a major step for all of us, but particularly for Marianne. Jan and I had speculated as to whether I would be able to get into her and, with Jan's help, I had done so. For Marianne, though it was all shockingly new. No man had ever even seen her naked, and now she not only had been naked, she had been fucked. Again, adultery. Surprisingly, the idea of "sin" didn't really bother her and, as I said before, she had thought, theoretically, of having intercourse with me, but, that was imagination - this was real!
Of course, we did recover, but we had a lot to think about and to absorb. As we sat up, I think the new reality hit us and there was silence as we wondered what to say. Marianne was still sitting on me with my shrunken cock still in her, my hands still on her hips. We looked at each other, both very aware of a totally new relationship between us. After thirty seconds or so of looking at each other silently, I brought my hand up around her, drew her to me and kissed her very hard. She responded immediately, and when we finally broke away, most of the strangeness between us was gone and we accepted the new reality and were pleased with it. Jan was right there and kissed us both, confirming, I guess, that we were now a threesome.
It was fascinating as we prepared to get out. As I turned the lights up, Marianne's was in the act of climbing over the rim, legs wide open. Her instinctive reaction was to try to cover herself, something that she couldn't do, of course. Even when she was out, she quickly reached for her towel and held it in front of her. Then embarrassed - at both her exposure and her reaction - she blushed profusely, saying, "I guess there's not much point in that, is there? Now, I know how Jan felt!" With that, she just let the towel fall away, revealing the surprisingly pretty, well-shaped breasts that Jan had described and the very feminine triangle of pubic hair at the base of her stomach.
I couldn't help but think about how another person's clothes and outlook can give one a completely incorrect impression of that person. Marianne's conservative manner of dress and her apparent lack of interest in sex had led us to pigeon-hole her as a nice, very pleasant woman with no sex-appeal. Our recent activities and required a complete revaluation. The body was there and, with her interest in sex revived, I could feel a tremor in my cock, even after the very recent explosion. I had a feeling that this was going to be a very exciting relationship!
We three stood there naked, drying off, and, after Marianne's initial hesitation, completely at ease with each other. They left, talking quietly, while I closed the Jacuzzi and they were in the guest room for some time, almost forty-five minutes, before they came up together, Jan still in her robe, of course, but Marianne wearing her nightgown. Jan changed into her nightgown immediately and the three of us sat at the table, having a snack after our vigorous exercise. I don't have a recollection of what we talked about, but it didn't matter anyway. It was more of a bonding session, a time of cementing that sense of togetherness, of companionship, that we had felt after the Jacuzzi. We were very relaxed and comfortable with each other with absolutely no sexual tension. When we decided to turn in, I held Marianne and kissed her goodnight while fondling and squeezing her breast as I did so. Jan did the same thing.
Of course, as soon as Jan and I were alone in the bedroom, we began to discuss and dissect the amazing events of the evening. Much of what happened was totally unexpected by me and Jan was largely responsible. I had expected things to progress as they had last time with me fucking her. The most that we had talked about was that I might well get to see Marianne nude, but nothing more. So, my first question was, "What on earth caused you to push Marianne into going all the way? Understand, I'm not complaining, but that certainly was not the plan!"
"I know, but something, and I don't know what, told me that the time was right. We had talked about you getting into her and, when we were playing with each other, I could tell that she was really hot. Her pussy was very wet - and not from the water - and, when I was on your legs, she was really almost in a frenzy as she was working on me. She had been that way before, but she just seemed more eager, somehow. It was just instinct - or maybe I just wanted it - I don't know. Anyway, it worked out perfectly. You fucked her and she loved it. That's a main reason that I went in with her. I wanted to be certain that when she calmed down she would still be happy, and she most certainly is.
"She was really shocked when I put her on your knees but she knew exactly what was happening once she was there. She hugged me and said, 'Oh, Jan, Jeff fucked me! Now we've each been fucked by the other's husband and we've had each other! I never dreamed of such a thing, but I love it!' She went on like that, but, it seems silly, the only thing that seemed to cause her to hesitate, and blush, was when she said, 'And Jeff saw me naked - I wonder what he thought? I'm...I'm...I'm not sexy like you!' She said that I'm little and cute and she was afraid that you wouldn't think that she was attractive. Of course, I assured her that she is quite sexy when she's nude and that I'm absolutely certain that you are really excited about having seen her. Somehow, I think that that is as important to her as you having fucked her! We have to improve her self-image."
"Well, I will have no problem in doing that! She's right, you are little and cute, but I really liked seeing her body as we dried off. I have every intention of letting her know that I admire it, both in words and action. Now, how do you feel about all of this? Any qualms about me fucking her or continuing with her?"
"Gods, no! I really enjoyed helping you get into her - in fact, I held your cock and actually felt it going into her hole. I could feel her pussy lips as you went in! That was exciting! This whole ...what is it...a group affair? In any case, I love everything about it. I love having sex with her myself! I love you fucking me and fucking her! And I love the relationship and I'm looking forward to the three of us being in bed together!
That occurred one week later, and without prior planning. Marianne was over that Saturday night, as had become the usual situation. Jan and I hadn't talked about it specifically, but there just was a basic assumption that we would end up in the Jacuzzi and have sex. We both looked forward to that and we assumed that Marianne expected that also. Marianne and Jan saw each other every day in school and ate lunch together. However, they deliberately avoided discussing their new relationship or to show any increased affection toward each other. Perhaps they were a bit paranoid in that, but people notice things, and small towns, where everyone knows each other, are awash with suspicion, rumors, gossip, etc.
In any case, later in the evening, I simply asked, "Is everyone ready to go into the Jacuzzi," I anticipated an immediate ok. Marianne threw us a curve, "I'm really sorry, but I can't go into the water tonight." Looking at Jan, she continued, "Remember, I had that ingrown toenail on my big toe fixed on Thursday, and I have to keep it dry over the weekend."
"Oh, damn, I completely forgot that! And there's no way that we could cover that enough to protect it in the Jacuzzi. Damn!"
There was instant deflation. While Jan and I liked Marianne for herself, there is no denying that having sex with her had been our dominant goal of the evening. Marianne, of course, had known of the problem and had assumed that Jan recognized it too. We just sat there, glum expressions all around. Finally, the deadly silence was broken by Jan simply saying, "Well, if we can't go into the water, why don't we just go in on the bed?"
Now, that might sound like the obvious solution - and, of course, it was. However, there is a major psychological difference between going into the Jacuzzi and just having things develop - presumably without overt planning - and just getting into bed together for the purpose of having sex! When Marianne had asked Jan, "Do you want to go up to the bedroom," there was no mistaking what the question meant. It was a momentous decision and, obviously, she said yes. Now, Marianne, faced with the same choice made that same decision and any pretense of just being an innocent woman who had been carried away in the Jacuzzi was banished.
With no real hesitancy, just a bit of embarrassment shown by a significant blush, she simply said "Ok." Then after a moment, "I'll...I'll have to go downstairs for a minute. I'll be right back." She was gone downstairs for considerably longer than a minute, but, of course she did come back, coming into the bedroom wearing her nightgown. Jan had made the same preparations and she, too, was wearing a nightgown, wanting to make the things less stressful for Marianne. There is always a period of awkwardness the first time you are in a situation like this. As Marianne admitted later, coming up the stairs and walking down the hall to the bedroom to have sex with us was very hard. She wanted to it, was going to do it...but it was hard!



Jan met her at the door and embraced her, kissed her and whispered in her ear, "I love you." She loved her as a long-time dear friend, but there was now a great deal more. Marianne gratefully responded, returning the kiss and whispering, "I love you, too," as the tension she felt melted away. I was lying there, naked, on the bed in the dimly lit room and, shortly afterwards, I was joined by two nightgown attired women - who were, soon, also naked.
This was a situation that most men can only fantasize about - in bed with two naked women, both willing and eager to engage in sex with you and each other. Best of all, in a way, one of them is you loving wife so that there is no overtone of clandestineness. Oh, some men might enjoy the additional stimulus and danger of getting away with something behind their wife's back, but for me, this was perfect.
Marianne was in the middle between us and we were both feeling and kissing her. I had felt all of her in the Jacuzzi but that was part of an exciting but chaotic situation, but now I could savor the unhurried fondling of her body as I cupped her breasts and explored between her legs. It had been many years since I had done that with a woman other than Jan, and, as you might imagine, my cock was as hard as it ever had been. Jan's hands competed with mine in our caressing of Marianne but, after a time, she became more aggressive, leaning over her and began an intense period of deep kissing. Marianne's arms went up around her, their tits together, as Jan's hand was in her cunt hair and her finger on her clit.
Abruptly, Jan pulled away and she began working her way down Marianne's body. She kissed and sucked her breasts, particularly the nipples, and moved downwards, over her stomach and into the hair. Getting up on her knees, she moved down to Marianne's feet, and, as Marianne raised and parted her legs, moved between them and began kissing and licking her cunt. You read about and see videos about a woman performing oral sex, cunnilingus, on another woman, but seeing your wife doing it live right beside you is an amazing experience. I could actually see her tongue licking rapidly over the clit and her mouth buried in the hair as she sucked it. Periodically, she would pull away slightly and run her tongue down between the cunt lips and back. It was fascinating was to see Marianne lifting and rotating her hips, causing Jan to hang on with her hands to keep contact with the cunt.
I had seen Jan worked up many times, of course, but it was very different just watching both women as they went on. However, I wasn't just sitting there observing - I was fondling Marianne's tits and squeezing them, matching her rhythm, as she as she moved. I was close beside her and impulsively leaned over and kissed her. She responded by putting her arms up around me, definitely returning the kiss as she continued undulating against Jan's tongue and mouth. The kiss was brief and, as I pulled back, her arms fell to her side and, unexpectedly, her left hand came right down on my hard cock which was against her side—and she gripped and held it. She didn't move her fingers or stroke it - fortunately because otherwise it would have exploded - she just held it! The kiss and the involuntary, probably, gripping of my cock inexplicitly sent a wave of affection for her through me. Something more than the mere physical excitement I felt.
In any case, the whole experience of watching one woman working hard to bring another woman to orgasm was fascinating to a degree that was totally unexpected. I was a normal man who had a reasonable amount of pre-martial experience, but this was completely new. In addition, I saw my wife in a whole new way. She obviously was a very fast learner - she had done this only twice - or she was naturally talented in cunnilingus! Whatever, Marianne continued undulating; thrusting her pelvis up and down as Jan gripped her hips and held her mouth tight again Marianne's cunt as the passion mounted. It was wildly exciting to watch and it led to what had to have been an incredible orgasm!
Not surprisingly, both of them collapsed for some time after their mutual exertion. Marianne's legs just flopped down and Jan rested her head on her stomach as they attempted to catch their breath. Finally, Jan raised up, smiling at me, and, even in the dim light, I could see that her face was glistening from her own saliva combined with Marianne's emissions. She moved back up, wiped her cheeks with a tissue and then leaned over Marianne to kiss me with her lips still wet. That excited me - straight from Marianne's cunt to my mouth! Since then, I've tasted Marianne's cunt as I've licked her, myself, but that was the first time and it was, as I said, exciting. In addition, all this time, Marianne still had her hand on my cock, just lightly holding it. As she pulled away and rose up, she smiled directly at me and gave it a gentle squeeze - a very personal moment that was more than just sex.
It was Jan's turn and we repeated that combination of physically exploring her body with a session of cunnilingus. Obviously, I knew the erogenous zones which turned her on and how she liked to be stroked and massaged - things that I didn't know as yet about Marianne - so I could be more efficient in arousing her. I have always taken pride in giving her pleasure with my fingers and, with Marianne participating, she was more than ready when Marianne moved between her thighs and began licking and sucking. I had brought Jan to orgasm hundreds of times and watched her reach her climax, but it was very different watching her react to Marianne's manipulations. Actually, her movements were very similar to the way that Marianne had reacted and I guess the up and down, twisting and grinding motions are universal, but I think that every woman probably is unique in some was as they become aroused. Both Marianne and Jan are relatively quiet - no shrieks, no verbal exhortations (in cunnilingus or intercourse) - when involved in sex. I don't know if this is also universal - outside of porno films - but the most distinctive sound they make is a massive exhaling of their breath as they reach climax, leaving them, literally, "out of breath!"
In any case, Jan's arousal gradually grew as Marianne applied her talents, learned years ago, to her body. She was doing the usual licking and sucking of Jan's clit, but with more variations. For example, she occasionally forced her legs up higher and licked downward through the cunt lips to her asshole. I had an idea as to what she was doing from how far back her head was, but I couldn't actually see the contact. Jan obviously reacted strongly to that so Marianne did it repeatedly. Also, and I didn't know this till later, when Marianne knew that Jan was approaching orgasm, she inserted a finger into Jan's ass and finger-fucked her in rhythm with her undulations. Jan erupted into a massive orgasm, squeezing her thighs together so that Marianne's head was imprisoned between them.
And then, finally, it was my turn! I had been feeling both of them. I had watched both of them engaged in oral sex, each between the others legs. Both of them, at one stage of their arousal, had their hand on my cock. Frankly, I was somewhat surprised that I hadn't cum in one or the other's hand. Fortunately, I have never been afflicted with premature ejaculation. In addition, as I have gotten older, it takes me longer to work up to going off. That stood me in good stead that evening - and, actually, since then.
When they had recovered, I found myself in a position that men only dream of - on my back, naked, my arms around a naked woman on each side, cuddled up against me. There were tits squeezed against me as they ran their hand over my chest and down to my cock. Every now and then, one or the other would raise up and kiss me or lean over and kiss the other. Gradually, they concentrated more on my cock and balls. Jan, knowing my body and my preferences from over the years, took the lead and pulled away and moved down and took my cock in her mouth and began lightly sucking. Marianne had moved down at the same time played with my balls while watching Jan an expression that is difficult to describe. She definitely was startled by Jan's action, but she also seemed to be nervous and worried and, maybe, a bit fearful.
What made her nervous and fearful became evident when Jan took my cock out of her mouth and held it toward her in a clear invitation to suck it. As we discovered later, Marianne had never kissed a cock, much less taken it in her mouth. Jan assumed that she was just being shy and proffered it again with an encouraging smile, not realizing that it was a traumatic moment for Marianne. The pressure to succumb was real and Marianne, hesitantly and reluctantly, leaned forward, opened her mouth and, for the first time, took a cock in. As she admitted later to Jan, she was repulsed by the idea of doing such a thing, but found, to her surprise, once it was in, she really didn't mind it - and doing it, surprisingly, was exciting, possibly because it was sort of perverse. She would have been stunned to know that as time passed she would come to accept sucking my cock all the way and, without hesitation, swallow everything.
Fortunately, at that time I was not interested in being sucked off and I was getting to the danger point. I pulled away from the two women with an urgent desire to fuck a cunt. Jan, without hesitation moved away, leaving Marianne on her back as my target. There was no hesitancy there either as she raised and spread her legs and welcomed me into herself, even using her fingers to help my cock find her hole. There was no impediment as I slid into her well lubricated passageway and began the millennium-old process of fucking a woman. Jan moved over, close beside us, her fingers reaching in and fondling and massaging my balls as I plunged in and out of Marianne. I had fucked her in the Jacuzzi, but this was very different. That had been good, I had enjoyed it, but it really wasn't personal - anymore that Bryan having Jan was personal. This was very personal. She was on her back on our bed and I was in her - the two of us were having sex with each other, not just a cock and cunt coming together in an orgy. Maybe the difference was just in my mind, but this time I really felt that I was really having Marianne Curry, not just a cunt!
Regardless of all of that, the fucking took the usual course with the gradual buildup to a crescendo, the plunges in and out becoming more rapid and harder. Marianne seemed to match my intensity as she rose up to meet my inward thrusts. Of course, there was no thinking going on once the rush toward orgasm began, just that uncontrolled intensity as I ground against her and ejaculated deep inside of her. Jan had continued her massaging of my balls, even slapping them hard as I came into Marianne. I held tight against Marianne's cunt for a brief time, breathless and energy completely depleted.
Then, something completely unexpected occurred - as I pulled my softening cock out of Marianne and collapsed beside her, Jan bent over and took my cock into her mouth and gently sucked it, removing it's coating mixture of my cum and Marianne's juices. Then, immediately, she lifted and spread Marianne's legs and proceeded to lick and suck her cunt, swallowing the outflow and cleaning the lips. That was unbelievable and very erotic! Sitting up and wiping her face, she simply said, "There, I was part of you two fucking!" She then kissed Marianne, adding, "Now we both have Jeff's cum in us!"
Epilogue
That was the first of many sex-filled evenings with the three of us. Marianne was with us almost every Saturday night during the school year and more often when school was out. We continued having Tim and Lois and Doug and Susan over, but the highlight was after they were gone - on the bed, not in the Jacuzzi. Marianne's sexual horizons were expanded by felatio, i.e. cock sucking, as well as cunnilingus and, eventually, anal sex. Bryan was making very good money in North Dakota and seemed quite comfortable living with their son and his wife. Marianne flew out there twice, but was not impressed. In any case, she had two more years before her school pension vested, so any chance of an immediate move was financially out of the question. Actually, both of them seemed ok with the status quo, which, of course suited Jan and me perfectly. Both women turned out to be completely bi-sexual, at least with each other, and, for me, it was perfect: a wife I loved and loved me in return, plus what amounted to a second wife for sex and friendship. Fortunately, there was no jealousy on Jan's part - Marianne was her sex partner, too. In fact, when Jan flew to Florida with our daughter Joan to visit her parents while I taught summer school, Marianne slept with me most nights.
I know that many people will say that it sounds too perfect to be true and it just wouldn't work, or that it is a depraved and degenerate life style. My answer simply is that, first, we're happy and it most certainly has worked and, second, you're probably right it is depraved and degenerate - but we don't care!
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My name is James MacAndrew, know familiarly as Mack. I'm about 6 feet or a little less, depending on who's measuring. I'm about 180 pounds and of regular, reasonably good looks. My wife is Sandra MacAndrew, addressed by most as Sandy. She's about 5' 2" or 5' 3" and I'll estimate somewhere between 110 and 115 pounds. She is quite pretty with very nice features, not beautiful but very nice. She has a very good but not spectacular body. Her breasts are, her bra says, 34B. Not large but very firm and with very little need for that bra. When dressed professionally, she usually wears one, but not in the evening. In the same manner, she wears pantyhose when working, garter belt and hose when dressed up. Actually, she is quite modest in her behavior and it would be a rare person who had any idea as to what she did or did not wear beneath her clothes.
Still, Sandy's biggest virtue is not her body or her face, nice as they are, but her personality. She often is described as "bubbly" and has a real talent for making friends. It's been said that when she visits a doctor's office, she comes out knowing not only the receptionist's name, but also her family, her background, her children, etc. And, she remembers it. That's a quality I admire because I'm the opposite.
She and I met in high school, went to college together, graduated, married and went to grad school together. The only time that we were separated was her junior year when she spent a full year in Spain. We both received our M.A.'s but there our academic lives separated. I went on to get my PhD while she taught school to support us. I joined a large northeastern university and began my professional career while she enrolled in the grad school to start her own PhD program and to work as a teaching assistant. We both had always loved school and education so our path, while unusual, suited us perfectly. All of this takes time, of course, so we were each about 30 when the circumstances in this story occurred, making her somewhat older than her grad student classmates.
We had moved to the small town where the university was located - actually a separate suburb of a fair-sized city. With a substantial mortgage we had been able buy a nicely remodeled four bedroom, two-story house with a walk-out basement. It was considerably larger than we needed, but the price was right and we anticipated adding to the family. In addition to the regular living space, the house also included a "mother-in-law suite" which we had intended to rent out to a student, but we, so far at least, had passed on that because of the lack of privacy. The only change that we had made in the house was to turn one bedroom into a combination office-study-library which was necessary for people in our fields. That bedroom was over the two-car garage and had several large windows overlooking a long driveway and front door and giving a very pleasant view of an expansive, treed front lawn. That vantage point turned out to be quite significant in a totally unexpected way. Our own bedroom was in the back of the house, well away from our "working" area. The backyard opened onto an alley which were common in earlier times for a rear entrance and contained a small building which originally was a carriage house. As I said, it was far more than we needed, but it was very nice.
Sandy's field of interest and her major was Spanish and Spanish literature. She had a real aptitude for languages and dove into the coursework with enthusiasm. Classes and seminars were small, the material interesting and the professors well versed in their specialties. Her first year in the PhD program went very well and with excellent grades which she honestly deserved. Now in her second year, she continued that success. You always worry about someone you know socially being in your class for if they don't do well it can be embarrassing. This was particularly true in this case because Sandy was a student and, at the same time, a faculty wife, and it would have been embarrassing for her professors, socially as well as academically, if she has been a poor student! We did socialize with other faculty and made real friends, but Sandy's main pleasure came from her relationships with her fellow grad students.
Language majors, at all levels, see each other regularly in and out of classes and usually band together against a parochial world (U.S., at least) which doesn't feel the need to learn foreign languages; they are too hard, they are not practical in getting a job, everyone should learn English, etc. Actually, those attitudes are changing now, but, when the acts this story is about were going on, those feelings predominated. In any case, there was a closeness that developed, particularly among the teaching assistants (or TA's), leading to get-togethers one or twice a month, usually a Saturday night, when they sat around "talking shop," discussing professors and courses, papers, articles and their own classes and students and all the other minutia that graduate students and teaching assistants revel in. Frequently, one of the fellows played classical guitar and entertained with Spanish music while everyone lay back and let the ambiance overcome them. They were pleasant evenings of bonding, sharing their learning and experiences and unwinding.
Sandy, of course, loved these parties and I attended several of them with her but didn't find them to be entertaining. In addition, I really didn't fit in - I wasn't involved in language studies, I certainly wasn't interested in the gossip about their professors and students and, in any case, I was a professor myself! It was a very nice, very compatible group, but I just didn't fit in with a group of graduate students. I liked them as individuals but I wasn't a part of the group. Consequently, we quickly developed a system in which I drove Sandy to the place where the party was being held (usually a house which one of the women assistants rented) and someone would bring her home. There always one or more drivers who served as transportation for those who didn't have cars or who didn't like night driving, so that worked out well.
The parties frequently ran into the small hours of the morning, but I didn't need to wait up or worry because she would be delivered right to our door. If I was working late in the study (which I often was while grading term papers, exams, etc.), I could see the car pull in and greet her at the door. The truth is, I enjoyed watching for the car to pull in and see Sandy get out, wave to her friend or friends and hurry in to tell me how her evening had gone. Actually, for each of us one of the best parts of any activity, or any day, for that matter, was to get home and tell the other about it. That type of sharing was something that we both enjoyed and valued because, even after years together, we each was really interested in what the other was doing.
In any case, even if I had gone to bed I couldn't really get to sleep soundly until she came in, somewhat like a parent waiting for the sound of their teenager getting home. So the pattern developed: she would be taken to the party, have an enjoyable evening, be delivered to our door and come into the bedroom, her bubbling personality lighting up the room as she saw me. I would receive a précis, long or short, and, as she finally ran down, we would go to sleep. That was the pattern that developed during her first year and through the first semester of the second. Then, suddenly in one night, everything changed.
Classes were over and papers had been completed and turned in so the grad students were free except for graduate assistants like Sandy who still had the boring task of proctoring the final group exam for Introductory Spanish on Monday morning. Naturally, they had an "end of semester" party to celebrate and unwind. Sandy was really looking forward to an evening with her friends with no pressure, no deadlines, to concern them.
I reclined on the bed, watching her dress, a very pleasant occupation, before I had to return to my own boring duty, reading term papers and exams. She walked around the room wearing only her hose and garter belt - pantyhose were practical for daily wear, but garter belt and hose were for dressing up. She added a brief pair of sheer pink panties that really hid very little. Then, she picked up one of her favorite skirts and donned it. It was a long wrap skirt in the dark blue and green Black Watch plaid over which she slipped on a dark blue silky blouse that buttoned up the front. It was a very attractive ensemble and I said, in complete honesty, "Lovely!"
She leaned over and kissed me, saying, "Thank, you." Then, looking at herself in the mirror, she asked, "Do you think that I need a bra with this? I love the feel of the material against me and the color is dark. I think that it is ok. What do you think?
I, of course, gave the answer she wanted, "It looks fine, Honey." Then I added, "In any case, a hard nipple sticking out never hurt anyone yet."
"Now you stop it! Anyway, I don't want to wear a bra, but I just don't want it to be too obvious." She looked at reflection again and, satisfied, announced, "I guess it's all right. Ok, I'm ready."
So, all of that settled, I delivered my happy wife to the door of the party house, said, "Have a good time," kissed her goodbye and returned home to grade some bluebooks.
I read exam papers for several hours and finally quit. There are just so many of those things that you can read without becoming bleary eyed and terminally bored. So, I turned out the study lights and went to bed, planning to read awhile until Sandy got home. After a time, I fell asleep, actually lightly dozing, until I was wakened by the sound of the front door shutting. Glancing at the clock, I was surprised to see that Sandy was much later than normal. I looked to the bedroom door expecting to see her smiling face as I heard her coming up the stairs. However, she wasn't smiling as she came in.
I can still picture the expression on her face, but I really cannot adequately describe it. It was an unreal mixture of excitement, fear, anxiety, shock - I don't know. It's one of those times when the statement "a picture is worth a thousand words" applies. Other than having her hair somewhat disheveled, she looked perfectly normal. Her face was flushed but otherwise ordinary. She still had her coat on, which was unusual, and she just stood there, obviously at a loss as what to say or do. Finally, obviously forcing the words out, she blurted, "Oh Honey, I've just been made!"
I just stared at her, unable for the moment to comprehend her meaning and all that came out was, "What!"
"Frank Jackson just screwed me!"
As the words penetrated, my mind roared off in all directions as, I suspect, anyone's would on hearing such a completely unexpected statement. The first words that came out of my mouth were, "Are you all right? Are you hurt?" The thought that the screwing was consensual didn't hit me at first. I felt fury as the thought of my wife being forced, even raped. Instant rage calling for revenge.
Sandy immediately saw the meaning of my question and quickly reassured me, "Oh, Mack, I'm fine, I...I...let him do it." Her face began to crumble as she made her confession, not knowing my reaction to an admission of adultery.
Now, to many people, my reaction to that statement will be surprising. I have never been a jealous man and I felt absolutely no jealousy at that moment - or later for that matter. I got out of bed and put my arms about her, hugged her tight, and said, "I'm not mad, dear. I'm not upset at all. I know that you love me and all I care about is that you are all right!"
I could feel the tension leave her body as she realized that I wasn't devastated by her totally unexpected confession or that we were facing a crisis in our marriage. Of course, she had had solid reasons for her fear for, even knowing me as she did, there is simply no way to know how a man will react to hearing that his wife had, to put it bluntly, been fucked by another man.
Finally, after returning my hug, she pulled back and said, "Look." With that she opened her coat to show me her unbuttoned blouse with her breasts completely bare, her nipples red and swollen. She shrugged off the coat and removed the blouse, the increased exposure revealing marks that undoubtedly would be hickeys by tomorrow. She undid her skirt and let it fall and stood there, naked except for her garter belt and hose. Obviously my lack of negative reaction had reassured her for, with a shy, tentative smile, she added, "My panties must still be in his car!"
As I looked at her standing there I was shocked anew as her nudity confirmed more graphically what she had told me. Then that confirmation was made even more explicit as a drop of what could only be sperm dripped from her cunt onto the floor.
Gasping, "Oh my god," she blushed beet red and hurried into the bathroom calling back, frantically, "I've got to take a douche!"
Almost fifteen minutes passed before she came back and stood before me, now completely naked. She just stayed there, embarrassed and not knowing what to say. Finally, she gasped out, "Oh, Mack, I'm so sorry and ashamed. I know you said that you weren't angry with me, but I feel awful, so guilty. I can't believe that I just sat there in the tub and washed another man's sperm out of my cunt. Up till then I wasn't feeling too bad after I told you and you weren't mad, but that just seems so awful, so depraved."
I reached up and pulled her down beside me and hugged her tightly saying, "Quit worrying, sweetheart. You're not depraved and what you did may have been immoral but it's not a sin against me. I'm not in the least bit angry or hurt. I'm not jealous or upset. I think that you are a lovely, wonderful woman that I've loved for years and nothing you have done tonight will change that in the least." Those words were all absolutely true and, to my considerable surprise, I realized that not only was I not dejected by her confession, I was aroused.
Obviously, this naked woman in my arms was my wife of many years, but she also was someone new. It was the same body that I knew so well, but it was not the same. I didn't take time to analyze my feelings then but I certainly had an unexpected reaction to my wife's confession of infidelity. I held her against me as I felt the tension gradually fade from her body. Then an almost prurient desire led me to say, "I want to look at you." She obviously knew exactly what I meant for she pulled away, lay back and raised her legs and displayed her adulterous cunt.
It was clean, of course, after the douche, and the hair was curly and soft as always, but the cunt lips were swollen and open. Her clit, which normally was mostly hidden, was prominent at the top of the slit. The hole into her vagina was visible and open and the flesh was engorged and red. There was no physical evidence of Frank's entry, no cum clogging the walls - that had all been washed away - but his cock's route was clearly evident. Surprising myself, I leaned in and ran my tongue over the lips and as deep as it would go into the hole. Finally, I flicked the tip over the clit and pulled back. I had done that many times before but, somehow, this was different.
"Ok, now that the preliminaries are out of the way and I have absolutely no bad or censorious thoughts, tell me how on earth you were, I guess, seduced. Start at the beginning and tell me every detail, step by step. Wait, first tell me about this Frank. I know that you've mentioned his name a few times, but I don't remember anything special.
"I don't think that you've met him. He's new here this year. He's a grad assistant in Spanish, teaching 101 as I do. We have Dr. Bowman's seminar together. He's like me, older that the others because he was teaching at a small school in Maine for several years after graduating from Middlebury. He was living with a woman there and, when they broke up, badly I guess, he decided to go back to school to get his PhD so he could teach at a college. He's probably 29 or 30, has his master's and some additional work from Boston U. I learned all of this from Ruth when she gave me the low down on him when he joined the group. He's about your size, maybe a bit shorter, and is attractive. Several of the other girls are smitten by him, but, while he's dated a couple of them, he's unattached and, seemingly uninterested. More gossip. Certainly, he is the most eligible bachelor in our group.
"We've been quite friendly, but nothing more than that. We do have a few things in common which bring us together. I think that the fact that we are both older does separate us from the others a bit, although I don't think that anyone in the group feels a real age gap." Grinning a bit at me, she ruefully added, "I don't act any more mature than anyone else."
"Probably the biggest link between us has been that we both have the same major interest, Spanish literature of the Golden Age. We have one course and one seminar together and we do talk a lot. I really do enjoy 'talking shop' with him in the office or lounge - it is fun having an intellectual conversation, but there never has been anything the least bit personal. I like him and I know he likes me, but I honestly had no idea that he even thought of me outside of the academic setting. That is why, I guess, I was totally shocked when he did something last night.
"I was sitting on the couch talking with him and Judy about our Lope seminar - Lope de Vega - and the papers we were writing. Actually, I was leaning back against one of the pillows between them, half listening to each of them. There was a break in the conversation as someone dimmed the lights as Tom started to play the guitar. We shifted over to make room for Andy on the couch, leaving me right up against Frank. He had his left arm up on the back of the couch and, as I moved up close to him, he let it fall onto my shoulder and arm. It ended up with us sitting there with his arm around me as we listened to Tom play. It felt very nice, sort of cozy and warm with no connotations other than that we were comfortable with each other.
"I had my arms crossed in front of me with my forearms under my breasts, not thinking of anything but the music. I had my left hand resting on my right elbow and Frank had his hand resting just below my left elbow, occasionally moving his fingers, lightly, side to side on my arm. Then, slowly he just moved his hand upward from my arm onto the bottom of my breast, and then cupped it gently. I was startled and shocked as he did it, but I also felt a wave of heat flash through me. I suppose I should have pulled away and that would have ended it but, and I really don't know why, I just didn't. Actually, I do know why - I was excited! Of course, it wasn't much, just a hand on my boob, not really feeling me, just resting there, but my mind froze up like that of a sixteen year girl being touched for the first time! In any case, I didn't pull away and he just left his hand there, cupping my breast, as Tom played on. Actually, I didn't even hear the music, I was so caught up my own little drama!"
"You mean that he just let his hand stay there and didn't actually feel you?"
"Oh, he moved his fingers a little bit and squeezed lightly, and, with only that thin blouse in the way, he didn't have to do much to know what I felt like. He certainly knew that there was very little between his hand and my bare breast! He definitely knew where my nipple was because it was sticking straight out. Regardless, I think that we sat like that for a good ten minutes with that going on before I suddenly came to my senses and realized that anyone glancing over would see where his hand was. So, reluctantly, I straightened up and moved my arms, causing his hand to fall away. Nothing was said and the whole incident was finished without, I think, anyone seeing anything. Still, he had felt me to some degree and I certainly hadn't stopped him. I swear that my heart was still fluttering the rest of the evening.



"Shortly afterwards, one of the fellows said that he had to leave and asked if anyone needed a ride. It was fairly early and I wasn't quite ready to leave, but I started to accept the offer anyway. But, as I started to get up, Frank pulled me back saying that he goes right by our house and that I could ride with him. It wasn't surprising that Frank would volunteer since he had driven me and others home before, but I had a feeling that this was more than being friendly. I'll admit that I was a bit concerned about what had happened earlier, but, I'll also admit that I was curious about his reaction - and mine! The truth is, I still felt that tingle and my thoughts were all over the place, not thinking clearly at all. Damn it, I think that I was hoping that something would happen, maybe get felt a bit, but I certainly never dreamed of what did happen!
"In any case, after about another forty-five minutes or so, the party was beginning to break up and we prepared to go. Fortunately (or not) this time no one else was going with him, so I got my coat and purse and the two of us went out to the car alone. He unlocked and opened the car door for me and I got in and, as I usually do, slid over to unlock the driver's side door from the inside. He has a great big old car with the really wide seats so I was the middle as he got in. As I started to move back, he looked at me and said, 'You know, there's something I've wanted to do all semester.'"
"I simply asked, innocently, 'What's that?'"
"He replied, 'This.'"
"Reaching for me, he pulled me to him and began kissing me. The kiss quickly became very intense and, surprising myself, I responded with great enthusiasm. I really lost myself in it and I must have been even more aroused than I knew for I really kissed back. I think that it went on for at least two of three minutes. He didn't touch me or anything, just kissing, but I was reacting as if it was more than that. Finally, I pulled away, saying, 'We've got to stop this! The others will be coming out and wondering why we're still here!'
"He straightened up momentarily, but immediately reached for me again, saying, 'One more kiss and we'll leave.'
"'No, Frank, there isn't time! Tom and Claire were right behind us! Let's go. You can kiss me again when we get home.' I said that automatically without thinking, but I did want it to go on!
"He accepted my promise and, as men seem to do, changed the subject completely as he started the car, saying that it had been his mother's and commenting that it ran well and was very good except for some transmission problems and a heater that doesn't work all the time. I innocently replied, 'Well, I don't know about you, but I'm not exactly cold right now.' I had my beige coat with the lining on and all I meant was that I physically wasn't cold but he obviously took it that I was hot from the kisses - which, of course I was! In any case, he laughed and put his arm around me, hugged me close and drove home, very slowly, using his left hand on the wheel.
"I have no idea as to what was going through my mind as we drove along. I think that I was in some kind of drug-like stupor. You know that I've never been in a situation like that before - having his hand on my tit like that in public! Gods, I called it my 'tit!' I've never done that before. Then being kissed passionately like that! I was hot! All I remember was looking forward to more kissing and, yes, I wanted his hand on my tit again!
"As we got near the house I was filled with mixed emotions. If the study lights had been on and you obviously still up, Frank probably would have kissed me again and I would have come in in a few minutes. No worries and no pressure - a kiss and, perhaps a quick feel or two, and that would end it. However, if the lights were out, you presumably would be in bed, and I wouldn't have the excuse for a quick escape - if I wanted one and I didn't know what I wanted!
"In any case the decision was out of my hands for, as we pulled into the driveway, we could see immediately that the house (from the front, of course) was dark. Frank remarked, 'It looks like everyone's asleep.' 'Everyone,' of course, was my husband, leaving me, a married woman who already had been felt and passionately kissed, without anything except morality and virtue to protect her. Those weren't enough.
"Without hesitation, Frank took his glasses off and put them on the dashboard (mine were in my purse) and pushed the seat all the way back. His right arm was already around me and he turned me toward him and took up where we had left off at Judy's house. I cooperated completely, returning his kiss with fervor, totally lost in the sensations flowing through me. At some point, and I have no idea when, his left hand moved up to my tit and squeezed and fondled it through my blouse. His fingers were trying to get inside the blouse and, without any conscious decision to do so, I reached up and unbuttoned it.
"His hands felt and squeezed me and, again, without really thinking, I pulled away and, with his fumbling help, shrugged my coat and blouse off. I was naked to the waist, both tits exposed to his eyes and fingers. This was the first time in all these years that any man but you had seen my breasts bare. The security light on the garage lit up the car sufficiently that he could see every detail. He turned me so that I was half lying on the seat with my head and shoulders across his knees. I couldn't believe the surges of heat that kept running through me as he cupped and squeezed my tits, pinching and pulling on my nipples.
"Suddenly he said, 'Wait a second.' He opened the door and slid out, lowering me onto my back by the steering wheel. I had no idea as to what was happening as he closed the door and hurried around and got in the other side. He knelt in the foot and began kissing and sucking on my nipples and, I'm afraid, leaving those marks all over my breasts. I was really lost in the sensations, all totally unexpected and new. Making out, half naked in a car with a man who wasn't my husband! I swear, I think I was in an orgasmic state, actually squirming on the seat as he worked on me.
"Then, as might be expected, something new was added, but everything sort of flowed together and, I expect, inevitably. At some point in all of this focus on my tits, he began running his left hand up and down my leg. I felt a new surge of arousal go through me as his fingers reached my hose tops and began moving upwards. Despite being lost in the sexual thrills going through me, a thought - 'Gods, I have to stop this! It's going too far!' - flashed through my mind as those fingers reached my panties.
"However, whatever danger signals flew through my mind were obliterated by the new sensations that exploded through me as my cunt was touched. The panties weren't in the way long. Without opposition, he pushed my skirt up out of the way and, grabbing the waistband, dragged the panties down and off. I felt the coldness of the air on my body and raised my head and looked down. For practical purposes, I was completely nude. My wrap skirt had come completely open and I could see past my tits with their nipples rigidly erect to the mound of my pussy hair. 'My god, I'm naked,' flashed through my mind, but any coherent thought vanished as his fingers found my cunt.
"The fingers were everywhere, running up and down my thighs, across my cunt lips, over my pussy hair, even back to my bottom. Then, he began stroking up and down between the lips and over my clit, probing my cunt and - this is embarrassing - my ass. Actually, everything merged into one great ball of excitement and I know that I was continuously in some stage of orgasm. I wonder what he thought of the way I was reacting. My legs were wide open and I obviously was extraordinarily wet because he began finger fucking me with, first, two fingers and then, I honestly believe, three fingers! I've never been that open!
"While his left hand was working between my legs his other was squeezing and kneading my breasts. He was still kneeling in the foot of the car and he moved up further and began kissing and sucking my nipples again, even biting a little bit. You know how sensitive and tender they are and it was hurting them, but I remember pushing my tits up toward his mouth, welcoming the pain! I even had my hand on the back of his head, holding him there. Damn, this is hard to describe.
"Suddenly, he pulled away and, looking down at me, said, 'Sandy, I have to kiss you!'"
"Needless to say, my mind wasn't clear and I didn't react. However, as he pulled away and moved down toward my feet, the fog in my mind cleared away as I realized he meant to kiss my cunt! That sent a shock through me and I cried out, 'No, Frank, you'll make me, you'll make me! You won't be able to stop!' He ignored my protests and, kneeling on the seat, raised and spread my legs, opening me up completely. I was squirming around and trying to get my legs down, but I just couldn't do it - he is very strong. Much of my sexual arousal was gone as I was genuinely afraid of what was going to happen. I kept saying 'No, Frank, you'll make me' over and over. I must have sounded like a high school girl. I didn't say 'you'll screw me or you'll fuck me,' just 'you'll make me!'
"In any case, he held my legs up and open and began to lick me. His tongue flicked over my clit, slid between the lips and, even, down to my bottom. I wish I could go back and look into my mind for I know that it was a mish mash of conflicting thoughts. The fear was still there, but the sensations coming from his tongue overwhelmed it. I had had that moment of clarity but it vanished in the wash of emotions that flooded through me. Oddly enough, this time I was much more aware of what was happening. It felt so good, so exciting! Frank no longer had to hold my legs up as I deliberately raised my cunt to his mouth. His hands were gone and all I felt was the lashing tongue as I spread my legs wide to make myself more accessible. I certainly could have stopped it at that point, but I didn't even think of it!
"Then, shockingly, his hands returned as he grasped my knees, pushing them back until they touched my tits. I didn't, at first, realize what was happening as I felt him moving over me. Evidently, while I held myself open to his licking, he had managed to get his pants and shorts down and, as he moved between my legs, his rigid cock found my gaping cunt hole. I was so wet that he sank completely into me with the first push. I wish that I could say that I tried to stop him, but I didn't. I didn't say no. He didn't force me. Instead, I welcomed him in without protest and quickly matched his rhythm as he fucked me! I wanted it!
"Honey, there's no way that I can describe what happened to me or how I felt! I think that I just exploded! As his cock entered me I had a flash thought, 'He's going to screw me,' and I just blew up. I think that everything that had happened from the time that he touched my tit at the party to when he took me on the car seat just overwhelmed me at and I began an orgasm that seemed to go on forever! The whole thing hit me at once and I know that I was humping up and down against him as he pounded into me.
"I lay there on that car seat with his cock going in and out, smacking hard on my clit. My reaction was a combination of delirium and euphoria as I ground my cunt upwards against him, wanting more and more. I know that I was gasping for breath, moaning and groaning with exertion. The only other sound that I was aware of was a series of 'unh, unh, unh' grunts from Frank as he drove into me, time after time.
"I have no idea as to how long it lasted - it seemed to go on forever yet I know it really was pretty brief. Both of us were so hot and ready that it couldn't be prolonged. There obviously was no planned crescendo but we seemed to work together to the final climax. Frank pounded in harder and harder, faster and faster, and I matched his tempo until, finally, I felt him weld himself against my cunt and spurt into me. I don't know if that triggered my final orgasm or if I was just ready, myself, but I surged upward, grinding myself against him as he ejaculated. I swear that I was in some level of orgasm the entire time, but that was the biggest explosion of all. We held together like that, him still jetting cum into me and me writhing against him in ...well, ecstasy, I guess. I don't know if that's the right word or not, but I was completely lost in it.
"I'm a little vague about what happened next. I think that we both sort of collapsed, our energy completely exhausted, but the next thing I knew Frank was lifting himself off of me. At that point, reality rushed back onto me. My head was still in a muddle as he pulled away, but it cleared up instantly as I raised up and looked at him. He was kneeling on the seat between my legs with his shorts and pants around his knees. More important, I realized that I was lying there virtually naked with my legs wide apart - and I had just been screwed by a man who wasn't my husband.
"Suddenly, my mind was too clear, but splintered, going in all directions at the same time, trying to grasp and understand all that had happened. In less than a minute I went from the euphoria of a massive orgasm to the ice water realization I had committed adultery. 'What'll I do?' 'What will I tell Mack?' 'How will he react?' 'How did I get into this mess?' 'My god, Frank had me!' 'I'm naked. He can see everything!' That last ludicrous thought actually went rushing through my mind, showing how irrational my thinking was. Still, it all piled up and was just too much and I burst into tears.
"Frank immediately moved off of the seat, knelt in the foot, lifted me into a sitting position and put his arms around me. As he held me against him, he attempted to console me, apologizing for going too far but saying how wonderful it had been and that no one would ever know. He said that had never thought of going all the way with me, but was just overcome by the way I looked and felt. He moved up on the seat behind me, on the driver's side, and held me against his chest saying that I have a beautiful body and that he couldn't help himself. As he said that, he gently squeezed my breast saying, 'You have beautiful tits!' My heavens, that's why I'm calling them 'tits.' It seems right! In any case, I don't know if it his comments were apologies, flattery or what, but I did calm down and stopped crying.
"That obviously reassured him as he finally asked, 'Are you all right now, Sandy? This was a fantastic evening, the best I've ever had, I think. You seemed to enjoy it too.'"
"Damn it, yes I enjoyed it! Of course I did. But I'm a married woman who has been screwed by another man. God, it was adultery! Now I have to go in and face my husband! Here I am, lying naked in the front seat while you feel my breast!"
"Don't worry, he'll never know. I certainly won't say anything and no one else even knows that we were together. I just drove you home, walked you to the door and left. Nobody's been hurt and it was a wonderful time. Come on, cheer up."
"Of course, I knew I would tell you as soon as I came in so I was worried, but I did relax. To show how weird my mind was, I suddenly got a thrill out of being naked with him as I realized that his pants were still down and I could feel his cock against by back. I didn't really see it the whole time, but I felt it getting hard against me and I decided that I had better end it right then.
"'Good heavens, what time is it? Mack will be wondering where I am and he'd better not see me like this! I've got to get dressed! Where's my blouse?' Frank found it crumpled on the seat and he watched as I put it on. I didn't bother to button it, just quickly put my arms into it and followed with my coat which had been under me. While I was doing that, he evidently pulled his shorts and pants up, got out and came around again and opened my door. My skirt was still wide open and caught under me so I just slid out, naked to the waist except for my hose and garter belt. Perversely, I was perfectly comfortable with that exposure, standing beside the car, fastening the skirt around me, completely visible under the security light.
"We walked to the door and, amazingly he said 'Thank you for a wonderful evening. I'll see you Monday.' With that he leaned down and kissed me and gently squeezed my breast through my coat and left - and I came in to face the music!"
As she recounted her experiences and feelings, it was almost as if she were reliving them. She even had her eyes closed part of the time. It was fascinating to both see and hear her as she returned to what had to be one of the most (probably the most) sexual experience of her life including our honeymoon. For me, I had the weirdest stream of emotions rush through me. I was never one of those men who fantasized about his wife with another man, but I was hearing an extremely erotic recital of my own wife in just that situation. My first, fortunately fleeting, reaction was to feel sort of empty, as if something were missing. That thought, I know, came from the realization that something basic had changed and wouldn't be the same again - another man had penetrated my wife and given her an unbelievable orgasm as he took her. She had been totally mine and now she wasn't. It wasn't really jealousy, just the reality that she had had an amazing experience that I couldn't share except second hand. Actually, I guess that that is a form of jealousy.
Fortunately, as I said, that negative feeling was fleeting and, as she continued, I found myself becoming more and more aroused. I had a graphic picture of her lying back on that car seat, her breasts - or her tits as she now referred to them - sticking up as they were fondled and her nipples kissed. Then as she described being virtually naked as another man saw her body displayed, any negative feeling I had were submerged by my own sexual excitement. I've read enough now to realize that being excited by seeing your wife in that position is a relatively common reaction, but I was surprised at my own arousal. However, that obvious physical response to her detailed account of her adultery unquestionably reassured her and for over an hour we indulged ourselves in a licentious discussion of her wanton behavior.
We talked about she felt as his hand was on her tit at the party, particularly how her nipple poked upward into his palm. [Embarrassing.] Did she think that anyone noticed his hand on her? [No.] Did she expect anything when they went to the car? [Maybe.] Did she want something to happen? [Probably.] When you moved over to unlock the door did you deliberately stay in the middle? [Yes.] In a way it was like a debriefing after a military mission!
One question that I had was, "Wasn't that uncomfortable? How could you spread out like that and how could he maneuver with the steering wheel and the narrow space?"
"Oh, that wasn't much of a problem, at least for me. He has a great big old Buick Roadmaster that his mother had. I think that I could lie perfectly flat with my legs straight and hardly touch the door. Actually, when he was on me I was pushed a bit toward his door, but it didn't affect me until we were finished. With the seat pushed back, the steering wheel wasn't really in the way. If you want to take a date out and screw her, a Buick Roadmaster is the way to go!"
"Or if you want a place to seduce a married woman and fuck her, that's what you need!"
"Oh, gods, don't say that!" Then, with an impish grin, she added, "Of course, he did get a married woman on her back, stick his cock in her and fuck her - and she loved it! So there!" She paused and then continued, not grinning any more, asking hesitantly, "I know that you are accepting all of this but I hope that tomorrow, when you look back on it, you're not upset. We can't change it. Frank has had me. He saw me naked and, well...he fucked me. Right now we are both in a weird state and daylight may change that. Promise me that you will be honest if you feel different tomorrow."



"I don't think that you have any worries about that, dearest, but I do promise. Now, after all of this, I want to put my cock where Frank's had been and fuck my lovely wife!"



        Sandy and Frank Ch. 02

        Seduced, but what next?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandy-and-frank-ch-02

Title: Sandy and Frank Ch. 02

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Seduced, but what next?

Tags: diaphragm, seduced, tits, love marks, garter belt, hickeys, nudity, adultery

Series: Sandy and Frank


The following morning was traumatic, but not for the reasons one might expect. I woke up about 9:30, actually a bit early considering that it was Sunday morning and I hadn't gone to sleep until almost 4:00 AM. I looked over at Sandy who was faced away from me and who still seemed to be asleep. Last night's events were sharp in my mind and I felt a sudden arousal but also a real demand to get to the bathroom. When I returned, my cock was still half-hard as I anticipated the pleasant task of waking my wife and pick up where we had left off last night. However, that enjoyable thought was quickly wiped form my brain as I saw Sandy lying on the back, sobbing profusely.
"Oh, Honey, I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to do all that. Please forgive me!"
My first reaction was to ask myself, "What on earth does she mean?" since everything had been settled thoroughly before we went to bed. Of course, I immediately realized that things had come unraveled overnight. I hurried to the bed and embraced her, saying, "Come on, sweetheart, there's nothing to forgive! I'm not angry! You didn't do anything wrong! Now quit crying and tell me why you're so upset."
"You know why - I ... I was unfaithful last night! Frank Jackson screwed me and...and I let him! I committed adultery! Oh, what am I going to do? You have to be angry and disappointed even if you say you're not. I love you and I can't believe that I did something so cruel to you. How can you live with me?"
It was obvious that the demons of the night had crept into her mind, wiping away the reassuring mutual enjoyment from last night. It's amazing how rational beliefs and observations can be replaced by fear and anxiety as one is besieged by those demons. As she admitted later, unlike me, she had not fallen asleep and, instead had lain there for over an hour, the pleasure gone as she gave way to an awake nightmare. All her "rights and wrongs" inculcated into her by her up-bringing, her feeling of betraying me, a graphic picture of herself sprawled naked and open on the car seat, her body being used by another man - thoughts and images she could not reconcile with her own self-portrait. Even more, her guilt was compounded by her recognition that it all had wildly excited her. She couldn't even hide behind the excuse that she was an innocent bystander. Thus in the gloom of the night and her mind, she just knew that she had ruined things between us.
We've all had those nights where, in our minds, nothing seems right, the future is bleak and we can't see the way out of our problems. Sometimes it is very hard to put the night fears away when day comes and that was Sandy's situation. She was still convinced that her sin was just too big to for me to overcome, putting our marriage at risk.
Actually, I guess that, in a way, her fears were not completely irrational. If asked the day before how I would react to my wife being fucked by another man, I don't know just how I would have answered. In the abstract, I think my reply would have been quite negative. Faced with the reality, however, my response, as described before, was unbelievably positive. I confess that when reading about men who accepted their wives' adultery, I had assumed that the stories were fiction, but I couldn't deny that I was tremendously aroused
I hugged and cajoled Sandy, reaffirming, over and over, my lack of concern and, even, my approval of her sexual actions of last night. I finally convinced her that my lack of jealousy in no way was a lack of love for her. As I told her, I could be very jealous if her actions were a sign that her feelings for me had weakened or that somehow I wasn't enough for her in some way, particularly sexual. If, in other words, her extramarital sex was in some way a rejection of me I would be very upset and hurt. This certainly was not the case. If she had hidden it and done things behind my back, I would be very angry. Again, this was not the case.
I didn't go into it because it is so hard to explain, but somehow her experience last night had made her more attractive, more interesting and not only sexually. She was different form the woman I had been with all those years and I saw her with different eyes. If your wife does something totally out of character - climbs a mountain, sky dives, has a book published, stars in a play, commits adultery - she is different. She's the same woman you married and have slept with for years but you see her in a whole new light. You can be jealous of her new experiences and the person or people she does them with. You can feel diminished and resent that she experienced new things without you. Or you can embrace and value the new "her" and vicariously enjoy those experiences with her.
I certainly was taking the latter course but, for some reason I found it more difficult to tell her that the whole thing turned me on. Somehow it was still difficult to frankly admit verbally that having another man fuck her excited me. I had a hard time accepting it, myself. However, my non-verbal communication was quite clear as my hard cock proved. Fortunately, my obvious arousal helped convince Sandy that her nightmarish fears were wrong and I wasn't just pretending not to be upset. The clear sign that her normal spirit had returned was when she looked up at me while stroking my erection and said, with a shy and impish smile, "I think that you like knowing and another man's cock was in me, don't you?" I didn't reply, but the truth was obvious.
That, of course, was a sign that we could return to the real topic - her illicit sexual activities. As we talked, my embracing of her turned into caressing and fondling, but as I lightly pinched her nipple, she pulled back with a wince, saying, "Ouch! Ooh, I'm sore! I think that Frank must have squeezed them too hard."
"Here, take your gown off and look at you." As she raised up and pulled the gown over her head, revealing her breasts, I broke out with, "Good god, look at you! No wonder they're sore!" It was an unbelievable sight. There were more marks than there was clear skin. There were hickeys covering both mounds. Bruises, actually finger marks, turned much of the flesh purple. Both nipples still looked swollen and red rather than their normal pink color. If ever a pair of breasts revealed a night of wild passion, these did.
Sandy jumped up off of the bed and hurried over to the full length mirror and stated at herself in consternation. "I don't believe this! I knew that he was really working my tits over and it hurt when he was biting and sucking my nipples, but I had no idea that he was doing this much damage. I told you last night that the pain actually felt good, excited me, but I never dreamed of being marked like this! Boy, he really sucked my nipples - look at them!"
"Think of what would have happened if I had been asleep last night and I had watched you take off your gown this morning! That would have been very hard to explain!"
"Explain! My god, there's no way on earth that this could be explained! You know, I think that my lips - of my mouth - are a bit swollen too. Damn, he really worked me over! It's going to be a long time before all those marks will fade away. Fortunately, I think that everything will be under my bra."
As she turned away from the mirror she presented a very erotic sight. Standing there completely nude, looking normal in almost in all respects except for two breasts that looked as if they had been in a fight - or an orgy! "You know, last night I could see some marks or hickeys, but the bruises developed over night. Are you going to show them to Frank tomorrow?"
"Oh my heavens, I hadn't even thought of seeing him tomorrow. How the hell am I going to do that? I won't even be able to look at him. I'll light up like a Christmas tree and everyone will know that something happened. Every time he looks at me he'll know that he's had me! He's seen me naked and had me! I'm a married woman who lay down on his car seat and let him have me! Gods, what am I going to do?" She truly was panicked as the thought of a humiliating encounter with her...what? Lover hardly seemed to apply. Seducer? Maybe. In any case, it was a full five minutes before she calmed down - and then I laughed at her, which didn't help.
"I think that you are more frightened and upset about seeing the man who screwed you than you were about telling me! You're more concerned about what he'll think or say than you are about what you did. I have to wonder what's he's thinking - he drove an innocent married woman home, got her in his car and seduced her into adultery! Maybe he's preening now, proud of his prowess or maybe he's watching the door half expecting an irate, shotgun bearing husband searching for him! Or, maybe, he's sitting there wondering how he'll face her tomorrow morning! He may be even wondering if he got you pregnant. What about that? Is it likely?"
"Oh, you, quit laughing at me! You may be right that he is worried too, but I know damn well that I'm going to blush like a fire engine when I see him. No, I'm not too concerned about being pregnant - otherwise I would really be in a tizzy! I was extremely worried last night when I ran in to take a douche, but, when I calmed down, I realized that I was pretty safe. I should start my period Tuesday or Wednesday and, for the first time ever, I believe, I'll look forward to it. If this was in the middle of the month I would be petrified!" Then after a pause, she got a funny expression on her face and added, "I can't believe this! Here we are discussing whether I will be embarrassed when I see a man who fucked me and wondering if he got me pregnant! This is unreal."
Fortunately, she had calmed down and was able to see the humor in the situation and, even, laugh at herself. That restored her ardor somewhat and we were able to return to the sexual activities interrupted by the viewing of her multi-colored breasts.
It was a bizarre situation for both of us. That afternoon, I attempted to grade bluebooks and read term papers, but I found myself staring blankly at the pages. No matter what I tried to concentrate on, the vision of Sandy lying naked on that car seat kept getting in the way. The thought of her erupting in orgasm as another man fucked her quickly eroded my ability to focus. With all of this one thing came through - thank god that I wasn't jealous. I realized the hell a jealous man would be going through if his wife had made the same confession.
Not surprisingly, Sandy admitted that she had the same problem of finding to concentrate on anything other than last night. No matter what she was doing, the same thoughts and mental pictures kept running through her mind making her, like me, unable to concentrate on mundane things. There was still guilt there - sin, infidelity, immorality, adultery - that my acceptance of her moral lapse didn't wipe away. Oddly enough, as she admitted, one thing that still plagued her was the relatively insignificant fact that he had seen her naked! That violation of her modesty really upset her and neither she nor I really knew why, particularly considering the sexual acts involved.
Whatever the reason, that feeling contributed to what came to dominate her thinking by evening - how was she going to face Frank tomorrow morning at 10:00 AM when the teaching assistants met to proctor the Spanish final exam. By bedtime it was all she could think of, even considering being too sick to go in. I convinced her that that was not reasonable, but I don't remember any time in which I saw her so nervous and beside herself. Somehow the actual events in the car came to be less crucial and worrying than the potential embarrassment from meeting the man who had screwed her!
However, by Monday morning she had become resigned to the inevitable and, as she said, "I just want to get it over with. Thank heavens the semester is over with and I won't have to face him over the seminar table each week! I'll just have to avoid him as much as possible today and have the whole Christmas season before classes start again. Damn, I don't know I got into this mess!"
I, of course, could have explained how she "got into this mess," but, obviously, she knew every minute detail full well and was just ranting. In fact, I said as little as possible as she dressed for the ordeal that was before her. Her clothing was very different from what she had worn Saturday night since this was work day: she selected a teacher-type outfit, pantyhose under a moderate length skirt and a heavy knit sweater of soft wool. The only difference from a regular class day outfit was that she omitted her bra. She had discovered to her dismay that her breasts were still a bit tender from the rough treatment - not really sore, just a little sensitive. Needless to say, they were still covered with hickeys and bruise marks, leading me to, kiddingly, observe, "Frank said that you have beautiful tits. You should show him how he decorated them!"
As might be expected, she was not in the mood for humor and my comment was not received well. "Damn it, he's never going to see these tits again! Don't even kid about that! I'm going to wear a cast iron bra to the next party and not go near him. I can't believe he did all of this to my tits! If those girls who are enamored by him could know what he did to me they might not be so interested." She went on like that, mumbling and complaining the whole time she was dressing and preparing for the humiliating confrontation she was expecting, pouring out comments like, "I'll bet he'll smirk when we meet, telling me by his look that "I've had you. I know what's under your clothes and I've fucked you! Gods, I wonder if he'll tell anybody. They love to gossip and it would spread everywhere." Her exclamations became harsher and harsher and less and less rational as she prepared to leave.
Obviously, her fear of embarrassment fueled these wild statements, but I really was surprised by the uncharacteristic vitriol. I knew that she was really upset about the whole situation - shocked by his, and her own, behavior and feeling somewhat degraded, yet being honest enough to recognize that it still aroused her sexually. Here was a man that she had liked and, obviously appealed to her, and, minute by minute, was being transformed into a conscienceless beast. Maybe it was some form of prescience or precognition, but the Hamlet statement, "Methinks the lady doth protest too much" came into my mind.
In any case, in at least figurative "fear and trembling," she left the house to meet her doom. I was through with classes so I devoted myself to the reading that I hadn't been able to concentrate on yesterday. As said before, her exam monitoring began at 10:00 and I couldn't help but wonder how awful it had been for her, but I lost track of time as I worked and I was somewhat surprised when I looked up and realized that it was almost 12:30. I really thought that her concerns were considerably overblown and that while she would suffer some embarrassment and blushing as she met Frank, those things would come from herself, not anything he did. Still, I was a bit on edge waiting for her to come home.
Listening for the garage door to go up, I actually was startled when the phone rang. Most startling, however, was to hear Sandy's cheerful voice say, "Hi, Honey, we're going down to the café to have some lunch. We decided to just stay together this afternoon and get all the exam grading done at one time so we'll all be finished. We're going to break the exam up and each one of us do certain pages. It's all short answer so it should go fast."
Needless to say, I was somewhat flummoxed not only by her rapid fire recitation of their plans but also the complete turnaround in her humor. Leaving home she was depressed and fearful, but, now, she sounded light-hearted and happy. When she finally finished her almost hyper recitation, I asked, tentatively, "How did everything go?"
Voices in the background told me that she was in the grad assistant's office so I suspected that she couldn't talk about personal things, a thought that was confirmed as she replied, "Everything went fine, dear. No problem of any kind. It was boring proctoring the exam but everything went well. I've got to go but we'll talk about it when I get home. Bye, Honey. Love you!" Her emphasis on "everything" and "any kind" confirmed what I had assumed from her cheerful voice - her fears of an excruciating meeting with Frank had been all in her mind. I certainly was curious about how the meeting with him went and I waited eagerly for her return home to get the details.
She finally pulled into the garage about 4:30 and came in, obviously tired but, at the same time, more "alive" than when she had left seven hours before. "Wow, I'm bushed! I don't want to see any verbs conjugated for a month. But it's done! I still have to get my grades figured, but the real work is over. I can relax!"
"Ok, get to the real issue. You left here this morning as if you were going to an execution. You call me and everything is fine - what the hell happened?"
She did have the decency to be a bit embarrassed as she admitted, "Ok, I over reacted. I walked into the office and the others, including Frank, were already there. It was a complete non-event. Everyone looked up and said, 'Hi, Sandy,' and went on with their conversation. Frank smiled and waved as he always does without any sign that anything had happened between us. Everything was so ordinary that I was actually let down, a bit deflated. Here I had come in expecting something big...I don't know what! I didn't want any drama, anything like flushing mightily, a knowing smile from Frank that would cause people to wonder...or anything. Yet I wasn't prepared for nothing! Darn it, the man had fucked me in the car Saturday night and he didn't even react to me!
"So, we each picked up a pile of exams, went into that great lecture hall, with difficulty got everyone into alternate seating, and got the exam underway. Gods, that's boring, walking up and down the aisles, answering a few questions but mostly making sure there was no cheating. Two hours of that! It's an arena type room so the rows are on different levels and I was standing at the top behind the seats when Frank came up to me and quietly said, 'I'm really sorry about Saturday, Sandy. I got carried away and went much further than I should have. I've been worried that you got in trouble when you went in."
"I couldn't believe it! Here I had spent all day yesterday and this morning in a state of panic, picturing him gloating over having me, and here he was, apologizing and saying that he was worried about me having problems with you when I went in! I felt absolutely stupid - and relieved. Fortunately, I was able to avoid any noticeable reaction and, apparently, kept my eye roaming over the students. However, I felt so good, so relieved! In any case, after a moment or two to get my reactions in hand, I managed to half-whisper, "We both got carried away and we did something we shouldn't have. No, I didn't have any problem. Mack was asleep and I was able to clean up and get to bed without waking him." I don't know how I could lie like that without hesitation, but I'm glad I did.
At that point, before he could reply or say anything further, a girl raised her hand and I had to go and answer her question. I was glad because I needed time to put my mental house in order. There was never a time the rest of the exam in which our paths ended up converged in a somewhat private spot.
"As you can imagine, my entire day changed in those few seconds. It's funny, nothing physical changed - we still had had sex, I hate to say it, but I was still an adulteress - but I just felt lighter, my mind clearer and the world was brighter. In any case, when the exam was over we all decided to do the grading, I called you figuring that you would get the message and be relieved. We had lunch, went back and graded the exams but there never any time that Frank and I were alone. Finally, it was finished; I recorded the exam results of my classes so I can figure their final grades. We all had a collective sigh of relief and headed for our cars. I was eager to get home and tell you my good news, but just as I got to my car, I heard Frank call from behind me, 'Hey, Sandy, wait a minute. I have something for you.'



"I had the weirdest reaction. Part of me worried about what he might say, what new problem might arise, while another part really hoped for something else...I don't know what. As I turned to face him I quickly looked to see if the others had gone. They were just pulling out and I didn't know whether that was good or bad.
"Frank hurried up to me, saying, 'I wanted to catch up with you because I won't see you until January and I wanted to return something to you.' With that he reached into his pocket and, to my intense embarrassment, pulled out my panties. I had completely forgotten that I had left them in his car and I'm sure I blushed just as deeply as I had feared doing when I first saw him. I was speechless and, to my complete surprise, was suddenly very aroused. I did not anticipate that reaction and, as I took them from his hand, all I could get out was 'Thank you!'
"It was the strangest feeling, standing there with my panties in my hand, physical proof of a different kind of connection between us. It was, as I said, embarrassing, but it was, somehow a very pleasant embarrassment - like falling down and your skirt going up and knowing that an attractive man can see your panties.
"I don't know how long that moment lasted, but after probably was a shorter time period that it seemed, Frank said again, 'I really am sorry, Sandy but I have to admit that I really enjoyed it anyway. I'm just very happy that it didn't cause any problems with your husband. No one will ever know except the two of us.' Then, with a grin, 'No signs and no evidence so no case!'
"Then, I did something which I don't think that I will ever understand. Something so bizarre and out of character that it seems inconceivable. I did just what you, jokingly, said I should do. Looking him in the eye, I said, 'No signs of evidence' huh. What do you call this?' Without any hesitancy or hurry, I calmly took the bottom of my sweater and pulled it up, completely exposing my bare tits! I just stood there in that public parking lot, bare-breasted, showing him what he had done to me!
"His reaction was exquisite to watch as he realized what I had done. I know that he first just looked at them, stunned at the sight. Then, of course, he focused in on the blemishes that marred my tits. 'My god, Sandy, I can't believe it. Did I do all of that? I'm so sorry! Did I hurt you?'
"'No, they're a little tender, but, other than a lot of marks and bruises, they're fine.' Blushing again, 'It didn't hurt when you were doing it, either.' Then, suddenly realizing that I was still exhibiting myself, I blushed anew and pulled my sweater down, saying, 'Well you can see that there is some evidence! Fortunately, it will go away.'
"'Good heavens, Sandy, you'll have to hide that from your husband! I am sorry I marked them up, but thanks for showing me - and you really do have lovely tits!'
"'That may be, but they're staying under my sweater from now on! And what we did last Saturday is not going to happen again! This is hard to admit, but I don't regret it. But it was a one-time thing where passions overcame us. I'm a very happily married woman and I'm going to stay that way!
"That was the end of it. We exchanged the normal 'Merry Christmas and Happy New Year' wishes and I got in the car and came home."
I just sat there, shocked, with my mouth literally hanging open. In some ways this was more astonishing than her being fucked. That was a seduction and passion, no real decision making. This was a conscious decision to show herself off, totally out of character for the woman I had known for so long. "I don't believe it! My shy wife deliberately showing her breasts to another man! What on earth caused you to do it and how did you have the nerve?"
"I honestly can't answer that. His apology had helped, of course, but I think that it was having my panties in my hand, the panties he had taken off of me. When he gave them to me I felt a real rush, almost as if it were a sexual act - I can't explain that but it was there. Then when he said that about having no problem with hiding it from my husband because there were no signs, I just felt this compulsion to show him! I didn't think, I just acted. I know that you were kidding this morning when you said that I should show them, but I think that made it easier somehow. In any case, he did apologize, the trauma I feared didn't occur, we're back to a normal friendship and I've made it clear that this was a one-time thing. Very satisfying outcome!
"One more thing. I don't really understand it, but I really liked him having my panties and giving them back to me like that. That was very personal and...well...exciting is the wrong word but it's close. I'm really glad that I showed him my tits. Somehow it just seemed right to share that with him. Still, the thing that I really can't understand is that I'm not as uptight about all of this as I was. Maybe it's closure or something, but I just don't feel as guilty as I did. All the things that bothered and worried me seem to be gone. I've been seen naked, I've been screwed by another man - adultery - and I just don't feel guilty! Heaven knows, I wouldn't feel this way without your support and approval, but I feel good! It seems that my sense of morality is quite flexible."
"Well, I still have a hard time picturing you showing your boobs like that, but I'm proud of you for having the nerve to do what you wanted. Gods, you certainly have changed over one weekend."
"I know. Saturday afternoon I was moral and upstanding, the image of a pure and modest wife. Now I'm depraved and debauched and I have no regrets!"
That statement pretty much summed up the situation and illustrated what I said about her being changed, psychologically a different woman. Oh, in almost ways she acted much as she always had, but she was much freer, more self-confident, than before. I guess that in some ways she had grown, although many people would have said "degenerated." Regardless, she no longer was apologetic about her actions that night and actually permitting herself to be sexually aroused thinking and fantasizing about it. Of course, her freedom came, in part, from my acceptance and arousal and my refusal to, in any way, to condemn her or her actions.
For the next few weeks this continued to be a subject of conversation and fantasizing when we engaged in sex - which was much more numerous than usual - but was not the central part of our existence. There was Christmas with all the shopping, wrapping, visiting friends, and a brief trip to visit Sandy's parents. All this was followed by New Year's and its parties. All-in-all, enough activity to put Sandy's extra-marital experience on the back burner - but certainly not forgotten.
After New Year's Day, however, we could relax and, with the prospect of the new semester ready to commence, questions about future relationships were bound to arise. A conversation about this was spurred on by a phone call Sandy got from Judy, announcing a "Welcome Back" party to be held the weekend before classes started. With the TA's back to get their schedules and class assignments, such a party was inevitable. We were lying in bed, quietly talking, when I casually commented that I'd bet that Frank was really looking forward to seeing her.
"Yeah, I imagine so. Actually, I'm looking forward to seeing him too. I don't think that I'll be embarrassed at all this time. I guess it's natural to feel closer to someone when you've shared an experience like that." Then, laughing, almost giggling, she added, "I'll bet that when he sees me across the seminar table he'll picture my tits! That's a funny feeling. Oh my heavens, I wonder if he'll compare me to the girls he'll take out this spring? That thought is embarrassing and exciting!"
"I wouldn't be surprised if he wanted a refresher course in what yours look like - or feel like!"
"Now, Mack, you stop that! He's not going to see or feel anything! I made it quite clear that what we had done was one-time only and I certainly have no intention of showing him anything. We just got carried away and he knew that it was wrong and apologized. In any case, there's no reason to think he would even be interested. There are others who would be delighted to go with him. Actually, it's going to be fun listening to Ruth and Judy gossip about him this semester."
'Well, of course you're right. Here you have an older grad student living on a TA's salary - not exactly rolling in money and it takes money to take girls out. He has a close friend, a married woman that he seems to like, with whom he shares an intellectual interest, and, to be blunt, who has already put out for him. Why on earth would you think that he might be interested in repeating the very pleasurable event! Of course he wouldn't! Silly thought." I made that gently sarcastic comment and started to laugh until I saw her face. It was frozen in shock.
"Oh, my god, Mack! I hadn't even thought of that. Do you really think that he will try something?"
Unbelievably, she genuinely hadn't thought that far ahead or considered what Frank might do. Somehow, in her naiveté, she thought that the events and her statement in the parking lot ended the matter and that he would accept her denial of any future activities. Putting it the way I had, she suddenly realized that he had a real motivation to do more. Of course she was naïve, but, also, she was inexperienced and certainly had never considered herself someone to be...well, lusted over. Suddenly, she was presented with the question, why wouldn't he want more?
"Look, Honey, I think that it's likely that he would love to do it again. Why not? He obviously likes you even if you leave sex out of it. You're pretty with a nice figure - which he's seen! It seems, from what you said, that the two of you had excellent, very hot sex. You're married so there are no entanglements, like the woman in Maine, to think about. As they say, what's not to like!"
"Damn! I wasn't even thinking about any of that but you're right. I specifically told him that it was a one-time thing and that I love my husband, but I know that you are right. Damn it, what am I going to do?"
"Now, wait a minute, dear. This may be an overreaction. He may accept you at you word and just be a close friend. Or, I'm afraid more likely, he'll want to be a friend 'with privileges.' If that's the case you can just be brutally honest and explicitly reject his advances. Or, maybe imply that you'd like to do something but you just can't - morals, religion, your husband, whatever. Or, you can just ride with someone else every time and eventually he'll get the message. Or, of course, you could ride with him and get fucked again!"
"Very funny! Do you have a choice from that list? Should I strip naked in the car and get knocked up?"
"Of course not. You'll wear your diaphragm next time!"
Sandy hurled a number of profane comments my way and flounced out of the room, leaving me laughing behind. Of course, she had reasons to worry. It's hard to believe that any woman in the modern would not have considered the problem and decided, long ago, what her solution would be. I'm sure that most women would have been prepared to fend off a lustful male in the same circumstances, rejecting them explicitly - delicately or cruelly - and end the matter. Sandy had to do some serious thinking.
As D-day approached, she became quite reserved and, seemingly conflicted. She asked me several time about what she should do and I simply replied, "Whatever you want." I was surprised by her uncertainty for I thought that it was just a question as to how to let him down gently when she said no, but I began to wonder. I never tried to pin her down, letting nature take its course. At the end, the day before the party, we were talking about who was going to be there and she, seemingly casual, commented on several people who could drive her home.
Anyway, the day came and, as before, I watched her dress. This time she wore a regular wool knee-length skirt and a heavy knit wool sweater - considerably more conservative than the last time. She wore her regular evening-wear hose and garter belt with lace panties. Ambiguous signs. We got our coats and we drove to Judy's and, as usual, I said "have a good time, I love you" and prepared to leave. At the last moment I couldn't help but ask, "Who's going to drive you home?"
"I don't know. It depends on how I feel."
"Do you have your diaphragm in?"
As she shut the door, she simply said, "Yes."
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I sat there in utter shock as I watched her go into the house. Obviously, I drove home but I have no recollection of doing so. One thing became excruciating obvious: it is one thing to be told that your wife has been screwed by someone else and another to suddenly realize that she is planning to do so. The first is over and done with, a fait accompli, and beyond your control, so you deal with it. You blow up or you just accept it - but it's happened. In the second case, however, nothing has happened - yet! What do you do? Try and stop it? I could wait an hour or so and stop by the party, stay awhile and bring Sandy home. I'd done that before so it wouldn't surprise anyone except, of course, Sandy. How would she react, what would she think of me? Would that seem too possessive? After all my talk of not being jealous would that make me look silly and weak? Was I jealous?
Then, of course, did I want to stop it? I told her to have fun and enjoy herself. I had as much as told her that whatever she decided was ok with me. Maybe she just put her diaphragm in just to be on the safe side, not intending to do anything.
These questions and probably a hundred more jostled each other in my mind as I robotically drove home. Suddenly presented with a reality I just hadn't believed would come to pass, I just didn't know how to react, what to do. However, as I pulled into the garage and got out, I was shocked to discover that my body has involuntarily reacted for me - my cock was as stiff as a board! My mind was in turmoil, deciding what to do, but my subconscious had answered! I still didn't know if I wanted Sandy to be fucked again, but there was no question that I found the possibility to be exciting!
I really was startled, and, I'll admit, a little embarrassed, to find myself reacting that way, because it seemed a bit perverted to be aroused by another man having my wife. However, it was not as if the same thing hadn't happened before and that Sandy and I had both found the aftermath to be tremendously exciting. Hearing her describe, in detail, the things they had done had been rousing as we had enjoyed it together and the subsequent conversing and fantasying had energized us in the weeks since. So, maybe I was just rationalizing to get to where I wanted to be, but I finally admitted to myself that I was actually hoping that something would happen!
However, now that I had decided that I wanted Frank to bring Sandy back home, I was sure that it wouldn't happen. Maybe someone else will be the driver, maybe Frank wasn't even at the party, maybe he was a gentleman and had accepted Sandy's "never again" assertion, maybe...anything! As I sat there pretending to read, I was tense, looking at the clock with its hands that hardly seemed to move. Finally, about 12:30 I quit pretending to read and moved into the darkened study and began an interminable period of waiting for a car to turn into the drive.
The drive was curved so you couldn't see the road from the house except through the trees - large white pine trees that hid the house from passing traffic. The drive ended at the garage door and had a turn-around area for backing out. Right over the garage was the study-library-office, a large room that, as I said before, we had converted from a bedroom. A perfect vantage point for a depraved husband to wait for someone to bring his wife home.
It was weird, sitting there in the dark waiting for a car to turn into the drive. Occasional cars came down the road and I jumped each time, wondering if this was the one I was waiting for. I have never been in a situation remotely like that. I know that I wasn't thinking clearly - I was nervous, anxious, jumpy and conflicted. I knew if a car pulled in and Sandy got out after a moment or two of goodbyes I would be relieved, but disappointed and dissatisfied. On the other hand, if she stayed in the car and, certainly, was engaged in sex, I would be wildly aroused, but all the inchoate negative thoughts that were just below the surface would arise and assail me. I feared that I would gain and lose something either way.
Finally, after an excruciating 45 minutes and several false alarms, a car turned in and slowly came up the driveway. It stopped directly below me and set there, lights on for almost five minutes. I couldn't see into the car at all because of the glare from the headlights, but it seemed obvious that Sandy had received a ride home and was having a conversation with her driver friend, whoever it was. I almost left my observation post and headed for bed, but inertia held me in place a bit longer. Suddenly, to my real surprise by then, the car lights went out!
It took me a moment or so to realize what had happened and a bit longer for my eyes to adjust to the end of the headlight glare. When I finally focused on the windshield below me, I could see surprisingly well because of the security light overhead. It was quite bright, certainly sufficient to see the two people in the car. The angle was such that I couldn't see heads, but, from the neck down to the edge of the seat the car interior was fairly bright. What I saw immediately, was that Sandy was right in the middle and, from her position, I thought that she probably was being kissed. It certainly was clear that whatever reservation she had about being intimate with Frank again had been eliminated. Suddenly, she broke away and removed her coat and sat there in her sweater and skirt.
Driven by an intense curiosity, or prurient interest, I bolted from the study and hurtled downstairs to the kitchen where I grabbed a small pair of binoculars that we used for bird watching on our feeder. Hurrying back upstairs, I frantically focused on the action below. In the short time I was gone, they had changed position and Sandy was turned so that she was facing Frank - I couldn't see their heads, but the position was obvious. The binoculars brought the scene so close that I could see the heavy, twisted weave in Sandy's sweater as well as a man's hand around her back, holding her. I had a very weird feeling as I saw, for the first time with my own eyes, her in an intimate position with another man. Yes, I had heard and reacted to the detailed description of her adulterous relationship with Frank, but that was a story, this was reality!
It seemed that the kissing was prolonged, never going to end, but it probably was my own distorted sense of time - like in a movie wishing that they would "cut to the chase." At length, I saw that his hand which had been moving up and down her back had slipped under her sweater onto her skin. After a short time, she turned and sat up and reached for the bottom of her sweater and just pulled it up over her head and off and lay back across him with her tits completely exposed. They were not uncovered for long, however, as a hand began fondling and squeezing them.
I had the strangest reaction. Since then, I've read a number of stories of "wife watchers," and almost all of them were wildly excited. They usually describe seeing their wives engaged in sex with another man as causing them to have rigid cocks which would cum, almost involuntarily. I had none of that. For me, it was much like watching a porn film, arousing but, not explosively so. Oh, I knew that it was Sandy having her tits felt, but, somehow, I felt divorced from the action, an observer but not personally involved. I suspect that if I had masturbated as I watched I might have reacted more vigorously, but I was too fascinated by the show to do so. I was too busy watching, too busy recording everything in my mind.
In any case, it wasn't long before Frank's hand left her tit and moved down to the hem of her skirt and attempted to go up under it. The skirt was already up to her hose tops, but, evidently, was too tight to work up further. Then, clearly showing that she was an active participant, not an innocent seductee, if there is such a word, Sandy sat up, reached behind her, unfastened and unzipped her skirt. Then she simply raised her bottom up, pulled the skirt off and draped it over the seat back. Then she just lay back against Frank with her feet up on the seat, naked except for her panties, garter belt and hose!
Immediately his hands were all over and under her panties while evidently continuing the kissing. All of this time I, of course, couldn't see their faces which might explain, in part, why I wasn't as personally involved as I might have expected. That suddenly changed.
Just as he had done the first time, Frank suddenly pulled away and opened the door and, letting Sandy lie flat on the seat, got out. As he did so, the interior lights came on and I saw my wife completely illuminated for a few seconds before the door shut. It was a fascinating, if brief, view of her almost naked body. Very shortly afterwards, the flash of light, longer this time, came again as he entered the car from the other side. The car was surprisingly roomy, but it was still somewhat awkward as he scrambled in and knelt in the foot.
In that short-lived bright period, I looked at Sandy's face and saw someone eager, almost lustful, as she welcomed what was coming. As she confirmed later, Frank had said, as he had before, that he wanted to kiss her - meaning her cunt, of course. Last time she had protested, worrying that "he would make her," which, of course, he had. This time there was no protest, no fear of being made, just the anticipation of adulterous intercourse.
Frank reached up and, with Sandy helping by raising her hips, pulled her panties down her thighs and off. I had a completely clear view of her entire body from her cunt hair to her tits as she lay there waiting. The wait wasn't long as Frank quickly pushed her legs upward toward her tits and leaned in to lick her cunt. Sandy cooperated by spreading her legs to give him room and greeting the licking by undulating and surging upward toward him. This went on for what must have been five minutes while Sandy looked as if she might well have climaxed.
Finally, Frank pulled away, lowered his pants and shorts and got on the seat between Sandy's legs. This time there was no surreptitious preparing to enter her. He simply took her legs into the air, almost back to her tits, and moved between them. From my vantage point, I could see his cock pointed toward her cunt as he started to come down on her. Without hesitation he leaned forward over her, his hands beside her shoulders as his pelvis came down on her upturned cunt and impaled her with a sudden surge. I couldn't see the penetration, of course, but there was no question that it had taken place. I had just seen my wife being taken - and welcoming it!
I sat there unmoving as I watched the time-honored process of a man having sexual intercourse with a woman - in other words, he was fucking her! I don't know if my mind was numb, frozen, anesthetized or just so caught up in the spectacle, but I had no conscious thoughts as Frank's body began to move in and out between her thighs, inserting and withdrawing his cock as he screwed her. Sandy's response was to meet his inward thrusts with an upward surge, dropping back as he withdrew. I could see her face a few times and there was no doubt that she was really lost in her in her own desire. She wasn't just lying there as her cunt was battered, not just a woman being used by a man.
Both were, obviously, climbing higher and higher toward climax. Frank's hips moved faster and faster as his cock hammered into Sandy's cunt, and she was matching his moves. I couldn't see real detail as I could have in a brighter light, but I could see everything I needed as, suddenly, Frank buried his cock as deep as it could go and fused his body with hers, undoubtedly flooding her receptive cunt with his cum. Underneath, Sandy was writhing against him, holding her hips upward in an ecstasy of orgasm.
They held together that way for almost a minute as each attempted to milk all of the pleasure as possible from their coitus. Finally, Frank slumped down on her as her legs fell and spraddled out beside him. Then, seemingly reluctantly, he pushed himself up to his knees and pulled back. Then, for the first time, I could see my naked wife after her adulterous fucking. She was lying there, her right leg against the seat back while her left leg was flat on the seat, her crotch completely exposed in that wide open position. With the binoculars focused on that area, I could see that the lips were pulled back and open and, as I would confirm later, looked swollen and battered. She just lay there, graphically exposed, and made no effort to pull her legs together. I know that something was said for she smiled and laughed as she answered.
Frank rather awkwardly came down on her for a quick kiss and pulled back as he tried to get his shorts and pants on. Sandy finally pulled her legs together and moved over to give him room. I had wondered the last time how he had managed to get into her on the front seat and my question was made more relevant as I saw him dressing. The seat in that big old car was plenty wide enough when pushed back all the way. However, it certainly would have been more comfortable if it had been longer. However, with Sandy's legs raised high, he did have room to kneel on the seat and come down on her. Obviously, if he was uncomfortable or cramped, he would accept that discomfort for the chance to fuck Sandy!
Of course, this still left Sandy naked. She took her tight skirt from where she had placed it and started, with some difficulty, to get her legs into it. Turning to Frank she said something and shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, "Why not!" As she told me later, getting dressed in a car is not easy - even the wrap skirt from the last time had to be fastened on as she got out. In any case, putting the skirt down, she reached for her coat and wiggled into it. Then Frank opened the door and, carrying her skirt and sweater, nude under her coat, Sandy came in to greet her husband. A few kisses and a little fondling at the front door and she was home.
As she walked the short distance to the front door, I had the most peculiar reaction - I was embarrassed! I stood there, binoculars in my hand, staring downward, and I thought, "What the hell am I doing?" Somehow I had a flash picture of a dirty old man, drooling over the obscene spectacle of his wife being fucked before his eyes! Watching her lewd behavior while getting a licentious thrill out of her adulterous behavior! I was a voyeur, getting perverse arousal from peeking - even using binoculars! I have no idea as to why all of those negative feeling about my actions landed on me at once, but I actually dropped the binoculars and almost ran to our bedroom. I cringed at the thought of telling Sandy that I had spied on her, seen her engaged in extramarital sex. My mind was muddied; not thinking clearly as conflicting thoughts besieged me. The odd thing, as I thought about it later, was that I was engulfed in guilt because I watch my wife commit the sin of adultery. And I felt that I, rather than she, should apologize! Minds are funny things!
I would love to have a picture of the expressions on our faces as she entered the bedroom, still carrying her skirt and sweater over her arm. I know that I was still immersed in that feeling of guilt, thinking, "How will she react if she thinks I was spying on her? Will she think it odd that seeing her being screwed turned me on?" Actually, it was more a jumbled mishmash than such clearly expressed thoughts cluttered my mind and, I fear, some of that had to appear on my face.
For her part, she was smiling, but it was a sort of timorous smile, waiting for my reaction, hoping for approval but fearful that it was not forthcoming. Fortunately, for both of us, I believe, her first words were, "Did you see us come in? Is everything all right?"
That left me an immediate opening to expunge my guilt and I replied, "Yes. I was watching for you and it was an unbelievable performance!"
My reply was the reassurance she wanted and she threw her arms around me and declared, "You're wonderful! I love you!" Then, stepping back, she asked, "What do you think of this outfit to wear home from a party?"
It was delightful! I had, of course, seen her from the window, but the close-up was extraordinarily sexy. There she was, wearing a short, hip-length coat with her hose, supporters and her white thighs exposed below it. It was the type of outfit and pose that you would see in "Playboy" magazine type spread. Aside from my admiring expression, my appreciation and arousal was demonstrated by a very obvious erection. I said, "Wait a minute," and hurried back over to the office and returned with the camera. After several shots of her "travelling clothes," she provided the "piece de resistance" by opening the coat and holding it wide to reveal her virtually naked body.
I was recording that view for posterity (and our intent scrutiny later) when she suddenly gasped, "Oh, my god, look!" What she had seen, actually felt, was a stream of cum that was making its way down to her stocking tops from her cunt. With her diaphragm in, the semen was blocked from going deeply into her and was beginning to seep, actually pour, out!
I quickly took her coat, pulled the covers out of the way and had her lie back on the bed. She raised and spread her legs, revealing a thoroughly fucked cunt. The outer lips were pulled back and open, revealing the deep red insides. The hole, itself was visible, but it was mostly blocked by the white, mucus-like cum that Frank had shot into her. As she lay there, it began to flow downward out of her cunt, over the perineum, over her asshole and onto the bed. Snapping several pictures of her saturated cunt, I commented, "He must have put a quart up into you! He must have saved it up since the last time."
Her reaction was heartfelt. "Thank heavens I put my diaphragm in! My god, I would have been petrified for the rest of the month!"
"Yeah, it looks like that you'll be wearing it to your parties from now on. You certainly don't want to take any chances."
That was the last thing said for some time, for my own cock was too demanding and I couldn't wait any longer. Putting her legs over my shoulders, I came down on her and slid into her with one push. There always have been derogatory comments about "sloppy seconds" and I'm sure that that could be a real problem in many cases, but it certainly wasn't the case here. Obviously, I had screwed Sandy many, many times over the years, but I honestly don't believe that any was better than that one. The word that comes to mind is "silky" when I think about how her cunt felt as I went in and out. Certainly, she was well lubricated and, maybe, knowing what the lubrication was made it sexier. Whatever!
It was one of the most explosive sessions of sexual intercourse we had ever had for both of us. That was not so surprising for me, for I had had hours of stimulation, topped by having my just-fucked wife naked before me. It was more surprising for her because she had just finished that fucking in which she had participated with great enthusiasm. It was obvious that sharing her experience with me aroused her almost as much as the adulterous sex with Frank. Being screwed by me literally minutes after he had had her really turned her on. Certainly, there was a major change in her behavior as compared to the first time - no guilt, no real fear of my reaction and acceptance of her own desires. The transformation in her thoughts from just after New Year's to last night had been amazing and traumatizing for her, certainly not what I would have predicted.
She had gone from naive assumption that the episode with Frank was a one-time event to a sudden, shocking realization that he might not see it that way. She went from a question as to how she could make it clear that she wanted nothing more, to asking me what she should do. As I said before, I had been surprised by her uncertainty for I thought that it was just a question as to how, if the problem arose, to reject him with no hard feelings. What caused her complete turnaround?



There was also the issue of my behavior. I had accepted her first adultery in the car but I was shocked by becoming unbelievably aroused by the second time. After hearing that she had worn her diaphragm, I had gone from numbness at what she might do to a perverse hope that Frank would fuck her again. Then, most disconcerting of all, I watched with absolute fascination as he did so. I had always found the idea that a man could become aroused by watching his wife with another man to be inconceivable, but, undeniably, I had been a "wife-watcher" that night. In addition, I was embarrassed that Sandy knew that I had watched and been excited. She obviously didn't mind: in fact, she was pleased since it showed that I didn't disapprove her actions. Still, it seemed perverted - probably because it was!
"What made you decide to have sex in the car again? First you were certain that you had made it clear to Frank that you had made a mistake and that it couldn't happen again. It was all over. After I pointed out that he might not gotten the message and you went to pieces, wondering how you could gently reject any pass that Frank made without hurting his feelings. Finally, you were ambivalent, asking me what you should do. Then you tell me that you have your diaphragm in - and the next time I see you are in Frank's car, being screwed. What happened to cause you to change your mind from doing nothing to doing everything again?"
"Oh, Mack, I really don't know. My mind was all over the place. I had been satisfied with having it end after that first time. Everything was settled so nicely. I had done something unbelievable and it had worked out so well. Then you brought reality in and everything went crazy. You know how mixed up I was. It was partly your fault - I asked you what I should do and you said 'whatever you want.' I was almost hoping that you would say that you would come and get me or tell me to ride home with someone else, but you said 'whatever you want,' and I didn't know what I wanted! But, I began thinking of the thrill I had had on the seat of that old Roadmaster and the total lack of regret I had once I was sure that you understood and accepted what I had done. I remembered the pleasure we both seemed to get out of it and I asked myself, 'Why not?" But then I answered myself, 'It's adultery!'
"When I was getting ready in the bathroom after taking a shower I was almost finished and was faced with the question of putting my diaphragm in or not and it was yes or no - and it was yes! I told myself that I was just taking precautions, but I knew that I was lying to myself. I wouldn't let myself think about what I preparing for. If I consciously had thought that I was putting my diaphragm in so that another man could safely fuck me after the party, I probably would have taken it back out and made sure that nothing happened."
"So, when we left here to take you to the party, you knew that Frank likely was going to fuck you."
"Yes, if he tried." Laughing ruefully, "Wouldn't it have been a letdown if he had accepted my statement that it had been a one-time thing and not to be repeated? I would really have felt foolish sitting there with my needless protection in place! The truth is, that is almost what happened. First, Frank wasn't there when I arrived and, second, I almost chickened out at the end. Let me start at the beginning.
"As I said, when I arrived, he wasn't there and Judy said that he had called and he was stuck at home and wasn't sure that he could come. You can imagine how I felt after all that worrying - I had finally worked my courage up to the point that I admitted to myself that I wanted something to happen and now nothing! I suddenly was face to face with the realization that, more than I had admitted to myself; I really wanted a repeat of that first time. Over an hour passed and, while I tried to put it behind me and enjoy myself with all my other friends, the whole party had fallen flat for me. It's really odd, for when I thought that I had pleasantly ended any sexual relationship with Frank, I was perfectly happy and really had no expectation or desire for more. I don't know when or why things changed, but they certainly had.
"In any case, to my delight (which I think I hid), he surprised us by arriving after all. He showed no more interest in me than anyone else - which avoided any eyebrows being raised but, at the same time, made me wonder if he actually had any more interest in me than anyone else! By the time the party had run down and people were preparing to leave, I was certain that all my buildup was for nothing. Then, to further depress me, three other people needed rides - and I ended up in the back seat while a girl he had gone out with sat beside him up front! Even worse, on the basis of where we live, I should have been delivered first. Talk about being depressed!
"Fortunately, things got better fast, because instead of taking the route that led directly to our house, he delivered her first and I got a strong impression that she was as disappointed as I had been. He delivered Claire and Tom next and I just naturally moved into the front seat beside him as we came here. We turned in and, of course, the house lights were off, clearing the way for action. Then, unbelievably, I suddenly got cold feet!
"We sat there with the lights on and the motor running and, I think, each of us was waiting from some sign from the other. Last time I had been in the middle after I unlocked his door, and I desperately wanted to move over this time, but it was like I was glued to where I was. We each made a few banal comments, but nothing that eased the deadlock. I just couldn't think of anything to say that would make it clear that I was available. That's a bad thing about being a woman - at least of our generation - she is conditioned to wait for the man to make a move and not initiate anything herself. I was horribly afraid that I would have to say good night and come inside in sheer frustration.
"Happily, Frank finally broke the ice by asking, "Did all the marks go away?"
"I made no effort to be coy and grasped his offering by answering, 'Yes, it took a long time before the last one disappeared, but I can undress safely in front of Mack now!' I turned to face him as I said it and, surprising myself, I added the last comment to make it more personal between us.
"I don't know if that encouraged him, but he immediately responded, 'You showed them to me after I marked them all up. They looked lovely than and I'll bet they're even lovelier when the skin is clear!'
"I tentatively reached for the bottom of my sweater, hesitated and responded, 'Oh, Frank, I can't just show them to you! I shouldn't have done that the other time, but I wanted to show you that there was evidence to hide."
"Ok, how about a kiss then?"
"That, of course, opened the flood gates and the kissing started and was the key to everything else. He turned off the lights and engine, reached for me and you saw the results. I was so afraid that nothing was going to happen because neither of us knew how to broach the question. I'm sure that any question that either of us had about the other's desire was answered as clearly as it could be, and there will be no problem of ice-breaking in the future!"
I laughed, "So, in a little over a week you've gone from 'It's one time only' to 'We both are ready for more!' It sounds like a full-fledged affair you have planned!"
"My god, you're right, I do sound like that! I don't know if the word 'affair' is appropriate, but unless you object, I'm sure that I'll be on my back on that car seat being fucked frequently this school year. Actually, that is the real question now. I honestly thought, as you know, that I had no interest in more sex with Frank. The thought of it being adultery wasn't a problem. I just didn't feel any need or desire and, after I calmed down, I saw it as a pleasant experience which I didn't have any reason to repeat. Man, was I wrong! Now, it really is up to you. Having your wife screwed by another man as a one-time experience - now two-time - is one thing, having her involved in a more extensive sexual relationship is very different. You're going to have to decide what you're comfortable with and, believe me, this will end if you have any, I mean any, qualms!"
"Well, as you can tell from my hard cock, I'm more than just accepting your activities. So far, I've found, to my own surprise, that I find the entire experience amazingly exciting. Astounding, in fact. Certainly what you did tonight was more than just acceptable. Frankly - interesting word under the circumstances - I don't understand my reaction, but, as they say, 'it is what it is.'"
"I remember how fearful I was when I came in that first time and how relieved and thrilled I was to find that you were not furious or jealous and even made the whole experience better for me. Regardless of that, I will admit that I had real trepidations when I accepted the idea that I was deliberately planning to commit adultery again - and I actually thought of it like that. I almost told you before we left the house to make sure that you were ok with it, but I just couldn't bring myself to admit it. I think that I was in denial, refusing to actually admit what was in my mind. In any case, when you asked if I had my diaphragm in and I said yes, I think we both knew what was going to happen. How did you feel when I told you?"
"It's hard to describe. For some reason, despite your obvious ambivalence, I really was shocked. I honestly don't know what I expected - I just know that I was unprepared when you said yes your diaphragm was in. I was in a daze all the way home. I didn't know what, if anything, I wanted to do. I actually thought of casually dropping in at the party later on when it was probably ending and bringing you home. I didn't know what I wanted, what you were thinking - nothing. My mind was totally confused as what I wanted to have happen.
"However, while my mind didn't know what it wanted, my cock did! I got out of the car in a fog and realized that my cock was telling me what I wanted to have happen. It was as hard as it ever has been and I realized that I hoped that you would be fucked again! I didn't know why, or still don't know why. I don't believe I thought of anything all evening except what would happen - did you really plan to do anything or were you just playing it safe, would Frank bring you home, would anything happen if he did? About midnight I couldn't wait and I went over to the study to watch for you.
"When you finally turned in and parked with the motor running and the lights on, I was sure that nothing was going to happen. I didn't even know if it was Frank's car. Honestly, I was really disappointed and let down. I can't possibly describe my feeling when the lights went out and the motor turned off. It was a wild combination excitement, anticipation, and guilt at what I was hoping for and ashamed of what I was doing - watching my wife having sex with another man and enjoying it! The idea of standing there, spying on you, embarrassed me even while I couldn't look away. It was a very weird combination of conflicting emotions.
"Regardless of all that, one thing is certain, seeing you undressing, lying there almost naked, and, then, seeing him on top of you, fucking you - well, there are no words to describe how exciting that was. But, as I said, it was a guilty excitement because of the perversity of what I was doing. I was really fearful of telling you that I had watched you for it just seemed wrong, somehow, and I was afraid that you would think that I was, well, I guess, perverted is the right word!"
"Well, that thought never crossed my mind! Actually, I hoped and assumed that you would be watching. What else would you do? Lie quietly in the bedroom and read or sleep without wondering what I was doing? Come roaring out in a rage to drag me out of the car? I know you better than to think that you would be so incurious as to ignore what was likely to happen and your reaction last time told me that you didn't object to what I was doing, so I expected you to be watching for me. As we started, I actually thought, 'I hope Mack is watching!'"
The conversation went on from there, confirming that I didn't mind, even enjoyed, her adulterous behavior and that I, to my own great surprise, was one of those shameful characters known as "wife watchers." Why I got such a thrill out of seeing her engaged in sex with another man was something I never really understood, but it was an undeniable fact. We also confirmed the fact that Sandy felt no guilt as long as I approved and any moral qualms she might have had disappeared with the realization that no one else would be hurt by, or even know about, her affair. Maybe that was nothing but self-serving rationalization, but it suited us. So, we agreed that she would continue her amorous activities and that we both wanted me to participate in them by watching her perform. She even admitted that she would like to watch herself and Frank and suggested that I buy a digital video camera and we could watch together! I guess we both were perverted!
There was one additional thing that Sandy pointed out that I hadn't even noticed when she had come in - Frank, once again, had her panties. Unlike the first time when she had just forgotten them and left them in the car, this was deliberate. "When he pulled my panties off, he just dropped them beside me on the seat where they had become lodged under me. When I was getting out, carrying my skirt and sweater, I looked back and reached for them. Frank stopped me, saying, 'Let me keep those for awhile. I really liked having them in my room last time, like a souvenir, I guess.'
"I remembered how I enjoyed knowing he had them last time, particularly that intimate moment in the parking lot when he returned them. The idea that he would have my panties, looking at them, probably feeling them, excited and, I guess, touched me. Still, I teased him. 'You mean like a victory symbol, a trophy, proof of your success! You scored and won! Evidence that you've had me!' I said all of that with a smile, but his reply was at least semi-serious."
"In a way, that's exactly what I want. I woke up after the last time and thought that I must have been dreaming, but I found your panties in the car, proving that it had actually happened. Tomorrow, I'll probably feel the same way and," he laughed, "I'll have my trophy!"
"All right, but you had better keep them hidden - particularly if any of the girls are in your room!"
"Don't worry; this will be a very private trophy, proving, to myself, that 'veni, vidi, vici!'"
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After that second episode, there was nothing of the apologetic, "we shouldn't have done what we did" pas de deux of the first time between Sandy and Frank. Sandy had let Frank keep his symbol of success, her panties, and that brief give-and-take clearly proved that she was ok with their extramarital activities and a strong implication that she welcomed more. While they acted completely normal after school started when others were around, there were a few quiet, discreet and brief conversations in which each continued to express their pleasure in that night's activities. More important, there was one time when the relationship between them was made quite clear. I think they both wanted to talk about it - I knew Sandy did - and the chance to do so came up less than a week later.
They had a mid-afternoon seminar together and were headed for their cars when it finished. The lot was full, but no one was around and Frank said, "If you're not in a hurry, why don't we get in my car so we can talk for a few minutes?"
Sandy looked around and saw that they were alone. "Ok, not for long, though. I don't want anyone to see us together like that and get the wrong impression." Then she laughed, "Or actually, the right one!"
Her granting of his trophy as well as those brief, private conversations they had had during the week had removed any questions about Frank's attraction to her and her availability - if there had been any by then. Consequently, sitting in the car and after looking around to confirm that they were alone, he pulled her over and kissed her while running his hand over her tits. "I like these better without a bra. Did I leave any marks on these last Saturday?"
"Well, I'm not covered like the other time, but there are a few."
"Let me see!"
"I don't know. If someone came along it would be bad."
"It's between classes and no one is in sight. You could cover up if necessary."
Finally, after looking around carefully, Sandy replied, "Ok, but it has to be fast." She opened her coat and quickly realized that there was a problem. "Damn, this blouse opens in the back and I can't get to the buttons - and if I did, I couldn't get it fastened in time if someone did come." She thought for a moment and, leaning forward, took her arms out of her coat. Turning her back to Frank, she said, "Unbutton my blouse and unfasten my bra."
Needless to say, Frank was delighted to do so and very quickly, her blouse was open and the bra unfastened. Fearfully looking around for company, Sandy slipped the blouse and bra off completely, slipped her arms back into her coat and leaned back, bare breasted! "There, I can just close my coat if anyone comes."
As she said later, "That was one of the most exciting I had ever done - in some ways even more so than when I showed my tits to him that other time. Deliberately undressing in broad daylight and just leaning back and showing them - just inviting him to feel them. It was a thrill and he certainly accepted the invitation. It was really fun to point out the relatively few marks as he felt me."
"Darn, I didn't think that I had left any evidence this time! Your tits must be very delicate. Is this going to be any problem to you? I know that it had to be difficult last time."
"The last time was pretty bad - I had to hide them for over a week." Giggling, she added, "Actually, I'll admit that I have enjoyed looking at them in the mirror this week, particularly the one just under my left nipple. It's sexy!"
"Well, if you like it and it's sexy, I'll make it last longer!" With that, he bent down and sucked at the same place, deliberately darkening the mark that was already there. "That should last until the next party!" He proceeded to suck her nipples while lightly squeezing both tits."
Suddenly Sandy looked up and realized that people were pouring into the parking lot. "My god, look, it's class change time." She hurriedly pulled away and drew her coat over her exposed breasts. She quickly fastened it, grabbed her blouse and bra and stuffed them in her briefcase, saying, "I've got to go before anyone sees me. I'll see you tomorrow," as she got out and walked to her own car.
It's interesting that a month or so ago, Sandy would have sat in Frank's car for an hour talking, and if someone she knew came along, she would have called them over to join the conversation, never even considering the appearance of impropriety. Now she had something to hide and, in her mind, all eyes were on her. As Hamlet said, "conscience does make cowards of us all."
I was working at my desk in the study when she drove into the garage and I turned to her with a smile when she came into the room. She had a "cat who ate the canary" smile on her face as she grabbed the lapels of her coat, pulled it open, saying "TA DA!"
"Well, it appears that someone lost her blouse and bra! And, it also appears that you ran into something that left a dark mark on your tit. I wonder how that happened. I hope that you weren't assaulted in the seminar."
She proceeded to recount, in detail, her afternoon activities, a recounting of events that demonstrated that they had moved beyond their initial strangeness to a comfortable intimacy - a very pleasant relationship. It's one thing to be seduced, as in the first time, or to be carried away by the situation, as in the second time, but something else to sit in a car in broad daylight and calmly show her tits and let him mark them - and have him say that the mark should last until the next party! Clearly, they both were ready for more, but there were significant question to be answered.
Sandy was a happily married woman and, while she certainly had enjoyed her adulterous interludes, she obviously did not want to get mixed up in any situation that, even remotely, could lead to a triangle problem. She frankly admitted that she would like to continue a purely sexual affair. The question, however, is how Frank saw the situation - was he satisfied with that or did he have romantic ambitions? Of urgent significance, could we be confident that the relationship would remain completely secret with no potential of scandal? A faculty wife having an affair with graduate student would lead to disastrous gossip at best. These things would have to be addressed. Frank and Sandy hadn't talked about anything up to that point, but the dangers were there.
For my part, I was now engaged in a very interesting hobby - watching my wife get screwed and sharing the experience with her. There were many other things going on in our lives, such as classes to teach, classes for her to take, research, meetings - all the minutia of everyday working and school lives. We also had social relationships and obligations, but I have to admit that much of our private conversations had to do with her relationship with Frank and how it could be safely conducted. Actually, the only thing that was not discussed was the issue of morality - it just didn't come up. Maybe that was a weakness on our part, but we saw no one being hurt, certainly not me, so we were concerned only by the practical problems and dangers. I guess it sounds... naive is the word that comes to mind, but it's not quite right. Maybe the right term is unsophisticated, with us seeing this very adult physical relationship almost like a game.
Regardless of the terminology, our conversations were about what she should wear [loose and accessible led the consensus], what she should say [discretion, secrecy emphasized], how to perform for the camera [make sure that she was completely exposed, particularly after intercourse], etc. We both agreed that it was sexy for her to come into the house wearing only her coat. In addition, a reasonably discreet mark or two on her tits would be erotic. In other words, we tried to plan and micro-manage a scenario that didn't need managing, but we had a very good time doing so. Sometimes we acted like a pair of teen-agers, but it was fun!
However, amid all this fun-type thinking and planning, there was one very adult decision - Sandy had better go on the pill rather than relying on her diaphragm! We had used the diaphragm because it provided adequate protection when it was just the two of us - we were just postponing pregnancy until she finished her graduate work. If it didn't work and she got pregnant, we would not be overly concerned. However, if the "affair" continued, spontaneous unprotected sex with Frank or the failure of the diaphragm, might lead to catastrophe!
So, we talked, we planned and we fantasized and we waited for the next experience. A few weeks later another of their parties was planned and we were more than ready - the first time it would be a mutually agreed upon activity. For my part, the only thing that I actually had done, aside from giving her my mortal support, was to buy the digital video camera that she had suggested. In addition, I replaced our 300-watt security light with a 500-watt one. So, we had light, camera and were ready for action!
It was fascinating and very different watching Sandy getting dressed for the party. The first time she was just interested in having a nice outfit, very attractive, that she enjoyed wearing. We both thought that she looked pretty in it and she expected to have a good time and come home and tell me about everything that happened. Sex never entered either of our minds. Of course, as you know, she had a very good time and came home and did tell me everything about being seduced and fucked. The second time, her clothes were more mundane, certainly not provocative, but sex definitely was thought about by both of us - she having decided at the last minute to go prepared to be fucked, me wondering, from the time I delivered her to the party, if that would happen again. Which it did, of course.
Now, the third time, neither of us had any question and we both knew that she was putting clothes on with the full expectation that they would be removed from her body and that she would be virtually naked before she talked to me again. We both anticipated and wanted that to be the evening's program. Still, it was fun to tease her about her illicit intentions.
She came out of the bathroom wearing nothing but her garter belt, hose and panties. I remarked that, "It's too bad you can't go like that. You wouldn't have to undress in the car!
"Sure, that would be convenient, but I'm afraid somebody at Judy's might notice."
"That's probably true. Oh, well, Frank can watch you during the party and picture what you'll look like under your clothes."
"Quit talking. You're going to make me nervous! I've never done anything like this before and you're not helping!"
"You could stay home. Or, I could come later and bring you back. Or, of course, someone else could bring you home. No worries, no problems!"
"Now quit it! I'm going to the party, Frank is going to bring me home and fuck me in the car while you watch. I don't know which of us would be more disappointed if something goes wrong!
"Ok, honey, you're right, but you've been jumpy all day and you need to relax. You have no reason to be uptight. You talked to Frank at school today and you know that he is more than eager to be with you after the party and you've made it clear that you are available. If he gives rides to other people you definitely will be last to be delivered. You both want to have sex tonight and there is no one stopping you - especially me. You're even on the pill so you don't have that problem to worry about. You're a very pretty woman who has a date tonight with a man you like! So, calm down and enjoy yourself!"
"I'm trying, but the closer it gets to party time, the more I hear voices from the past defining right and wrong and, damn it, I'm a happily married woman ready to...well, as you said, go on a date with all expectations of having adulterous sexual intercourse with another man. I want to do it, I'm going to do it and, surprisingly, my husband wants me to do it! I not going to let that trace of guilt stop me, but it's still lurking there, waiting to be exorcised. Now, let me get my clothes on and maybe I'll settle down."
She looked very attractive, wearing an ankle-length wrap-around skirt in dark blue with large, modernistic flowers in a random pattern. Her blouse was in a silky material with a scoop neck, closed by three large matching buttons. It was coral color which coordinated with the colors of the flowers in the skirt. Around her neck she wore a costume jewelry necklace with dark blue, half-inch beads. Very chic. Most important, the skirt was held together at the waist in two places, one snap underneath and a hook on top - very easy to undo, exposing her lace bikini panties. The three buttons on the blouse were no real barrier to her braless tits. Our first rule - loose and accessible - was observed.
Finally, she stood in front of me and asked, "What do you think?"
Obviously, she wanted my approval and I could say, with complete honesty, "Honey, you look absolutely lovely! I'm almost jealous that you're going out like that without me. I'm sure that there will be several fellows who would battle for the privilege to drive you home if they thought that you were available!"
She reached down and kissed me, saying, "You're sweet! That's what I needed to hear!" She hesitated and continued, "Only one guy there knows that I'm available, but I wouldn't be if you didn't approve. And I'll end up in bed with you, not him!" She looked away and did something with her hair and, then looked back at me with a sort of bemused expression. "You know, I've figured out something. I'm still nervous, but it not a scared or concerned nervousness. I'm not really worried about morality or anything like that. I figured it out when you said that I'm going out on a date with Frank - that's exactly what's making me uptight! I haven't been out with another man on a date since high school! I've been atwitter all day. It's one thing to go to the party and having something unexpected, or even somewhat expected, happen, but it's another to think that you are dressing up for a man just to be with him - which is exactly what I've been doing!"
"Well, you agreed, in a way, to go out together after the party, so I think that counts as a date. I don't really see anything wrong with a 30+ year old married woman feeling some of those 'first date' jitters. A little nervous anticipation, something significant to look forward to - nothing wrong with that! Come on, now. Get your coat and let's take you to your assignation!"
"Oh, I love you! Let's go!"
We drove to her friend Judy's house and, as she got out, I said, "Have fun and don't forget to call."
"With a grin, she replied, "I'm sure I will! I'll remember." Then, after turning away, she looked back with another grin, "You have fun, too!?"
It was a completely different feel as I returned home. Last time I was numb, not even being aware of the road until I was suddenly at the garage. I had been stunned by Sandy having worn her diaphragm and what it meant. This time she had also put her diaphragm in because she wasn't sure that the pill was effective yet, but there was no question that she needed protection because she was going to be "made," as she called it the first time. However, unlike that traumatic waiting I went through, sitting in the study watching traffic going by, this time she was going to call from the bathroom before they left. So, I drove home, watched TV and waited comfortably rather than hovering, tensely in the study. However, despite my seeming sangfroid, I was more uptight than I let on to Sandy.
It was a unique situation, at least for me that first time, as I lay there waiting for the phone to ring. This time I knew what was going to happen, but that didn't make me any less tense. That was shown by my jumping a foot off the bed, figuratively, at least, when the ring unexpectedly came. My heart was beating rapidly as I picked the phone up, but, fortunately, my voice was under control when I answered.
"Hi, honey, we're leaving in a few minutes. I don't think that anyone else will be with us, so it shouldn't be long."
"Everything ok?"
"Yeah, no problem and I'm hot already. See you soon! Love you!"
What a mundane conversation between a husband and wife. Who, intercepting it, would guess that the wife was giving the husband a "heads up" that she was sexually aroused and was ready to leave with her lover to have adulterous intercourse? In any case, sometime between fifteen and twenty minutes, the car turned to our driveway and parked in front of the garage.
As they approached, I turned on the security light and illuminated the whole area, particularly the car right beneath the study windows. (The light regularly operated automatically with both a motion and heat detector, but, if the engine cooled off before they were finished, it would go off. This way it would stay on until I switched it off.) I was astounded with the change from the 300 watt to the new 500 watt bulb! I thought that I had seen clearly the last time, but the difference was like the switch from regular to high definition television.
I already had the camera running, and as the car stopped, I used the telephoto lens to fill the viewfinder with just the windshield - or what you could see through it, of course. Fortunately, unlike modern cars, the windshield was not tinted, so the glass was crystal clear. I knew that the camera would be able to record every detail of what was going to happen so I just left it and concentrated on using my eyes to enjoy the show.
Sandy's coat was open and I could see every detail of the flowers on her skirt. In addition, the overlap of the long wrap skirt was pulled apart enough that the dark bands of her stockings and her supporters were showing. Her right hand was resting on her knee as Frank pushed the seat back and, as he reached for her, it went up to rest on his shoulder as they began a long period of passionate kissing.
More significantly, her left hand had been on the seat between them and, as Frank pulled her over, it moved over onto his thigh and her engagement ring and wedding band suddenly were clearly visible. Even the gleaming facets on the diamond were discernible. I will admit that that sudden sight sent a funny, really unidentifiable, shock through me as the symbols of her marriage were so prominently displayed as she prepared to commit adultery. Later, when Sandy saw that of the recording it made her feel guilty while, at the same time, making the whole thing, somehow, more exciting.
The kissing went on for some time as they both were obviously into it. Sandy's hand behind Frank's shoulder kept moving about and her left hand continuously slid up and down his thigh - perilously close to his cock occasionally. His right hand was around her while the left hand was fondling and squeezing her breast through her blouse. Suddenly he pulled his head back and said something to which she obviously agreed. They released each other and Sandy sat up and removed her coat which Frank promptly tossed into the back seat. Without hesitation, she unfastened the three buttons of her blouse and shrugged it off of her shoulders and it joined her coat. Then, instead of just pulling her wrap skirt open, she undid the hook and unsnapped the snap and, without hesitation, raised up enough to let Frank pull it out from under her and sat back naked except for her panties, garter belt and hose.
They continued kissing and fondling for several more minutes until, once again, they separated and Frank opened the door, got out and came around to the passenger side. Without waiting to be prompted, Sandy turned sideways, put her legs up on the seat and lay flat. For the first time, her face was visible as her head went down. It was fascinating to see her expression as she looked up at Frank as he got in and knelt in the foot of the car-it was a smile that was welcoming, affectionate and lustful! She had "hot and ready" written on her face.



Without preamble, Frank reached for the waistband of her panties, she raised her hips, he slid them down her legs and she was naked. She immediately, again without prompting, pulled her legs up and opened them, exposing her cunt to him. From my perspective, everything was crystal clear. He put his hands on the back of her thighs, pushing her knees almost to her tits, raising her crotch until it was almost horizontal, completely exposing every detail between her legs. Starting at the curly hair at the top, my eyes ran over the spread cunt lips back almost to the just-hidden asshole. Her cunt hadn't even been touched yet, but the lips were already pulled back in arousal and shining from her pre-intercourse arousal.
That view didn't last long because Frank quickly hid it with his head as he began licking and sucking. The impact was immediate as Sandy began flexing up and down, her legs quivering and jerking, as she reacted to his mouth and tongue. Her eyes were closed, her mouth slightly open as, obviously, waves of pleasure went through her. Her reactions became more intense as he worked on her.
Suddenly, he pulled back and, apparently, asked Sandy a question which she, obviously, answered reassuringly, for, instead of just pulling his pants and shorts down as he had done before, he actually took both off and was naked below the waist. Then, kneeling between her legs, he prepared to take her as she held her legs up and spread in invitation. I got a glimpse of his cock, and, as she had said before, it was of average size and, as would be expected, quite rigid. He came down on her and I saw her hand reach down to insert it into herself. I couldn't see the penetration, of course, but it obviously had occurred as they began a furious session of fucking. Both were more than ready when they started so there was no measured buildup - just a mutual mad rush to orgasm.
It's well known that most women cannot get an orgasm just from vaginal intercourse - they need more stimulation, more clitoral pressure than the in-and-out of fucking can supply. Fortunately, this was not a problem for Sandy normally, and, in this case, she certainly was already very well stimulated! She was bucking up against Frank, pushing her pelvis as hard as she could against him as he plunged into her. She actually went into climax just before he did and held herself firmly up against him as he came into her. It was an extremely intense and satisfying screwing!
I was absolutely enthralled as I watched the performance. My cock was hard the whole time, but I never thought of going off myself. I was engrossed in absorbing every detail of the scene before me, particularly the look on Sandy's face as Frank's cock thrust in and out of her cunt. She was totally lost in the sensations, in her mounting arousal! I knew that she was getting great pleasure as that arousal grew, but her face had an almost painful tenseness. Her eyes were closed but her mouth was open most of the time as she gasped for breath. I couldn't see it, of course, but I was sure that her heart was beating double time. This was no tender, loving sexual intercourse - this was fucking!
They were both too worked up, too "hot" for this to last long and, as I said, it ended with her surging and holding upward as he ejaculated deep into her. They just collapsed, him slumping downward onto her, her legs flopping loosely beside him. As they recovered, he lightly kissed her and raised himself from between her legs. I couldn't see his face, but Sandy had a very relaxed, very satisfied smile on hers. Still kneeling between her wide-spread legs - as wide as they could be on a car seat, even one as expansive as that- he said something that obviously was complimentary for she sort of shyly looked away and I read her lips saying, "Thank you."
One thing was very clear after the sex was over - she was perfectly comfortable being nude with him, even to the point of lying there with her "just fucked" cunt open before him. There was no undue modesty, no covering up of what he had now seen several times. I had expected him to pull back and dress and for her to prepare to come inside, probably just putting her coat on. Instead, she sat up part way, said something I couldn't decipher, and he slid past her behind her to the driver's side. They were sitting there, his arm around her, talking earnestly about what I had no idea. It went on for some time and it was peculiar, seeing by naked wife being held by a half-naked man. I thought that it was over when she turned her face up to him to be kissed while he reached over to fondle her tit again. Then, I got a real surprise.
While they had been sitting side by side, her left hand had been resting on her thigh. As the kiss became more intense and he was squeezing her breast more forcefully, her hand actually moved over onto his leg and, then, unbelievably, onto his cock! It was probably half-hard, but it immediately returned to a full erection as she grasped it and began sliding her fingers up and down on it. It was startling seeing her doing something so totally unexpected, but the shock was compounded when he twisted toward her and I saw her rings on that hand. I don't know why, but seeing her wedding ring against his cock was disconcerting. I had no major negative feelings, but I wondered how Sandy would react when she saw the recording.
Even more shocking was what came next. Frank moved his right arm from around Sandy's shoulder and placed his hand at the nape of her neck and gently pushed down. There was nothing abrupt, no real force being applied, but her face slowly moved toward the cock she was holding. I couldn't see the actual contact as she turned her upper body to go down, but I knew, shortly, that Sandy had his cock in her mouth and was sucking it! She even moved her right hand over and played with his balls as she slid the cock in and out.
It went on for what seemed like a long time and I began to think that she was going to suck him off, but, suddenly, Frank pulled away, scrambled around to the seat and, as she raised and parted her legs, plunged into her cunt again. As would be expected after having Sandy sucking his cock, Frank didn't last too long in her this time. It looked almost as if he were trying to put both his cock and his balls inside her as he hammered between her legs
It took a while to recover this time, and, as Frank pulled away and knelt up, I could see Sandy say "My god, what time is it?" Then, looking at her watch, "Oh my heavens, it's almost 3:00 AM! I've got to get in - Mack may wake up and miss me!" Of course, I didn't really hear the exact words, but I saw her actions and I knew what she was saying. In any case, Frank scrambled to put his shorts and pants back on - which was not easy in the cramped quarters - and reached in back to get Sandy's coat. He also rescued her blouse and skirt and, naked under her coat, carrying her clothes and with a few kisses at the door, she came in to meet her voyeuristic husband.
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Sandy came into the room, completely naked other than her garter belt and hose. Perhaps I should have said "proudly" naked, because she was obviously pleased with herself. The first time she had been with Frank, she was embarrassed and fearful as she came in and announced, "Oh honey, I've just been made!" The second time, she had what I called a "timorous smile" as she asked; "Did you see us come in? Is everything all right?" This time, the third, her smile was broad, lighting up the room with her exhilaration as she knew her reception would be a happy one.
She, of course, got exactly the reception that she expected and wanted. Unlike what seems to be the common reaction of "wife watchers," I had not gone off while watching her in action. In fact, doing so had never occurred to me. As I said before, I undoubtedly could have masturbated to orgasm quite easily - as I could have to a porno film in which they had the same sex acts - but I was happy to watch and wait for more direct contact after they were finished. Now, however, as I saw her standing naked in front of me, I was ready for that contact.
She made quite a picture, standing there, a happy smile on her face, her nipples erect and sticking out on breasts which almost certainly would bear more "love marks" tomorrow morning. Down lower was the very feminine mound of curly pubic hair with the bottom point of its triangle pointing to the treasure located between her legs. At that point, however, was a clear indication of her less than moral activities - a thin stream of what could only be male cum leaking from that treasure, her cunt, and running down her leg onto her hose! That sign of her infidelity might be less than fastidious, but, under the circumstances, it just seemed right and was very sexy.
I got up and embraced her, saying, "That was quite a performance! You looked lovely and sexy!"
Oh, honey, I loved it! I must be completely degenerate for I did things I never would have dreamed of doing a few months ago - and I don't even feel guilty! I hope that the camera caught everything because I'll never remember exactly what or how things happened!" She kept talking, almost manic in her enthusiasm as different things flashed through her mind. "Gods, I didn't know what time it was until I looked at my watch. We were out there almost three hours from the time we left Judy's." She giggled and went on, "I scared poor Frank. I said that you might come looking for me since it was so late and - I shouldn't laugh - he almost fell over trying to get his pants on! I reassured him, saying that once you were asleep, nothing would wake you, but he was really concerned."
"I'm not surprised - the thought of being caught with you pants off in a car with a naked married woman that you had just fucked - that probably would worry most men! Hold still and let me get a picture of you. Ok, now, lie down and let me get a picture of your cunt," As she lay down and spread her legs, I involuntarily let out a gasp as I saw the condition of her cunt. "My god, wait until you see this! I don't think that I've ever used the word before, but it looked as if it had been ravaged. The lips were spread wide and looked to be swollen, The hole going up into her was open enough that she could have had a pelvic exam without a speculum - well, probably not, but close. In some ways more startling was the mass of cum partly clogging the entrance and the rivulet leaking out of her that had been running down her leg and now was leaving a wet spot on the bed.
One person will look at a baby with strained peas or carrots over its face and be grossed out. Another, frequently a parent, will say, "Oh, isn't that cute!" That was the situation with Sandy's adulterous cunt. It was messy and, in the abstract, probably repellent - certainly it would be so to a fastidious person such as Sandy under normal circumstances. But, these were not normal circumstances, and in that context of her scandalous behavior in Frank's car, the messy condition of her cunt just seemed to be both natural and exciting, and it merely augmented the sexual arousal we both felt.
As I said before, I was ready for sex, myself, as she came in, and my cock was not in the least put off by the condition of her cunt. I put the camera down and mounted her, ignoring her over lubricated condition as I plunged into her. Maybe knowing that she was lubricated as a result of her adulterous coupling added to the excitement - it certainly didn't hurt - or maybe it was the culmination of several hours of watching an erotic sex show, but it was a very powerful fucking. Surprising in a way, Sandy reacted with equal fervor despite this being her third fucking in three hours!
We ran down pretty quickly after that. We talked for a while as we lay there recovering. But, finally, Sandy pulled away got up, saying, "I am really exhausted. I'm going to clean up - boy, do I need it! - and go to bed. I'm too tired to talk any more tonight. We can look at the recording and really talk tomorrow."
I woke up around 9:00 AM and saw Sandy still fast asleep, looking so innocent as she lay there. I got up, dressed and had some breakfast without a sound coming from the bedroom. Finally, I heard some stirring around a little after 11:00 followed by the appearance of by still lethargic wife. "Hi, beautiful! I see that you are all bright and shiny this morning after your energetic performance last night! Did you sleep well?"
"I didn't sleep at all - I was just unconscious. If I hadn't had to go to the bathroom, I'd probably still be out. What time did we go to bed?"
"It was a little after 4:00. You had almost seven hours sleep so you should be full of energy. Of course, you quite a busy night, so I guess I won't complain about you wasting most of the morning."
"Thanks a bunch! You're very generous." However, the mention of the previous night seemed to revitalize her as the memory worked its way through her still groggy mind. "Oh, my god, I hadn't even thought about that yet. I really was out of it!" Shortly afterwards, a broad smile broke over her face as she said, "I did have quite a night didn't I?" I could almost see the events spooling through her mind as if a tape recorder was running. "We have a lot of stuff to talk about and I want to see myself on camera! Look, let me go get cleaned up and dressed and we'll go get lunch at Friendly's - I'm hungry now that I'm awake. Then we can talk."
We had lunch while avoiding the subject that was in the front of our minds, but, as soon as we got home, we undressed, lay back on the bed after I connected the camera to the TV and prepared to watch our own X-rated movie."
My first reaction was surprise at how much larger things were as compared to my view from overhead. The window opening is about ten feet above the ground and, probably, eight feet above the Roadmaster's car seat. I could see the whole car and the whole driveway, but I was focused on what I could see through the windshield which was, at most, two feet high and whatever the car was wide. On the other hand, the camera's telephoto lens filled the whole screen with just the windshield. It was almost as if I were sitting on the hood with my face against the glass. I thought that I could see detail before, but it was nothing compared to this.
Sandy was on edge, wondering what she looked like and how she would feel watching herself doing things that would have been inconceivable a few months ago. Still, she was eager and I heard her startled gasp as the car pulled in and, abruptly, the security light came on. "That's a really bright light!"
"Did it seem too bright while you were in the car?"
"No. Not as long as I was sitting up, but when I was on my back, looking up, it was glary but I don't really remember it - but it was no problem and we certainly could see each other. I guess a dark car probably would be more romantic and, I think, less...well, embarrassing when you were making out or when your clothes came off for the first time. Certainly, it was no problem last night. As the video played on, she began a running commentary about the action. Wow, look at that. We went right into it, didn't we? I didn't realize that we had done so much kissing. He's certainly working my tits over. My skirt is really pulled open. Before we left Judy's he kissed me and, while he did it, he slid his hand up my legs to my panties. He even said that he likes wrap skirts because they are very accessible and I replied that that was why I wore it!"
It was at this point that her hand moved onto Frank's leg and the light caused a reflection from her diamond that focused her attention on her wedding ring. "Oh, honey, that makes me feel funny." Her reaction caused me to pause the recording and she hesitated before she went on. "I don't know, but seeing my rings there...gods, I know that it makes no difference, but I guess it makes it more real. I'm a married woman...and it just hit me...I don't know...go on." I hit play and the recording started again and, fortunately that momentary feeling of guilt was swallowed up by the excitement that followed.
"Oh, this is when he asked me to open my blouse and, as I did it, I just said that I might as well take it off - which I did after removing my coat. Then, without saying anything, I just went ahead and unfastened my skirt. Gods, look at me! Naked except for my panties! I like it when he gets out to go around to the other side of the car. Did you notice how he makes sure not to drop me down? He makes sure that I'm down flat before he shuts the door. Oh my heavens, look at my face! I can't believe that expression - talk about being ready to be taken! I had no idea that I was that lost in it. That's embarrassing - it's pure lust!"
She stopped her train-of-thoughts commentary as Frank licked her cunt, and as I looked over at her, she would have been shocked to know that she had almost that same lustful look on her face again! "Oooh, that felt wonderful, was her only comment as he pulled back."
"What is he asking you here?"
She returned to reality as she laughed and answered, "He wanted to know if it was safe to take his pants off! I assured him that there was no danger and, obviously, he did. One thing is clear - that car is amazingly large, but undressing or dressing is awkward! You know, it probably didn't make any real difference in being fucked, but I did really like him being at least half naked against me. Obviously, it would be difficult for him to completely undress, but I'm sure that I would like to feel his skin against me the whole way."
Her attention returned to the TV as Frank came down and penetrated her. She quit talking and, as the action mounted, I watched her face. Her eyes were glued to the scene and she was breathing through her mouth as she stared at herself being fucked. Her hand moved down to her crotch and her fingers began teasing her clit and, as the climax approached in the recording, her torso was flexing up and down, matching the motions on the screen. It was obvious that she was unaware of anything but the action before her and as her recorded orgasm occurred, she almost had the same thing in real life!
"Oh my god! I don't believe it! I don't believe I did that! I almost went off watching myself being screwed!" Her face was red, partly from the energy she had expended but mostly from blushing. She hid her face, gasping out, "Damn, I'm embarrassed!" I paused the picture but didn't say anything - just waited for her to calm down. That didn't take long and she looked up at me with a shy smile. "I can't believe I looked like that! I never dreamed that seeing me doing something like that would affect me so strongly. Heaven knows, we've watched a few porn films where they fuck, but this was far beyond those!'
"Well, what did you expect?"
"I don't know. I just expected to see me doing things but, I guess, I didn't expect to see me reacting the way I did. My god, I was wild. I can't believe the way my face looked - I hardly recognize myself! Do I really look like that when we're screwing?"
"Yeah, you were really into it. In those porn films those women were acting - you weren't! Actually, when we're having sex, I rarely have my eyes open and looking at you, but, yes, you do look like that when you're really hot A few times you've gotten so carried away that you've broken my concentration and I've looked at you and you do have that expression on your face. Frankly, it's exciting to see you so lost in it."
"It's unreal! I hope that I don't think about it and get self-conscious. Man, he was really pounding into me - and I was matching him! I can hardly get over it - a very happily married woman on her back on a car seat being fucked like that by another man! There probably would be a lot more adulterous women out there if they knew that they could have that kind of sex. Particularly if their husbands were thoughtful enough to permit it! Ok, I've recovered. Start the show again."
I hit the "play" button and we picked up as they lay there, him still on and in her as they calmed down and got their breath. As Frank pulled back and knelt between her open legs, Sandy commented, "I can't believe that I would just lie there like that. Talk about being brazen. That's the first time that I've seen his cock. He's not hard there, of course, but, as I said before, it's about the same size as yours - at least I don't feel any difference. Listen to me, comparing how different cocks feel in me! In any case, I'm not the least bit embarrassed at being naked in front of him."
"I can see that! Now, what happened here? I thought that you were finished and you would soon be coming in, but he came back up with you and sat behind you for a long conversation. What was that all about?"
"We talked about some of the things we were concerned about. I'll tell you all about that after we finish. Fast forward through the talking and then I'll go over all of it."
I hit "fast forward" and let the recording run on until a period of kissing started. He began to fondle her tit and, bit-by-bit, the kissing became more intense and the tit squeezing more forceful. As I had noticed in live action, her left hand had been resting on his thigh right next to his cock. Suddenly, as his arm around her back shifted, she was turned more directly toward him - and her hand moved directly onto his cock. Knowing her, I would have expected her to have drawn back immediately, startled, if nothing else. Instead, her fingers grasped it, causing it, of course, to go to full erection immediately. Then, far from pulling away, she began sliding her hand up and down the shaft while their kiss continued.
I had seen this live, of course, but the video, with the telephoto lens, brought the action much closer and clearer. I knew what was coming next, so I was ready when he shifted position, causing her hand to twist around on his cock, bringing her rings, especially her wedding ring, into view as she continued her stroking of his cock. I heard a gasp from Sandy beside me and I glanced over to see an expression on her face which I really could not decipher. She didn't say anything but her eyes were locked on that one little area for almost a minute as she watched her hand rubbing his cock.
Something even more shocking was coming, I knew, as I saw him slowly urging her head down - more inviting or asking than pressuring. It obviously her own choice when she opened her mouth and took his cock in and began sucking. Later, as I reported before, she even played with his balls as she moved her hand up and down on the shaft. Whatever the explanation of her totally unexpected cock sucking, there was absolutely no question that it was purely voluntary.
I alternated between watching the video and watching Sandy, actually more interested in seeing her reaction than the sucking, itself. Really, there was little reaction to see. She sat as if turned to stone, her eyes glued to the action on the screen. Her mouth hung partly open but her face was completely expressionless. I knew that a million things must be clashing with each other in her mind - her wedding ring on Frank's cock and now sucking that same cock - but nothing got through to her face. I think that she would have stayed there and let him come in her mouth, but Frank obviously wanted her cunt instead.
She clearly was startled when he abruptly pulled away and, with difficulty, scrambled down to the other side of the car to fuck her again. Startled or not, she quickly raised and spread her legs as he moved between them, plunged into her and began a violent, almost frenzied, fucking. He most certainly was past the point of controlled intercourse as he really hammered her cunt before exploding inside of her for the second time that evening - no, early morning.
We watched the end of the recording, including the amusingly comic efforts of Frank to get into his pants, and turned it off. Nothing was said for almost a minute as we collected our thoughts. Finally, I pulled her over to me and asked, "Well, you've seen the show. How do you feel about it all?"
"Overall, I loved it, but I'm still trying to absorb what I saw in the movie - I guess you would call it a movie. This whole week was great. That first time with Frank was totally unexpected and traumatic, but, after the shock passed, I was very glad that it had happened. The second time was nerve wracking, trying to decide what I should do. There was a lot of tension before, but I was thrilled when it all worked out. This time was much better because, for the entire week, I was excited in anticipation of what was going to happen. I was nervous, of course, as the time got closer, wanting to get going. At the party I was almost giddy as I looked forward to what was coming. This time there was no question as to what I wanted and what Frank wanted. There was no hint of guilt because we had talked and planned, leaving me no question that this was, in a way, to be a mutual experience.
"We got in the car and it was as if Frank and I were experienced lovers for he immediately pulled me over and kissed me while feeling my breasts and slid his hand right up to my panties - and I spread my legs to help him do it. There was none of the hesitancy, the wondering about how to break the ice that was a worry the last time. The whole thing was just comfortable and my anticipation of a wonderfully sinful, yet guilt free, sexual experience was under way. We drove home, the light came on and I knew that you were watching. Rather than being inhibited by knowing that my husband would see my adulterous behavior, it actually augmented by excitement.
"It's interesting, though, that I completely forgot about being watched - I was so engrossed in the sex that it didn't cross my mind until Frank and I were talking . After we finished talking, for some reason we both seemed to get really fired up again - as you saw. I never planned for what I did, it just happened, and, honestly, without the recording, much of it would have been a blur in my mind.
"I'll admit that I have mixed emotions about seeing the movie. Last night and this morning my memory of everything that happened last night was...well, not vague or fuzzy...I remembered what we did...but, somehow...I'm having a problem with words...it was more like a real-life fantasy. It wasn't a romance but it was romantic, if that makes any sense. Anyway, seeing the same events in that larger-than-life recording suddenly makes it real. I see that lustful expression on my face, for example.
"In any case, I certainly remembered how we started again after talking and Frank was really passionately kissing me and, I didn't know how, until I saw the picture, my hand moved onto his cock. I guess I was pretty passionate myself because, as you saw, I not only held it, I began moving up and down on it. I watched myself doing that and then, I was totally shocked when, suddenly, I saw my wedding ring! Gods, I knew that this whole sex experience was adulterous - and that didn't bother me - but somehow seeing my hand and wedding ring working on another man's cock stunned me. I guess all the guilt-inducing thoughts of infidelity, wedding vows, etc. flooded over me.



"Now, I have to confess something and I hope it doesn't upset you, but as the shock faded, my guilt was replaced by excitement. It's hard to admit this to myself, much less to you, and I really don't understand it, but it really excited me to see me doing something so sinful!" She was lying against me as she talked, but raised up, with a concerned expression on her face, to see my reaction. Fortunately, I was able to reassure her.
"Don't worry, Honey. I saw that last night and I thought that it was sexy and I certainly never thought that it meant anything. What I was afraid of when I knew that you would see it was that you would feel so guilty that you would regret the whole experience. Symbols carry a lot of weight and I know that a wedding ring is important, but it still is just that, a symbol, not the thing itself. This has nothing to do with its meaning. You didn't put your ring there to make a point. In any case, doing something wicked can be fun if no one is hurt or bothered. Enjoy it!"
"Oooh, that's a relief! Ok, let me finish. I was, I'll admit, enjoying playing with his cock - I hadn't planned to do it, but it was in my hand and I was already pretty hot from kissing and having my tits being fondled. It was just part of what we were doing. The idea of sucking it never entered my mind until I felt his hand pushing my head down. He certainly wasn't forcing it down, but it was obvious what he wanted and I just made no resistance. I deliberately opened my mouth, took it in and began sucking. As the recording shows, I did it for some time and, I'll admit, from the way he was moving, that I thought that he was going to go off in my mouth. You know that I don't mind that with you and I was determined not to spoil it by pulling away. Happily, he wanted to fuck me again instead.
"I didn't have an orgasm that time - it was too fast - but it felt wonderful and I really loved the feeling of really being taken. I suppose that ardent feminists would criticize me, but I excited to have him lose himself and use me and my cunt like that. God knows, I wouldn't accept that regularly, but I got real pleasure and excitement from it last night!
"So, back to your original question. I loved the whole experience and I'll look forward to doing it again. I am ambivalent about seeing the recording because, somehow it's too real. At the same time, I enjoyed it, because it does show exactly what happened and, occasionally how things happened. But it does remove some of the fantasy-memory and the romance in the process. It's almost as if they were two separate experiences. I'm still embarrassed at the pure lust on my face - but, obviously, that's the way I was right then, totally lost in sex! Regardless, I'm sure that I'll look forward to the next party with the same anticipation."
"Well, you certainly had a wild and very sexy 'date,' you both obviously enjoyed it very much - I did too - so the only question is, what's next? I assume that was at least part of your conversation with Frank last night."
"Yeah. I hadn't really planned to say anything but, for some reason, it just felt right at the time. When he pulled back from me and we probably would have, as you said, dressed and come in, but I felt so comfortable with him right then that it seemed logical to discuss things when I felt that way. Anyway, I started by talking about being afraid that it would be a disaster for me if anyone found out about any of this. My reputation, my marriage, the scandal that would ruin things, etc. He immediately told me that he was really concerned about the same things. As he said, it wouldn't do his reputation any good either, but that he was really concerned about me. Obviously, that is what you would expect a man to say if he has an affair with a married woman, but he seemed to be very sincere and I believe him. He had already tried to think of a way, when driving several people home, that he could to let me off first, take the other people home and come back afterwards. Actually, since I'm not hiding any of this from you, I could just come in and wait for him to come back. In any case, he is very well aware of potential problems.
"I then went on about a far more delicate issue. I made it absolutely clear that I was very happily married and that, while I really liked him - as shown by sitting there naked with him after he had fucked me - anything he and I did could be nothing more than a very intimate friendship. I forced myself to come right out and say that I was worried that he might become too intimate with me and have romantic thoughts. That sounded so conceited, so egotistical - my amazing allure would cause him to fall for me - that I was embarrassed to say it, but, fortunately, he took it the right way. He said a few things about his relationship with the woman Maine and went on to say that he had no interest in any serious relationship like that. In fact, he said, from his point of view, a relationship with a happily married woman would be ideal. He insisted that that was not the reason he was attracted to me, but it couldn't have worked out better from that prospective. In fact, and this was embarrassing and a sort of comeuppance for fearing that I might cause problems for him, he was pleased and gratified that I wanted to avoid any entanglements which might become messy.
"So, from both the need to be circumspect and the desire to avoid any emotional difficulties, we're in agreement. He did make me feel good when he said that he was attracted to me as soon as he met me and that he was shocked at himself when he got carried away that first time in the car. I replied that there was no way he was as shocked as I the way I responded! So, that was our conversation and I think the way is clear for a discreet, uncomplicated relationship - assuming, of course, you have no qualms about your wife putting out in that big old car!
"Oh, yes, there is one more thing that I should tell you! After all of this - the movie and the conversation - I can see from that thing sticking up there that you have some idea of having legitimate sexual intercourse with your loving wife. Unfortunately, after my poor cunt was penetrated and subjected to three brutal (but satisfying) pummeling's last night, it is extremely sore and a little swollen! It's just not used to that kind of treatment - at least not yet! However, Frank didn't wear my mouth out, so I can offer that as an alternative. And I'll even stay there the whole way!"
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So, Sandy's first deliberate, pre-planned assignation was over and, in virtually every way, had worked out well. She had gone further than might have been expected and she was shocked to see herself reacting so strongly, but it had worked out. Their conversation had definitely cleared the air and any question about a desire to continue was answered positively. In general, their sexual activities would be limited to those after-party occasions although, as it turned out, there were other opportunities. Actually, their schedules precluded more frequent rendezvous. They were both graduate teaching assistants as mentioned before. That meant that they were graduate students with classes and seminars, all requiring extensive reading, writing of papers, library research, etc. Then, on top of that, they were TA's (teaching assistants) so that they had full responsibility for teaching elementary Spanish courses. There really was little free time for a more active affair! In other words, sex with Frank was really a peripheral part of Sandy's life – but a fun part.
So, they had their parties and the more significant activity afterwards, but occasionally there were other, usually unexpected, opportunities. For example, not long after the last episode, Sandy and Frank were both in a seminar that normally ended in mid-afternoon, after which both of them had classes to teach. This time, however, the professor ended the meeting early and the group quickly disbanded. As they were leaving the building, Frank, after looking around, casually, said, "We have an hour and there's no one around. We can go back to the office for an hour or we can get in the car for a little while."
Sandy looked around and confirmed that they were alone and replied, "Ok, but only for a little while. Remember that we both have classes." They hurried to the grad student parking area and quickly got into his car. Frank immediately began feeling Sandy's tits through her blouse, but she stopped him, saying, "Be careful! I have to teach class in an hour and I don't want to go in with a wrinkled blouse! She removed her coat, opened the blouse, and unfastened her bra. Once again it excited her to sit in the car with her tits out. Frank promptly began feeling them and kissing and sucking her nipples.
"Hey, my mark is almost gone! You need a new one."
"Be careful there, too! Don't mark them up too much – I'll have to keep my breasts completely hidden!" That wasn't true, of course, but she had to keep the illusion.
"Ok, only a couple. Can you take your pants down?"
"I shouldn't do that – I have pantyhose on and they're too hard to pull up." Unfortunately, not thinking it that they would be alone, she was wearing slacks. "If I had known that Professor LaSage was going to cut class short, I would have worn a skirt."
"All right, I'll just have to wait. Damn, I couldn't have gotten my cock into you, anyway, but I love being with you in the daylight like this! Feel hard my cock is." Obviously, their relationship was close enough now, after three occasions, that he could say something like that and that she would actually reach over and do as he said. "Wait, a second." With that, Frank pulled away, undid his pants, pushed his shorts down and drew his very erect cock out. "Look at that! See what you caused!" As he said that, he slid his right arm around her and hugged her to him.
As soon as his arm went around her, Sandy had a pretty good idea of what he wanted. "Oh, Frank, I can't do that! It's...It's...It's broad daylight! Anyway, I have to go in and get ready for my class and I....I...I just can't do it!" Frank didn't say anything, but his arm stayed behind her and began a very gentle downward push. She resisted that push, but not hard enough to dissuade him and, bit-by-bit, the cock got closer. She kept repeating, "I can't. Please, I just can't." Of course, the moment came when his cock touched her lips and, at that point, she gave up her futile resistance, opened her mouth and took the cock in.
As she said later, she could have stopped it. If she had made her "no" unequivocal or if she had pushed back strongly, he would not have forced the issue. "But, I knew that he really wanted it and it wasn't as if I had never done it before so, while I would rather not have done it in that situation, I knew from the beginning that I probably was going to suck his cock – and probably have it come in my mouth." Her head bobbed up and down as she slid her mouth down the shaft and lightly sucked as she pulled away, gently squeezing and fondling his balls as she did so. He had a hand on each side of her head as he began flexing up and down, matching her rhythm as she sucked. Finally, gripping her head, he began to control that rhythm as he really began fucking her mouth. She, fortunately, was able to keep it from going too deep, and, rather quickly, he ejaculated several copious streams of cum which she was able to swallow without choking.
She stayed there, his cock still in her mouth, until he was completely finished and his cock softened. She pulled away, sat up, wiped the corners of her mouth and looked at him shyly, not knowing how to react after performing that very intimate service. He had fucked her four times by then, but, in some ways, sucking his cock and swallowing his cum was even more intimate that the fucking. Fortunately, he almost instantly did the right thing, the best thing, by putting his arms around her and saying, "Sandy, dear, that was wonderful! I loved it! I've had that done by a couple of women before, but it never was that good. I loved it!" His hug felt good and his appreciation was genuine, but the most important word was "dear." That spontaneous word of affection made the whole thing more acceptable and less embarrassing.
That moment of, well, I guess, euphoria, vanished instantly as she looked up and said, "Oh my god, our classes are in ten minutes! Hurry!" She sat up in panic, reached back and fastened her bra and buttoned her blouse and grabbed for her coat. Frank had only to pull his shorts and pants up and use his zipper. Struggling into his jacket, he came around, helped Sandy out and the two of them headed for their classes. They barely had time to say goodbye – no kiss, of course, in public – and they headed for class.
As Sandy said later, "I didn't even have time to comb my hair or put on lipstick! More important, I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth the entire class period. Actually, I didn't really mind that, and, once I settled down, it actually was kind of exciting! Anyway, I think that I was coherent when I was lecturing, and, while the kids were using a workbook, I was able to run a comb through my hair in the back of the room. I know that it's silly, but, for the entire period, I had this feeling that everyone knew what I had been doing! Boy, I'm not getting into that situation again! I saw Frank in the office after the classes were over and walked to my car with him and, by then, I had calmed down and our mad scramble seemed funny, and we were laughing at ourselves. There were lots of people in the lot, so I just got in the car and was ready to pull out when Frank waved for me to stop. I did so and ran the window down and looked at him questioningly, and he leaned into the car near my ear and whispered, with a big conspiratorial grin, 'You're the best cock sucker I've ever had!' I'm sure my face turned beet red and I just shrieked, 'FRANK!' I drove away really embarrassed, but thrilled as I felt a sort of electric tingle go through me."
"Well, your sucking was totally unexpected! I sort of assumed that you might be doing that after a party – particularly if your monthly problem was at the wrong time – but this is really amazing. How do you feel about it now?"
"The truth is, I am surprisingly, unbothered by it. It took a long time before I could get up the nerve to let you come in my mouth and swallow, but it turned out not to bother me at all. I was very calm and I knew exactly what was going to happen, so I wasn't surprised when he came – and, afterwards, I felt very good that I had done it for him. And...and I really liked it when he called me 'dear.' It made me think that he was happy that it was I who did it, not just anyone! Of course, he might have had that reaction toward any woman who had just sucked his cock!"
"Oh, I don't think that that is the case. It doesn't appear that he goes into these things lightly. From what you've said, he's been out with some of the other grad students, but seemingly he hasn't developed any romantic liaisons with any of them. It's pretty obvious that he is attracted to you and that, from your conversations, there is affection there. It's not just that you're a married woman who will put out for him. And, for you, if there were no affection there, pure sex wouldn't be enough for you to continue. However, you both have to be careful that "dears' and 'honeys' don't slip into your conversation when you're not alone! Regardless, after what happened today, I have a firm expectation that you will be doing a lot more sucking in the future!"
With a rueful look on her face, Sandy agreed. "I'm sure that's true. I guess that I've opened Pandora's Box – or Sandy's mouth – once it's opened you can't close it again!
That prediction turned out to be quite accurate and Sandy became very proficient at performing felatio – but she was far more conscious of when and where and, particularly, the time!
They had been somewhat careless that time, but, other than an unawareness of time in that one instance, they really were quite careful and discreet and avoided any unseemly togetherness. For example, they followed through with Frank's suggestion of delivering Sandy home before others and then come back to be with her. Actually, after the very next party, Frank drove five people home, letting Sandy off second and then delivering the other three after her. She said that it was weird getting out of the car, saying goodbye to the others and coming in to wait for him to come back. It certainly was a great deal more of a clandestine operation than just driving up with him. It made it really seem like a surreptitious or furtive affair.
That was also different for me. She came into the house after waving to her friends as they pulled away, and then came up the see me for a kiss and a mutually conspiratorial moment together. Then, she went back downstairs where she had planned to remove the tight jeans she had worn to the party. On the spur of the moment, however, when Frank returned, she went out wearing nothing but her shoes under her coat!
Both he and I were shocked when she got into the car, took off her coat and sat there completely naked! Her fist comment to him, which she repeated to me later was, "You won't get to keep my panties this time! They're safely in the house!" This comment was made because Frank had made a habit of confiscating her panties when she undressed in the car. As I reported earlier, when she hurried in at 3:00 AM, after their long bout of sex and conversation, she was carrying her blouse and skirt – and discovered later that he once again had her panties. When she asked for them, he simply replied, "I've got a special drawer that I'm using just for your panties and I hope to fill it up to the top!" By the time the school year was over, he was well on the way to doing so. He even was able to add to his collection when he managed to get them off of her in the parking lot and at least one time in the TA's office. She made continual pro forma protests, but admitted to me that the idea excited her. She actually bought extra panties, pretty ones, to wear when she expected to lose them. It was a fun thing that they both enjoyed – teasing and kidding around made it something more than an occasional sexual tryst in his old car.
That it had become an actual affair was made clear the first time I met Frank. It was a Saturday night when there was no party, and Sandy and I decided to eat out followed by seeing a movie at a large complex. We were buying the tickets when Sandy touched my arm and quietly said, "Frank is over there by the refreshment stand." I casually glanced over and saw this ordinary looking man that I actually recognized from seeing him in the car. We both looked away and headed into the theatre when suddenly, a female voice called, "Sandy." Caught, we, reluctantly turned around and saw a young woman coming toward us with a big smile on her face – followed by Frank whose smile was strained, to say the least. Forced to do so, Sandy said, "Honey, these are two of our TA's that I don't think you've met. This is Sarah Jenkins and this is Frank Jackson. Sarah and Frank, this is my husband, Mack."
I surprised myself with my composure at this unexpected meeting, acknowledging Sarah with a friendly smile and "Pleased to meet you," and a firm handshake with Frank combined with, "Sandy's talked about you. I gather that you two share the same specialty, the Spanish Golden Age."
As might be expected, Frank was not quite as calm as I at this unanticipated meeting, his smile, as I said, was forced as he replied, "Yes, we've had several courses together. We've become quite good friends." However, considering that he was meeting the man whose wife he had fucked on a number of occasions, I guess he did well. Naturally, the four of us had to sit together, the two women in the middle, fortunately. Afterwards, at Sarah's suggestion, we stopped to have a snack together. It was awkward, but by the time we separated, Frank was more at ease and our conversation became quite natural. The surprising thing was that I detected an unexplained tenseness in Sandy throughout the evening.
As we drove home, she was uncustomarily quiet, hardly talking at all. In fact, most of the time she seemed deep in thought and when I mentioned a few things about the movie, she hardly responded. The obvious topic of conversation was Frank, of course, but she didn't broach the subject so I left it alone until we were in the bedroom changing clothes. I could see that something was bothering her, but I had no idea what. When she came out of the bathroom wearing her nightgown, I decided that it was time to stop avoiding the issue, whatever it was, and I casually commented that, "Frank seems quite nice in person. It was sort of weird, talking to him. He certainly was nervous at first, which figures, I guess, but he seemed to get over that pretty quickly. That was different though and I wonder what went through his mind when Sarah called over to us in the lobby. She seemed nice too. I don't believe that you've ever mentioned her."
"Yes, he is very nice. I didn't expect for you to meet him like that. It really was awkward. I knew that the two of you would meet sometime, but I expected to have figured out how to introduce you. Obviously, he was not prepared to meet you either so I'm sure that he was shocked, seeing us together. No, I've never mentioned her. She's new to the department – came in at the start of the second semester. I didn't expect to see her going out with him. She's just started her master's program, so she's pretty young. She's nice enough and is quite friendly, as you saw, but I was surprised to see her out with Frank."
She went on like that for several minutes, talking about how Frank and I seemed to get along all right after the initial awkwardness, but always returning to her obvious questioning as to why Sarah and Frank were out together. I quickly got the idea that she basically liked Sarah but did not like Sarah-Frank! Finally, I made the observation the, "You know, the evening did not go the way we expected, but we have the inevitable meeting between Frank and me out of the way and, basically, it went well. I didn't burst out into a rage and say, 'You scoundrel, you've been fucking my wife! Pistols at twenty paces tomorrow morning at dawn!' He didn't cringe away in a sudden paroxysm of guilt and beg my forgiveness. In other words, we got on well considering what we each knew about the other. You should be quite pleased. Instead, you seem to be totally hung up on Sarah being out with Frank. If I didn't know better, I'd think that you were jealous!"
"You're out of your mind! Why on earth would I be jealous? I just can't understand why someone like Frank would be interested like that! But, if that's what he wants, it's not my concern." She huffed her way back into the bathroom, exuding distain as she slammed the door behind her. A good five minutes crept past before the door slowly opened and a very contrite Sandy came out. "My god, you're right! I am acting like I'm jealous! Damn it, I guess I am jealous and I know that it is utterly ridiculous. I certainly have no claim on him – and I don't want one! But I am jealous!"
"Look, up to now, Frank has been nothing more than what they now call 'a friend with privileges.' You and I have treated all of this like a game and we've had a lot of fun with it. You liked the freedom to have extramarital sex with him and I've enjoyed watching you and joining in your illicit sex vicariously. It's been a relatively innocent amusement for both of us, just dangerous enough to be exciting, but with no entanglements that might cause trouble.
"Unfortunately, there are entanglements and entanglements – they are not all the same! You've been having sex with Frank for months now, way back into last semester. If you had just driven home with him, stripped in the car, lay back and gotten fucked and come in sexually satisfied by having a different cock, there would be no problem knowing that that different cock might be going into another cunt. You wouldn't care as long as it satisfied you.
"Unfortunately, or not, that doesn't describe your relationship with Frank. It might have stayed that way, but it didn't. There is no way that he could bring you home, fuck you for your mutual sexual relief and say just goodnight. You're not cut out for that kind of casual sex. You've talked with him intimately. You've sat in a car with him and undressed for him. You've even sucked him. You've schemed with him in keeping your relationship secret. The point is, it is a relationship. You're involved with him on more than a purely sexual basis. He kids you about keeping you panties, a secret little game the two of you play. Every day each of you is aware of the other in a very different way from the others assistants in the same office.
"Suddenly, tonight, the knowledge that he has a social, perhaps even sexual life, aside from you, is forced on you. Oh, I'm sure that you knew that in a nebulous way and accepted it intellectually, but seeing him tonight made it real. Subconsciously, he was yours and abruptly he was not. Actually, I wouldn't be surprised that he had something of the same reaction when he saw you with me. Obviously, he knew that you were married, but that's not the same thing as seeing you with your husband."
"I feel so foolish! I'm a 31 year-old married woman acting like a 16 year-old who saw her boyfriend talking to another girl! Damn, I hope none of this was obvious tonight. I would hate for him to see me as being so damn possessive! Now, how do you feel about all of this? As you said, this has been just a fun thing we've done. Even when you weren't there as in the parking lot at school, I couldn't wait to tell you what I had done. Suddenly, I have to admit that my relationship with Frank meant more than I thought. When I saw them together tonight my instant feeling was that my....whatever...was cheating on me. Damn, that's hard to admit. I don't know what he is....friend....lover.... 'amante'...I don't know."
"I don't know what the word would be – for a Spanish major, 'amante' is probably appropriate – but it really doesn't matter. However, it is obvious that the relationship is a bit past the purely 'fun' stage and that, I think, was inevitable if you continued it. It certainly is an 'affair,' perhaps not quite a 'love affair,' but those are only words. Love comes in all sizes – love for a child, love for a pet, love for your alma mater and, probably love for someone you care enough about to act as you do with Frank. Look, I don't feel threatened if you feel something more than 'friendship' with Frank. Why wouldn't you, for heaven's sake?"



"Ok, all that makes sense and, I guess I feel a little less foolish. Anyway, I'm glad that you feel that way and don't think that I'm being....well, I guess, unfaithful for having to admit that my feelings for Frank are more than friendship. I honestly had never thought of it as being anything but fun, but entanglements sneak up on you. The stupid thing about all of this is that I really don't want anything but a warm, maybe even loving, relationship with him – certainly not one in which he wanted more than that and would be disappointed. I wonder how he feels about it – men take a much more of a purely physical view of such things and he may still see this as nothing more than a fun affair with a married woman – that he likes – who will 'put out' for him. It might be better that way. Anyway, I'm over my brooding, and I think that I will refer to him as 'mi amante' in the future. It's a nice term and, I think, pretty accurate."
That conversation was very valuable in that it put the whole affair in prospective and forced Sandy to accept that the whole thing was only a relatively small part of Frank's life as he was in hers. However, it was very interesting that the first time they were alone the following Monday, he made a point of saying that he had no real interest in Sarah, or any of the other woman right then. However, if he was seen with other women on occasions there would be no suspicions about his relationship with Sandy. Of course, there were no evident cause for such suspicions anyway, but people like Sandy and Frank become hyper sensitive when they feel that they have something to hide – which they did! Sandy liked his explanation!
So, with that small insertion of reality into Sandy's fun-serious affair, the pattern of parties every three or so weeks apart continued – with a few daytime tête-à-têtes in the car or office. After the party, the sexual activity was as hot as ever, both enjoying their illicit activities. I continued watching and recording the performance each time and Sandy and I got a lot of pleasure watching the video and talking about the show, especially any new variation that happened. There was one thing that we both enjoyed – although I don't know why, in the light of the far more explicit action – was her coming into the house naked under her coat. She liked coming upstairs and, throwing her coat open, to show her nude body. However, a new, even more attractive, variation of the theme came in the spring.
We had an unusually warm, even hot, April with the temperature hitting 80 degrees rather than the upper 60's. The result was the bringing out and wearing of summer clothes. That was the case at a Saturday night party on one of those days. Sandy wore a pair of tight-fitting designer jeans, open-toed sandals, and a silky blouse. It was fun watching her get into the jeans and I kidded her about how they would be a problem in the car afterwards because they were so tight. She simple replied, "They come off much easier than they go on, and I certainly won't be trying to get them back on in the car!"
So, carrying a light jacket in case it was chilly when they came out, she was off to the party – wearing her panties, her jeans and a blouse! A would be expected, when the car pulled in under the lights, those three things didn't stay on long. There was one funny thing, however. Removing the jeans in the car was more of a task than Sandy had expected – it's not something you practice! Finally, Frank got out, walked around to the other side and, with Sandy lying flat on the car seat, he grabbed the bottom of the pant legs and pulled them down and off. It should have been sexy, but it was too funny – a brightly lit car, the door open and the car interior lights on and a man pulling a woman's pants off! Hardly the scene you would expect in a furtive and clandestine affair preparing for adulterous intercourse with the husband presumably sleeping nearby. Sandy was giggling, but I think that Frank was anxious to be more concealed although he was laughing a bit too.
As would be expected, the laughter quickly gave way to passionate action and they had their normal vigorous sex and their post-sex kissing and fondling. Then, for the first time, Sandy just got out of the car completely naked! Frank confiscated her panties for his collection and she put her jeans, blouse and jacket over her arm and stood there under the 500-watt security light, wearing nothing but her sandals! She was in no hurry, didn't scuttle, crouched over, to the front door. She took a few steps out into the open, paused to look up at the stars and say, "What a beautiful night!" Then, unhurriedly, walked to the door, and stood there as Frank kissed and fondled her tits.
Actually, the front of the house is sheltered from the road and neighbors by trees, but it still felt very daring and sexy. She told Frank later that it really turned her on to be nude outside like that and he admitted that it had been very intimate to kiss her good night with her completely naked. Consequently, for the next party she wore a dress and it was unbelievably erotic watching her get out of the car wearing nothing but garter belt, hose and shoes. All three of us got a thrill out of that and of subsequent exterior nudity.
However, what was undoubtedly the most outrageous event during that school year was after the last party before the group split up for the summer. It was the first week in June and was quite warm and Sandy was wearing only her panties, Capri pants and a type of polo shirt – all easy to remove. She gave me the usual phone message that they were leaving, so I was in the study ready to record another X-rated show. When the car turned is and started up the long drive, I was prepared to turn on the security light at the proper time when it normally would have come on automatically. Suddenly, for no reason that I could see, the car stopped well short of that point and the lights went out.
It was a moon-lit night, so I could see the car clearly, but I could barely make out anyone inside. Nothing happened for four of five minutes until, finally, the driver's side door opened and Frank got out. He hurried around to the other side and opened the door. Of course, the car interior lights came on and I could see Sandy, completely naked! Frank got something out of the back and, instead of walking up the drive – and I had no idea why they had stopped where they had – they went onto the lawn. Right in the middle of the open area they stopped and I saw Frank waving something, and I suddenly realized what was happening – he was spreading a blanket on the grass!
The moonlight softly lit the area and, while I could see no detail, I could make out what was going on. I quickly got the camera, set it for nighttime recording and, using the telephoto lens, aimed it at them. I had no idea as to what it would record, but I put it on its stand and let it go.
They were standing there, embracing and, presumably, kissing until Frank pulled back and proceeded to undress. While he did so, Sandy just dropped down onto the blanket and lay down. Shortly afterwards he joined her and the two of them were lying together intertwined so that I couldn't distinguish between them. In fact, I couldn't see much except their grey-white figures really merged into one. They were like that for what seemed a long time, and, then, a surprising thing happened. Instead of Frank moving down and using his fingers and tongue on Sandy, I could make out that she had moved down and was, undoubtedly, sucking his cock! That also seemed to go on for a long time – but it probably wasn't – until I could see that they had reversed positions. Her legs were in the air and I could see that he was crouching between them, unquestionably working on her cunt.
Of course, this was followed by him rising up and moving between her legs and the carnal action started. I could see the sort of rocking motion as he moved in and out, but, of course, I couldn't see any facial reactions or exactly how they were moving. Finally, the climax was reached as evidenced by his pulling away and lying beside her.
They lay like that for close to thirty minutes, until Sandy – I could tell that it was she – sat up again, moved down and, I assumed, took his cock into her mouth. She was there for some time, obviously getting his cock ready for another fucking. When he was ready, she pulled away, lay back and welcomed him into her cunt. This intercourse was considerably longer than the first one and, for a while, I could hardly see the motion between her legs. However, inevitably, that motion became more evident as their arousal grew. Again, I couldn't see the moment of release, but, as he slumped down on her, I knew that it was over.
They lay there for a few more minutes and then Frank got up and put on his clothes while Sandy just stayed on her back. Dressed, he put a hand down and helped her up and, then, picked up the blanket and headed back to the car. It was surprisingly erotic to see my naked wife walking across our lawn with another man who had just had her twice. It was largely the seeing of her walking shamelessly naked outside that was most arousing. In any case, they walked across the lawn back to the car, reached in and got Sandy's clothes and came up the drive as if they were having a casual stroll in the park. I quickly switched the security light to automatic and it came on when they were about thirty feet away. That sight was amazing. Usually, when Sandy got out of the car nude or close to it, the view was brief. This time it was brightly lit, full frontal nudity, coming right toward me, Sandy totally comfortable with her exposure. They stopped in front of the door, shared a few kisses while Frank's hands roamed all over her body, squeezing and fondling her "charms." Finally, Frank walked back to his car and backed out as Sandy came in to greet her eagerly awaiting husband.
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She walked into the room beaming. "Wasn't that wild? I can't believe it - walking around naked after being fucked right in the middle of the lawn! Could you see?"
"That certainly was wild, but it was too dark to see details, but I could tell what you were doing. What on earth caused that to happen? I couldn't understand what was going on when he stopped the car where he did."
"It was Frank's idea, as you would assume. Before we left Judy's, he asked me if I wanted to do something different. I had no idea what he was thinking of, but I said 'sure.' Like you, I was really puzzled when he stopped so far from the garage - I knew that you wouldn't be able to see us down there which was bad. However, I didn't ask any questions. He kissed me a few times and had me pull my shirt off and undo my pants. He kissed me and played with my tits, but, after a few minutes, he pulled away, got out, came around and opened my door. Instead of getting in, he told me to get out. As I turned to do so, he did what he did with my jeans that other time - just pulled them right off, taking my panties with them.
"So, there I was, wearing only my shoes, standing by the car, still wondering what he had in mind. Then, he opened the back door, reached in and picked up a blanket, and we walked across to the middle of the lawn. I realized what he planned and, honey, I was surprised and more excited than I can tell you. He spread the blanket and I just lay down on my back, completely naked in the open and, boy, was I ready! He undressed and came down beside me and I loved it. It was the first time that he had been completely naked with me, and that just added an additional thrill to an unbelievable situation. A warm, moon-lit night, lying naked with 'mi amante' on a blanket under the open sky - gods, I'm getting hot again just thinking about it.
"In any case, we lay there, tight against each other and - I'm shocked to admit it - I pulled away, raised up and put his cock in my mouth and sucked it! I can't believe that little conservative me could do something like that voluntarily - but I did. I probably would have kept doing that until he came in my mouth, but he obviously wanted to come in my cunt, instead. He pulled away and, knowing what he wanted, I lay back down and put my legs up. He moved in and licked my clit for a minute or two and, then, just moved up onto me and penetrated me. I think that I was coming almost before he was completely in and it just mounted after that. Both of us were moving violently almost immediately. I was humping up and down, writhing around, grinding against him as he plunged into me - of course, I really wasn't thinking, but I actually remember surging up against him in orgasm as he shot into me.
"We just stayed that way, him lying on me, as we recovered and got our breathing under control. Then, he rolled off of me - actually half-off of me for his one leg was across mine - and we lay there against each other. He put his arm around me and hugged me to his chest and, ooh, that felt good. I have no idea how long we were there..."
"Almost thirty minutes!"
"Wow, was it that long? Anyway, we talked about the summer and him being gone, saying how much we were going to miss each other. Of course there was kissing and fondling, but the kissing definitely was more...what should I call it...more tender, I guess, rather than passionate. We were really tight together - my tits were squeezed against him and I could feel his cock against my leg. It really wasn't hard, but he was rubbing it against me and I could feel it getting that way.
"Suddenly, without conscious thought, I pulled away, moved down and took it into my mouth - the second time tonight! It is a peculiar sensation, a pleasant one, to have a soft or partially aroused cock in your mouth and feel it grow and harden! I've had that with you, of course, and it is exciting and that definitely was true tonight. In addition, Frank's cock had been in me, fucking me, not long before and it tasted different. It wasn't a strong taste, but I knew that it came from a mixture of...well, fluids, I guess, from his cock and my cunt. I would have expected to be repulsed by knowing that, but it excited me instead. I stayed there until he was really hard and then he mounted me and took me again!
"You know, this screwing was different. Actually, I think that this should be described as sexual intercourse rather than fucking. Usually, we have just jumped into it, hot and ready, and he pounds into me and I surge up against him. You and I have had that, too, of course, but what we do is normally quieter, more affectionate than that - more you and me, not just a cock and a cunt. That second time tonight with Frank was, for the first time, more like making love. It's funny how the mind works, though. While we were having sex that time and I was really into it enjoying it, I was also aware that I was eager to tell you about it! I don't know how you can be seemingly lost in something, and, at the same time, in another part of your mind, have a completely different thought.
"In any case, when we finished and had recovered, we just went back to the car, me still completely naked, of course, got my clothes - oh damn it, he kept my panties again! Anyway, we walked up the driveway to the house. I was shocked and almost blinded when the light came on but, gods, was I suddenly aware of being naked! I got over that quickly, and I really felt sexy, particularly knowing that you undoubtedly were watching. That was fun! I think that I'm an exhibitionist! I think that I would really like to do that in daylight - not be fucked on the front lawn, just walk around outside naked!"
"Who knows, maybe you would like Frank to fuck you outside in daylight, too"
"I'll admit that I might like it, but I'd never have the nerve! In any case, that was a night to remember and I loved every minutes of it. It's hard to believe that six months ago I was shocked when Frank put his hand on my breast. Now, I've involved in what is definitely an affair. I still don't know that it's a 'love' affair - that would depend, as you said, on your definition of love, but there is real affection. Regardless, I feel no guilt and I'll look forward to school starting again this fall! Now, how do you feel about all of this?"
"No different than I did yesterday - or last December. You're having fun, I enjoy knowing that you are having fun and, even, I enjoy watching you having fun. I hope the camera caught you walking around naked, because it was really sexy - particularly when you were walking up the drive when the light came on. Am I worried or upset because you have developed a more-than-friendship relationship with Frank? Not only is the answer 'no,' as I told you before. I probably would be surprised, even disappointed, if you didn't have affection for him. If you didn't feel anything for him, could I picture you stripping, walking naked across the lawn, lying down and let him fuck you? Definitely not.
"Understand, like men having sex with women for whom they have no affection, there is no reason that a woman couldn't be only interested in the physical pleasure of having sex with an attractive man. Even when we were in college, hook-ups, in which both parties deliberately avoided any sentimental entanglements, were growing and they are now common. However, that is not you. Most people could sit beside someone in class and just nod 'hello,' and that would be it. You would initiate a conversation the first day and be fast friends by the end of the semester.
"There's no way of earth that you could have sex with a man...what?...six or eight times?... in a semester and not have a relationship. Am I worried that you'll get in too deep and fall in love with him? No! If our relationship were that fragile I would have a lot more to be concerned about than you having a very exhilarating and romantic assignation. If either of us becomes uncomfortable with your affair, I'm sure that we will handle it with no problem. Now, is your cunt too worn out exhausted that it can't handle another cock?"
"It probably will be swollen and sore tomorrow, but it certainly can handle another cock! And even if it has been too battered and bruised, I most definitely will insist that, after permitting illegal entry, it welcome in its proper master. However, first I need to clean up a bit - what's inside is ok, but stuff is running down my legs!"
As it turned out, the camera recording showed the events far more clearly than my eyes had seen and, of course, it was fascinating to see, in more detail, the blanket party on the lawn. However, one of the most erotic aspects of the whole show was seeing Sandy walking nonchalantly up the drive, completely naked. Then when the security light flashed on, she flinched at the sudden glare, but continued onward with an equally bright smile on her face. She loved looking at the video of herself, marveling at her own aplomb. The entire experience was a wonderful end to an unbelievable semester. One thing that was funny and, I think, excited her, was going out the next day and locating the exact place where the blanket (and their bodies) had matted the grass down. We put a marker there and later that summer, we reenacted their nude sexual debauchery with great success!
As would be expected, we talked about her affair fairly often, but it did not dominate our lives by any means. In fact, it was only a small part of a very busy time for us, particularly for Sandy. She would finish her coursework the first semester of the new school year, and, most significantly, she had to prepare for the prelim exams which she would take after the first of next year.
For those not up on academia, the prelim, or "preliminary" exams, are really the final exams that a candidate for the PhD will have on his or her knowledge of their academic field. It involves, normally, three to five major examinations, four or so hours long each, in the different subdivisions of their major field. Usually there is another exam in an outside field in addition. If all of these are passed, there in an oral exam by faculty members who can ask whatever questions they want. If that is passed, the candidate, Sandy in this case, is eligible to begin their dissertation which is a major original research and writing project. There is then a final exam which is a defense of the dissertation before a faculty committee. If approved, the candidate earns a PhD and can be addressed as "Doctor." Obviously, this is a difficult and traumatic process and determines a candidate's whole career. Fail and you're out, succeed and you get into the "publish or peril" routine, but that's another problem!
That is probably a great deal more than you wanted to know about the travails of becoming a "Doctor of Philosophy," but it points out why Sandy wasn't spending a lot of time thinking of Frank that summer. She did a tremendous amount of reading and studying, and the sex we had was enough to keep both of us happy. However, when August came, thoughts of school, and parties - and sex - were inevitable. However, it was then that Sandy got an email from Frank which threatened to create major problem for their affair. I was in the kitchen when she came in and handed me a printout.
"Hi Sandy,
Two weeks until we all get together for the next semester and, I expect for a party. I can't wait to see you. Unfortunately, something has come up that is going to create a real problem for us - my car died! Remember that I told you that I was having transmission problems? Well, the whole system seized up last week and they don't even have parts for a car that old. Even if they did, it wouldn't be worth fixing it. So, when I see you next I'll be driving a compact car with little room to transport people and a narrow front seat. I hope that we can figure out something.
Frank"
I read it quickly and commented, "Well, that is going to cause a problem! You certainly won't be able to do much in a little car like that. Just think, if his transmission had gone last fall, none of this would have happened because there wouldn't have been room!"
"I hadn't thought about that, but, yeah, you're right - I'd still be a chaste and pure wife and I wouldn't care what size car Frank drove or how wide his car seat was. However, I'm now an adulterous wife who wants to have room to lie down on my back and a compact car seat won't work!"
"No, and you might be able to get away with a blanket outside once or twice, but that depends on the weather. Not a good option. You need a room, but you certainly couldn't risk going to a motel."
"No, and he can't come here and his place is far too public - almost like a dorm. Damn, it was so simple before. It's funny. I never even thought of the problems that people having affairs have to face. And I don't even have to hide it from you, just other people!'
"Well, we'll just have to work on it, but, right now, I can't see anything but 'sex al fresco' - and hope it doesn't rain or get cold! Of course, you could be lovingly generous and just limit you affair to cock sucking - there would be room for that in a compact car!"
"Very funny!"
Registration was to start the last week in August with teaching assistants expected to help and to receive their class assignments and class rolls. Naturally, a "welcome back" get-to-gather was planned for the previous Saturday. Unfortunately, no solution to the narrow car seat problem had appeared and the weather prediction wasn't good for outside activities. It looked as if my humorous (to me, not Sandy) solution to the cramped quarters problem was going to be at least the short term answer. Then suddenly, two days before the party, I had a brainstorm while riding my lawn tractor when mowing our too-large (my opinion only when mowing) lawn. As I mentioned earlier when describing our property, there is an old carriage house on the alley behind the house, and that is where I regularly store the tractor. That is where I had an epiphany.
I hurried into the house and, with great enthusiasm announced, "I think that I have solved your Frank problem!"
Sandy's face lit up like a sunbeam coming through a cloud. "You mean it? Gods, what did you think of?"
"I was putting the tractor away and I was looking at the place we've thought of putting in a pool after you graduate and, we hope, get a job. I was thinking about how lucky we were that the alley is there and the construction equipment could drive right in. I suddenly realized that there was plenty of space for Frank to pull in and park there!"
"How does that help? We can park in front - it's the car that is the problem!"
"No, the problem is that you need a place to lie down! Frank can park in back, completely out of view of prying eyes, the two of you can walk up the path to the side door, go into the 'mother-in-law' suite where you'll find a nice comfortable bed! When you're finished with your nefarious and immoral activities, Frank can go out the same way you came in and you can just use the interior door and come upstairs!"
"Oh, my god, honey, that's perfect! Oh, you're wonderful!" She jumped to her feet and threw her arms around me and gave me a great big kiss. "That big old car was sort of romantic because of what we did there, but an actual bed! Wow! Damn, you're so good to me - not only letting me have this affair but helping me get what I want!"
"Oh, it's not pure altruism - I like being part of it and watching you have fun. Anyway, one of these days I may find some delicious and available coed that you can help me with!"
"It crossed my mind that you must have some kind of ulterior motive! However, no coeds - I'm not as considerate or generous as you!" One of the biggest hallmarks of a happy and successful marriage is the ability to kid each other and to know when your partner is teasing. Fortunately, we have that capacity and Sandy knew that I was teasing, but I have a feeling that a promiscuous coed just might cause a problem!
In any case, my proposal for setting up their "love nest" was ecstatically received and we immediately discussed the details. One point that was different from before was that they would be coming in from the back of the house, and if the bedroom light were on, Frank would know that I was not asleep. Sandy didn't think that that was a major problem since, even if I were awake, there was no way that I would know that they were in the suite (as we always referred to it) downstairs since it was quite separate. Surprisingly, it was she who asked if I could set up the camera to record them in action. "You won't be able to watch what's going on the way you could before and, anyway, I like to see it myself." There was no problem in doing that, of course, and, later, I was able to get a wireless camera that transmitted the scene to the television set in our bedroom so I could watch in real time as it was recorded in high definition. Technology is wonderful!
We went out and walked the path that they would be following Saturday night to see if Sandy saw any problems. Actually, the "path" was paved with blacktop that provided direct outside access to the suite, but Sandy was concerned about following it in the dark. We tested it that night and we could see that it was a problem, so the following day I bought a set of solar lights and installed them. Inside, there was only the dusting and airing-out of a room that had been closed up for some time. All of this preparation was straight forward and, actually, sort of fun as I did a considerable amount of teasing about losing of her "lover car" and replacing it with a "den of iniquity."
I had left her to go up to the study and do some real work and was engrossed in it when she came in with a peculiar expression on her face. She had been happily smiling and cheerfully ignoring my jabs at her preparations, so I was immediately concerned. I looked at her questionably and asked her if something was wrong.
"Oh, dear, nothing is really wrong, but I just got a very funny feeling. I was just about finished downstairs and I decided that I should change the bed because I was afraid that it might smell a bit musty since it hadn't been used since we moved in. They weren't even our sheets! So, I took everything off and started replacing the sheets and, suddenly, what I was doing hit me. I was making up the bed so that I could be in it with another man! That's the first time that the thought of adultery really hit me! Being in the car or, even, out on the blanket was sexy and adventurous, but putting sheets on the bed to have intercourse with another man - well, as I said, reality just hit me."
"Oh, come on, honey, you've had sex with him enough times now that those thoughts shouldn't bother you! It may be adultery in the technical sense, but real adultery is betraying your husband or wife, and you certainly are not doing that!"
"Yeah, I know all that and, really, I think that way, too, but there is a major difference between having...well, 'fun sex' in the car or on a blanket and going to bed with a man. Look, he's fucked me in the car and on the blanket and, now, he's going to fuck me on the bed. It will be far more comfortable and - it sounds silly to say this after what we've done - I think, more intimate. Obviously, except for the first two times, I knew what was going to happen in the car after the party. Still, I think, subconsciously, I had the feeling that the sex was natural and almost spur-of-the-moment. I know that that sounds ridiculous and you're probably going to laugh at me. Regardless, I see a significant difference between, on one hand, driving up to the garage door, sitting together and just naturally, moving into having sex, or, on the other hand, getting out of the car, walking into the house, into a bedroom for no other reason but having sex."



"I'm not going to laugh at you because you're right! If you think that there is a real difference, then there is a real difference. By the same token, if you saw no difference and thought that you were just continuing having the same level of sex, I would agree that there was no difference. If, in your mind, you are changing the level of your relationship with Frank, then you're changing it. There certainly is a psychological difference between making yourself available on that car seat and passively letting Frank take the initiative, as opposed to actively arranging the place and making up the bed. If that's too big a step to take, then we'll just have to find another way or end your affair. I'm with you whatever you decide."
"Oh, honey, as I said before, you're wonderful. Logic tells me that I'm being silly, but guilt hit me like a ton of bricks as I put that sheet on the bed. God's, I don't know how any woman could change the sheets after another man had had her just to hide it from her husband! I would think that guilt would be written all over her face! I could never do that. I think my problem is that I have been, in my mind, at least, treated this as nothing but what we called 'fun sex,' and I'm suddenly seeing it as something more. We've talked about my 'affair' or, even, my 'love affair' almost as a joke, as a way for you to tease me. For some reason, being down there in that bedroom, fixing it up for tomorrow night, made me face reality - it's no joke, it is an affair and, most likely, a love affair. Not love as 'in love,' but a hell of a lot more than 'good friend' love.
"In any case, you seem comfortable with that and, to be honest, I think that I am too. That guilt onslaught really got to me, but I think that I've gotten past it - you're good at helping me think things through. All right, it is a step toward more intimacy and I'm ok with that. In fact, aside from a smidgen of guilt that probably will always be there, I like the idea. So, on with the affair!"
As usual, I delivered Sandy to the party site and left her there. She was to call just before they left and I would turn my light off in the bedroom so that it would appear that I was asleep as they came in. We had made a "dry run" the previous night and she had no problem on the path. The solar lights showed the way perfectly. There is a motion detector light over the outside door to the suite and she had the key, so she got into the suite with no trouble. Not surprisingly, everything went just as I expected. Sandy called about 12:45 and I promptly "retired" for the night by turning out my light. About twenty minutes later, I saw car lights coming up the alley and the car pulled into the open area at the end of our lawn. I saw Sandy and Frank get out and follow the path toward the side of the house and out of my view and I prepared to wait for their assignation to end. I didn't have the wireless transmission from the camera to the TV yet, so I couldn't watch the show.
I guess that I could have turned my lights back on at that point since Frank would not be coming out soon, but I played it safe. I lay in bed for, probably, an hour, reading and playing Spider Solitaire on my Ipad. At some point, I began dozing, finally snapping awake as I heard a door closing as Sandy left the suite and started upstairs. I looked out of the window just in time to see Frank get in his car and drive away. Waiting to make sure that he was gone, I turned the light on just in time to see my naked wife come into the room.
She was quite a sight! The first thing I saw was a smile that, figuratively, at least, lit up the room. I certainly didn't need to ask if she had had a good time! As my eyes left her face and looked down her body, the physical evidence of that "good time" was shockingly apparent. Her tits were marked up nearly as much as the first time in the car. Obviously they had been thoroughly kissed and sucked and, probably, bruised. One spot even looked like a little bite! Both nipples were red rather than their usual pink and were definitely swollen. Further down, there were additional marks, possibly bruises or developing hickeys on her thighs. Her usual puffy, curly pubic hair was matted down at the base and there was a very suspicious shine of moisture on the skin around that area. She was the epitome of a freshly fucked woman - and was very happy about it!
"Ok, looking at you I know the answer, but, I'll ask the obvious question - did you have a good time?"
"Wow! Right off the top I'll tell you that there is a real difference between the front seat of a car and a bed - and I'm not talking about comfort! In the car we were fucking, in the bed we were making love, with the blanket on the lawn being somewhere in between. They're not really quite that dissimilar because we were actually fucking in all three places, but they just felt different. And I loved it tonight!"
"Look, start at the beginning. Were you able to tell Frank about the arrangement ahead of time?"
"No, I couldn't talk to him alone. He was already there when I arrived and he had explained about having to change cars, but he told me about it as if I didn't know. I immediately, innocently, asked who was going to drive people home without his big car. He told me not to worry and that I could ride with him since it's not out of his way. Tom volunteered to be the designated driver for others since he has a van. So, it's arranged that he'll bring me home and no one will think anything of it!"
"Well, that's certainly convenient. You won't have to worry about who he should deliver first."
"Yeah, and if he had had the car he has now last year, nothing would have happened - the front seats have a console between them and the back seat is for children. No place to lie down at all!"
"You still would have been pure and chaste!"
"Maybe. There are other places I could lie down, wise guy! Anyway, I didn't have a chance to say anything to him during the party - I certainly didn't want to have any private conversation with him. It was a nice party and I was glad to see everyone back but, as you can imagine, when 12:30 came and he asked me, publicly, if I was ready to go, I, of course said yes. We went out and, as I started to get in the car, he kissed me - after checking that no one else had come out. That was nice. His car certainly is compact, but quite nice inside. Darn, I don't even know what make it is! In any case, as we drove along I told him our - I didn't say 'our' - plan and, naturally, he was enthusiastic once I assured him that it would be safe. So, I directed him to the alley and the parking place and we came in.
"Honey, I can't possibly describe the feeling I had when I opened the door; we walked into the room and shut the door behind us! Before, we had driven home, parked and made out in the car. Of course, we went all the way and, as you well know, enjoyed it immensely, but, still, it was like two college kids making out - or hooking up - in the car after a movie and then going into the dorm. Last night we were in a bedroom like adults. You talked about the psychological difference and you were really right! Also, I didn't get that guilt feeling I was worrying about.
"Anyway, as soon as we were in, he pulled me to him and kissed me as if he hadn't seen me in years - and I kissed back just as hard. That went on for some time before he pulled away and started to undress me. Oh, I loved that! My blouse came off and, I swear, that he was trying to devour my tits as he squeezed and sucked them. I'm sure that they will be well decorated tomorrow. While he was doing that, I unfastened my skirt and it just fell off, leaving me in my panties, garter belt and hose. He moved his hand down to my cunt and felt it through the panties before pushing them down and off. Then, he just stood back and looked at me, standing there in the light completely naked except for my garter belt and hose.
"He had seen me naked in the car and, of course, in the light as we walked up the drive that night, but this time I was just standing there, in a bedroom, posing for him. I wasn't the least bit embarrassed as he studied me - I even pirouetted so everything was visible. Then, as he undressed, I calmly sat down, peeled off my hose, removed my garter belt and lay back on the bed. Oh, I pulled back the spread and top sheet first so I was lying on the sheet that upset me yesterday! I could see him as he as he came toward the bed and for the first time I saw him fully undressed in the light. I had turned off the overhead light, but I had one of the bedside table lamps on. Of course, I knew that he was in good shape from the car and when we were on the blanket, but, still, it was different seeing him, naked, with a very hard cock projecting out as he came toward me!
"He came down beside me and pulled me to him and I could feel his cock against my hip as he did so. It was very different from being in the car. Somehow we seemed more at ease, less rushed. We were both pretty hot, but we didn't rush into sex. We just lay there together, kissing and running our hands over each other, not saying a word. He had his hand between my legs, caressing my cunt, running his fingers between the lips. I was lightly stroking his cock and, once in a while, fondling his balls. It was quiet and very intimate as we anticipated what was coming. He began to concentrate on my clit, causing me to begin, almost imperceptibly, to undulate a bit as I became even more aroused. Evidently taking that as a sign that I was ready for more - as he certainly was - he moved between my legs. I raised and spread them in welcome and, after a brief period of kissing and licking my cunt, he came on me and entered me. I used my hand to hold his cock and direct it into my opening - I like doing that!
"We began fucking, of course, and, at first, I was very aware of the new surroundings. In the car, I was squeezed against the seatback and that limited how I could move my legs. I hadn't realized how restricting that was until I was on the bed and I could close or widen my legs as I moved. I'm sure that I had the same freedom on the blanket, but I wasn't aware of it then. Also, the bed and bed springs added a bouncy element that the car seat or blanket didn't have. All of this seems peculiar because you and I always use a bed and I take these things for granted, but with Frank they are different and, even in the excitement, I noticed them.
"In any case, we really started screwing and I quit analyzing and, I'm sure, went wild as he pounded in and out of me. I hope the camera recorded it because I'm always surprised at how strongly I react when going off. You can certainly tell that I'm not faking an orgasm - or if I were, I'd deserve an Oscar. Anyway, he fucked me hard and I could feel him shooting into me. It may be my imagination, but I swear that I can feel it further inside now that I don't have a diaphragm blocking the passage. Regardless, he said that he hadn't had sex since the night on the blanket, so I think he had saved it up, for he seemed to be coming into me for a long time.
"It was a tremendous expenditure of energy for each of us, and, after lying on me for a minute, he rolled off and just lay beside me, neither of us saying a word. That was actually very nice - in the car there wasn't room to lie together side-by-side. I was just so comfortable, so intimate, lying there on that soft bed, touching each other, quietly recovering from our exertions. He was lying on his back and, after a few minutes, he put his arm around me and pulled me toward him. I turned on my side with my head on his shoulder, my tits against his chest and my leg over him so that my pussy hair was against his hip.
"We stayed like that, talking quietly, for almost an hour. Part of the time we were reminiscing about how we had gotten to that place and, ridiculous as it may seem, we talked about school and classes. And, of course, we exchanged some amorous words which are natural after having sexual intercourse - saying 'I love you' is almost expected in those circumstances if you're having an affair. There is real affection at that point, I would expect, for most people. I don't know how people handle that situation if they just are 'hooking up.' Is it like playing tennis with someone and saying, 'Good game,' when you're finished. Do you thank the other party and say 'That was fun, see you in class tomorrow?'
"In any case, it was very nice and relaxing to simply lie like that and enjoy being with the other person. Inevitably, of course, that closeness, intimacy and nudity brought sex back into the picture and as our ardor grew, so did Frank's cock. I felt a slight pressure downward on my shoulder and I immediately knew what was being hinted at. Without objection, I moved down his body and found a considerable erection waiting for me. Just as I had done outside on the lawn, I took his cock into my mouth and began lightly sucking to bring it to full hardness. As with the last time, I was very aware of the combination of his cum and my secretions on it and, as before, I found it to be arousing.
"When it was completely hard, rather than waiting for him to get up and take me, I, instead actually got on top and impaled myself on his cock. I hadn't planned to do anything so aggressive - it was just a spur-of-the-moment decision. I crouched over him and began to fuck myself, vigorously driving up and down. He cooperated with my movements, surging upward as I came down, withdrawing when I went up. He was holding and squeezing my breasts, pulling on then in rhythm with my moving. We continued in that position until I ran out of energy and I slowed down. Taking that as a cue, he put his arms around me and turned us over, putting me on the bottom with him taking over the action between my legs.
"We both were well on the way to orgasm at that time, and our excitement mounted rapidly. Again, as I said before, I hope the recording shows me in action because I have no thoughts of how I was actually moving. I do know that I was writhing around and heaving up against him, but I quickly was lost in my climax - as I'm sure he was, also. It definitely was explosive and very, very good. This time we really collapsed and lay there, him resting on me between my spraddled-open legs. I don't know how long we lay there like that - he was heavy on me, but, somehow, it felt comfortable and very intimate.
"Finally, of course, he rolled over off of me, we rested a few minutes more, and he said that he had better go. He got up and dressed while I just lay there watching. When he was ready, I got up and stood there, still completely naked and unashamed as he kissed me good night. I even stood in the open doorway for another kiss as he left. I shut the door and looked at the bed with the rumpled, and undoubted wet, sheets and felt a real tingle go through me - happiness, not guilt, this time. Not even waiting to gather up my clothes, I hurried up to share it with you. I loved it - and I love you!"
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I had let her talk without interruption, for she was still on a high, excitedly giving details of her wild evening. That her affair was our joint enterprise was clearly shown by her enthusiastic description of everything she and Frank had done - making sure that I, as her partner in crime, knew every detail. While there certainly was affection and intimacy that was different from her experience in the car, it still was fun and an adventure rather than a true romantic love affair. This might have been unfair to Frank except that he was getting what he wanted too - a safe, affectionate, sexual relationship with no strings attached. However, as I told Sandy on several occasions, I had absolutely no concern that she might become too attracted to Frank, I thought that there might eventually be a danger that he would develop too deep feelings for her causing problems for him.
It was late and she was, naturally, tired, so we left any further conversation till tomorrow. I did screw her before going to bed, of course, her third of the evening. Sunday morning I woke up and went downstairs, leaving her blissfully asleep. I went into the suite to retrieve the camera and quickly saw that she was right about the condition of the bed - it had been very well used! She finally surfaced, about 45 minutes later and I heard her taking a shower. Just as I came back into the bedroom, I heard, "Oh my god!" A few minutes later, she came out and, seeing me, opened the robe she was wearing and said, "Look at me! I've got marks all over me!"
Having seen her last night, I expected to see quite a few signs of debauchery on her skin, so I wasn't surprised at what I saw. Each breast was decorated by hickeys and one even had a bite-like mark beside its nipple. The nipples were still redder than normal, and were decidedly plumper than usual. There also were bluish marks which undoubted were light bruises. In addition, there definitely were bruise marks on her upper arms and on her thighs and, on her inner thighs there were other marks that could only be hickeys from too stringent kisses and sucking. "Well, you certainly are well decorated! One would almost suspect that you were involved in some kind of sexual orgy. How does a young innocent wife like you explain your condition to your husband? Big mosquito bites"?
"Very funny! Damn, I knew that we got carried away last night and that he was kissing and squeezing me all over. I didn't expect these bruises on my arms or legs, for I didn't feel any pain or discomfort as he grabbed me. I guess that I was anesthetized by the heat of the moment. They obviously are finger marks, not from running into something. I'll have to wear long sleeves for awhile. Fortunately, no one else will see the bruises and hickeys between my legs! They were talking about maybe getting together for a picnic this weekend, but I sure can't wear shorts if we do! This is ridiculous! And look at my tits!"
"I am!"
"You know what I mean! It's not as bad as the first time, but how I am supposed to be able to hide them from you until they're all gone."
"Actually, you look pretty sexy with them marked up like that - real evidence of a wild sexual carousal."
"Yeah, I know and I like a mark or two, a love mark or so, but this is overdone when I'm supposed to keep my husband from knowing about my carousing. Oh, well, he accepted that I hid them before so I guess I can do it again. Isn't this peculiar? Keeping it a secret that my husband knows that my tits have been marked up by my lover!" She grinned and went on, "I guess that he really is 'mi amante.' I never thought that I would have a lover!"
"Ok, hotshot. Let's get out and get some brunch and we can come back and watch the latest porn film - 'Sandy and Frank in the Mother-In-Law Suite,' rated X."
It certainly would have been rated X, or XXX, if it had been in regular distribution. It was a bit dark because of the limited light from the bedside lamp, but it revealed the action quite well. One thing was evident right away was that Sandy was completely comfortable in the situation. She let Frank undress her in part and did the rest herself with no pretend modesty. No maidenly blushing, no September Morn concealing stance. Wearing only her garter belt and hose, she even rotated to display everything. It's amazing how a woman wearing garter belt and hose can be more arousing, more seductive, than when she is totally naked. Then, without hesitation or false modesty, she just sat down on the bed and removed the garter belt and hose, just as she would have in our bedroom with me. She lay back, nude, on the bed and waited for her lover to come to her.
It was different seeing them on the bed together, limbs intertwined as they kissed and fondled each other. Instead of being constrained by the cramped quarters in the car, they were stretched out, able to move freely against each other. It was obvious that they were more relaxed, actually enjoying the buildup before the main event. In the car, the transition from "making out" to serious sex was awkward, involving Frank getting out of the car, going around to the other side, getting Sandy in position and kneeling between her legs before mounting and entering her - after somehow getting his pants and shorts out of the way!
Even the screwing, itself, was more relaxed. In the car there seemed to be a need to do it fast, perhaps instinctively thinking that sex in the car was precarious, although actually it was safe in our driveway. Whatever the reason, on the bed there was more of a gradual mounting passion rather than a rush to climax. Sandy said that she definitely felt the difference. Nonetheless, she was startled to see herself gyrate and thrash around as she approached that climax. She had seen herself in the car, but her motions were much more pronounced in the freedom of the bed. Also, it was sexy and, at the same time, somewhat embarrassing to see herself lying there, sprawled open, her used cunt graphically displayed, after Franked rolled off of her.
We fast-forwarded through the long period when there was little to see except the two of them lying there, quietly talking, cuddled together. After we were through watching the recording, Sandy admitted that she felt peculiar about that part of the evening. Watching herself having sex with Frank was fun and exciting, but the cuddling, kissing and caressing combined with the quiet, intimate talking actually made her feel uneasy, even unfaithful. Sex for sex's sake was one thing, it was just physical. The things that disturbed her were parts of real love making and, while she enjoyed the warmth and closeness, seeing herself lying there in bed, cuddled up with another man, sent a wave of guilt through her. Fortunately, a few reassuring hugs and kisses from me relieved her conscience for the time, although that part of her affair still disturbed her on other occasions.
We went on with the video when the sexual activity began again. It was very interesting to, for the first time, see her move down and begin sucking Frank's cock. Seeing it in her mouth was even more intimate than seeing her being fucked. Of course, she didn't suck it the whole way that time, but it a major step up in the level of intimacy that we had seen. That was voluntary on her part - she was doing it, not having it done to her! The same was true, of course, when she mounted him and took his cock inside.
We both were surprised at how wild she became when she was on top. She started with a nice, steady up and down rhythm which became more and more rapid. She was crouched over, resting on her arms and hands, with her hips rising and dropping on Frank's cock. The camera was aimed diagonally from the foot of the bed, so we could actually see the shaft as it disappeared into and emerged from her cunt. That motion was almost a blur at the end and Sandy said that she felt that she was in orgasm at a low level the whole time. Then, as she described before, Frank managed to turn them over and took over the screwing.
It was wild and frenetic, far better than watching a porn film because I knew that nothing was being faked. It was not a man doing his job, fucking a woman who was an actress playing a role - things both of them did for a living with little or no feeling for each other. There two certainly were not involved in simulated sex as shown by their explosive climaxes as they surged against each other, frozen together as they finished - and then just collapsed, their energy totally depleted.
Actually, the immediate aftermath was almost funny. Frank flopped down on Sandy and lay there, unmoving. She was almost completely hidden under his body - only her legs were visible, sticking out, widespread with her knees slightly bent and held open by his hips. Neither of them moved for several minutes until, finally, Frank raised up on his knees between her open legs, reached down, grasped her tits and said, "This is much, much better than the car! I'm certainly glad that you thought of coming in here. But I'd better go, unfortunately!"
As we watched the last few minutes of the recording, Sandy laughed and said, "Wouldn't he be surprised that he should have been thanking my husband for thinking of a replacement for the car! Still, it was a wonderful thought, so I'll thank you instead! That statement preceded some less frenzied, but very good, sex!
The following day as we prepared to leave the house I asked Sandy, with a knowing grin, "Are you going to show Frank the damage he did to you?" It was August and quite warm, yet she was wearing a long-sleeved shirt instead of the brief blouse which I knew that she would have preferred. Under it, I knew that she was not wearing a bra which was unusual when she was going to school. Actually, she was just going to help with registering students so she wasn't acting in her professional teaching capacity, but it was still not normal. In addition, owing to the informal occasion - and the temperature - she was bare legged under a relatively modest skirt.
In reality, I was just teasing her and I expected her to deny any such intentions with some sarcastic comment of my salacious interest in sex. Instead, she took my question seriously, replying, "If I get a chance to I would like to show how he marked me up. It was fun that first time when I showed him my breasts, but I doubt that we will be alone long enough and I would have to be very careful. What do you think?"
Of course, I had no objections and I dropped the kidding around and just emphasized the necessity of taking no chances. Then, as I kissed her goodbye, I squeezed her tit through her shirt and said, "Just have fun. With no bra, these are available!" This was said with a conspiratorial smile and a wink of my eye. I got a big grin in reply as she drove off.
I had a department meeting that afternoon that ran late - professors are notoriously long winded, particularly when they really have nothing to say, i.e. windbags - so Sandy was home before me. As I came in, she greeted me with a kiss and a very big, very smug smile. My immediate, expectant question was, "Well how was your day? It must have been productive; you look quite pleased with yourself."
"I guess that you could say that," she replied with a giggle. I was manning the registration desk with Judy from 10:00 to 12:00. Afterwards we went back to the office where almost everyone, including Frank, was sitting around talking. We have two new TA's starting this semester plus several regular beginning MA students, and they were getting the word on the department and faculty. Judy, as our activities director, immediately said that we need another party to welcome the new people before classes start next week. The approval was unanimous, so, I've booked the suite for next Saturday night!'
"So, another wild party followed by shameless and licentious sex! You've got to be careful though - I've heard a rumor that in some party-lights, the large red 'A' imprinted on certain foreheads becomes visible. Anyway, Frank can see the disgraceful condition of your skin on Saturday."
"Ha! I'll start wearing bangs! Maybe a page boy with bangs would look good on me - that would hide any well-earned letter! In any case, he won't have to wait for Saturday, because I showed him today! We all sat around talking until almost 12:30 or so when the next two left to manage the registration desk and the rest headed out, leaving Frank and me alone. Nothing surreptitious or suspicious.
"Frank checked the hallway after a few minutes to make sure that everyone was gone and that the door would automatically lock. Then, he came over and kissed me, saying, 'It's wonderful that Judy had organized another party too soon! That was perfect last Saturday! I hated having to get rid of that old Roadmaster, but I'm glad now that I had to.' He started feeling my tits as he kissed me, commenting, 'No bra! I can't believe how good these feel!'"
"Yeah, they feel good, but look at them!" With that, I pulled away from him and simply unbuttoned my shirt and opened it, showing my bare tits with the marks all over them. "What do you think of that?"
"Oh my god, Sandy! I had no idea! I didn't think that I had been rough with them or that I had made marks on them! Damn, Sandy, I'm sorry. Were you able to hide them ok?"
"Oh, I managed or I probably wouldn't be here now! However, bruises on each where you squeezed them, hickeys around both nipples, and this mark here that looks like a bite. The nipples were still swollen yesterday, but they've recovered. A few 'love marks' are fine, but this is a bit overdone!" I was grinning as I said that so he knew that I wasn't really upset, and, as when I had shown my tits in the parking lot that first time, having them out like that was really fun.
"In addition, I'm not wearing this long sleeved shirt because I feel like it in today's heat." I quickly went to the door, I checked, again that no one was around. Seeing that the hall was completely empty, I turned back and just took the shirt completely off, saying, "Look at this! People might ask who was grabbing me so hard that they left bruises on both arms!" I just stood there, naked to the waist in the office and, I'll tell you, I was as excited by that as anything I've done. I don't know if he was more concerned with seeing the bruises or aroused by having me taking my shirt off like that!
"Then, before he could really react to seeing me half-naked, I reached down and pulled my skirt to my waist showing the bruises on my thighs! He just gaped at me, his eyes riveted on me, but, seemingly not knowing where to look. Not wanting to risk anything any further, I dropped by skirt and put my shirt back on but not buttoning it. I knew that I had put him in a difficult position - remorseful about hurting me as shown by the bruises but aroused as shown by an erection that I could plainly see bulging his pants. He was actually speechless, barely able to gasp out 'I'm sorry,' before I said, 'and look at this!'"
"My desk top was empty and I sat on the end. Grasping the hem of my skirt again, I pulled it up over my panties and lay back and spread my legs, showing him the hickeys on both inter thighs just below my cunt. I honestly was only showing the very intimate 'love marks' and was not thinking of anything else, but he had other ideas. Before I had any thought of what he was doing, he reached in and pulled my panties off, took out his cock and plunged it into me! Right there on my desk!
"I think that I was about as carried away as he was! When he was pulling my panties off, I really expected him to play with me, maybe even finger-fuck me - but the idea of real fucking never crossed my mind - I can hardly believe it even now. However, I'll admit what I never made any protest. I cooperated completely by pulling my legs up and opening myself to his penetration and held him against me as he pounded in and out. Actually, I think that I was as ready for it as he was and, as he shot into me, I erupted with him. It wasn't the biggest orgasm I've had - there really wasn't enough of a buildup - but it was very exciting and satisfying!
"He quickly pulled back out of me and put his cock away while I sat up and pushed my skirt down, suddenly aware of what a wild, dangerous act that we had just committed. Needless to say, the enormity of what we has done hit us both and we just stared, unbelieving, at each other. Thank heaven no one come into that office in the next five minutes as we gradually settled down and began to behave normally. It was about that time that I realized that my shirt was still unbuttoned - which gives you an idea just how muddled my mind still was. Actually, very little was said immediately and it was Frank who recovered his thinking ability first."
"Oh, my god, Sandy, I don't believe we did that! What a thing to do here in the office - someone could have come in! Damn it, though, I couldn't help myself. I don't think that I've ever seen anything as sexy as you were - tits out, skirt up lying back on the desk! Unbelievable! I'm sorry about those marks, though. I guess you were able to hide them as well as the ones on your tits!
"I'm still shaky! We can never do anything like this again! This could have been a catastrophe! No, the marks are really not a problem and the bruising didn't hurt. We both got carried away - just like we did a few minutes ago! Now, I'd better go home."
"Ok, but there's one thing that has changed."
"What's that?"
"You're now a fixture - you've been screwed on a desk! And I'll think about it every time I see you sitting behind it!
"God, I never thought of that! Ok, I'm very definitely a fixture because I certainly was screwed on that desk. I'm afraid I'll be thinking about it too when the others or my students are here. Wait a minute, where are my panties? I can't go home without them - if nothing else, stuff is already coming out of me!"
"What panties? I don't think that you were wearing any when you came in. Here, take a few of these tissues and stick them in your cunt until you get home"
"He was laughing at me as he said that, but I couldn't do anything except take the tissues and force them, as he said, into my cunt. It's peculiar; I actually enjoyed taking the tissues and reaching up under my skirt and inserting them into me in front of him. In fact, as we walked down to my car, I said, 'Let's hurry. I've got to get home before this leaks through my skirt onto the car seat - it's not fair that you keep my panties after what we did up there. You put the stuff in me, damn it!" I said that very plaintively, and it felt good being a bit submissive. I don't know why talking about it turned me on, but it did. Very, very intimate!
"I could tell that he liked it too from the way he grinned at me - being in control, knowing that he just had me and talking about what he put in me! In any case, that part was fun, but, just before we got to my car, we met Dr. Bowman and he wanted to talk about our work in his class last semester. He was very complimentary, but I was standing there listening to him, all too aware that I had no panties on and that I could feel that the tissues weren't staying in place! I could feel my thigh getting wet and, even worse, I was afraid that the tissues might fall out! I clamped my legs together as tightly as I could while we talked and tried to smile. I couldn't just break away, particularly since he was being so nice, but my mind wasn't on the conversation. It was almost five minutes before we could get away and hadn't taken five steps before the tissues fell out onto the ground.
"Talk about being mortified! I quickly looked back and, fortunately, he was still walking away unaware of my condition. I hurried the rest of the way to my car and reached in and grabbed my box of tissues and prepared to dry myself. At that moment, Frank joined me, saying, 'Here, you dropped these!' He had the most devilish leer on his face as he handed me the wet tissues that had been my cunt! I made a very unkind statement about what he could do with those tissues, which caused him to break out in laughter.



"I pulled up my skirt, revealing a stream of cum running down almost to my knee, and, without thinking, I said, 'Look at that, you must have put a quart into me - it's still coming out!' Here I was, standing there with my skirt held up over my pussy hair, telling a man to look at the graphic evidence of the substantial deposit that he had ejaculated into me! I furiously protested that, 'Damn it, I should have my panties on!'
"I started wiping my thighs and, then, tried to stem the seepage from my cunt. I took several tissues and, this time, managed to insert them inside so that only the ends stuck out, effectively ending the flow. With a sigh, I finally dropped by skirt down and, for the first time in this entire episode, looked him in the face. I suddenly felt a wave of embarrassment flash through me and I knew that I was blushing. He still had that devil grin on his face, obviously amused by what had been a major trauma for me.
"At that point, somehow, I unexpectedly put things in perspective - what was I so upset about? His cum had been running down my thighs! My cunt was dripping more of that cum! But, what was the big deal - what damage was being done? It was the 'might have been' that bothered me I looked at Frank's grinning face and, suddenly, began giggling! The absurdity of the whole situation hit me and I couldn't stop laughing. Without thinking, Frank put his arms around me and hugged me as we shared the moment. You know, I didn't think of it this way at the time, or, certainly think of the word, but was really a bonding moment. Laughing together about a very intimate experience that we had shared. We both realized, at the same time that we were in public and pulled apart, but, once again, we were lucky because there was no one else in the parking lot. I got in the car, he quickly kissed me and I came home."
"Well, that was quite an afternoon, and very sexy to hear about, but it was an unbelievably stupid thing to do!"
"Heavens, I certainly agree with that! It started out as a simple fun thing, showing the marks on me, but we both just got carried away. I think that I was shaking with terror for a good five minutes after we finished when I realized what might have occurred! I'm certainly not ever getting into a situation like that again! No more sex unless we are absolutely alone. Frank said the same thing while we were recovering. In retrospect, we were not really in a lot of danger - everyone with desks in that office was gone for the day, the door was locked and would have required a key, etc. Nonetheless, we weren't thinking about danger or safety when we got carried away, and we can't afford any risk. The same thing in the parking lot - no more hugs, kisses, feeling or anything!"
"Ok, then, leaving aside the recklessness, that certainly was a wildly outrageous afternoon! So, now I'm married to a desk fixture - like a stapler or a telephone or, better yet, and in-and-out tray! That's it; you're something on the desk that things go in and out of!'
"Very funny!" Then after a few seconds, "Actually, when I think of it, I guess that it really is funny! I'll have to use it with Frank and pretend that I thought of it. I'm an in-and-out desk fixture! That's embarrassing, but funny! Now, I've got to go cleanup!"
Three minutes later she was back, shocked and upset again, exclaiming, "Look at me! I don't believe this!" I turned to follow her instructions and I started laughing. She stood there, completely naked with what could only be Frank's cum running down her legs, almost to her knees. "I took those damn tissues out of my cunt and this just poured out. If this had happened at school, it would have been below the hem of my skirt!" I don't know how you would describe the expression on her face, but she was sputtering as she talked, making it even funnier.
I didn't help any by commenting, as I got my laughter under control, "You had better keep some industrial quality panties in your desk drawer or in your purse if you're going to be fucked at the office - wear a regular pair for Frank to keep and have the heavy duty pair to wear afterwards! He seems to be quite productive!"
"There's to be no more fucking in the office! No more stealing my panties! All I can think of is what would have happened if it had started pouring out of me while we were talking to Dr. Bowman! I'll tell you one thing - it's a damn good thing that I went on the pill. I would never risk just using the diaphragm if he's going to put this much stuff into me! Gods, it's never come out like this before."
"Calm down, honey. It didn't come out when you were with Dr. Bowman and it probably wouldn't have! Look, it's probably not much different from other times you've come in after being with Frank. Remember, on that first time it actually dripped out of you onto the floor and you douched it out right away. Then, the second time it just poured out and we have a picture of it. Now, that you're not wearing the diaphragm, his semen isn't blocked and it goes much deeper so it doesn't flow out as fast. You're still very wet, but it just takes longer, particularly since you're lying down here in bed and much of it is absorbed in you and just doesn't come out at all. This time, you've been up and active, plus the tissues acted like a dam - so it was just waiting to be released when you removed that dam. However, you're certainly right about needing to be on the pill. With the diaphragm you have to get in exactly right and that's a risk that is easy to take when we're just postponing pregnancy, but not otherwise."
"I guess you're right, but all I can picture is me standing there talking to old, conservative Dr. Bowman with cum running down my leg and, maybe, dripping onto the pavement right between them! Now I have another picture of a lake of cum collecting inside me as I lie there while it's being absorbed! Ugh!"
"I'll give you an engaging thought - picture your womb being a battlefield with Frank's sperm struggling with mine as we both look for a non-existent (thanks to the pill) egg to fertilize and knock you up! That should make you sleep well!"
"Ok, wise guy, keep that up and no one is going to shoot anything up my cunt! I'm going to stop all of this! Maybe I'll become a nun!"
"Man, that would be quite a confession to hear!"
She stomped off huffily, but she had relaxed considerably, and, by evening, could see the humor in the situation. One of Sandy's most loveable qualities was the ability to laugh at herself, particularly at what she knew was a tendency to go overboard and make outrageous statements that she knew, even at the time, were foolish. So, while she accepted that she might have been a just a little bit uptight - a gross understatement - about her afternoon's dangerous office sex, she was able to laugh at her absurd threat to stop having sex! One question she asked seriously, however, was, "What does a Catholic woman do in this situation? Does she go into the confessional and say, "I've committed adultery? Does she repeat this periodically? Or does she just quit going to confession - at least until the affair is over and confess the whole thing at once? I've never understood the business of confession, penance and forgiveness for sinning."
"I don't understand it either, honey. I guess a good Catholic woman would know what to do - but, maybe a good Catholic woman wouldn't commit adultery, anyway! At least, that's one problem you don't have to solve. You've confessed to me and that is all that matters, at least for now!"
So, a much unexpected sexual episode occurred and no one was hurt and both Frank and Sandy learned a lesson about risk and discretion. It was a very important lesson and, from that time onward, they were extremely circumspect and cautious about their relationship. As the school year went on, it was accepted by everyone that they were close friends and frequently were together because of their academic interest and their upcoming exams, but never a hint was made of a more personal connection. In fact, Sandy found herself in the embarrassing position of hearing about and, of necessity, responding to, gossip and speculation, sometimes rather spicy, about Frank and various women he had dates with! Most amusing, and disturbing at times, was when several of the newer grad students actually asked for Sandy's advice on how to...well..., they never actually said 'seduce' Frank, but that was the idea! Her response always was that she didn't know anything about that side of his life."
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So, that rousing and scary event was over, and another, unexpected, rendezvous was set up for the second Saturday night in a row. There was one difference, however, and that was that I had gotten the equipment I needed to wirelessly connect the camera in the suite to the TV in our bedroom. As a result, I could watch the action live and, at the same time, record it on the hard drive of our Panasonic DVD player-recorder. This was going to be much more comfortable than looking down through a windshield to a car seat!
It was interesting on Saturday watching Sandy dressing for the party. I noted that the outfit that she put on did not meet the "loose and accessible" criteria that we had talked about as the type of clothes she should wear when she was going to be with Frank. Obviously, that was no longer of any significance since she could undress, or be undressed, with ease in a bedroom as opposed to the restricted space in the car. When I pointed out that change, she replied, "Oh, sure, I thought of that. Now I can wear some of the outfits that I really like but I would have been a problem before. This long skirt would have been hard to wiggle out of in the car, but I really like it. Something else too - Frank's in for a surprise tonight. When I call you from the bathroom to tell you that we're ready to leave, I'm going to take my panties off and put them in my purse. When I undress, I won't have any panties on!"
"It might be easier if you just didn't wear panties in the first place. Just think, nothing on but your blouse, skirt and shoes!"
"I thought of that, too, but I don't think that I'm quite up to that - not yet, anyway. No, I just want to take my panties off ahead of time to make up for him making me go without them on Monday when I was so wet. I really don't know why, but it's still sexy that he wants to keep them - I guess, as you said, it's just an intimate, fun thing between us!"
"Whatever you want. Let's get going, though - I want to get back and watch the Red Sox."
The call came about 12:45 and I immediately got ready - the camera and recorder were turned on, my light went out and, not too long after, the car parked in the alley and the performers in tonight's porno show made their way to their set and started the show. The door opened, the light was turned on and they came in, looking all the world like any other couple returning from a party. They didn't immediate throw their arms around each other in a rhapsodic expression of love. Instead, they walked into the bedroom continuing a totally unexpected conversation about Spanish literature! Frank turned and locked the door while Sandy walked over to a table and put down her purse and kicked off her shoes. Then, finally, the academic discussion ended as he took her in his arms and they shared a very passionate kiss.
Frank pulled away far enough for Sandy to unbutton her blouse, and, as she shrugged it off, he began fondling and lightly squeezing her tits. "Not too hard now - the marks are finally fading away, so no bruising and no biting!"
"Ok, I'll be careful. I got carried away that last time after missing them all summer, and I know that it must be hard for you to hide them. Still, it's fun to see marks I put on you."
"Well, as I told you that other time, I like it too - in moderation. I guess that you can put one under my left nipple and keep it there the way you did last semester."
As would be expected, Frank took advantage of her offer and proceeded to suck the skin on her left tit, producing a mark that unquestionably would be a clear "love mark" by tomorrow. As he was involved with that pleasant job, Sandy was loosening the fastener on her skirt and, when he finished, she stepped back and let it fall to the floor. As she had planned, she had removed her panties and stood there completely naked. She posed there, her hands on her hips as he stared at her nude body."
"No panties!
"No, no panties! If I wear panties, something always happens to them! I had to come home Monday afternoon with tissues stuck in me because they were missing. As a matter of fact, you said that you didn't think that I was wearing any when I came in. So, I decided that there was no purpose in wearing them if they somehow just vanish - or are stolen as souvenirs or trophies! "
"So, you think that you are smart, huh! You're not fooling me for a minute. I'll bet that your panties are right there in your purse. You'd never have the nerve to go out without panties on!"
"I would so! I don't really need panties except when someone fills my cunt and won't let me have them to keep me from dripping! I just didn't bother with them tonight because you couldn't do anything to me until we got home. Anyway, I had on this long, tight skirt tonight so nothing could show by accident, so I didn't need panties."
"So your panties are not in your purse."
"No!"
I had no idea as to where this was going, but I was almost certain that her lie was going to be proved. What I didn't know was why she was painting herself into an obvious corner where there was no exit - unless she wanted to be found out. As would be expected, Frank reached behind her and picked up her purse, saying, "If your panties are in here, you're going to be punished for lying to me! If they are not, I will apologize profusely for doubting you."
"Give me my purse! You do not look into a woman's purse without her permission!" She futilely struggled to get the purse away from him, obviously having no chance against him. There she was, all 5' 2+" of her, completely naked, reaching upward to where he was holding her purse far over her head with one arm while the other held her around her waist. "There's nothing in there and I'll be mad if you open it!"
"So, there are no panties in here."
"No! Give it back!"
Her lying about her panties was so transparently obvious that there could be only one result from this "struggle" - Frank would check her purse and that, of course, is exactly what happened. Letting go of her completely, he held her purse high beyond her reach, and, releasing the fastener, he opened it enough for the panties to drop out, directly on her face as it happened.
"What have we here? By god, it looks like a pair of panties. I wonder how they got in there without you knowing. Now, what do we do with naughty little girls who tell lies? I think that they deserve a spanking!" With that, and before she had time to react, Sandy found herself picked up and placed across his knees. At that point, she erupted.
"Don't you dare! Let me up!"
Now, this was exactly where I thought things were headed. She had to know that her "lie" was going to be proved, yet she maintained her refusal to admit that the panties were in her purse. I couldn't, of course, predict his reaction with absolute confidence - he might have just triumphed and gloated over her - but the most erotic outcome would be a spanking. Back in the early days of our relationship, we had indulged in what might be called "fun" spanking. We both knew what was going on - Sandy would deliberately do something that I told her not to do, leading to a confrontation that resulted in having her over my knees, her bottom bare and ripe to be spanked.
She most certainly was not a masochist, but she ultimately admitted the obvious - being spanked turned her on and that she even enjoyed the pain and subsequent soreness that was the result. She normally was a strong and independent woman, but once in a while she found it to be erotic and sexually arousing to be little and weak under the control of a strong man - namely me. We had gradually stopped playing that game and moved on to a more sedate sexual life, but, I could tell, her desire to be "mastered" had reemerged because she was obviously provoking Frank. She could play the role of a submissive little woman in that private, very personal relationship, and be herself otherwise. I'm certain that Frank was intelligent, and sophisticated, enough to recognize the sex play scenario and was quite ready to participate.
She was struggling and thrashing around and insisting that he stop and let her go as he easily held her in position. Suddenly, his hand came down, sinking into her round buttocks with a resounding smack. That resulted in a shriek followed by an even more energetic effort to pull away. The picture on the TV clearly showed the red patch that appeared on her hip, to be followed quickly by several more. The spanks were not patty-cake-type slaps - they stung, but this was not a real spanking in the classic sense. I had a feeling that Sandy was getting a bit more pain than she had bargained for, but this was obviously sex play
I never even thought of interfering as I certainly would have done if I hadn't known that, while it might have been harder than she anticipated, she was getting what she had wanted. In addition, I found the entire situation to be intensely arousing. It may be chauvinistic, and not well received by women lib types, but I will admit that there is something very appealing in seeing a nude woman over your knee, the round mounds of her buttocks enticingly displayed. There is the very satisfying tactile feeling of her skin, pulled taut in that position, as you run your hand over the cheeks. It's exciting to pull those cheeks open and peer between them and to run your fingers between her legs.
The actual spanking may well take second place to just being in that position - the enjoyment before the first slap is very satisfying. However, there is real pleasure in smacking that bare ass and feel the firm flesh contract with the blow and rebound almost like a rubber ball. Seeing the pale flesh turn pink and then red and hearing the squeals and watching the revealing squirming around certainly increases the man's (or woman's if she is the spanker) arousal and carnality. Now, I'm not talking cruelty here - getting pleasure out of hurting someone, particularly someone weaker. I'm also not talking about a situation in which there is real anger, a real need to punish, for in those cases the spanker probably is not even aware of, or interested in, these peripheral concerns.
In any case, cruelty certainly was not the issue here. However, one thing is evident - the appeal of that curvy bottom lying there at your mercy and the feeling of dominance by the spanker often leads to a bit more punishment than the "spankee" anticipated or the spanker intended. So, while Sandy received only five or six "smacks" on her rear end, they were sharp blows and they made it easy for her to act hurt and really chastened by the ordeal. She was able to present a pitiful and chagrined expression as she said, "That hurt! That was mean! I didn't do anything that deserved a spanking! Anyway, you should have given me my panties back when you knew that stuff was dripping out!" Rubbing her hands over her bottom she added, ingenuously, "I'm sore. Feel how hot I am!"
Needless to say, Frank was quite happy to do so and, at the same time, turned her around and kissed her. The kiss was returned with enthusiasm and very rapidly they turned to sex. Sandy lay back on the bed, waiting while Frank quickly undressed and came down beside her. She spread her legs open as he began to fondle her cunt, stroking his rigid cock as they kissed again. No further foreplay was needed, of course, and he moved onto her and she directed the cock into her cunt. Watching them, as I lay there on our bed, was like watching a porno film. However, it obviously different knowing that it was my wife on her back with her legs spread wide welcoming him into herself. He was between those legs, driving into her as she surged up against her. Every now and then they moved in such a way as I could actually see the shaft of his cock embedded in her cunt.
I stared with utter fascination as the movements became more vigorous as they moved toward a crescendo. I could tell that she was coming as her legs flailed around and her torso surged upward, writhing against Frank as he fused himself against her and ejaculated deep into her vagina. They held that position, still grinding against each other, for almost thirty seconds before he just slumped down on her, both of them totally exhausted and out of energy. It was a full minute, maybe more, before Frank levered himself off of her and flopped down beside her.
She lay there, her legs still spraddled open as if spread too far to go back together. She was the perfect embodiment of a woman who had just been taken, i.e. fucked. She had a blank, satiated look on her face. He arms were just lying limply beside her. And, even from the distance, her cunt gaped open and just looked used. A painting of her lying there might be entitled "Debauched Woman." Actually, we've had sex hundreds of times and I'm sure that she has looked the same way after we had intercourse, but I hadn't seen her. I had lain beside her just as Frank was then - recovering from my own efforts and climax, not even aware of how she was recuperating. She soon recovered, of course - her legs closed, her face came back to life, losing that "lost" look and replacing it with a happy, satisfied smile as she turned toward her "amante."
Still, it was a picture of her that I had never seen before. I had watched Frank screw her a number of times in the car and I had watched the recording of her last time on the bed, but seeing her lying there like that, absolutely taken and used to the point that she was completely out of it, was an eye-opener.
It was also different watching them after the recovery. Frank put his arm around her and she cuddled up against him as they quietly, and inaudibly, talked. That was a very private and intimate moment and I actually felt that I shouldn't be spying on them then - and, unlike watching them screw, this did feel like spying. They actually dozed for almost fifteen minutes and I began to wonder about how I could surreptitiously awaken them if they were sound asleep. Fortunately, Sandy stirred, wakening Frank who glanced over at the clock and declared, "My god, look what time it is! I'd better go before Mack wonders where you are!"
He quickly dressed and, as he prepared to leave he embraced and kissed her and it was fascinating to see how little she looked, standing completely nude beside him. Just as he was ready to open the door, he stopped and said, "Oops, I forgot something!" Going around her, he leaned down and picked up her panties from where they had fallen, adding, "I don't want to leave these behind. You weren't wearing them, anyway!
"That's not fair! You spanked me for them! Give them to me!"
"Now, Sandy, dear, you got spanked for lying to me. I'm taking these as additional punishment. Anyway, they're a trophy earned for fucking a lovely woman!"
"Oh sure, try flattery! Anyway, the 'lovely woman' you fucked should get the trophy - and all I get is a sore, red bottom that I have to hide from my husband!" She stomped on the floor in mock anger, "Give me my panties!"
"Now, Sandy, behave yourself or your little ass will get another spanking! I'll see you Monday!"
With a quick, but loving, kiss, he slipped out of the door and Sandy took her "little ass," her little red ass, up for her husband to see.
That was the first subject of conversation when she, naked, of course, walked into the bedroom. "So, you got your bottom spanked! What on earth possessed you? You practically invited him to spank you!" I was grinning as I said that but I could tell that she was genuinely embarrassed.
"Honey, I really don't know. When he guessed that my panties were in my purse I just denied it without thinking, expecting it to end there. Well, you saw how it went and, you're right, I did invite it. Damn it, I don't understand it, but I wanted him to spank me! I don't think that I made a conscious decision, but that's the truth. There was just something in me that made me want to be submissive right then. I felt fine until I was walking up the stairs just now and suddenly I felt self-conscious about it! I guess I just feel funny about you seeing me being spanked like that!"
I got up and put my arms around her, hugging her, and said, consolingly, "Come on, Sandy, you didn't do anything to be embarrassed about! I knew exactly what you were doing and I certainly didn't disapprove. You and I did the same thing - playing-around spanking that was fun for both of us. It was fun watching tonight. You really looked little and cute as you struggled with him and you looked very sexy turned over his knees!"
She brightened up immediately. "Did I, really? It was fun while I was doing it, but I was afraid that...well that you would think that I was being...I just don't know to say this. I've had sex with him, been fucked, sucked his cock - all of that. But...but cuddling in bed with him is somehow more personal, more intimate, in a way, than fucking. Now, playing sex games like spanking seems like a further step away from pure sex toward that personal intimacy - playing around, sharing private jokes like keeping my panties and...and... permitting him to spank me. I suddenly was afraid that I was getting more involved, closer personally, than we would want."
"Well, for my part, I don't see any problem. You're having fun and it would be impossible for you to have an affair without real intimacy, physical and personal. As I said before, you are not the 'hook-up' type. Now, if it embarrasses you to be watched or photographed as you become more intimate, I have no objection to turning the camera off."
"God, no! Remember, I'm the one who suggested having a camera recording me and that desire hasn't changed! I just don't want you to be upset by watching me when the affair moves beyond sex to a more important intimacy. I guess that's what bothered me as I thought about tonight."
"Believe me, honey, that is not a problem. In this case, watching you get spanked was surprisingly exciting and, I'll admit, I was a bit jealous of Frank getting to do it. I think that I may have to avail myself of that pleasure again - I remember it felt very good, at least from my end! Speaking of that, it looked as if you got more than simple play smacks. Let's see your bottom - or, as he said, your little ass!"
"Forget it! No spanking! Yes, it hurt and I'm sure that by bottom is red and hot! Look." She turned around and displayed her rear end which was, in fact, quite red, still actually showing spots which were clearly hand prints. Looking at herself in the mirror, she gasped out, "Wow, he did hit me! It hurt at the time but I really didn't mind it - in fact, it hurt and felt good at the same time." Giggling, she went on, "I'll bet he really enjoyed doing that!" Then after a moment's hesitation, she continued, "You know, I really was just playing a game in a pretend struggle, but when he was through spanking me, I actually did feel little and submissive and under his control.
"Actually, I remember doing the same thing with you and having the same feeling afterwards! We would argue and struggle, and you, the strong, macho male, would win and brutally spank little me, leaving me meek and docile - and ready to be taken advantage of. Then, after overpowering and beating me into submission, you felt loving and protective. It was a charade and we both loved it and, inevitably, had great sex afterwards. I also remember having a sore behind afterwards to remind me!"
The following day we looked at the recording, and her reaction to the spanking scene was interesting. First, she was shocked at how diminutive she looked standing in front of Frank. She was completely naked and he was dressed with his shoes on and he just dwarfed her. She, of course, knew that she was short, but the word that came to mind was "tiny." She was actually startled at how easily he ignored her struggles and just picked her up and put her over his knees and held her there. She was genuinely embarrassed as she watched him peer between her ass cheeks and then deliberately run his finger through the crevice to her cunt. Then, in some ways, the most startling thing of all, for her, was to see herself in that extremely vulnerable position ready to be spanked. She, obviously, had never seen herself bent over someone's knees and her reaction was not what she or I would ever have anticipated.



"My god, that's sexy! I can't believe that that is me! Look how round my bottom is and how long and graceful my legs are. Ooh, look where his finger is - I don't remember him doing that.' Her comments were interrupted by the first solid 'smack' that landed right across the cheeks of her ass and she actually winced back as the blow hit. "Oh, that hurt! I didn't expect him to spank me that hard, but, look at my bottom quiver - and look at the red mark!" There were five similar "smacks" - I counted this time - and she reacted to each one almost as if she felt the pain again. Still, she stared intently through the "ordeal," reacting and commenting as each blow hit.
When it was over, she sat back in amazement, finally declaring, "That was incredible! I can't believe how sexy and cute I look! I never could comprehend why anyone would think that it was sexy watching a woman being spanked, but I certainly understand it now. I don't think that I would enjoy seeing a spanking where the woman was really being badly punished - really hurt - but this was fun. I can't believe how my...my...ass - I don't usually use that word but it seems right here - bounced and quivered! Damn it, I liked it! I actually got hot watching myself!"
"Are you going to do it again - get him to spank you again?"
"No, it hurt more than I expected." She paused, "I don't know...maybe...oh, damn, probably." The truth was that, as might be expected from her ambivalence, she received several more spankings in the suite - she liked the way she looked and the 'weak little woman' gave her that nice submissive feeling.
I left it at that, but went on with one final comment, "There's one thing that you had better think about. You two dozed off last night for almost fifteen minutes and I was wracking my brain for some way to waken you. Fortunately, you woke up, but you need some way to stay awake."
"Oh my heavens, I had no idea - I thought that I had just closed my eyes for a moment. I'll have to set an alarm - he'd understand if it went off and we were asleep."
"Do you think that you would like to sleep with him all night?"
"Oh, I don't know. Probably, just for the experience if nothing else. However, I don't want to wake up at 8:00 AM downstairs and try to concoct a reasonable explanation!"
"Yeah, that was what was worrying me last night. Fortunately it worked out - one more crisis avoided!"
So, the new semester was underway with three episodes in eight days. However, they would now revert back to the old schedule, if you would call it that, of a party every three to four weeks - obviously greatly limiting opportunities for sexual rendezvous. They talked every day in the office, of course, frequently having long discussions on Spanish literature - useful, but not very exciting. In addition, it seemed that most weekends, if she and I went to the movies, a play or just stopped for a snack, we met Frank, occasionally with one of the female grad students. Sandy didn't say anything, but her illogical but feminine. ...I started to say jealousy but that's too strong, but it's in the neighborhood. He and I had a number of civil conversations and, oddly enough considering the circumstances, there was no hint of tension between us. Sandy was gratified that he rarely was with the same girl twice - one even speculated that he was gay since he didn't make a pass at her!
Still, there were two other occasions where their activities were certainly not platonic. The first - actually this one happened twice - involved the mass exams for those teaching introductory Spanish. Of the six TA's in their office, four taught sections of that basic course while Frank and Sandy, being more advanced themselves, taught intermediate Spanish that semester. Before the first group exam which would be held at night, the other four all left the office together to meet with the coordinator to discuss procedure, leaving Frank and Sandy alone.
I was working in our study at home when Sandy came in and, from the cryptic smile on her face I knew that something, probably sexual, had occurred. "Ok, what did you do this time? Nothing dangerous, I hope."
"No, nothing dangerous, but we did do something in the office!" She went on to describe why she and Frank were alone. "As soon as they were gone, Frank, as you might expect, started playing with my tits and working my skirt up to get at my cunt. I was happy to let him kiss and feel me, but I drew the line when he started to pull my pantyhose and panties down. I stopped him, saying, 'Now stop it, Frank! We agreed that there would be no more of that in the office. I'm still scared about the chance we took last time.'
"He really was eager and said that we're not alone that often and they're bound to be gone for at least a half hour. I told him that didn't care even if they would be gone for an hour! As I said, 'My clothes stay on! You'll just have to wait!'
"He was really frustrated. He said that he hadn't thought that we would be alone like this in the office and now he was as hard as a rock after feeling me. He startled me by reaching down, unzipping his pants and taking his cock out. It was sticking out like a torpedo and he took my hand and put it on it, saying, 'See what you did!' It was as hard as I've ever felt it. Suddenly, the same idea hit us both at the same time. My immediate reaction was to say, 'Oh, Frank, I don't know if I should do that here! What if someone came back?'
"He was insistent, saying that if we heard anyone at the door he would have plenty of time to put it back and close his pants and sit at his desk. I had the strangest combination of feelings, both reluctance and eagerness. I was certainly willing - actually more than just willing - to do it, but I was still concerned about doing it in the office. However, there really was no hesitation and I sat back down at my desk - the same one, of course, that he had fucked me on. He sat on my desk right in front of me and his cock stuck up at just the right position for sucking. I slid my chair forward between his widespread legs, leaned forward, took it into my mouth and began sucking.
"You know, that was sort of weird - it was almost as if I were two people, one sucking his cock and another watching. While I was doing it, I was picturing what it must look like and I could almost see my head bobbing up and down as I did it. I looked up with my eyes and saw him staring down at me as it went in and out of my mouth. I liked him seeing me like that, serving him like a mistress or slave girl. However, at the same time that I fantasied about what I looked like, I was actually enjoying the physical aspect of what I was doing. I don't really understand it - it seems foreign to what I would expect - but sucking him excites me. I actually like having his cock in my mouth because, I guess, it is so depraved or sinful.
"Anyway, I like it when he becomes more and more aroused by what I'm doing and I actually look forward to taking him over the top. As he approached the finish, he held my head with both hands and really took control and began to fuck my mouth like my cunt. Fortunately, I was able to keep my hand at the base of his cock to control how deep he drove in - although a couple of times it went into my throat and momentarily gagged me. Finally, of course, he began ejaculating and the first shot was big and almost choked me before I could swallow it all, but I managed and, after that, I had no problem. I kept it in my mouth until he finished and it went limp.
"I sat back, wiped the corners of my mouth, and looked up at him with I know was sort of a timorous or diffident smile, waiting, I suppose, for his reaction to my very intimate act of oral sex. It's funny, but every time I've done that I have felt very peculiar afterwards - embarrassed for some reason although I really don't know why. That feeling goes away quickly for he is always very affectionate and appreciative afterwards." She broke off her recital to giggle and add, "He hugs me and says how good it was, but he's never eager to kiss me right away! Of course, he never kisses my cunt either after he's come in it.
"Anyway, he put his cock away and, as far as anyone could see, nothing of significance had happened while everyone was gone. Men are funny, at least the very few that I have known in that they move directly from sex to more mundane things as soon as the sex is over. Actually, I guess my sample of two is not big enough to generalize about! Still, I probably would have enjoyed a little post-sex intimacy, but Frank almost immediately went back to the discussion we had been having about Calderon, and when the others came back fifteen minutes later, we were still in it. Certainly, there were no grounds for anyone to suspect that anything of a sexual nature had taken place while they were gone."
"Well, I guess you were safe that time although Frank probably would have had a problem with getting his hard cock back into his pants if you heard the key being put into the door lock. That would have been a struggle! That desk of yours certainly is developing a history. Fortunately it can't talk!"
"Isn't that the truth! You know, while I was sitting there talking to the other TA's, I had the smuggest feeling. What wild reactions would they have if they had known that less than a half hour ago, right there in that office, I had sucked a cock! Me, a settled, innocent and faithful happily married woman! It would have blown their minds! Oh, well, I'll just have to keep my secret, glamorous sex life under cover until I write my memoirs later!"
As I said earlier, Sandy had become quite proficient at fellatio and she found opportunities to practice that skill. Since she actually enjoyed the intimacy of the act, both she and Frank were satisfied. There were other safe times when the office was empty that Frank sat on her desk and she demonstrated her skill, including the second group exam for the other TA's. In addition, Frank's car, while small, occasionally provided a safe spot of privacy. So, with the periodic parties and the frequent cock sucking, Frank's sexual desires were handled well by Sandy to the dismay and frustration of the female grad students who didn't understand his lack of interest in them.



        Sandy and Frank Ch. 10

        Preparing for overnight.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sandy-and-frank-ch-10

Title: Sandy and Frank Ch. 10

Author: SteveLee1146

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Preparing for overnight.

Tags: kneeling, tits, fellatio, camera, affair, adultery, submissive

Series: Sandy and Frank


I said that there were two specific occasions where their activities were certainly not platonic, one of which, of course was the episode just described. The other, in some ways, was more important because it was a major step up in their relationship. This came about because of my attendance at the annual Northeast Political Science Association Conference which normally runs three days in the middle of November. Obviously, I would be gone overnight, leaving Sandy alone at home. Usually during that time, the wives in the department would get together one night while their husbands were out of town – yes, we had a social life with other faculty as well as Sandy's student get-to-gathers! You will recall that after she and Frank had dozed off downstairs, I had asked Sandy if she "would like to sleep with him all night?" Her answer had been ambivalent as she, hesitantly, said "probably."
As the time approached, I said nothing about the question of a "sleep-over," waiting for her to broach the question. Whatever happened, I wanted it to be her decision without any influence from me. I would be gone three nights, Thursday, Friday and Saturday and return home sometime Sunday. November came and the conference was in the middle of the month, as usual, and she still hadn't raised the issue although I could tell that it was bothering her. With a week to go, she finally broke down.
"Oh, Mack, what am I going to do?"
"What do you mean, honey?"
"Don't be cute. You know what I mean – should I sleep with Frank while you're gone?"
"Now, that's completely up to you. I won't be bothered at all if you do and I'll be perfectly happy if you don't. You'll have to decide what you want to do and we'll go from there."
"That's the problem. I don't know what I want to do! No, damn it, I do know that I want to do it, but I can't convince myself that I should! It's one thing to be in bed with him downstairs or sucking him in the office or car, but sleeping with him when you are away is different – scary even.
"Look, dear, I understand all of that and that's why I want you to decide what to do. If it helps any, I will not be in Boston worrying about whether my wife is sleeping with her lover while I'm gone.
"Ok, that's part of what's bothering me! All this time when I've been having sex with him, I'm eager to come up or come home and share the experience with you. After that first time, which was completely different, you've been part of it. If we were screwing in the car, you were right there, even watching. When he had me in the office or I was sucking there or in the car, I couldn't wait to get home and share the experience with you. All those times I knew that you approved and, when it was over, we would be together and that, somehow, that made it ok – less sinful, I guess. But I would be going to bed with him, sleeping with him all night and waking up with him beside me in bed. I've never done anything like that – you're the only man I've ever slept with and I'm not sure that I want to change that! I don't know why, but it just seems that I would actually be more unfaithful if I spent the night with him. It doesn't make a lot of sense considering the things I've done already, but that's what scares me – doing it when you're not here!
"So, I have a problem with how I feel about taking that step, but even more important, and the thing that I'm afraid of the most, is your reaction. As you say, you'll be in your hotel room in Boston and you won't be worried about what I would be doing – but I'm not sure of that. You'll be alone in bed in that hotel room while I'll be in bed here with another man, having sex or making love, however you want to describe it. Then when we're finished, we'll get ready and go to bed to sleep together. I have this horrible picture of you lying in bed, upset and distraught as the reality that your wife is fucking another man and sleeping with him while you are away. How could you not be jealous?"
During this long recitation of her concerns, Sandy had the most unusual expression on her face. She seemed to be literally afraid – not physically, of course, but of having to make a decision, the outcome of which frightened her. One of the problems of wanting, very badly, to do something daring, particularly if it is something you "shouldn't" do, is to be overwhelmed by potential problems, and the more you think of it, the bigger and more damaging those problems become. This was the condition that I believed that Sandy was in.
"Honey, you're over-thinking the situation. We've had a lot of fun with your affair with Frank, but if you've had enough, for whatever reason, I have no problem with stopping it. Our lives certainly would not be diminished. On the other hand, I equally have no problem with it continuing, including you sleeping with him. I saw you cuddling and dozing with him last time downstairs and my only concern was that if you didn't wake up, how you would explain to your supposedly unaware husband that you weren't in bed with him in the morning. I'm not in the least bit threatened by your relationship and, if you go through with it, my only reaction in Boston would be regret that I wasn't home to share the excitement with you. Therefore, the only question for me is whether or not you want to sleep with him and it appears that you do."
"Oh, sweetheart, you're wonderful! I guess that somewhere in the back of my mind is this ogre that insists that you must have some feelings of jealousy when I do these things that a faithful wife would never do. I just know that if the situations were reversed, I would be in agony! That adventurous co-ed you jokingly talked about – even the thought bothers me!"
"Look, if you had come to me a year ago and said that you wanted to have an affair, I might have had the same reaction. However, I was presented with a fait acompli. You came in, freshly fucked, and, probably to my own surprise, I discovered that it didn't upset me at all. In fact, as we talked, we both found the situation to be quite arousing." Then, after a moment's hesitation, I grinned and added, "Come to think of it, maybe I should try to find such a co-ed and see if it has the same effect!"
"There will be no co-ed – but I guess I'll sleep with Frank. Honestly, my only real uncertainty was your reaction. There's still that funny feeling I know I'll have when waking up with another man – but it certainly will be less a shock that looking up at him in the car and having reality hit that I had been fucked! Gods, I feel so much better – I've been stewing about this for two weeks! I really knew what I wanted to do, but 'should' or 'shouldn't' kept cropping up."
"I knew it was troubling you, but I didn't want to influence you in either direction. Ok, now all you have to do is plan your rendezvous and let Frank in on your overnight availability."
"Yeah! It is more complicated than just going to the suite downstairs after a party. Those thoughts have been running through my mind the last two weeks, also. Should I have him over for dinner? Or should he just come over late in the evening? We wouldn't actually have to sleep together – he could just go home after sex the way he always does. What about breakfast? Should he bring an overnight case? Questions and thoughts like that have been whirling around in my head, driving me crazy."
"See. I kept my mouth shut and let you do the worrying. Of course, you could have casually asked about my feelings about you sleeping with him weeks ago and then you could have concentrated on the more practical issues."
"Ok, practical question – should you set up the recording in the bedroom? Or, of more significance, should I sleep with him in our bed or should we use the suite or a guestroom? There are still a lot of 'should' questions!"
"Where you sleep with him is completely up to where you would be comfortable. As far as the camera is concerned, I can put it almost anywhere because it's wireless. There are gigabytes of storage so all you would have to do is turn it on at night and turn it off in the morning."
"It's the damnedest thing! My feeling of right and wrong tells me to use another bed, but, for some reason, the idea of having him fuck me in our bed appeals to me. I don't understand it at all and it's certainly not like me. In my saner moments it sounds shameful and outrageous, but the thought of doing something so wicked really excites me! God, even the thought of committing adultery in the bed we sleep in every night should – there's 'should' again – scandalize me instead of arousing me! I'm shocked at myself!"
"I don't know if it should or shouldn't arouse you, but, the fact is, it does. I have no negative feeling about it and, in truth, it may actually be fun to be sleeping with you in 'a bed of sin' after I come back! Go for it if the idea excites you!"
"Oh, honey, as I said, you're wonderful! Now I have to make real plans!"
So, the issue was settled and only the details to be determined – including inviting Frank to spend the night, or nights, with my wife. As you might imagine, he enthusiastically accepted that invitation and it was just a matter of telling him "when the coast was clear." He had a date lined up for Saturday night which he cancelled, inadvertently leaving Sandy in the embarrassing position of hearing one of the new TA's, Linda Mann, grumbling to her, "He said that something very important had come up! Darn it, I was going to wear a new very short skirt and see if he would be interested. I still wonder if he's as busy as he says or if he's even into women. You know him well, Sandy. What do you think?"
Sandy said she almost choked as she replied, "Well, I don't have any personal knowledge but I'm pretty sure that he's into women." She couldn't stop laughing as she repeated that conversation, saying, "Of course, I could have said that I know of one woman that he is really into, frequently, but discretion stopped me. Anyway, he's cleared his Saturday night date book! Gods, it would be fun to flaunt my real relationship with him and let everyone know that I'm the one that sexually attracts him! Staid little old me! But, boy, talk about a disaster if I did that, though! "
So, we were pretty well ready for Sandy's next experience. I arranged the camera and in the bedroom and showed her how to turn it on from an inconspicuous button, As I told her, there was plenty of storage so that she could start it early, not just when they came into the room. Suddenly, she asked me an intriguing question which led to a very interesting development.
"I will be certain to have the camera on any time that we might come into the bedroom, but it's too bad that you can't watch us the way you do when we're in the suite."
'Well, it will be more private this way. I still have a sort of guilty feeling when I'm watching you in those very intimate moments with Frank."
"As I've told you, I want you to be part of everything, particularly in those intimate, loving moments. When we're in the midst of those moments, it's I who would be feeling guilty if I told him, 'I love you' in the heat of passion. After the fact, I definitely would feel guilty if I did that and you didn't know. I'm not saying that it's rational but I feel that if you're watching, I can do or say anything without worry, because nothing I say or do is behind your back. Now, everything in the bedroom will be recorded but I still liked it when I knew that you were watching live. A thought occurred to me when I was working the camera and I saw how you can bring the picture up on the TV from the hard drive. I don't know how it works, of course, but I remember that the Samsung literature made a big point of the build-in camcorder on the TV set – that little bump on the bezel at the top. Is there any way that it could send pictures to your Ipad in Boston? I know that you are supposed to be able to see and talk to people that way."
"Damn, I don't know. We ignored that part of the settings because we had no interest in any of that social media 'sharing' which is so popular. That's certainly an interesting thought!"
I promptly brought up the web manual (they're too cheap these days to provide printed manuals) and, after futilely struggling through the incomprehensible (to me) material, I called a friend who walked me through the required steps and, shortly, I was looking into the bedroom from my Ipad! It turned out that I could also tap into the webcam on the TV in the living room! The picture was of lower quality than the HD camera, but it was more than adequate. It turned out that a viewer could access those TV's even when the picture was off which, apparently, had led to some spying by outsiders before Samsung patched their firmware – information and terms I learned from my geek friend! In any case, both of us were now very happy that we could share her erotic activities in real time. It probably was not really fair to Frank, but he was being rewarded by having full access to his lover and my wife who happened to be the same person!
So, the following Thursday I was off to Boston, leaving my wife with three nights available for adulterous love-making. Actually, that was not totally true since Sandy's monthly indisposition wasn't completely finished on Thursday. Consequently, sexual intercourse was ruled out until Friday but other activities were certainly available. The one other potential complication, the faculty wives get-together, was eliminated when three of them elected to go to Boston with their husbands. Sandy excused herself from joining them because, "unfortunately," she had two sections of second-year Spanish to teach on Friday. She and Frank had made no specific arrangements except that he would be over Thursday evening – when, as said before, the coast was clear!
I had arranged to meet a couple of friends at the hotel, so after checking in and unpacking, we got together and went to the Faneuil Hall market place and browsed around awhile before going out to dinner. I got back about 10:15 and connected my Ipad to the bedroom TV and was looking at a darkened, empty room. I switched to the living room TV – different password – and was rewarded by seeing Sandy and Frank on the couch. I was startled because it was almost as if I was sitting in a chair across from them. It wasn't really HD quality, but I certainly understood why a hacker could really spy on an unknowing victim. Fortunately, my password was quite secure.
It was a fairly innocent scene before me with Sandy and Frank facing each other and, of all things, discussing something about Spanish literature. However, as Sandy leaned forward, her blouse hung open and a bare tit came into view. Showing how familiar they were with each other by then, neither paid any attention to the display. I was confident that something had gone on before, because she wouldn't simply have unfastened her blouse and just sat there. Later when I talked to her, she confirmed that she had sucked his cock earlier in the evening. I wasn't paying a whole lot of attention as they continued their conversation until I heard Sandy say, "Mack will be calling pretty soon. What time is it?" I always called about 11:00 when I was away, but, with the webcam, I hadn't planned to call that night until I knew she was alone. I hadn't thought to tell her that, however.
"It's 10:45, so I suppose that I had better go. We both have classes tomorrow anyway." They both got up and Frank put his arms around her and kissed her before going on, "I'll be seeing a lot of you the next two days – and nights! When should I come over tomorrow? I'm supposed to go to the basketball game with a couple of guys."
"There's no rush. Why don't you just come over after the game – we'll have plenty of time!"
"Ok, that sounds perfect." At that point he put his mouth to her ear and whispered something I couldn't hear, but it caused her to giggle.
"You're insatiable! I already did that tonight! Oh, all right, if you insist!" She pulled away as Frank reached down, undid his pants and let them and his shorts fall to the floor. I was startled to see Sandy sink down on her knees and begin stroking his semi-hard cock. Fortunately, they were directly parallel to the TV so I had a clear profile view as she leaned forward and took it into her mouth. She began slowly taking it in and withdrawing it as it immediately came to full erection. She held it at the base with one hand while the other went up and fondled his balls.
I had never dreamed of seeing her in that position – on her knees sucking another man's cock! She had no hesitation or reluctance for, obviously, she was quite familiar with his cock and, of course, sucking it. That part was no surprise to me, but, somehow, seeing her kneeling down in that subservient position and willingly servicing his cock was a shock to me. My reaction wasn't negative so much as astonished at just how comfortable she had become with Frank. This was made even more apparent when she paused, took his cock out of her mouth and smiled up at him before continuing.
It was fascinating watching as she bobbed her head more and more rapidly as he obviously became increasingly aroused. Finally, he put his hands on both sides of her head and took control, just as he had in the office. There was one thing very different from the way she had described the office sucking. This time, instead of keeping her hand on his cock and limiting the depth when it entered, she let that hand drop and rested it on his thigh and let him have complete control of the action. He really was fucking her mouth and each time his cock plunged in I could see that her nose went into his pubic hair. It obviously was going into her throat, but she made no protest or tried to pull away. Her other hand was on his balls and, while I couldn't see exactly what she was doing, I could tell that she was really working on them as he got closer. Finally, the climax point was reached and his motion changed – a hard, long thrust forward, held for a few heartbeats as he ejaculated into her mouth, followed by a series of shorter surges inward as the spurts slowed.
She never pulled away, swallowing the emissions as they came, keeping his cock in her mouth until it was finished and began to soften. At that point, she pulled away and sat back on her heels and looked up at him like a slave girl looking up at her master for his approval. She was smiling, but it was a sort of a self-conscious, almost bashful smile, as if she were a little embarrassed at being on her knees in front of him.
That scene didn't last long as Frank reached down and helped her up, giving her a big, appreciative hug. "Like I told you that day when you did it before class, you're the best cock sucker I ever had! Actually, you're so far ahead that there is no second best. That was almost better than fucking you!"
"Oh sure – you probably use that line just because I'm available."
"Oh, I wouldn't need to do that. I'll bet that Sarah would do it for me!"
Sandy laughed, "You're probably right – and you probably could fuck her, too! I'm also pretty sure that you could have gotten into Linda Saturday!"
"Yeah, she was hinting at that when I broke the date. See how important you are? I'm choosing you over her!"
"Uh huh. You choose my married cunt over her single one because you're afraid she might be clingy! Besides, my cunt comes with a nice bed and you don't have a great big Roadmaster to use as a love-seat anymore!"
"Ok, you've got me there. Anyway, kidding aside, your cunt, married or single, suits me fine, and I really love your mouth!"
"I like that! However, I can't suck you off twice a day like this! I'll get fat from all the stuff I have to swallow! And I'm going to have a sore throat, too!"
"Don't worry, it will all go into your cunt tomorrow and Saturday."



I was somewhat surprised about all of this byplay, particularly her obvious reference to swallowing Frank's cum. That, at least, seemed out of character and was very personal and intimate. Once again, I felt almost as if I were spying on her in a very private moment and I was hesitant to let her know that I had been watching at that time. However, I decided that I didn't want to start having secrets between us – that really would be spying. Actually, I began to understand the danger of things like a webcam that would permit you to watch and listen to innocent and not-so-innocent private conversations and activities. It could be very tempting. It's also very creepy.
I was still in something in a quandary as to what to say, but as soon as Frank was out of the door I called her. It was immediately obvious that I was more concerned about the issue of privacy than she was as shown by her greeting, "Hi honey, were you watching?"
I was a bit taken about by her unexpected question, but, of course, I was relieved at the same time. "Yeah, for about the last fifteen minutes or so. I just got in and turned it on. How did your evening go, over all? You were talking literature when I came in."
"It was very nice. He came over about eight and we played around a while. After that we just talked. He got his reading list for the prelim exams today and we were going over it. It's almost the same as mine, of course Actually, I've read much of the stuff already – I better have with my exam coming in a couple of months – but there always is analysis and interpretation. I'm further along than he is but it will be very helpful to be able to discuss things with him – to get a different view of some of the writings. I'm sure that we'll be able to help each other get ready for the exams."
"With a little recreation on the side."
"With a little recreation on the side! All work and no play, etc. Speaking of play, did I look sexy? I had my tits out, but I stayed dressed down below, of course. We did some kissing and fondling, ending with me sucking him. Then, as you saw, I sucked him a second time just before he left. It really was a working evening, starting and ending with some sex."
"You looked very sexy with your tits peeking out, but you really were hot looking when you sucked him at the end. Seeing you kneeling down like that was surprising."
"Yeah, it surprised me too. When we stood up I was expecting him to kiss me and then leave, but as he held me, I could feel his cock pushing into my stomach as he hugged me against him. He put his lips right against my ear and whispered, 'Would my little cock sucker perform for me again before I go?' So, we were already standing up so kneeling down was the natural thing to do. It's funny – I really liked that! On my knees in front of him, sucking his cock like....I don't know what...his mistress? I'd never done that before and it excited me – particularly when I looked up at him and saw the pleasure on his face. I think that he really enjoyed seeing me down there like that! It would have been better if I had been naked – it would have been even sexier!"
"You looked very sexy, even with clothes. He really was deep in your mouth – didn't that bother you?"
"I was keeping it from going in too far until he held my head and really began moving. When I sucked him in the office, I was able to keep my fingers on the base of his cock to control how deep it went in to my mouth, but I wasn't able to do so this time. I had my right hand on his balls, squeezing them when they got hard, and had to shift my left to his thigh to steady myself as he moved in and out. His cock definitely went in further than it had before, and was actually going into my throat. It sort of choked me when it went in, but he pulled back out each time and I really had no problem until right at the end. When he came, it went into my throat and stayed there as he ground his .... well, pelvis, I guess....against my lips, shooting his cum into me. That first shot went directly down my throat and gagged me, but, fortunately, he pulled back after that and I was able clear my throat and easily swallow the rest of the time."
"You and the old "Deep Throat" movie, huh?"
"That's me! Maybe I can forget about becoming a professor and become a porn star instead. I don't know about passing the casting couch exam, though. Unfortunately, we don't have this action in the living room recorded – I really would have liked to have seen myself kneeling there."
"You'll just have to do in again in the bedroom or suite."
"I probably will! My god, I still have a hard time believing all of this when I think of the changes in less than a year! I'm sure that I would have fainted or been enraged if someone had had the temerity, a few months ago, to call me his "little cock sucker" and ask me to put it in my mouth! Now I just joke about it, fall on my knees, suck him off and swallow his cum! Then, to top it off, I intend to sleep with him the next two nights – in our bed! I have been thoroughly debouched! I not only have earned a large capital 'A,' I'm festooned with dozens of them! My only saving grace is that I have a husband who is almost as depraved as I am!"
She was joking, of course, but, in truth, the changes in her sexual attitudes were really profound considering the relatively short time involved. Think of that innocent married woman who came into our bedroom in December a year ago, shocked and frightened, confessing in schoolgirl terms, "Oh Honey, I've just been made!" Now, eleven short months later, she could kneel on the floor and suck her lover's cock and plan to spend two adulterous nights sleeping with him while her husband was out of town! However, despite these monumental, life-changing experiences, the amazing thing is that in every significant and meaningful way, she was still the same person.
Her personality hadn't changed – she was still the same friendly, bubbly person she was before. Most important, her relationship her husband – me – was as close as ever or, probably, closer. Her career goals were still the same and most of her time was devoted to progressing toward them – even to spending time with her lover discussing reading lists! The point is, her life revolved around her marriage and her educational progress, with her love affair important, but peripheral. There was a party, on average, every three weeks, after which she was fucked. There had been other opportunities, e.g. proctoring evening exams, etc. There were the occasions in the office and in the car which mostly involved petting or sucking. She had done things which would have been incomprehensible a year ago, but, while extramarital sex was fun and, obviously, the emphasis of this journal, this was not one of those hot relationships in which everything else is secondary. Still, it was fun and she was eagerly prepared to move to a new level of intimacy by spending the night in bed with him.
The following day we talked on the phone a couple of times, the last about 10:00 PM, about the conference, her reading list and, of course, her night's plans. She expected him at any time for the game was over and, interestingly enough, she asked me to turn on the webcam to see how she looked. Despite everything she had done with Frank, she actually was nervous. It was weird looking at her on my Ipad, as she pirouetted to show me that she had on the same long wrap skirt and silky blouse that she had worn the night that Frank seduced her in his old Roadmaster. She held the skirt open to show her garter belt and hose and a pair of sheer lace panties. "I'm not wearing a bra, just like when he felt me at the party that night! What do you think?"
I assured her, honestly, that she looked beautiful and that Frank was going to be a very lucky man that night! In fact, I told her, right then I envied him in that he had a lovely woman to sleep with while I was stuck, alone, in a Boston hotel room! My praise obviously delighted her, and she replied, "Well, you can't be here, but you can watch me...put out, I guess....no, watch me get fucked! Damn, I'm nervous but I certainly am hot! I've already turned the camera on so we can watch it together later! Oops, I think that he is here!"
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"Ok, honey, have fun!" I watched her hurry downstairs and quickly switched to the webcam in the living room. I got it on just in time to see her open the door and meet Frank. He dropped the overnight bag he was carrying, quickly put his arms around her and they stood there kissing passionately for almost a minute. Finally, Sandy pulled away, saying, with a laugh, "Let me close the door, for heaven's sake! It's cold out there! Gods, you'd think that you hadn't seen me in a month - you were here last night, right here in this room!"
"Oh, I remember last night - you were my pretty little cock sucker!"
Sandy started giggling. "Now, don't be indecent! I'm a respectable married woman and I certainly never would do anything like that. What a thing to call me! You be a gentleman or I will have to ask you to leave!"
"Oh, I apologize! How could I be so crude as to use such language toward a woman of such undeniable virtue? Actually, I shouldn't be visiting you in your husband's absence and risk a smudge or your impeccable reputation."
"Well, since you're already here, and if you promise to behave, I guess you can stay - at least until tomorrow morning!"
"Why thank you, my lady. I'll try to behave in a manner that will make the evening - no, the night - pleasant and entertaining for you!"
This light bantering by-play showed how comfortable they were with each other. Sandy's nervousness obviously was gone and Frank, who would be bound to feel some tension as he prepared to spend the night with a married woman in her own - and her husband's - bed, was able to relax. For Sandy, however, the best thing that happened in that break-the-ice period was to hear him use virtually the same words that I had when he declared, "Wow, you look beautiful tonight! Very, very glamorous!"
"Oh, thank you, dear! Do you remember this outfit?"
Embracing her again, he said just the right thing - and, obviously meant it - as he pulled her down on the couch. "Of course I do! You were wearing that blouse and skirt at Judy's last year. I was already attracted to you, but that night you just bowled me over. You were nice-looking every day in the office and in class, but, dressed up, you were sensational - by far the most attractive woman there! I guess that was the difference - you were a very desirable woman in a group of unsophisticated college girls. You just stood out in style and maturity. Then, when we were sitting on the couch with my arm around you, I looked down and saw a hard nipple poking up through that silky blouse and, without even thinking about what I was doing, I slid my hand over onto your breast and felt you. My mind caught up with my impulse and I waited for you to pull away, maybe angrily, but, surprisingly, you didn't."
"I was shocked and didn't know what to do! My mind just froze - I liked it but it scared me. Nothing like that had ever happened to me. I suddenly realized if anyone looked over they would see you feeling me so I finally pulled away."
"It's funny, but we've never talked about this before. I was really excited and I wanted to drive you home to be alone with you. I swear that I was in some sort of fantasy world, kissing you and feeling you - the whole thing was surreal and beyond anything that I might have expected."
"Yeah, and you took an innocent, faithful married woman and seduced her! Over my protests you insisted on kissing my cunt, got me hot and fucked me! Gods, was I upset and scared after we were finished! I had to go into the house - without panties - my tits covered with hickeys, fucked with no protection, cum literally dripping out of me and the realization that I had committed adultery! And you driving away having had me - seeing me lying naked and taking me - undoubtedly filled with masculine superiority over having seduced me into putting out for you!"
"That's right. I gloried in the fact that I had gotten my cock into Sandy MacAndrew's cunt and fucked her! I could hardly wait to broadcast my victory in the office - I had Sandy Saturday night! What do you guys think of that? Actually, I almost wish that I had felt that way - at least a little bit. All I could think of the next day was the problems I had caused for you! Fortunately, I never thought that you might be pregnant. All I was worried about how you would hide it from your husband because I didn't think that you would be good at concealing something like that - too open and honest!"
"Well, I got away with it, obviously. Then, after I showed my tits in the parking lot, that was to be the end of it, but, instead, you had me again after the new semester! You seduced me again!"
"Like hell I did! You were all ready for it - you knew that it was going to go on!"
"All right, I'll admit it. That time I wore my diaphragm and sort of hoped that something would happen. Now I'm on the pill - just because of you. I guess that's a commitment, isn't it? I didn't need the pill with my husband, but I needed to protect myself and prevent 'mi amante' from knocking me up!"
"I like being your lover, 'tu amante,' and, of course, you, in turn would be 'mi amante' also, but what would you be in English? Lover probably, but it sounds so masculine. Maybe you're my mistress - what do you think?"
"I don't know if it's technically the correct use of the term - it's usually a married man who has the mistress, not a single man who has a married woman - but being your mistress sounds sexy. Ok, I'm Mack's wife and your mistress! Now, do you want to take your mistress to bed?"
The answer to that question was self-evident as he pulled her to her feet and, without even the slightest hesitancy or suggestion of guilt, Sandy led her lover, caring his overnight bag, up the stairs to our bedroom. I quickly opened the connection to the other webcam just in time to see them come through the door.
"This is really a nice big beautiful room. Is this where you and Mack sleep?"
"Uh huh. Would you be more comfortable in the guest room or back in the suite?"
"No, not at all. In fact, it would be very nice to have you in your own bed and...well...I guess, it would be pretty sexy to sleep with you in...what do they call it?"
"My marital bed? Yeah, that's what it is. You can fuck your mistress in her marital bed! Your adulterous mistress in her marital bed!"
The danger of a secret webcam was very obvious as I watched and listened to the two lovers. Obviously, Sandy not only knew that I was watching (and that the camera was recording) this intimate scene, she actually wanted me to see them together. However, if a husband was actually spying on his unsuspecting wife, the things he heard and the things he saw would be, to put it mildly, disturbing. Sandy was doing nothing clandestine, nothing behind my back, and felt free to say and do whatever she wanted without worry. As she told me later, she just put the webcam and camera out of her mind and acted spontaneously - in other words, she wasn't performing for an audience, just being herself.
Still, it was a performance worth watching. Frank squeezed her tits through her silky blouse, saying, "I remember how firm and pointy these were that night and, man, was I excited when I got them out in the car. Now, I've seen and felt them dozens of times, but they still excite me." While he was saying this, he was unbuttoning and removing her blouse. Shortly afterwards, the skirt followed and she stood there wearing only her panties, garter belt and hose. He reached for her with the obvious intention of taking her panties off, but she stopped him.
She looked up and him and smiled as she backed away. "You can take these panties off of me, but you can't keep them. These are the panties I wore at my wedding, the ones that Mack took off of me before he took me to bed that night. I put them away carefully with my wedding gown, but I got them out just for tonight. Now you can take them off and take me to bed, the first night that we will sleep together. Tomorrow I will put them back with my wedding gown, worn for two men, my husband and mi amante!"
Frank just stood there for a moment, obviously shocked, and then reached out and embraced Sandy, squeezing her until she could hardly breathe. "My god, Sandy, I don't know what to say! I'm...I'm touched! I can't tell you how honored and privileged I feel! That is a gesture that goes far beyond any intimacy I would have dreamed of. I feel very, very...well, proud, I guess, that you care enough to share that with me!"
They stayed like that, his arms around her as each recovered from that emotional moment. Finally, Frank let go of her, moved back and carefully - and ceremonially, in a way - slipped the panties down. As she stepped out of them, he raised them to his mouth and kissed the panel that had covered her cunt. "I wish I could keep these, but they're going to the place where they belong."
I'll admit that I was startled by that sequence of actions, but I certainly wasn't bothered by it. Frankly, I didn't know that she had preserved those panties with her wedding gown, but they obviously meant something to her. Equally obvious, her sharing them with Frank had an emotional significance greater than the panties, themselves. It was a sort of symbolism that matters - just as sleeping in the marital bed had far more significance than if it was just another mattress or another bed. It was clear from these shared symbols, as well as how close and comfortable they were together, that their relationship was more than just a casual affair. Certainly, a husband spying on his wife could conclude that their marriage was in real trouble. I had no such concerns.
No matter what she did or how deep her feelings for Frank developed, I was completely confident that her love for me would always be paramount. Therefore, I had no qualms about seeing their affection for each other grow. As they became more and more intimate as they shared their love for literature as they worked toward their prelims, I never felt threatened - even when I heard them say, "I love you" as they did that first night sleeping together. Perhaps that sounds as I was unaware of the danger involved, but I just knew Sandy so well, that I saw no danger. Fortunately, and no surprise to me, I was completely correct - or else, I probably would not be writing this journal!
In any case, wearing only her garter belt and hose, Sandy walked over, pulled the covers down on the bed and sat down. Pantyhose certainly are more convenient, particularly since when wearing them - or tights - a woman doesn't have to worry overly much about her skirt. However, they remove one of the little pleasures that men have enjoyed for many years - seeing what is supposed to be hidden.
When a woman wearing a skirt sits down and crosses her legs, most men's eyes are drawn like magnets to her knees, instinctively looking for some type of exposure. Maybe it will be a hose top, or better, a flash of thigh and supporters - or maybe the real prize, a glimpse of panties. The ultimate, of course is to see hair or cunt lips if there are no panties. It's amazing how such a little revelation can send a charge through a man's libido. Many women, of course, also get a thrill out of that "accidental" flash. Pantyhose and tights completely do away with that relatively innocent pleasure. Looking all the way up a woman's skirt shows nothing but more pantyhose.
An even better erotic display was the view Frank had of Sandy. Seeing a woman nude except garter belt and hose is even better than seeing her completely naked in some ways. Seeing the hose ending in the dark rings - or sometimes lace - of the hose tops, giving way to smooth bare thighs is erotic. Then there are the slim supporters running up those thighs, attached to the garter belt and framing the triangle of pubic hair that shelters her cunt. When a woman - at least most women - walks around dressed, or undressed, in that way, she is giving him a most private and provocative view of her body which she would give only to someone with whom she is intimate - or, perhaps, wants to be.
As described earlier, Sandy always wore a garter belt and hose when going out in the evening for she was well aware of their appeal and they just made her feel better dressed and sexier although she was normally too modest for that "accidental" display that many women enjoyed. However she did get pleasure from knowing that I liked the view and she also aware, from the way his eyes followed her, that Frank reacted the same way. She also knew that it was sexy for a man to see a woman sit down, unfasten the supporters and, raising her leg, roll the stocking down her leg - which she started to do.
Watching through the webcam, I saw that he had virtually paused in his own undressing as he stared intently as she continued with what was really a mundane task. He never took his eyes off of her until she finished and lay back on the bed, now totally naked. She had done the same thing the last time in the suite, but seeing her in her own bedroom, sitting on her own bed made that mundane act very erotic and exciting. Breaking free from his entranced state, he quickly stripped off the rest of his clothes. Instead of, as she expected, joining her on the bed, he hesitated. "Sandy, I just came here from watching a tight basketball game in a hot fieldhouse. I'd like to take a quick shower before I come to bed."
"Sure, Frank, that will be no problem." Getting up, she continued, "I'll get you a wash cloth and towel."
As she walked past her, he pulled her to him, fondling her breast. "Why don't you join me?"
She giggled, a sound that was so familiar to me, replying, "I just had a shower an hour ago, but I guess another one won't hurt me. You can wash my back!"
"I'll wash anything you want!"
They disappeared into the bathroom and, of course, I couldn't see or hear anything that went on, but it wasn't a quick shower. They came out of the bathroom with his arm around her, both obviously highly aroused by their shared showers. Frank's cock was projecting out like a torpedo and Sandy's face was flushed as she rubbed against him. She looked up at him and said, coquettishly, "Well, we know that neither of us has any parts that haven't been thoroughly explored and thoroughly washed! What happens next?"
"Now, as you put it earlier, I'm going to take my adulterous mistress and fuck her in her marital bed!"
Obviously overcome by sexual desire and with a look on her face that I had rarely seen before, Sandy fell back on the bed, raised and spread her legs and replied seductively, "Yes, take your mistress! Fuck my married cunt and come inside of me!"
That, of course, is exactly what happened. The webcam on the TV was from the foot of the bed and when she lay back and raised her legs, it was obvious that her cunt was already open and ready with the lips pulled back. When Frank mounted her, putting her legs on his shoulders, all I could see at first was his buttocks with his balls below as he pounded into her. It was a frantic fucking with both of them more than ready as he entered her. As the intensity grew, however, he was further up on her, raising her hips even higher, permitting me to actually see the meeting of cock and cunt. I could even see her asshole as she held her cunt up, welcoming the battering that it was taking. She was bent double with her crotch almost horizontal and his cock was plunging down into her. I couldn't see details as well as the camera would show, but it was more than adequate as they exploded almost together. It was fascinating as they finished. He slumped down on her, mashing her into a flattened ball with her legs held up and spread. Of the most interest, however, was that in that position, not moving, I could clearly see his cock embedded in her cunt. It was really different, seeing the two of them joined together by that extraordinarily intimate connection.
Of course, that didn't hold for long - Sandy was unquestionably being crushed - and Frank pulled out of her and lay beside her. They lay there for some time, cuddling together, talking quietly and intimately. Frankly, I felt out of place and guilty, hearing that very private conversation. I was tempted to just turn the webcam off and go to bed, leaving them to their love-making, but I did want to see when the actually went to bed. Finally, Sandy pulled away and said, "I have to go to the bathroom and get ready for bed. I'm getting sleepy." She did just that, followed by Frank taking his overnight bag in and doing the same thing.
Neither took long and, shortly, they were in bed together, under the covers, ready to sleep together, i.e. actually sleep. Sandy had turned off all but a nightlight, so all I could see was the spot in the middle of the bed where they obviously were tight together. There was quite a bit of kissing and still some quiet talking and as they gradually ran down.
The final things that I heard clearly were Sandy saying, "I love being your mistress! Your married mistress!"
"I love being 'tu amante,' - your lover!"
The following morning I woke up early - via a hotel wakeup call - because I had an 8:00 AM session that I wanted to attend. Needless to say, I got my Ipad out and turned the webcam to see what was going on back in my bedroom. I found Sandy and Frank still sound asleep, tight against each other in the center of our bed. I'll admit that seeing them like that sent an unexpected wave of something close to jealousy through me, but it passed quickly. I knew that they had gone to bed nude and, obviously, they had stayed that way. I really wanted to stay and watch them wake up and see how their first morning together went. I knew that for Sandy waking up naked with an equally naked Frank up against her was going to be a shock for a few moments until her mind really was awake. I took my Ipad with me to the session and I was tempted to maintain the webcam connection but I beat down the temptation.
I had given Sandy the list of sessions I would be attending plus their times, so I wasn't surprised when my phone vibrated, telling me quietly that I had a call.
"Hi, honey. Can you talk now?"
"Yeah, my meeting was over about 10:00 and I'm sitting in the cafeteria having some coffee. How did it go?"
"Wonderfully! Frank just left and he's coming back this afternoon and we're going to start going over the reading list more carefully and maybe divide up some of the articles between us. Were you watching last night? I assumed that you were."
"I watched until you settled down with the lights off. Then, I looked in on you this morning early and you were still asleep. That was quite a thing, seeing the two of you actually sleeping together in our bed!"
"Did...did you like it?
"It was very sexy and 'no' to your next question, it didn't bother me at all. And nothing I saw last night bothered me.'
"Oh, Mack, I'm so happy! I was afraid that I might have gone too far with the things I said. I just let myself go and said and did the things that felt right at the time, but you know how I worry after the fact. Like...like...well, like my wedding panties. That excited me last night, but worried me this morning. And, it felt so right last night calling myself his mistress and saying that he could fuck his adulterous mistress in her marital bed! This morning I wondered if that was too much!"
"You certainly are going well past what you've done before, but I told you to be yourself. You obviously have moved your relationship to a whole new level, but I have no problem with that. When he fucked you that first time in the car, it was just a sex act. The second time you took the next step and were willingly entered a relationship. I knew that if you continued that relationship it would become more than physical and it has obviously become more personal and emotional. As I said long ago, you are not a 'hook-up' type of person. So if you want to consider yourself to be his mistress, his 'married, adulterous mistress' as you called it, I have no objection and, actually, it sounds kind of sexy! The same thing goes for the panties - if you enjoy showing and wearing them as a symbol of your relationship, go ahead."



"Gods, honey, as I just said, you're wonderful. I'm really having fun with this and it's even better that I can share it with you rather than trying to bottle it up inside! I hadn't even thought of the panties until I ran across the box with my wedding gown when I was rummaging through my closet last week. I still had the box out and Frank saw it this morning and asked me to put it on to see what I looked like. I'm not sure how it would fit, but I'm tempted - what do you think?"
"Sandy, you wear, do or say anything you want! If I ever have any trepidations, I will tell you, but until I do, you, as I said, should just be yourself. Now, I assume that you did something this morning."
"Oh, yeah, we did quite a bit. It was..."
"Wait, honey. Sorry to interrupt but several people are headed over here. We're going to the next session together. I'll try to call you back after lunch."
"Ok, dear. Remember that Frank's coming over this afternoon. Bye, hon."
I did call when I finally got back to my room, but, by the time I did, Frank was back, so our conversation was somewhat limited. She told me that he had just arrived and that the two of them were in the living room and that they were involved in discussing some of the books they had to read. We talked a little while about my day and, as soon as we signed off, I quickly turned on the living room webcam and they were actually sitting there calmly discussing some writer's work - boring! However, just before I had to leave for the even more boring speeches at the annual banquet, I checked in again and, while they were still talking Spanish lit, Sandy had changed to a thin, silky robe and Frank was fondling her tits as they talked. It was obvious that their whole afternoon had not been boring!
I attended the banquet, ate the usual mass produced food, listened to the mind-numbing speeches and, finally, was able to get back to my room about 10:30 just as Sandy came into the bedroom alone, still wearing the same robe, and shut the door behind her. She went into the closet and came back carrying a box which, I discovered when she placed it on the bed, contained her wedding gown and associated clothing. She took the robe off and hesitating, looked over at the TV and quietly said, "I hope that you're looking and won't mind this!"
She reached into the box and pulled out a white garter belt and put it on, followed by sitting down and pulling on a pair of white nylon stockings and a pair of white shoes. Next was a white bra, commenting, "My breasts must be a bit bigger than they were - this is a little tight. Now what did I do with those panties last night? Oh, here they are." She pulled out a bouffant petticoat and attempted to fluff it up. "Damn, this has really been flattened out and won't hold my skirt out enough. Oh well." Then, the wedding gown, itself. I hadn't seen it since our wedding day and I, of course, had never seen her put it on until now. It undoubtedly had creases and certainly wasn't as crisp as it had been - it had lain in that box for years - but when she finally struggled into it, it and she were lovely. She had a hard time getting the zipper up and went into the bathroom to adjust everything and came out looking quite pleased. She went back to the box and discovered that she even had retrieved her garter and slid it up her leg. Finally, she lifted her veil out and put it on and looked much like the bride I had married.
"Looking at the TV again, "What do you think, honey? Do I look as good as I did then? I feel very good in it and it still fits perfectly. You said that you didn't mind, and the idea of my lover seeing, and maybe taking me, in my wedding gown really excites me! It's undoubtedly perverse but it really excites me. Damn, I hope that you're watching and will enjoy it too. Wait, I've got to know!"
She hurried over and got her phone and a few seconds later, mine began to ring. I looked at the caller and answered, "Yes, honey I'm watching. You look beautiful!"
"Oh Mack, thank you. I thought that you would be back at your room watching but I feel so much better knowing. I do look nice?"
"Honey, you look just as you did when we were married! Beautiful! Now go enjoy yourself. Put on a show! I love you!"
"I'll try. I love you too!"
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She hung up, checked herself in the mirror one more time, and, opening the door, called down to Frank, "All right, you can come up now."
She backed up until she was standing away from the bed in front of some bookcases and stood there until he came into the room. I have no idea as to what he was expecting, but his face had a stunned expression as he saw her. His mouth gaped open and he just stood there, speechless, until he was ﬁnally gasp out, "My god, Sandy, you're beautiful!" He didn't say another word as he just stood there, frozen by his admiration for her.
She stepped forward a few feet and revolved slowly and gracefully, overcome herself by his reaction. "You like seeing your mistress in her bridal gown"
Finally, breaking free from his shocked immobility, Frank hurried forward and, standing directly in front of her, reverently lifted her veil and gently kissed her. "My mistress is absolutely lovely! Any man would be thrilled to find a bride walking down the aisle toward him! And then to have that bride as my mistress is beyond belief."
Sandy sat down on the end of the bed and said, with a provocative smile, "There is an old custom - the groom taking the bride's garter off. Shouldn't a lover have the same privilege?" With that, she slowly pulled her long white skirt up in invitation. Without hesitation, Frank knelt down on one knee and reached up under her skirt, pushing it up higher as he did so. His hand slid up her leg, well above her knee before he encountered her garter and, as he did so, she lifted her leg, exposing her thigh above the long white stocking. Very carefully and slowly, Frank put his fingers under the garter and slid it down her legs, but, from the angle of his head, it was obvious that his eyes were elsewhere. The webcam was too high to do so, but from his kneeling position, he undoubtedly could see right up to her panties.
She lightly laughed, actually tittered, as she said, "I wasn't quite as open as this with Mack and the guests! That's a lover-only view!"
"That's a good thing! Mack would have been embarrassed to stand up! Look at what you did to me." Getting to his feet, Frank showed her what was an obvious erection showing through his pants. "I've seen you naked, but seeing your panties under your wedding gown really is having an impact!"
She giggled. "I can see that. Very ﬂattering! How about this?" Standing up and moving away from the bed, she reached down, grasped the hem of her skirt, pulled it to her knees and slowly raised it higher. It reached her hose tops and thighs, revealing the white supporters which were decorated with small white bows with delicate blue centers. As the skirt rose, the eye followed those supporters until, ﬁnally, the panties from last night and the matching garter belt were revealed.
She stood there, holding her bunched-up skirt to her waist. It was unbelievably erotic, seeing her like that. As the groom, I had not seen her in her bridal gown before the wedding and, afterwards, there was nothing of the seductive or tantalizing element as there was between Sandy and Frank. She held her position as he stared ardently at her exposed body until he moved forward, dropping to his knee again as he reached in and drew her panties down. As she lifted her feet so they could be moved completely, he leaned in and kissed the hair above her clit and, as she spontaneously moved her pelvis forward to meet him, the clit, itself.
He stood up again and stepped back as she held her pose, virtually naked with that feminine triangle of pubic hair framed by her garter belt and supporters. He obviously was entranced by the scene as he looked at her, saying, "Seeing you like that conﬁrms a feeling I've had for years about the way newly-married couple act after the wedding when they are alone. The groom somehow gets out of the way while the bride undresses and puts on a sheer nightgown or negligee to welcome her new husband and consummate their marriage. I have always thought that it would be sexier to fuck your bride while she was still in her wedding gown! I saw a movie a long time ago in which a former lover snuck into the bride's bedroom and, throwing her on the bed, raised her skirt and fucked her while the groom was in the next room. Seeing that long, white skirt thrown up, seeing her panties coming down and him getting between her legs and fucking her - well, that image has stuck in my mind. Damn, if you were my bride looking the way you do, I would want to do it that way!"
"Why Frank! That would be positively indecent. Then, giggling, "Well that groom undoubtedly found her well lubricated! Heavens, what a thing to say - I'm as bad as you are!" She paused for almost a full minute as wildly inappropriate thoughts roiled her mind, ﬁnally, saying, shyly, "Would you like to fuck your mistress in her wedding gown?"
Frank just stared at her for a moment, obviously shocked by her astonishing offer, but, recovering rapidly, he moved forward and, taking her in his arms, kissed her deeply before replying, "I can't think of anything that would make me happier right now than taking my lovely mistress and fucking her in her wedding gown." He stepped back and undressed while she, still holding her skirt at her waist, lay back on the bed. The expression on her face was one again that is impossible to describe adequately. It was a combination of love, lust, anticipation, eagerness and other things I couldn't describe. One thing that deﬁnitely was not there was guilt - she was hot and ready!"
Frank came down and kissed her again before moving down between her legs to take her. Seeing your wife lying on her back, legs spread and raised, ready to be mounted by another man is always (at least from limited my experience with Sandy) both erotic and disturbing at the same time. In my case, the pangs of jealousy were there, but mild and way in the background, while the erotic element was very strong. Seeing Sandy lying there in her wedding gown added something to both elements. I couldn't ignore the symbolism of the gown or that she was willingly committing adultery in our marital bed while wearing it. However, any qualms I had were buried under the excitement generated by the carnal and sensual act taking place before me.
As he moved between her legs, I got a quick view of her vagina, the lips already pulled open, the crimson center dark and ready, before he blocked the view as he prepared to take her. Sandy rarely was verbally expressive when screwing, but the situation was such that it overcame her normal self-control. From my angle, I, of course, couldn't see the penetration as he entered her, but I heard Sandy cry out, "Oh yes, take your mistress! Take your married mistress! Fuck my married cunt! I'm your bride tonight! Fuck your bride in her bridal gown!" These cries were interspersed with moans and groans of pleasure as Frank pounded into her.
He reciprocated by interjecting his own, if fewer, wild statements - "Yes, I'm fucking my mistress, my married mistress. You're by bride tonight. I'm fucking my married bride!" As the intensity mounted, the exclamations lessened, giving way to more incoherent sounds, although, as the climax approached, Sandy could be heard crying, "Yes, come inside of me. Come inside my married cunt! Come in your bride's cunt!" Afterwards, when looking at the camera recording, Sandy was shocked and embarrassed to hear herself, particularly her continual reference to her married status. She admitted that the thought of being married and being fucked by another man had a shocking appeal to her, but she had no recollection of uttering such things. However, it was obvious that being wicked, even adulterous, appealed to her while engaged in sex. As a result of this, a positive outcome, she became much freer when the two of us were having sex to say things, even "dirty" things, which really turned her on.
In any case, Frank did just what she demanded - he shot cum deep into her as they writhed and thrashed in orgasm, their pubic bones held ﬁrmly together as he jetted into her. Actually, as she commented later, she was usually in the midst of orgasm before he got there which worked out perfectly this time. He lay on her for a short time, recovering, and, after a brief kiss pulled back out of her and dropped beside her. Then, suddenly, surprising her, he got to his feet, saying, "Don't move!"
Reaching down to his pants, he pulled out his phone and took a picture of her lying there, spread open, virtually naked, and obviously freshly fucked. He moved to the bottom of the bed and took one or two more before he asked her to raise and spread her legs for several others. Finally, he lay down beside her again and they looked, together, at some extraordinarily sexy - actually pornographic - pictures of a clearly recognizable Sandy MacAndrew lying there after adulterous sexual intercourse.
"My god, Frank, make sure that no one ever sees those! You'd better just delete them!"
"Don't worry, dear, I'll make sure they're safe. I'll download them to my computer and put them in an encrypted ﬁle - no one will see my mistress-bride except my mistress-bride herself! Here, I'll send them to my computer now!"
That "mistress-bride" designation melted her concern and, it was easy to see, sent a wave of affection through her as she reached up and pulled him to her for a kiss. "Ok, but just make sure that you delete them from your phone before an accident happens - like accidently hitting 'send!' First, though, also send them, very carefully, to my computer so I'll have proof of how completely you've debouched me! Now, I'd better get up. I don't want my gown to be any more wrinkled than I can help."
She stood up and let her skirt fall into place and paused to let him have one more look at her. "Wait. Put your veil back on! I want a picture of you." She did as he asked, and he took several shots with and without the veil. "Now, hold the skirt up."
"Oh, for heaven's sake, Frank! This is indecent!" Nonetheless, she shortly was posing with her skirt up above her triangle of hair, smiling impudently at her lover. "Come on, Frank, that's enough, I...damn, look at my leg! I've got stuff running down it! It's leaking out of me!"
"Wait, one more! That looks very sexy!"
"Come on, I want to get my gown off before it gets messed up! This is just like when you had me in the office." With Frank's help, particularly with the back zipper, Sandy was soon standing there in her bouffant petticoat and bra - and he insisted on a picture of that! She did look very sexy with the petticoat ﬂaring out like a ball gown with just the white bra on top. She removed the bra and slid the petticoat down her legs and stepped out of it. "Oh my god, look at my thighs - they're wet and it's even into my hose tops. How much stuff did you put into me?" Reaching down, she picked up the petticoat and looked inside. "That's what I was afraid of - look, it's wet, too! Well, you certainly marked your territory - in me, on me and on my clothes! I hope you're happy!"
Fortunately for Frank, all of that was said with an impish grin, removing any thought of true annoyance. "I like seeing my mistress with my cum dripping out of her! It proves that our affair most certainly has been consummated. Now, one more picture with you almost naked and with the evidence showing!" He then reached for her and gently kissed her, saying, "Sandy, dear, that was wonderful! I'll never forget this night! Damn, I wish I could have your panties as a ...I don't know..."
"I know - another trophy! I don't think that either of us will forget this night! But, you still can't have my wedding panties. Wait, I know!" She hurried over to her lingerie drawer and selected a pair of lacy white panties similar to her wedding panties. "These are pretty close to the others and I'll wear them tonight - I'm deﬁnitely not going to stuff tissues into my cunt this time! You can have this pair as a trophy with real proof that you had me and ﬁlled me up with your cum. Will that do?"
"It certainly will! You're a sweetheart! Now, will you be able to wash you petticoat - there's quite a bit of stuff there. I'm sorry about that."
"No, these things aren't washable because that would remove the stiffness that causes that bouffant effect that holds the bridal gown out. Of course, as you can see, it has these three hoops do most of that. It probably could be dry cleaned - boy, what would the cleaner think of those marks! Anyway, I think that I'll just leave your stuff on it. I actually think that I'm glad it's there - somehow, it just seems right. I've worn that gown for two men, one to marry and one to love as his mistress. It just seems right!"
"Sandy, you're unbelievable! I can't think of anything that could be more touching or more of a commitment. Never doubt that I love my mistress! Since you're already married and love your husband, I'll have to settle for you being my mistress, but second place is not too bad." He put his arms around her and they stood there for some time sharing what could only be described as a long, loving kiss.
It was quite a scene and, actually, I'm surprised that I had no misgivings or apprehensions, but I just didn't. I suppose that it sounds as if I had a tremendous ego - as if I was so superior that I felt no threat - but, honestly, it wasn't that. I think that I knew, despite what was going on, that Sandy really was faithful to me. I know that that sounds ludicrous as she stood there with his cum trickling down her thighs, but I was certain that everything she was doing was secondary to our relationship. That was why I felt perfectly comfortable with her having what was clearly a loving affair. Happily, as I said before, I was right and our relationship is stronger than ever, but, in retrospect, it's not a path that I would recommend to someone else.
Finally, Sandy pulled away, smiled and said, "Let me put these panties on and we can go back downstairs and have desert - I have a chocolate pudding cake - before we go to bed." She gave her usual giggle, adding, "Isn't that interesting? I just say 'before we go to bed' as if it's just another night - no big deal! Oh yeah, let me get these hose off and wash my legs before we go."
I lay there in my hotel bed watching TV until they came back into the bedroom sometime before 1:00 AM. It was fascinating to see them acting so normal, almost as if they had been together for years, not actually only a limited number of episodes over eleven months. They came in chatting away about, of all things, Cervantes and Don Quixote and the role of Sancho Panza! Hardly the erotic conversations a couple would be expected to have on only their second night together. However, those prelims were looming large. As would be expected, that academic discussion ended quickly as they entered their "love nest."
Frank grabbed her playfully and they fell onto the bed, he laughing, she giggling, as they wrestled around. After a few minutes, Sandy broke away, grabbing his hard cock and gasping out, "I have a feeling that you plan to put this in me and ﬁll me up again! As I said before, you're insatiable - you've already had me three times today! You'll wear me out! I feel like a little pony - I've been mounted and ridden"
"And if I could mount and ride you ten times a day I would and your cunt would survive nicely! Now, get that cute little ass over here and we'll go for four - or else I'll spank that cute little ass! No, if you're my little pony, maybe I should use a whip!"
"Yes sir! My cute little ass doesn't want to be spanked or whipped, so you may have my cunt again whenever you're ready! Let me get these damp panties off and you can fuck your mistress again - your adulterous mistress in her marital bed."
That, of course, is exactly what happened. She lay ﬂat on her back and, without instruction, calmly raised and spread her legs in invitation. Needless to say, her invitation was accepted as Frank slid his cock all the way into her with one thrust. "Someone seems to be ready to be fucked, you are very wet. Obviously, a very loose woman. Obviously promiscuous."
"'Ha! I am a fragile, virtuous woman who has been seduced and corrupted. I am wet because that seducer has spent hours pumping lubricant into my delicate and dainty little cunt!
For me, sometimes it was difﬁcult to recognize this vivacious, impudent little woman who was engaged to this verbal byplay, as my normally inhibited wife. To lie there, naked and being fucked and, at the same time, exchanging quips and jibes with her lover - well, this was a different Sandy. It was a side of her personality that I had rarely seen and one that clearly represented the effect of this new extracurricular and extramarital sexual relationship. There was an increased self-conﬁdence and freedom which was fun to see. Certainly, making a statement like that last one would have been inconceivable before not long ago!
This byplay ended, of course, as their mutual passion grew and, shortly, there were only the expected moans, gasps and sighs. I had seen this several times now; but it was never boring. Porn movies and videos actually become boring as you see the same in and out thrusts combined with the ritualistic, and phony, dialogue and noises. Somehow, seeing the same act that is real, and without the obvious script, is never boring - particularly, of course, if the woman is your wife!
Actually, I was looking forward to seeing this sexual intercourse again from the camera recording - as well as the others in bed. As said before, the view from the webcam was from the bottom of the bed, meaning that I had a view between Sandy's legs as she prepared to be mounted and, then, Frank's buttocks and balls as he took her. The camera angle, however, would be mostly from the side and I would be able to see Sandy all the way through the screwing, from initial penetration to orgasm and after. I really enjoyed seeing her reaction as he entered, watching her move toward that orgasm and, at last, see her out-of-control explosion as she came. When I was fucking her, I was not really aware of her facial expressions - that tense, open-mouthed, lost-in-arousal look as her excitement built toward climax. It was also fascinating to see her body reacting - surging upwards, writhing and twisting as she welcomed the cock plunging into her. And then, ﬁnally, her face contorting and grimacing as the peak was reached and she ground her cunt upward against her lover! And, at last, the sigh as if the air had left her body as she slumped back, satiated and satisﬁed!
I guess all of that conﬁrms me as a type of "wife watcher," but, I'll insist, not a classic example. Yes, I ﬁnd watching to be sexually arousing, but my real pleasure comes not from my own arousal but from watching Sandy's reactions as she enjoys the physical bliss that she gets from being fucked. I had always made sure that she was satisﬁed when we had sex and, while this may seem strange to many, maybe most, readers, I was extremely happy to see her get that same satisfaction when Frank had her. Again, it may be hard to believe, but I never had a desire to masturbate for my own pleasure as I watched her being taken. On the other hand, our sex afterwards, particularly seeing the recording and talking about her experiences, was extremely intense and fulﬁlling. Make of that what you will.
There is one other point that perhaps should be made. Many women, and men, for that matter, insist on equality in their feelings about, and description of, sexual activity. They insist on saying, every time, that "they" fuck or "they" screw or whatever. They will even say, on occasion that she does the fucking and is in control - which, of course is true in, for example, bondage. However, I write this from Sandy's point of view. She always thought of the sexual activity in a different way - she was being taken, was being had. He was fucking, screwing, or even, "making" her, whether it involved her husband or her lover. Afterwards, she would snuggle up to the man who, metaphorically, at least, had mastered or dominated her. She would lie there, feeling submissive and enjoying that feeling. Understand, she was not a weak or subservient person, anything but. I watched her debating academic points of real signiﬁcance - to them, at least -with Frank, and, if anything, she was dominant. It was only in that one area that she liked, psychologically, to be the little, fragile and vulnerable woman.



So, in any case, Frank had "mounted" her and was "having" her for their mutual satisfaction. Finally, he froze against her and ejected what was, apparently, his fourth load of sperm for the day into her inter recesses. As usual, he lay on her for a minute or so and then raised up on his elbows and looked down at her. She smiled up at him and he leaned down and kissed her. "You know, I don't know if I've ever come four times in a day - certainly not in a single woman."
"Well, how many times have you come in more than one woman in a single day? That sounds interesting!" Sandy had a big grin on her face as she lay there under him, his shrinking cock still in her cunt.
"You know, it might be a good idea to spank you after all. You are quite impertinent, considering your very vulnerable position!"
"Oh, I'm so sorry! Your mistress offers her abject apology for my disrespectful and insolent remark. I have no right to question my lover as to how many women he had fucked in one day! Please don't spank me!"
"That's better. Show me proper respect. Now, back to my original comment. I have never come four times in a day because I've never had such a lovely and loving sweetheart of a mistress - and I'm certain that I will never have such a woman again."
As might be expected, Sandy was shocked at such an unanticipated and deeply affectionate statement as he went from jocular give-and-take comments - threating to spank her - to what could only be seen as an expression of real tenderness. She looked at his face, so close to hers, and saw a great deal more than just friendship and sexual attraction. She put her hands on his face, one on each side, and pulled it down and kissed him with real passion, gasping out afterwards, "Oh Frank, you're wonderful! What a sweet thing to say!" Kissing him again, she blurted out, "Oh, I love you!"
His response, of course, was, "I love you too!" Followed by another passionate kiss. Suddenly, as Sandy told me later, a sort of red ﬂag went up in her mind and, instinctively, she decided to lower the emotional level between them. Hugging him in response to his statement, she pulled away a bit, saying, "Now, you had better get off of me! I think that my cunt is overﬂowing again and we'll soak the bed!"
As it happened, she was quite correct and a wet spot just where she was lying was beginning to spread. "See what you did?"
"Me, I didn't cause that! I put the stuff right where it belonged, way up in your cunt - you should have kept it there!"
"Sure, blame the victim! Here, I'll put these panties back on until your ﬂood stops running. Damn, the wet spot is on my side of the bed! When Mack and I do it, I always get up pretty quickly to prevent that, but you pinned me down."
"I love pinning you down, and, besides, you won't be sleeping way over there, anyway!" Out of all this, one thing was evident - these two enjoyed their mock arguments and, once again, they were surprisingly comfortable with each other and with subjects that well could have been embarrassing, e.g. Sandy's dripping cunt, a subject which they returned to after they had used the bathroom and prepared for bed.
Sandy was still wearing the panties that she had put on to absorb the outﬂow from her cunt. Stopping beside the bed, she pulled them down, checked between her legs and announced, "Well, it looks like nothing else is coming out, so I guess I don't have to wear these to bed. My heavens, feel how wet they are! They're pretty messy, but if you want them as a major trophy, they will be dry by morning giving proof of what you did to me. Wait, I want to go in and rinse myself off." Coming back, she slipped into bed beside Frank and said, "You know, I looked at those panties again and from the quantity of stuff, actually sperm, on them, it's a damn good thing that I'm on the pill now! With the diaphragm, it's not safe to be fucked more than once without taking it out and cleaning both it and my cunt. You've had me four times today and unless we were more careful than we probably would have been, you might well have a pregnant mistress right now!"
"Thank god you went on the pill!" He grinned at her, saying, "If I had gotten you pregnant it just might possibly have caused us a problem!" He hesitated and finally added, "I want to ask you a personal question. Don't try to answer it if it's too personal."
"Ok."
"We screwed before we went down and ate the cake and we came back up, oh, about forty-ﬁve minutes later. That meant that probably we were having sex about an hour after the ﬁrst time - which really isn't much time to recover and to be able to do it again. I'm surprised at myself! When I put my cock into you, I slid in as if you were freshly lubricated, which you were. I couldn't believe how wet you were. I don't want to pry into you marital relations, but did Mack ever enter you when you were...well, freshly fucked?'
"That is a very personal question, but I think that our relationship is something more than a casual affair and there are very few things that I would not be willing to tell you. The answer is yes - several times. He often is only sleeping lightly and when I come into the room he wakes up and...and we have sex."
"Has he noticed how wet you are?"
"Yes, but he's not suspicious - or at least he's never said anything. Frankly, the only thing I've worried about is having marked up tits!"
"Well, that's a relief, for I certainly noticed it tonight when I put it in you. But, now that you've mentioned it, I should have the privilege of putting a love mark beneath the left nipple on my mistress's lovely tit!"
"You want me to get in trouble! Ok, mi amante, mark your mistress's tit and then let's go to sleep. I'm tired. You wore me out!"
Yes, it was late and I was glad when they ﬁnally went to bed. The surprising thing for me, as I've noted often before, was just how comfortable they were with each other. Sure, they had been having sex off and on for almost a year, but it had been sporadic and largely conﬁned to relatively short periods with real time constraints. Here they were, completely free with each other in their conversation and, even more surprising, completely comfortable with their bodies. Sandy was basically a shy woman yet she seemed to be at ease with Frank as she is with me. She kidded about Frank putting "stuff" up her cunt and having it leak out with absolutely no hesitation or embarrassment.
They had slept together for a grand total of one night, but you would assume that they had done so for years by how ordinary their actions were. No hesitation, no ceremony, no big deal - just going to bed. Frank was already in bed, naked, and Sandy, also naked and having just washed her cunt, calmly walked across the ﬂoor, turned out the light, slid into bed beside him and cuddled up as if this was a normal nighttime routine. Then, in an equally relaxed way, they shared pillow talk about possible pregnancy and whether her husband had noticed anything! Then, after sharing a quiet kiss and saying "I love you," they shifted against each other, snuggling together, and quickly went to sleep. I watched them for a few more minutes and went to sleep, myself.
I had nothing Sunday morning until a brunch meeting at 11:00 so I was in no hurry. I turned the webcam on a little after 8:30 and they were still sound asleep, still tight against each other. She obviously hadn't turned the thermostat down and it must have been warm because the covers had been pushed down below her tits. One of Frank's arms was underneath her and her head was resting on his shoulder. His other arm was resting on her just below her waist. It was a peaceful scene and, considering the circumstances, quite erotic. There was my wife sleeping peacefully with another man. No drama, no making love - just quietly sleeping.
I carried the Ipad into the bathroom and shaved and did my teeth while I waited for action which ﬁnally came when Sandy stirred about a little after 9:00. She opened her eyes and snuggled a bit closer to Frank, obviously completely aware of whom she was in bed with - no double take necessary! A few seconds later, the arm around her tightened and his hand came up and cupped her tit. They stayed that way for several minutes, each seeming to enjoy the quiet moment, until Sandy pulled away, making the personal, but unromantic, statement, "I've got to go to the bathroom!"
A few minutes later, she came back, obviously having "freshened up" and combed her hair. He, of course, had the same need and, as she had, came back out with the "just awake" appearance gone. Sandy was back in bed awaiting him and they immediately indulged in the things that lovers do - hugging, fondling kissing - and, without any formality or discussion, Sandy just rolled onto her back, raised and spread her legs and, equally without comment, Frank mounted her and their ﬁrst fucking of the day was underway. An uninvolved observer would have assumed that they habitually slept together and that they were long-time lovers - married or not. Obviously, Sandy knew without words when they were ready, he took her without ceremony and they enjoyed sexual intercourse as if they had done it for years - almost routine.
They lay there together for another ﬁfteen minutes of so, quietly talking and enjoying being together in bed savoring the experience. Finally, Sandy pulled away and, resting on her elbow, suggested, "Why don't we take a shower and then have some breakfast? I'm hungry." It was sexy, watching them crawl out of bed, both still naked, of course, and walk into the bathroom with his arm around her. I showered at the same time, but my shower was considerably less interesting and romantic. They took considerably longer - surprise! - and I was dressed by the time they came out. Sandy put on the negligee she had worn yesterday and she gave Frank one of my robes and they went down to breakfast and I headed off to my brunch. That was much less romantic, too!
I ﬁnally got away and headed home, and, while stopping for gas, I decided to give Sandy a call to tell her that I would be home in about an hour. I thought it best not to be entering the driveway when Frank was pulling out! She was glad to get the call, but somehow she sounded somewhat preoccupied, so I asked, without any particular inﬂection, "Are you busy now?"
"Yeah, dear, I'm into something right now and I'll see you soon, anyhow!"
"Ok, honey. Finish whatever you're doing and I'll see you in an hour."
I had a feeling that it was not so much that she was into something, but, rather, something was into her! I pulled into the driveway, happy to see that no car was there, drove into the garage and went in to see my loving, but adulterous, wife. She was still wearing the negligee that I had seen her put on earlier as she came up to me for a greeting kiss. "Did you have a good time while I was gone? You weren't lonely were you?"
"Oh, you know me. I've just been sitting around reading and watching TV. It's boring being alone in this great big house!" That was too much and she broke out laughing. "Actually, I've felt like a movie ...no, a porn star putting out on TV to a very appreciative audience! Did you like the show? Was it sexy enough?"
"Honey, you put on an X-rated performance that was beyond belief! Did I interrupt something when I called you?"
"Boy, did you! He was fucking me and just when we were getting to the explosion point, the phone rang! Talk about being brought down to earth in a hurry! I looked over at the phone and said, 'It's Mack! I have to answer!' He slowed down, but kept his cock in me, slowly moving in and out, while we talked. I was actually being fucked while I was talking to my husband! I hung up and we went on with the screwing and, truthfully, I think the interruption really got us going. Afterwards we were laughing about being "caught. I even said, 'Think about it - you were fucking your mistress while she was talking to her husband on the phone! Pretty wild!" That was quite an experience."
"I thought that that was probably going on! Now, after your show for three days and two nights, and, since your lover is gone, your husband would like some action if Frank hasn't completely worn you out!"
"Well, I was fucked four times yesterday and twice today so my cunt probably is a bit sore, but it really wants its rightful owner to use it, anyway. However, you'll ﬁnd it very wet, full and freshly fucked! You won't believe this - no, probably you will, the way I've changed - but after Franked ﬁnished in me and he was getting dressed, I giggled as I said, 'Well, you've lubricated me again! I'm ready for when Mack comes home!'
"Oh, he laughed at that and said, 'I'm glad to be of service. Call on me anytime!' So, I'm more than ready - I didn't even make the bed, or, as you said, my 'bed of sin!"'
As we went into the bedroom, I could see that the bedclothes had just been thrown aside and I knew that it had been freshly used. I had seen them using our marital bed, but seeing the evidence in person rather than through the lens of the webcam really made a difference. Fortunately, rather than being put off or, even appalled as most husbands likely would be, the arousal I had felt while I was in Boston returned. I had enjoyed watching Sandy having sex there. I had enjoyed watching her sleep there. I had enjoyed sharing, vicariously, everything she had done - or had done to her. If anything, the violation of the "sanctity" of the marital bed only added to the enjoyment!
So, without hesitation or questioning, I ripped off my clothes and prepared to reclaim my wife's body that had been her lover's for three days. I unfastened her negligee and pulled it off, exposing the large hickey below the nipple on her left tit. She saw my eyes going to it and grinned, saying, "He marked me as his mistress again just before he left! Of course, that's not all he did!"
She lay back on the bed where Frank has fucked her not long before and drew her legs up and open. "I haven't even dried myself!" By any normal standards, she was a mess. Her cunt hair was matted down, her cunt lips were pulled open and the hole, itself, was shiny with what only could be Frank's cum still ﬂowing out. That cum had also found its way down her thighs which were also shiny. "You have a very thoroughly used and lubricated wife! I loved him having me, but now I want my husband to make love to me!"
Without another word, I mounted her just as I had seen him do and I slid into that very slippery cunt. It was loose from being used so much and so recently and the special lubrication was very slippery, but it felt wonderful and her reaction to me having her was all that could be desired. It didn't take long for my cum to mix with his deep inside her vagina along with a very satisfying mutual orgasm. Her response was very reassuring. "Oh, I love the way he fucks me, but there is just something in the way we ﬁt and act together that makes it just right! It's funny, but adulterous fucking makes me even more aware how special we are together!"
"Does that mean that you don't need to be his mistress anymore?"
"No, I love the idea of being his mistress! I love being available to him despite being a married woman - in fact, that's part of the appeal, I guess! I'm married and love my husband yet, I'm another man's mistress! It's fun!"
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We returned to the real world of class participation, talking about things of interest from my conference, progress in prelim preparation, plus all the minutia of regular, ordinary life. However, that evening we viewed what we really were interested in, the camera recording of Sandy's affair. She had turned the camera on before he was expected on Friday night, so there was a long period, which I fast-forwarded through, where all we saw an empty bedroom. Finally, they walked in and with Frank commenting on the room and asking if she and I slept there and we heard Sandy saying that "You can fuck your mistress in her marital bed! Your adulterous mistress in her marital bed!"
Sandy's response to seeing that was embarrassment. "Gods, I can't believe I said that! I know that I was hot and eager....but, my heavens, what a thing to say!" She was embarrassed, but she admitted hearing herself saying that also excited her. The same feeling continued as she watched Frank undress her, excited but embarrassed at seeing and hearing herself. That was particularly true as she showed, and he removed, her wedding panties! "Oh, Mack, I hadn't planned to go that far. I had to come across the box with my wedding gown by accident and the thought of wearing the panties really excited me, but I never even thought of putting the gown on. I did it Saturday night and I'm afraid I went too far!"
"Come on Sandy! Remember, I watched you talking about the panties and I watched you Saturday night. I know what you did and I'm looking forward to seeing it in HD instead of the webcam quality!"
"Ok, I guess, but the things I did when I was really hot and into it with Frank look so much more daring and....damn, I don't know... immoral...or wicked, I guess!"
"Well, they are immoral and wicked, but you like being wicked!"
"I know, but it's so graphic. And I say things that I meant in the heat of the moment that I would never think of saying – but I'll admit that I enjoyed being wanton and saying inappropriate things."
"That's where you're wrong – your comments were very appropriate under the circumstances! You were saying exactly what you meant! And you were being wanton – look at that!" At that moment on the TV screen, she was walking around the room naked except for her garter belt and hose. Then she sat down and began to take off her hose, and, that done, lay back naked on the bed, waiting for him to come down and take her! She was the epitome of female sexuality at that moment!
Both Sandy and I stared at the picture, enraptured. "I can't believe I looked like that! I guess I was really being wanton and....it's hard to say this.... I look so seductive and desirable! Oh, I love it! I can hardly believe it's me!"
"Oh, it's you all right! I don't think that you'll find many men who wouldn't get hot and hard looking at you. Look at Frank ripping his clothes off!" At that moment, Frank hesitated, mentioned the shower and, shortly afterwards, they went in to the bathroom together.
"That was fun and totally unexpected! We washed just about every part of each other. You know, that was really intimate because we never really had explored each other. We had done some 'exploring' when we were in the suite, but mostly we were just interested in sex in the time we had together. The last couple of days we had no time constraints so there was a lot more...well...playing around. Friday night was the first time I actually felt and looked at his cock. It was fun in the shower washing his cock and balls."
The recording ran on and, for the first time I – actually we – saw my wife naked on the bed, ready to be fucked. On our bed ready to be fucked! Even more erotic, we heard, as Frank declare, as he joined her on the bed, "I'm going to take my adulterous mistress and fuck her in her marital bed," and, shockingly, she replied, "Fuck my married cunt and come inside of me!"
Beside me, Sandy burst out, "My god, that sounds awful, depraved, but I'll confess that saying things like that sends a thrill through me. I like to say that I'm married, that I'm adulterous, that I'm his mistress – or any combination of those things! You said that I should be myself, but I hardly recognize this 'myself.' It embarrasses me, but I'm watching myself saying those things and, I'll admit, it excites me right now. Hearing him call me his adulterous mistress and that he's going to fuck me in my marital bed really turns me on. Doesn't hearing me say things like that bother you? I know that we're going to hear me say 'I love you' quite a few times – and mean it – and I remember you talking about the difference between 'love' and 'in love,' and I agree with that, but I know that I would hate hearing you say 'I love you' to another woman!"
"Honey, we've been over this before. Logic says that I should be upset as I'm sitting here watching you commit adultery. I should be bothered by you calling yourself his 'married mistress' and those other things – but I'm just not! I don't mind at all hearing you say 'I love you' to him. In fact, all those things arouse me, because I know, without any question that you're 'in love' with me. I just don't feel threatened by any of this. Why am I interested in watching your affair – your love affair? Two reasons, I guess. First, I honestly like seeing you having this experience and being free with it. Even if I got absolutely nothing out of it myself, seeing you enjoying your relationship with Frank would be reason enough to help facilitate it. I just don't see any downside as long as it's discreet. Truthfully, that is the most important reason and, as I said before, any time you've had enough of this clandestine affair, just say so and we'll quit.
On the other hand, there is the second reason. I discovered, from seeing you being fucked on the seat of that old car, that I enjoy watching you have illicit sex. It appears that many men, who generally are referred to as 'wife watchers,' get great pleasure out of witnessing their wives having sex with other men. Some encourage and even cajole their wives to be unfaithful. I wouldn't go that far, but I'll have to admit that, obviously, I now really enjoy either watching or hearing about your 'indiscretions.' The truth is, you were seduced into adulterous sex, found that you liked it and I found that I liked helping and watching you. We're both depraved and corrupted, but we're having fun and no one is being hurt."
"Ok, sweetheart, you've reassured me again. I think that my problem is that I still believe that I would be insanely jealous if you did anything with another woman!"
"Like that hypothetical amorous and lascivious coed."
"Definitely like that hypothetical amorous and lascivious coed!"
I had paused the recording while we talked, but we returned to the TV as we watched the actual fucking. The camera angle was different from the webcam, as said before – more from the side, so we could see the actual penetration. Neither of us said a word as we stared, enraptured, as they gradually build up to a tremendous – and obviously satisfying – climax. We each let out our bated breath and relaxed as Frank collapsed down on her and lay there flattening her beneath him.
He soon pulled out of her and lay beside her and, more than any time, including their intercourse in the suite, they acted, and seemed to be, actual lovers in the true sense of the term. They didn't speak and were content to just cuddle there, their sexual desire quenched for the moment. After a time they did start talking, almost inaudibly, and I remembered feeling like an interloper before. Neither Sandy nor I said anything and I repressed the urge to turn the sound up to hear that very private conversation.
After a few minutes of this, we heard Sandy, the one on the recording, say that she was sleepy and they got ready for bed. This was new, almost as intimate as the fucking, itself, as they lay beside each other, she reached over and turned out the table lamp, leaving the room dark except from a nightlight. We could still make out their figures as they pulled up the covers, and, as they cuddled together, we could hear their final love words:
"I love being your mistress! Your married mistress!"
"I love being 'tu amante,' – your lover!"
They kissed good night and shortly afterwards were asleep. Without fanfare, my wife had gone to sleep in our bed with her lover. It was almost anti-climactic for it seemed that there should have been a ceremony – something to mark a major step in their affair, sleeping together. A first time seemed to deserve something more.
"How did you sleep that first night, honey?"
"Like the proverbial log. I think that I was worn out, mentally, at least. I would have expected to be more surprised, probably shocked, to find myself with another man when I woke up, but I was aware of the circumstances almost immediately. In addition, if I've done something I shouldn't have, my conscience usually strikes and makes me feel guilty and remorseful when I first wake up. This time I felt absolutely nothing like that. I remembered everything I had done and said and I just cuddled up against Frank and dozed off. We both woke up together the next time and we made love and he left a little after 10:00 when I called you.
"Frank came back in mid-afternoon and we had sex again and, afterwards, spent a lot of time talking about lit. We had a pizza delivered and talked some more – I guess that it's not very romantic or sexy to sit around talking about reading lists and articles on Spanish literature but we're both really into that and my prelims are coming. Anyway, we were playing around – my tits were out – getting ready to go up to the bedroom around 11:00. I had gone back and forth about putting on my wedding gown and I finally decided to go for it. I told him to wait downstairs until I called him and came up – well, you saw me putting it on.
"Ok, there I am coming in and shutting the door. I look nervous! I had been tempted to try it on earlier to make sure that it still fit but I didn't get a chance."
"God, this is sexy watching you put that dress on. You know, I, obviously, saw you in your gown at the wedding and reception, but, to be honest, the whole thing was sort of a blur. You looked beautiful, but I just didn't concentrate of the gown, itself. Of course, I've seen the pictures, but this is the first time I've actually seen it live – and, obviously, this is the first time I've watched you putting it on!"
"Darn, this is fun watching myself. I had two people helping me dress at the wedding and it's much harder doing it myself. Oh, look, here's where I call you! I had hoped that you were watching and I just had to talk to you and, I guess, get your approval."
"You looked beautiful and I certainly gave my enthusiastic approval. I told you to put on a show, and you damn sure did!" We sat there and saw Sandy go to the door and summon Frank up to the room and his reaction was certainly all that she could have desired. We watched, silently, almost holding our breaths as the whole erotic sequence played out in front of us. We knew that it was coming, but we both were still shocked as we heard Sandy say, "Would you like to fuck your mistress in her wedding gown?"
The Sandy lying beside me gasped out, "Good god, I can't believe I said that! I know I did, but I still can't believe it! My mind was going in all directions and of all the things I might have said, that came out! It's what I wanted to say, but I'm still shocked that I did it. If I had been thinking clearly, I undoubtedly would have chickened out! Fortunately, my subconscious was in control!"
We watched intently as the scene played out. From that side angle we could see her cunt and hips framed by the white material of her gown. In addition, as he came down on her we could actually see the penetration. More startling, we listened as she cried out as he entered her, "Oh yes, take your mistress! Take your married mistress! Fuck my married cunt! I'm your bride tonight! Fuck your bride in her bridal gown!" and "Yes, come inside of me. Come inside my married cunt! Come in your bride's cunt!"
Sandy, watching and hearing herself just sat there stunned. "My god, I don't remember saying those things! Damn, I don't understand why saying thing like that excites me, but it certainly does! It's indecent, but just hearing myself excites me."
We watched the entire screwing until he finally ejaculated deep inside her as they both came. He lay on her for a short time before rolling off and then, abruptly got off the bed and went over to his pants. Suddenly, Sandy spoke up, "Oh yes, this is when he took a bunch of pictures of me. They're supposed to be in the computer – gods, look at me! Those pictures will be obscene! He had better have deleted them from his phone!" A few minutes later, she commented that, "Quite a bit of stuff got on my petticoat, but I think that I'll leave it alone. It's sexy knowing it's there. Oh, and I put those panties on to stop the stuff from running down my legs when we went downstairs and I put them back on after he had me the second time that night. They were absolutely drenched before I finally took them off again before we went to bed. By morning they had dried and the crotch was stiff with 'stuff', his and mine, and he did take them with him as a trophy – real proof that he really had had me." She tittered a bit and confessed, "I even signed them 'Sandy' with the date! A real trophy!"
We watched the rest of the video and I told her how surprised at just how comfortable they were with each other. "To tell you the truth, I feel the same way. I was a bit apprehensive about it when I was waiting for him to come over Thursday – a whole evening together with no real sex thanks to my period – but there was absolutely no problem. I relaxed immediately and we just enjoyed a quiet evening talking about the reading list and the exams." With a big grin on her face, she continued, "Of course, sucking him off twice didn't hurt the rapport! It was a very nice evening and it felt really sexy when I was kissing him in the doorway when he was leaving and knowing that he would be coming back the next night.
"Still, I was nervous as I waited for him Friday night because this was going to have a very different ending. However, as soon as we were together, I relaxed again and I was very comfortable the rest of the time. I did and said a lot of things that still startle me when I look at the video, but I felt absolutely no tension the entire night. I'm still amazed at how I just got in bed, curled up with him and went to sleep. Oh, obviously I was aware that I was naked cuddling up with a naked man who was not my husband and that it felt very good, but it felt so natural that I calmly went to sleep. The same thing in the morning. I woke up beside him and it just felt right – no trauma, no shock. We each got up and went to the bathroom and, without fanfare, got back in bed together and cuddled up again before having sex."
"Well, as I said, I was surprised at how easy and comfortable you both were in a potentially stressful situation, but it worked out perfectly. However, I see one potentially serious problem. You both are being affectionate with each other – which certainly is to be expected – so I hear a lot of 'dear,' even, I think, 'sweetheart' when you're talking to each other. We talked about this earlier, but it's easy to get into that habit, particularly after the closeness of the last few days. I'm not worried about mistress, bride, lover, 'mi amante' or, even, 'I love you.' Those you'll use only in private."
"I know! That thought crossed my mind several times and I'm going to have to be very careful. I hadn't realized how automatically I was calling him 'dear' until I watched the recording. I think that the office surroundings will help, but I'd better warn him to be careful. There is one other point that disturbs me a bit. You told me way back at the beginning of this that you weren't concerned about me becoming too enamored with Frank and causing any problems between us. However, you also said that Frank was the one in danger of....well, caring too much for me. You didn't say 'falling in love with me,' but that, I think, is what you meant. Anyhow, Saturday night, Frank said several things that made me wonder and I tried to cool things off a bit. I don't want him to get hurt."
"Honey, there's nothing you can do stop that unless you want to end this. Otherwise, all you can do is keep reminding him about the real situation – you are a happily married woman who loves her husband and he loves her. However, you at the same time enjoy considering yourself to be his loving mistress. The two roles seem to be mutually exclusive but, obviously, are not. I don't know if you actually need to verbally spell it out – he said earlier that he understood the situation. It may be that one of these days you will have to tell him the real situation."
"That idea had crossed my mind. In a lot of ways it would make things easier, but I don't know that I could ever do that. We really would have to talk about it. I guess that I'll just have to play it by ear." We just lay there for a few minutes without talking, contemplating the events of the last few days when Sandy suddenly sat up. "I want to see if Frank downloaded those pictures to my computer." A few minutes later, I heard her call out, "Oh, my god! Mack, come look at these!"
I hurried over to the study and discovered that, indeed, Frank had sent the pictures from his phone to her computer. "Well, those are quite graphic!"
"Graphic! They're obscene!"
"I guess that I can't argue with that, but they certainly are sexy! I don't know why, but the still pictures seem more explicit than the video. I think that it's easier to focus on details when it's just a picture, not a moving scene. Wow, you are one very sexy woman! I think that it's you wearing your wedding gown and being exposed like that makes them so erotic!"
"Gods, look at that – you can see the cum inside of my cunt and starting to come out! I can't believe how clearly everything – including my face – can be seen. Oh, my heavens, there I am holding my wedding gown to my waist – garter belt, hose and no panties and stuff on my thighs. I had no idea of what I looked like."
"Well, you can't deny that you look lovely in your gown above the waist and extremely sexy down below! Those pictures may be obscene and certainly are graphic, but they record exactly what you looked like that night and I, for one, am glad we have them. I think you look wonderful! I'll bet Frank will pore over them many, many times remembering that night. He doesn't have the video, but these will do!"
"Ok, I'll agree with everything you say – I certainly do look hot – but it's still embarrassing! Whatever, I guess I'm happy that he has his trophy, my panties, and these explicit pictures as reminders of a wonderful night! However, the first thing I'm going to do tomorrow when I see him is to make sure that he deleted them from his phone! Hey, stop that! They're obscene enough without using the zoom setting! Oh, my god, look at that!"
The following day we returned to our normal world and the momentous events of the last three days moved into the background of our busy lives. I've always been surprised at how rapidly happenings that seem overwhelming as you anticipate them become almost mundane after they are over. We have many experiences in life in which doing something looks scary and dangerous and afterwards – no big deal. That first big rollercoaster ride – frightening as it starts but ending with, "let's go again!" This definitely was the case with Sandy when, for example, she put her diaphragm in, knowing that she was preparing to voluntarily commit adultery. That decision was traumatic, but the experience, itself, was surprisingly easy and exciting. The same was true with sleeping with Frank. Amazingly easy and companionable – having a very intimate evening and going to bed together as naturally as it were a common occurrence. So, Monday morning, it didn't feel as if any life-changing event had happened and the normal routine took over.



There was one thing that did happen in their office when Frank came in and saw her. He came over to her desk, bent down and kissed her, saying, "Hi, honey."
Sandy returned the kiss, replying, "Hi, dear! Now, two things! Did you delete those pictures from your phone?"
"Oh, yes. As soon as I got home and checked that they were on my computer. They're in an encrypted file so no accidents can happen. They're hot!"
"Oh, they're hot all right – they're obscene!"
"They certainly are – and I love them! My lovely mistress in her wedding gown! They and my signed trophy are my prize possessions!"
"Oh, all right. I guess 'mi amante' is entitled to proof of possession! Now, the second thing! You called me 'honey,' which I love, and you kissed me, which I also love. I called you 'dear' which sounds right, but we've got to be careful. We got used to being together last week, but habit can cause us problems!"
"Oh, I'm aware of all that! I checked to see that the room was empty as I came in. Now, I'm going back to my desk and look quite respectable and indifferent when someone comes in. First, however, I'm going to kiss my mistress again while I feel her tit!"
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Things continued as before with coursework, classes and, for Sandy, continuing her preparation for her exams, now scheduled for early January. That schedule meant that both the written and oral parts could be completed before the second semester started around the third week of the month. Knowing her and the quality of her work, her adviser and committee seemed confident that she would pass despite its difficulty. Of course, there were interludes of more interesting activities - a party the Saturday after Thanksgiving and another early in December, both followed by a couple of hours in the suite. In addition, with great care to be certain of no interruption, Sandy was able to suck Frank's cock while sitting at her desk on several occasions. They did not repeat their dangerous act of making Sandy into a fixture!
The final significant event of the school year was the annual end-of-the-semester party after exams were over - actually, all graduate exams for there were still a few for undergraduates - and all papers were finished. This, of course, was Sandy and Frank's anniversary, one year after Frank seduced her on the seat of his big old Buick Roadmaster. Times had changed dramatically in that year, of course, and what had been a traumatic introduction to adulterous sex had become a very pleasant and amorous love affair.
That change was clearly evident as they came into the mother-in-law suite downstairs. The camera, which had been returned to its usual position, showed them entering the bedroom just as if they were returning home from any regular event. They kissed as they took off their coats, but afterwards, they just undressed without ceremony. Sandy had worn a blouse that buttoned in the back and turned to Frank to open it just as she would have with me. She hadn't worn a bra, of course, so he casually fondled her breast as she shrugged it off. She removed her skirt, peeled her panties off, drew back the bedspread and just lay on her back, waiting for him to join her - which he did a short time later.
They lay there, quietly talking about a variety of things, particularly some feelings Sandy had about the changes in their fellow grad students. All this time, their nude bodies were intertwined with each other and their hands roamed, gradually building up their respective arousals. They weren't pressed for time and, by now, they were very comfortable with each other so there was no need to rush into sex.
Of course, desire built up and, finally, Frank moved down, Sandy raised and parted her legs and he began kissing and licking her clit and cunt. It was always fascinating, as a more or less involved observer, to see her excitement mount as shown by the waving of her raised legs and the flexing up and down of her pelvis and hips. Frank obviously recognized the optimal moment in her arousal to rise up, shift forward and, with her hand's help, slide into her cunt. They began with a slow, controlled, measured rhythm, continually increasing the speed until the rhythm gave way to a more frenzied pace as the climax approach. He was plunging in and out, twisting a bit as if to increase the contact. She was surging upward to meet his penetrating cock as it was thrust deeply into her. At the climax he ejaculated and they ground their pubic bones against each other, making the moment of orgasm last.
Frank sagged down on her and lay there for a moment or so as he recovered from his exertions, finally pulling up, lightly kissing her before rolling off to lie beside her. They relaxed together, lowering their heart rates as Sandy smiled and said, "Just think, a year ago I was an innocent, virtuous married woman and you seduced me after the party. I started crying because it was adultery and I didn't know how I would hide it from my husband. Now I'm your married mistress, lying here after you've fucked me and I definitely am not crying! You've completely corrupted me - and I love it!"
Frank kissed her lightly and responded, "That has to go down as one of the most significant days of my life! Actually, you seduced me by having that pretty little nipple sticking up under that thin blouse at the party! You probably didn't notice - actually, I know you didn't - but my cock as hard as a rock as we sat there while Tom played and I felt your tit. I would have been embarrassed if I had stood up. I had absolutely no thought of doing anything but kissing you and, if I was lucky, maybe feeling your tit again. I told you this before, but moving from that to kissing your cunt to fucking you was a blur. I really was worried when you started to cry for I really felt guilty about going all the way with you."
Sandy snuggled up tighter to him and replied, "One of the things that really hit me was the adultery part, for I never denied to myself that I had welcomed it - I never really blamed you, just us, for it was a mutual act!"
They went on quietly talking and reminiscing about their affair over the year, particularly, sleeping together while I was in Boston. They both hoped that a similar opportunity would come along because they both felt so good about it. They also talked about the long separation that faced them, the last two weeks in December and most of January. And, of course, Sandy's exams, written and oral, were about two and one-half to three weeks away. Frank said maybe he would try to come back early and they could celebrate. In answer to her expressed fear that she might not pass, Frank laughed at her, saying. "No chance! Everyone knows that you're the best student they have - they wouldn't dare flunk you!"
They talked for over an hour until they both recognized that it was getting very late. Without prompting, Sandy moved down and took his cock in her mouth and, while playing with his balls, sucked it to full erection. That, of course, was followed by their second fucking of the night. They lay beside each other afterwards, neither wanting the evening - night - to end. Finally, Frank said, "I want to mark my left tit again for luck, right beneath the nipple." He did so, and looking down at her, added, "I remember what I did to your tits a year ago! I was worried about it, but I liked it. I think it made me feel that I owned your tits in a way."
Shockingly, Sandy replied, "Secretly, I liked it too, which, I think, helped make me decide to show them to you in the parking lot." She paused and, suddenly blurted out, "I'm your mistress and if you really want to mark them up, go ahead! It's our anniversary!"
Frank looked at her eagerly, "Do you mean it? Will you be able hide them safely?" Sandy just nodded, pushing her tits up toward him. For the next ten minutes, Frank sucked her nipples as well as the flesh around them. Just before he quit, he said, "This may hurt a bit, not much, but I want to put a little bite on each one so that there still will be a mark for luck when you that the exam." I looked at Sandy's face and saw her wince twice, but she had a radiant smile when he sat back and looked at her. "There, my mistress's lovely tits are mine for awhile for no one else can see them!"
Sandy's reply wasn't really true, but, as she said later, it felt right at the time and did no harm. "All right, sweetheart, you've branded me. They're your tits until the marks are gone and I know that they will bring me luck at the exam!"
Shortly after that, he dressed and, as he prepared to leave, they embraced each other and shared a long kiss. With his arms around her, holding her naked body against himself, Frank leaned back from the waist and looked down at her, saying, "I love you and I'm going to miss you! I'll have to try and get back earlier!"
Sandy smiled up at him, replying, "Please do! I love you too!" They had said the same thing before, but there was real sincerity, particularly from Frank, in their voices. It really is expected, almost mandatory, for participants in an affair to say "I love you," but the depth of the affection can range from just words to true love - and this was much closer to the latter than the former.
A few minutes after that last kiss, Sandy appeared in our bedroom doorway, still naked and, while smiling at me, it was not her normal "light up the room" smile that I was used to. I am very sensitive to her moods so I didn't immediately comment on her appearance. Frankly, she looked a woman who had been doing just what she had been doing - fucking. Her hair was disheveled, her thighs already had moisture on them and, most of all, her tits were covered with marks that could only be hickeys. Normally, I would immediately have made licentious comments on her condition, but this time I just got up and hugged her. "What's wrong, honey? It looked as if you had a good time with Frank, but you seem sort of down."
"I don't really know, but you're right. As I was coming up the stairs, I suddenly felt sort of glum. Partly, of course, it was saying goodbye to Frank, but it's really only a month or six weeks. That really isn't a big deal - I have lots of things that will keep me busy so I won't really miss him. We're together, Christmas is just a few days away, New Year's is coming with a big party and, most of all, my exams are looming. It's not just Frank, anyway. I've really been happy with everything - I've, actually we've, really have had fun with my affair. I've enjoyed being a grad student and a TA, and, I think, most of all, I've enjoyed being a part of a group of really good friends. I was happily thinking of all of that as I looked around at the party tonight.
"Then, while I was sitting there, I was suddenly aware that things were different. I thought that if, as I assume, I pass the exam in January, I won't fit in as well because I won't be taking any courses - all the things we talk and bitch about. Then, I thought that nothing will be the same anyway and that it already is different. We started out together three years ago, me after a PhD and the others at different levels. Frank came in last year but the core was still the same. At first, our only uniting aspect was that we were language majors and enjoyed being together. But, we bonded and became really close friends while others came and went. Now, there's a gap between our older group and the newer people. Oh, we're all friendly enough, but not as close.
"The new kids - gods, I think of them as 'kids' - have different interests and I just don't have any real ties with them. Maybe it's because our group is more advanced and more settled. Our group of individuals has paired off and there's less just dating around. My two best friends in the group, Judy and Ruth, who started out pretty wild, are parts of couples, Judy with Ed and Ruth with Bob and, of course, Tom and Claire - I know the names don't mean much to you although you've met them. Anyway, I suddenly realized that our old amorphous group has become three couples, plus me and Frank." She laughed and continued, "Actually, four couples although no one knows about that! I've been pretty close to all six of the others and there's a good chance that some, and maybe all, will be leaving after next semester if they can get teaching jobs since they will have their Master's. Tom already has a teaching job lined up in Utah, of all places, and Claire is going with him. They'll probably get married next fall. In addition, another change, the parties almost all been held at Judy's, so the whole thing may end when she leaves. I actually felt pretty sad as I thought of it - a bit dejected and nostalgic as a very happy period of my life is changing.
"Oh well, that melancholic mood left me rapidly as Frank and I left and we went into the suite and made love. It was really our anniversary, of course - if you think of that first night as...well, I don't know what! I guess it's just celebrating out first time together, a night to remember. If you watching - I assume you were - you saw that I was very happy and enjoyed everything we did, including lying there talking, particularly talking about that first night. The sex was good and the affection was real. I felt very close to him, very loving, and you saw how I reacted when he said that he had liked seeing my tits marked up because, as he said, it made him feel that he owned them. I felt a surge of affection when he said that and I told him that he could mark them up on our anniversary if he wanted to. Boy, did he want to! I haven't seen them, but I'm sure that, as he said, he really 'branded' me!"
"Oh, you can be sure of that! I couldn't believe it when I heard you say that, but, while I'm not sure that the word 'branded' applies, he certainly accepted your offer! Sit up and let me look at you! My god, he outdid himself! Wait until I get my camera!" I quickly took several pictures of her tits and a couple that showed everything, including her leaking cunt. Ok, go look at yourself in the mirror!"
"My heavens! There is hardly any place where there isn't a mark. Oh, look - I see the bite marks, one on each breast! Oh, honey, I'm glad I let him do that! I don't know why, but seeing that makes me feel better. Why on earth would seeing my tits covered with...I think I know...Yes, I think that's it...I like the idea of those being 'love marks' and that last night he owned my tits! That doesn't make sense, but I like him owning me in a little way. I hope that doesn't bother you, but it makes me feel good."
"No, that certainly doesn't bother me at all. It's more that he has a lease rather than ownership, but if that gets rid of your 'down' feeling, I'm all for it. You have that same final exam proctoring you had last year last year when you pulled you sweater up to show the damage he had done. Maybe you can do that again!"
"Oh, Mack, that's a wonderful idea! I can show him what he did to 'his tits' to start our second year - the second year of my love affair"!
The following morning - actually the same day since it was almost 3:00 AM before we went to bed -Sandy stood before the mirror in the bedroom looking at herself. Actually, she was looking at her breasts in utter astonishment. "My god, I don't believe this! My nipples are swollen and red and, good heavens, how many hickeys are there?" She started counting and, in awe, said, "Can you believe it? There are twelve of them, plus the two little bites!"
"Yeah, I can believe it! You look like an octopus grabbed onto you with its suckers! Man, I would have to blind or I never saw you undressed not to know that someone really worked your tits over. However, I'll admit that you look pretty sexy - one hot woman!"
She giggled, "I think it looks pretty sexy too! One thing for sure, I can't wear a low cut blouse for awhile! A couple of these definitely would show over my bra!" She giggled again, adding, "Boy, could I shock some people if I bent over without a bra, though! If I didn't wear one and leaned over to answer a question when we're proctoring the exam tomorrow, I would get a reaction!"
"A very hard cock if it was in front of a fellow! You had better save it for Frank!"
"I'm damn sure going to show him if I get the chance!"
Monday came and, at 9:30 AM, Sandy was in the big hall doing the boring job watching to keep test taker's eyes on their own papers. Neither Frank nor Sandy was teaching the introductory course that semester, but they had "volunteered" to help - which made it even more boring than usual. However, the good thing about it was that they didn't have to correct the exam or grade the students. So, when the exam was over, the papers collected, the TA's who had to do so departed to have lunch, leaving Sandy and Frank alone in the office for "some last minute discussion of reading list articles" before he left for home.
From our conversation later, Sandy described the events that occurred in the office when they were alone. I wasn't there, of course, but apparently the following is what an observer of those events would have seen and heard.
Frank stood at the window watching the parking lot as the others got in a car and departed for a restful lunch before a long afternoon of grading. As the car disappeared from the lot, he went over and checked the door lock, making certain that it was fully engaged. Turning to Sandy he kissed her while groping her breasts through her blouse and bra. Pulling away, she said, "Careful there, I had a weird experience Saturday night - I was lying in bed and this big octopus grabbed me with its suckers and left marks all over my tits and they are a bit tender! Are you sure that the door is locked?"
"Everyone with a key just left and won't be back for at least an hour. The outside doors of the building are locked. That was the last exam for the first semester so the building is empty. I wedged a triangular door stop under the bottom. Now, show me those tender tits so I can see what that octopus did!"
Sandy calmly unbuttoned her blouse, took it off, unfastened her bra and stood there, naked from the waist up, looking at Frank with a stern expression, saying, "I barely escaped with my life - those octopus suckers could have killed me!"
"Oh my god, Sandy, I can't believe that! Did I hurt you?"
"No, but you darn sure decorated me! You wanted to mark your mistress to claim her as yours and you certainly succeeded! Do you like it?"
He grinned at her, saying, "Well, I accomplished one thing for sure - nobody else is going to see my lovely mistress' tits for awhile! I think I'll keep them this way! They really are mine till they clear up - which will be quite a while. Truthfully, honey, I love it and I love you!" He hugged her and kissed her, a kiss that was returned with passion. Then, without opposition, he pushed her back onto her desk and whipped up her skirt.
"Wait a minute, dear!" She stood back up, reached up under the skirt and pulled down and removed her pantyhose and panties. She started to lie back on the desk with her skirt pulled up, but stopped, saying, "No, damn it, I want to go all the way. We should be safe!" With that, she reached for the waistband of her skirt, unfastened it and let the skirt fall to the floor. Now completely naked in the office, she reclined back of the desk, raised and spread her legs and waited to be taken.
That happened very quickly and within moments, she was being fucked on her desk for the second time. If a visitor had snuck into the office unobserved, he would have seen a completely naked woman quickly being brought to an orgasm that just seemed to just go and on as she bucked up against the lover plunging into her cunt in a furious bout of sexual intercourse. That lover soon matched her intensity and shortly after, he welded himself tightly between her legs as he ejaculated deep into her cunt. They both almost collapsed from the exertion and Frank just lay atop her as she sprawled across the desk beneath him.
As they recovered and he pulled back and out of her, he looked down at his nude and obviously fucked mistress. His pants were around his ankles and, telling her to lie still, he reached down and drew them and his shorts up and reached into his pocket and grabbed his phone. Sandy immediately knew what he intended. "More obscene pictures? You had really be sure that they are hidden away!" Then, despite any concerns the might have, she again raised and opened her legs for what, by any normal standards, would be a series of unquestionably obscene pictures. She even posed sitting at her desk and various positions in the office that would have astounded - and maybe excited - their colleagues. To her own surprise she found the whole process to be fun and let pose her anywhere and in position he wanted.
The final ones were of her kneeling on the floor looking up at him with his cock in her mouth. Amazingly, all the stimulation and her mouth revived his cock and, after a fairly lengthy amount of sucking, he filled her mouth with cum. Before he got to the point of ejaculating, he had prepared to take a picture which embarrassed her later. "Don't swallow until I take a picture." As he came, he pulled out and ordered, "Hold your mouth open!" Not even thinking, she did as instructed and he took the picture of her cum-filled open mouth! He took another as she closed her mouth and swallowed. As she admitted when we saw that picture the following day, she was both embarrassed and really aroused at seeing herself kneeling there, servicing him by sucking his cock and doing such a thing. In those circumstances, she liked being under his control.



Finally, of course, she got dressed - enjoying having him watching. There was some dissention; however, as he confiscated her panties before she could get them. "Damn it Frank, I'm running out of panties. You took a pair Saturday night! Now I'll be leaking all the way home!"
"Come on, now, sweetheart, you have your pantyhose. You know that I want to add to my collection! Anyway, this is a very special occasion!" Actually, of course, they were both grinning as they verbally argued and they relaxed with some non-sexual closeness before leaving. After a last, loving kiss in the parking lot, she came home with this story to tell.
"So, you're a fixture again! We agreed that you wouldn't do that in the office again because it's too dangerous, but it appears that you were pretty safe this time!"
"Yeah, I was still a little bit concerned at first, but with everyone was gone and, with the building empty and locked, we probably safer there than we were down in the suite where my enraged husband might walk in on us!"
"Cute! It must have been weird walking around the office completely nude! Can you imagine what your friends would think? And, once again, if that desk could talk - wow! I hope the Frank sends those pictures over soon. They really should be of porno quality!"
"I'm sure that I'm really going to be embarrassed again, particularly those when I was sucking. Still it was fun. I never would have dreamed of having such an opportunity, and I actually hated having to put my clothes back on. So my first year of being a married mistress is over and, to this point, the experience has been wonderful. However, after all of this, I cannot conceive how any married woman can carry on an adulterous affair for any length of time. After each assignation I would be scared to death of having my husband see me undressed until had a chance to check myself for any exterior sighs like a hickey. I would have to guard my words and carefully keep my stories straight and worry that there was a conflict. If, as I often do, I came in without panties or with cum on my cunt or legs I might be caught. Even more of a giveaway, if my husband wanted to screw me when my cunt was full it would be hard to explain. Even more, as you said, a cunt just doesn't taste the same if it has another man's cum in it!
"Yet, women have affairs all the time and get away with it. Even if I didn't get caught, I would be a nervous wreck! Because of you, however, I've had this year-long marvelous experience without worry of guilt - you're wonderful! Talk about a contradiction in terms, but I've been an absolutely faithful unfaithful wife! That doesn't, on its face, make any sense, but it's unquestionably true!
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So, that year had passed, her lover was out of town and we returned to a more normal life - although it really wasn't. We had a small Christmas celebration with no travel, no seeing of relatives or friends. We attended one New Year's Eve party, but that was it. During all this "free" time, Sandy was closeted with her books and articles, covering and recovering the entire history of Spanish literature and all of its components, any of which could appear on the prelims that loomed over her. Adding to this massive amount of facts, plots, characters, interpretations, etc., was her outside field which was Shakespeare! It was a monumental task, but I, and everybody else, was fully confident that she would do well for we knew both her work ethic and her intelligence. However, for the person taking a life-changing examination, there is always the fear of having overlooked something as well as the secret fear that, just maybe, you're not quite as good as everyone - and yourself - thinks you are.
We did have one period when she put aside her worries and studies. That was when the pictures Frank had taken appeared in Sandy's computer. A number of them were quite sexy but nothing extreme - Sandy walking around the office completely nude, sitting at each of the other five desks, reclining gracefully on the window sill looking out at the parking lot and campus. Others, however, certainly would be described as pornographic. There was the first with her lying back on her desk, legs up and spread, showing her freshly fucked cunt with the hole completely clogged by a mass of white cum which was just beginning to run back to her asshole. There was one as she stood in the center of the room with a stream all the way to her knees. Another showed her sitting square on the blotter of her desk, followed with another showing where her wet cunt had deposited cum as a permanent reminder as it dried there.
However, four that were sexy as well as pornographic show her sucking. In the first, she is kneeling down, his cock in her mouth as she looks submissively up at him with eyes that seem extra-large like a Disney animation. The next is a side view with the phone obviously held as far as possible out to the side, showing her profile, kneeling, completely nude, sucking his cock. Sandy really liked that one. The third one, and certainly the most pornographic, is the one in which she is kneeling there with her mouth open just after cum had been deposited inside. Graphic is a gross understatement. That shocked Sandy, as you might expect, but, surprisingly, at least to me, she really wasn't upset by it. The final one was taken just when she obviously is swallowing after the previous one. Actually, Sandy enjoyed looking at the pictures and reliving a totally unexpected experience. They did provide pleasant interlude between bouts of study.
The exams were finally scheduled for the second week of January and I was pleased to see that Sandy was surprisingly calm - or, maybe resigned. The simple truth is that even the best prepared candidate can face a question that comes out of left field. No one knows everything no matter how they prepare. Still, barring some totally esoteric, narrow and specialized issue or subject, I had complete confidence in her ability. She came home totally wiped out several times after a grueling exam, but each time she was able to say that she thought that it went well. Her last exam was the outside one on Shakespeare - and it was over! The exams were demanding, arduous and exhausting as they are supposed to be, but, at the end, Sandy lived up to expectations and passed every exam with the proverbial flying colors.
Ten days later she faced an interrogation by a committee of six professors, each of which was free to ask any question they wanted to test her knowledge of the entire field of Spanish history and literature, plus, of course, Shakespeare. I stood with her outside the room in which her fate was being decided, more uptight than I had been when I faced the same torture in Political Science. Finally, her chief advisor came out with a portentous frown on his face - a frown that changed to a beaming smile as he quit playing a game by scaring his favorite pupil! Sandy now was entitled to put the fictional initials ABD after her name - All But Dissertation! She was one step, but a big one, from attaining her goal. Actually, a surprising number of scholars get to the ABD position, get a teaching job while supposedly working on their dissertation, but never finish. Sandy started research immediately to avoid that trap. I was, of course, intensely proud of her, a feeling I expressed as sincerely, and physically, as I could.
Frank had not been able to get back before her exam, but they talked on the phone fairly regularly and, of course, he was effusive in his congratulations. Naturally, they both anticipated the start-of-the-semester party - which actually turned into a "celebrate Sandy" event followed by a lively session of "fuck Sandy" in the suite!
This was no run-of-the-mill reunion as they came in the door. The hugs and kisses were quite passionate before they rapidly shed their clothes and fell onto the bed. Frank had restrained himself in his congratulations at the party, acting only as a good friend and colleague but the effusive appreciation of a lover poured out, telling her how proud he was of her. They both just let go and made up for the missed time of the last month. Frank carefully inspected her tits which had, of course, largely returned to their normal clear skin. However, there was still a small red mark on each breast where his teeth had nipped her. He with great pleasure, renewed the love mark below the nipple of her left tit - his tit he insisted!
He fucked her vigorously, depositing a large quantity of cum deep inside her, followed by a long session of fondling, caressing and quiet pillow talk. Eventually, they looked at the clock and realized that it was time to go. Ignoring that concern, Sandy moved down the bed and took his cock in her mouth and with light sucking and manipulation of his balls, brought it back to full rigidity. Shortly afterwards, rather than lying back down to be mounded, Sandy impaled herself on the stiff shaft and, leaning forward so that her tits almost touched his chest, began fucking herself on his cock.
I hadn't really been paying a whole lot of attention - actually almost dosing because it was late and I had seen them together many times by then - but it was rather unusual for her to be on top, so I began enjoying this different action. The camera was at a slight angle from the bed, but as she raised up, I could see the cock pulling out followed by her hips slamming back down, swallowing it back into her cunt. It was fascinating to see her, on her knees, her legs spread over his thighs. Her cunt was fully visible, penetrated by the rigid rod and, occasionally, I could see her rear cheeks separate, revealing the asshole in between.
The movement became frenzied as he surged up into her, meeting her downward plunges. He was grasping her hips, holding her firmly to him as the both really lost control and just writhed against each in a furious drive to climax. She ended sitting almost erect, his cock deeply embedded in her as she ground down against him, his hips rising off of the bed to get in even deeper. Then, as the air leaves a punctured balloon, his hips fell and she slumped down, the softening cock still inside.
They lay there together for another ten minutes or so and, then, Frank dressed and they kissed lovingly as he left. Even after watching her do the same things a number of times by then, I still felt a tingle in my cock as I saw her lock the door behind him, pick up her clothes and come up the stairs to me. After the years we had been together and a year of watching her have sex with Frank, my greatest pleasure was knowing that she was my wife. I knew that she had the same feeling for me and that probably why I could see her love affair with Frank a just fun part of our life together. A significant part, but still just a part.
So, the second semester, and their second year, was underway. It was the third week in January and things had changed considerably for Sandy. For the first time in years, she had no courses to take, no papers to write. She now spent hours in the library and online researching the subject of her dissertation which was comparing characters in the plays of Shakespeare with comparable figures in the plays of Lope de Vega, who was writing, prolifically, at the same time. As she had predicted, the change in her status had removed her from some of the grad student interplay. She even noticed a difference attitude from the younger students, talking to her with respect, almost as if she were a faculty member. Fortunately, her friends, while really recognizing her level of success, gave her no more regard than they did before.
Things settled into their regular patterns and Frank and Sandy were pretty much limited to two other post-party sessions in the suite downstairs, but not much more. We actually had tried to think of some was they could get together and one time when a faculty convocation - that I usually avoided, as they say, like the plague - I actually attended, giving the two of them an hour in the suite and got home in time to see him driving out of the alley.
We had been going without any real time off, even over the Christmas and New Year's holidays, since last summer because of Sandy's classes and exam preparation, and we were tentatively thinking of getting away over spring break which would be the third week in March. Just as we were seriously planning where we would go, I found that I had a master's exam right in the middle of the week. Just as Sandy's committee members tested her over the January break, I had to do it at the worst time. Actually, we just decided to take a couple of day trips and relax together and, frankly, that sounded pretty good. Then a totally unexpected prospect intervened.
Sandy and I were sitting down after dinner when she casually commented, "There was a nice thing in the office today. I came in and Judy and Claire were talking and were really excited. It turned out that Ruth's grandmother has a great big old house right on the beach in the Virginia Beach area and she's going to let them have it foe spring break. You probably don't remember, but last December, after the end-of-the-semester party, I told you that our group, those who are left, had paired off into three couples, Judy with Ed, Ruth with Bob and Tom and Claire. This will be perfect for them for there are very few places around here where they can...well, frankly, have sex, particularly sleep together. Wow, right on the beach for a whole week - and it's still cold here!
"Yeah, that's wonderful for them! What a way to spend a week! The beach, free housing -wow! I remember how hard I worked to find a place to get you horizontal!
If you had found a nice big room right on the beach after a bad winter, you just might have succeeded! You didn't even have a big car with a nice wide seat like Frank did,"
"I also didn't have a grandmother with a house on the beach - or anywhere else useful, for that matter. Well, I guess that you were worth the wait. Anyway, I wish that we could get away and do something like that. The problem is that the spring break is the best time to get something done here when the students are gone. Plus, this year I'm on that committee giving that master's exam. Maybe next year, if you are finished with your degree, we'll just have to take off and enjoy ourselves. We'll go somewhere this summer anyway and, meantime, we'll just stay here and enjoy being able to get around without crowds!"
"You think that I was worth the wait, huh! I'm wondering if I should have waited for a better offer from one of my other prospects! For now I guess I'll just have to 'wait till next year'"
The following day, I came home from a late class and, when Sandy greeted me with a kiss as usual, I could tell that something was bottled up inside, either good or bad and I couldn't tell which. Still, she didn't say anything and appeared to be nervous, but not, apparently, in a bad way. Finally, tired of waiting for whatever was on her mind, I asked, "Ok, honey, what is it? I can tell that you're bursting with something you want to say, but you're not talking. What's the deal?"
"Darn, you know me too well. Something came up in the office today and I just don't know what to do or what to think. It's impossible but...gods, it's appealing."
"Ok, you've got my attention. What is it?"
"I walked into the office this morning and Ruth, Judy and Claire were there talking about the beach house and, of course, I said it was so wonderful. Then, I got a major shock - Ruth asked me why don't I go with them! My immediate response, jokily, was, 'You've got three bedrooms and three couples. I just might be in the way!' She came right back to me saying that Judy had it wrong and that there actually were four rooms and that they would love to have me with them!
"I was shocked speechless, as you can imagine, but I saw a major problem and said, 'That sounds wonderful and very thoughtful, but I would be very uncomfortable. Three couples and me simply...well, as I said, I would be uncomfortable alone and Mack just can't get away. I said that I really appreciated the offer, but I just couldn't do it! They seemed to understand my reluctance and, honestly, I think that they were relieved because an odd extra woman would be a nuisance. I was really let down, of course, but I knew that I was right.
"Then, when I came back from my class, I was surprised to find the three of them still there. I put my stuff down on my desk and they gathered around me and shocked me by asking, 'What about Frank coming with you?' I stood there with my mouth hanging open, wondering what on earth were they thinking. I couldn't help but wonder if we had given ourselves away. I stuttered as I finally managed to ask, 'What on earth do you mean? I'm a happily married woman - how could I go with Frank?'
"Ruth said I had told them that I had shared a room with fellows when I was on my Junior Year Abroad in Spain and it would be no different because Frank wasn't interested in women anyway. I started with the first point, saying, 'I was single and 20 years old and three or four girls and, usually, five or six fellows stayed together in hostels and paradores! We slept in jeans, not nightgowns! I've never slept alone in a room with a man other than Mack. And what makes them think that Frank isn't interested in women? Every time Mack and I go out to a movie or to have a snack, it seems that we see Frank with a girl?'
"Judy replied that Frank took girls out, but that was all. No passes, not even kisses. Apparently, Sarah practically propositioned him, but he just ignored her. So, they assume that he is either gay or, for whatever reason, is not interested in sex. She even speculated that he was still traumatized by the woman in Maine! Here we were standing at the desk on which Frank had turned me into a fixture by fucking me on it and where I had sucked his cock six or seven times - and she was speculating as to why Frank wasn't interested in sex.
"I responded by saying that none of that mattered. I was a married woman and I could just imagine that repercussions if there was gossip that I had slept with Frank - for that's what the gossip would say whether I did or not - over spring break, or any other time for that matter. 'Look,' I said, 'I'm honestly not concerned about Frank. He's a very close friend, but I couldn't risk the exposure. I would really love to go with you, but it wouldn't be safe!'
"Judy, with the other two agreeing, said that I was being silly. The six of them were my close friends and they certainly weren't going to say anything. In addition, we would be going to Virginia where no one knows us. They really were insistent. Finally, as what seemed to be my final cause for hesitation, I said, 'I don't know if Frank would be interested. He might have other plans.'
"Of course, as expected, I eventually backed down and said that I would talk it over with you and see what you thought, and the girls said that they would talk to Frank tomorrow. So, there we are. What do you think?"
"Well, that certainly is quite a story and quite a situation. I assume that the idea of spending a week with Frank on the beach in the daytime and in bed at night appeals to you?"
"Actually, it's sort of scary - that's a long time - but, if you are ok with it and we can work over a few problems, the answer is yes. However, first and foremost, I want to be absolutely sure that you have no hesitation about it. I mean absolutely, no hesitation. This is a big step, far more than either of us ever would have expected, so I want you to think it through. In fact, we both need to think it through."
"Ok, I agree. There are several new things here that you need to think about before you decide what you want to do. First, I assume that you are certain that your friends will be discreet about the sleeping arrangements. In addition, if you're sleeping with Frank every night and, of course, having sex, there is no way that they won't know. Will you mind them knowing that he's fucking you? Will having them knowing that you're committing adultery upset you? Will doing so bother or shock them? In other words, your relationship with Frank no longer would be a secret from them! Again, will they be discreet and keep that secret? They won't know that I approve so it will appear that you are being unfaithful. How do you feel about that? In other words, there are many questions to be answered by you before we really need to contemplate actual issues. As far as I'm concerned, I have no more problem with this than I did when I was in Boston, so think deeply about your own concerns."
"Damn, I guess that this is more complex than I thought. I was just concerned about how you would feel about this, but those are real issues. I would love to spend a week in that house near Virginia Beach and I would, obviously, like to sleep with Frank again, but now I don't know. All those questions are serious. Let me think about it for a while. I think I let my desires get ahead of my mind."
This was really a complex situation and I was really eager to see what she finally would decide. To be honest, I had no idea as to what she would do. However, I probably would have bet that she would take the conservative position and say that there were just too many negatives. Therefore, I was somewhat surprised when she came into the study and sat down and said, "Let's talk!"
She started by saying, again, that she wanted to be absolutely certain that I was ok with her going off to Virginia Beach for a week. "It's wonderful spot and being on the beach with my friends would be great, but, obviously, sleeping with Frank is a real part of its appeal. If you are completely sure that you have no qualms about me going, I think I will say yes. I have no doubt that the other six are safe - they won't gossip. I went back and forth on letting them know about me and Frank, but, to be honest, with those close friends, I might even enjoy being wicked. It's adultery and they'll know that, but that's just part of it. I don't really like the idea of them seeing me as cheating and, if you don't object, I might hint privately to the girls that you're ok with it. I...well, I'm a bit nervous about it but I think that I want to do it. Right now if you said that you could go, I would happily forget about the Frank part of it and love spending a week with you down there. But, I know that you have obligations here that you can't postpone. So, if you agree, I'll tell them I'll go - if, of course, Frank agrees."



I immediately hugged her and assured her that I supported her decision. "It appears that you have made up your mind and accept the negatives, so I say, go for it. Now, I think that you should call Frank and tell him what's going on and get his reaction. I have no doubt that he will jump at the chance, but it would be better if the idea isn't sprung on him tomorrow without him knowing what you think. You should go over the pros and cons so you'll be on the same page. Then he can be appropriately surprised when Ruth, or whoever, makes the offer tomorrow,
She left and came back about a half-hour later. "Ok, I talked to Frank and went over all the things we talked about. He wanted to be absolutely sure that I wasn't concerned about them knowing about us having an affair. He's not concerned about that at all as long as only those close friends know. I don't intend to discuss any details about me and Frank with anyone else, so maybe they will think that we just started down there. Actually, that might be best - pretend that
things developed in the bedroom down there. Yeah, that might be best. We'll see. Anyway, it appears that I will spend spring break having an adulterous affair in Virginia in a big house on the beach with three unmarried couples! Oh, wicked me!"
Sandy was sitting at her desk the following morning helping one of her students when Ruth and Judy came in. They waited until the student left before coming over to her desk - the one with the large mark on its blotter - and Ruth said, "Well, we talked with Frank and he said that he would share a room with an orangutan for a deal like that. Now what do you think? Will you come with us?"
"Did he say that he would prefer me over an orangutan? Maybe he doesn't like women after all! All right, I talked it over with Mack, and I think he agrees with Frank - although he didn't mention orangutans, gorillas or any other wildlife. He thinks that it's too good to pass up and I should do it! All right, damn it, I'm in!"
"Oh, Sandy, that's wonderful. We really wanted you to come, Frank, too. It's really going to be good to have our whole group together! Wait, here's Frank now!"
"So, I'm as acceptable as an orangutan apparently. Gee, thank you for the compliment. I couldn't turn down such a flattering comment!"
"Well, if nothing else, you probably smell better! On the other hand, the orangutan would definitely talk less. Actually, it's probably 50 -50! OW! That hurt!"
"Ok, I'm glad that you two are so compatible! Look, we were planning to get together at Judy's tomorrow night about 7:30 to talk things over. Can you make that?"
"It's no problem for me if my right arm isn't broken! In fact, Sandy, if you promise not to hit me again, I'll pick you up."
"I'll restrain myself if I don't hear the word 'orangutan' again! Ok, Judy, we'll be there.
When she got home that afternoon, she recounted all of that while I laughed about Frank's orangutan comment, saying, "Well, you told him not to be too eager to share a room with you and he certainly did that! I suspect that his true feelings will be apparent to everyone after you sleep with him a night or two!"
"I'm still not sure how happy I feel about that yet, but, yeah, they almost certainly will. Well, I figured on that when I was thinking what whether or not to go. Anyway, I'm looking forward to tonight. Oh, honey, this should be a wonderful trip, but I wish you could come. I'll enjoy sleeping with Frank, but I really would rather have a week on the beach with you!"
Oddly enough, I knew that she was telling the truth so, I just replied, "I know, dear, and we'll definitely get away after school is out. Meantime, enjoy what will be an experience you'll never have again - a really unique experience!"
Frank arrived a little after 7:00 and they headed for Judy's, eager to help make plans for a fabulous spring break. I heard the front door open and close about 10:30 and, shortly afterwards, Sandy came through the door with a broad smile on her face. She walked over and kissed me, leading me to conjecture, "Somebody has just sucked a cock!"
"Why, how did you ever know? As a matter of fact, you are right! I thought of sneaking into the suite, but I wanted to get home to tell you everything. We eased into the driveway and stopped before the place where the security light comes on and I sucked him there." She gave her usual giggle, saying, "As we started to pull in I told him, 'An orangutan can't suck your cock. If you stop the car here, I'll make you happy that I'm going instead!' Oh, he stopped immediately and, very shortly afterwards, I had convinced him of my value!"
"Ok, but a word of warning! After sucking a cock it's a good idea to use Listerine or something if you want to keep it a secret from your husband!"
"Now, I never thought of that. Anyway, why would I want to keep it a secret?"
"Ok, enough chit chat. What did you find out?"
"Right. The house, itself is Victorian style, built in the 1920's. Ruth's grandparents ran it as a bed and breakfast from about April through September. He died last October and her grandmother is going to sell it, but there's no deal yet, so she said that Ruth could bring her friends down for the week. Evidently, the place is potentially worth a fortune - big house literally on the beach, and completely renovated. It has a great big porch the width of the house, stone steps and walk - and twenty feet later, you're in the sand! A wide, pure sand beach! But, there's no cable or cell phone access, it she won't get what it's worth. Her grandparents were going to get Direct TV and a cell phone tower is being built, so it will have everything but she doesn't want to wait so she's planning to sell.
"Anyway, inside, there are the four bedrooms, one used by her grandparents and three guest rooms, each with its own bath! There's a big living room, a pool room, a library, a dining room and a kitchen. Apparently, it was a real mansion when it was built but the depression ruined the owners and it was boarded up for years until her grandparents bought it in the 1980's, completely renovated it and started their bed and breakfast. She had a brochure that showed the interior and it certainly looks well cared for with period furniture and décor. Not my style, but that certainly doesn't matter! Of real interest, there was one picture that showed a guest rooms which, I suspect, it is much like the other two, and I will be appropriately shocked to find that Frank's and my room has only one bed and that I will not only be sharing a room, I'll be sharing a bed! It will be immediately apparent to all that I am sleeping with Frank, so that will be out in the open right away. But course, I may be wrong but, of course, we'll be using only one even is two beds are available! Regardless, the place looks very comfortable and, even, romantic in its period splendor."
"It certainly sounds that you have fallen into a perfect situation. It will be interesting to see how your sleeping arrangements and your no-longer-secret affair will be treated by your friends. Will everyone avoid seeing and talking about that great big elephant in the room or will you have to answer questions?"
"Yeah, I wonder about that too, but I'll just have to wait and see how it all turns out."
"Now, what about getting there, timing and so on?"
"Ok. Bob and Ruth have talked about that, of course, and he did some checking and he said that he can rent a ten-passenger van so we can all go together for $600.00 for a week and that includes all miles and gas. He divided that among the eight of us and that's only $75.00 apiece. In addition, Ruth's grandmother told her that they had a woman who served as a caretaker while the place was closed and works as maid during the season. She would be willing to work a few hours a day cleaning as needed and even do some cooking for minimum wage - probably costing us another $300 or $400 total for the week.
"Anyway, he figured with the van, and the maid-cook, we would need about $1000.00. We'll need food, there are tolls and there are other incidentals. He figured that if we figure a total of $1400.00 for the week, it would cost us $175.00 each! Judy insisted that since Ruth was really providing us with housing, she shouldn't have to pay which would make it $200.00 each. Ruth said no, we argued and we agreed to charge her one-half, leaving approximately $187.00! We were laughing at the dickering considering that we would have a week in Virginia, on the water, for under two hundred dollars - including rooms, transportation, maid service and food. Obviously there will be personal expenses, non-food purchases like beer, eating out...whatever.
"Finally, we agreed that each of us will give Bob $200.00 - Ruth only $100.00 - giving us a kitty of $1500.00 out of which he'll rent the van and pay other expenses. If there is anything left when we get back, we'll get a refund. Bob is notorious for keeping track of every penny he spends of his own money, so he's the perfect treasurer!"
"That certainly is businesslike for a bunch of language majors! It's got to be the cheapest week-long vacation possible unless you are hiking and camping out! Now, what about the schedule - when do you leave?"
"They estimate that it will take about six or six and one-half hours to get there. We couldn't leave until mid-afternoon next Friday so we're planning to go about 6:00 AM Saturday morning which should get us there about noon. God, think about it - a week and a half from now, I be in Virginia, on the beach and lying on the sand - and my poor darling will still be here in this stupid March weather!"
"Yeah, but, you know, that master's candidate I'm testing is a very voluptuous young woman who just might like to have some insurance to guarantee that she passes!"
"There will be no voluptuous exam taker, there will be no promiscuous coed - we will have no adulterous activity here, only in Virginia Beach. One of us may be generous and beyond jealousy, but the other is a selfish and jealous shrew who, as I threatened before, would castrate you and kill her! Life isn't fair for you - but it's very nice for me. Now, tomorrow morning I have to shop for a new bikini or two!"
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So, the preparations began. Clothes were selected and packed, cash for the kitty and other expenses was collected and, on Friday before taking off, Ruth, Judy, Claire and Sandy met in the office to arrange any last second issues that might come up. Totally unexpectedly, one of Sandy's questions about the trip was to be answered. Ruth arrived with several 3 x 5 cards with colored marks on them, one color per card. She explained their purpose: "Bob and I will be staying in my grandparents' room, leaving the other three. The other bedrooms are the same except for cosmetic differences, and are named according to their color. So there is the Green Room, the Blue Room and the Red Room. Rather than getting there and deciding who goes where, you can each draw a card and your room will match the color on the back. Ok?"
That sounded like a perfect way to avoid fumbling around in making choices later. Sandy turned over the Blue Room card, Judy the Red and Claire the Green, seemingly concluding the question of rooms. However, Sandy decided that that was as good a time as ever to face that "elephant in the room," her relationship with Frank.
"All right, Frank and I have the Blue Room, which is fine. However, I have a very strong feeling that my three closest friends have set me up!" Her statement was met with surprised and questioning looks - with a bit of guilt showing through. "When you proposed that I go with you, my only concern was whether, as a married woman, a happily married woman, I could share a room with another man for a week at the beach. I thought about it and discussed it with Mack and he agreed with Frank that this was too good an offer to pass up, so I accepted. I looked at your brochure, Ruth, and I saw a picture of, I think, the Green Room. Now, I'm informed that all of the rooms are the same, so, unless I have missed some critical bit of information, I have gone from sharing a room with Frank, to sharing a bed with Frank! Am I, a married woman, expected to sleep with Frank for, as I count them, eight nights?"
As Sandy described the scene, all three faces had guilt written all over them and, after there was a period of looking at each other and making incoherent and sputtering efforts to decide what to say, Judy finally took the lead. "Oh, Sandy, I'm so sorry and we didn't want to put you in a difficult place, but we all so badly wanted you with us. The only reason that we didn't invite you immediately was Mack. We like him and you two are a perfect couple, but he just isn't part of our group. This is probably the last time all of us will be together, just the eight of us, and we just hoped that it will work out. Don't be too mad at us!"
"Ruth finally was able to get her thoughts together and added, "We really don't think that Frank really is into women, for whatever reason. And, in any case, you could put something between you like bundling. They are queen-sized beds, so there should be room. Or" she added with a rather timid, smile, "You could wear blue jeans to bed like you did in Spain."
"So, I'm to rely on Frank not being into women - or into me. I'm either to build a fortress between us or wear jeans, or both!" Reaching behind her to a shopping bag, she pulled out a sheer shorty nightgown that would tempt a man, not hide her body. "This is what I bought this morning and I thought that I might wear it to bed when we are in Virginia!"
Ruth stared with eyes wide with shock, "My god, Sandy, that's beautiful but it won't hide anything!"
Judy was more explicit, "If you wear that to bed, Frank really will be into you, literally!"
"You're probably right and I could leave this at home and wear a more prosaic nightgown, but, you all know perfectly well that if we sleep together for eight nights, it doesn't matter what I wear unless I do go for the jeans - which I'm not going to do. There will be eight of us there and I'm the only one that is married. If I end up with a scarlet A, you three are equally responsible and I had better never hear a word about it!"
"It was Claire that finally spoke up as she said, "Sandy, dear, we all love you and anything you do is absolutely ok with us. Unless you say different, we're going to act as if we have four unmarried couples staying together and making love. Take off your rings or leave them on, you and Frank are a couple this week. Of course, that's assuming that Frank plays his role and cooperates!"
"Sandy replied with a knowing smile, "I don't think that there is going to be a problem with that!"
Ruth looked at her with a quizzical smile, commenting wryly, "You know, I wonder if Frank turned Sarah and the others girls down because he already had a better deal working! I'm also wondering if we're the ones that have been had, not you!"
"Now Ruth, I'm a happily married woman who loves her husband. Any speculations about any ongoing affairs are completely unsupported by evidence!"
The group broke up shortly after that with the three women exchanging questioning, but certainly not disapproving, looks. Hearing their conversation as they left undoubtedly would have been quite entertaining.
Sandy hurried into the house, bubbling with the news of her very productive afternoon. She recounted her conversation with her three friends and finished, "Now I won't have to worry about the question of sleeping with Frank - they know about it before we go. Plus, they admitted that they set it up so they are party to it."
"Well, you certainly brought up so there is no need to pretend that nothing is happening. However, what made you change your mind? You were going to pretend that nothing had happened before and that things had developed because you would be sharing a room there. That's a big turnaround!"
"Yeah, I know and it really was on the spur of the moment. When Ruth said that all the rooms were the same so that our blue room was the same as the green one on the brochure, I could hardly be so unobservant that I wouldn't see that there was only one bed in the room that Frank and I would have. So, I just decided to call them on it and blame them if something developed between me and Frank. Then when they suggested bundling and one of them actually suggested wearing jeans to sleep in, I just spontaneously pulled out that little nightgown to shake them up. I just decided to go all the way and admit that I actually planned to sleep with Frank.
"Boy, were they shocked! I even mentioned the scarlet letter and said that would be their fault! It's funny, they were fixing for me to sleep with Frank because they really wanted me with them, which really is touching, while, at the same time, I was planning to sleep with him and worrying about how they would receive it. Now, we both get our wish without being devious!"
"You certainly accomplished that! What do you think about not wearing your rings?"
"Heavens no! I'm proud of those rings and if wearing them makes it seem more like adultery, I just don't care. I'm a married woman and I'm certainly not going to hide that from anyone."
"From Ruth's last comment, it's pretty obvious that she thinks, accurately, that something was going on with Frank before this came up. Are you going there?"
"I haven't thought about that, but, you know, I'm tempted to do so. They're going to assume it anyway and I think that might be fun to admit it. I don't know. I think that I'll wait and see how they react to the reality that I'm actually sleeping with Frank. I'm pretty sure that they will approve, and if they ask or hint broadly about the past, I'll probably tell them. I'll check with Frank of course, but I have a feeling that our...what do they call it...oh yeah, 'street cred' will go up if they know we're having an affair! If I do say anything, I'll definitely let them know that you at least tacitly approve.
"Which reminds me, I have a feeling that I might be better off at this point to say something to Frank - like I think you know, but you look the other way. I don't think that I want to just say that you told me to go ahead or anything like that. Also, I don't want him to realize that you've known all the time and that I still pretended to him that you didn't. In other words, that the precautions I took were phony. It would be as if I had lied to him or, even, that we were laughing at him with the phony security. In any case, I'm afraid that, one of these times, he'll ask me directly if you know about us. We'll really be together a lot in the next week and I think that I need to be prepared so I won't say something stupid that will complicate things. Do you have an opinion?"
"You do what you think is best there. Your instincts have worked well so far, so I will trust them. In reality, it doesn't matter a whole lot to me. I suppose you could handle it the way you did with the girls - say I asked about the sleeping arrangements because I realized, somehow, that there was only one bed in the room. You didn't want to tell me a direct lie, so you confessed, Then, I could have told you I was pretty sure you were having an affair almost from the beginning, but since I wasn't concerned, I turned the traditional blind eye. I do think that it might be unwise to give the girls anything more than a hint unless you tell him first. You wouldn't want for him to hear it by accident from someone else. If you do end up confessing that your secret love affair is not so secret, make sure that he understands that neither he nor I should acknowledge it in any way! We should act exactly the same as we have up to now - friendly and polite, ignoring the fact that we share a lovely woman, my wife and his married mistress, one and the same!
"As far as the others are concerned, tell them whatever you want. As long as it is very secure, I really don't care. If everyone is discreet and trustworthy, my ego will not be impacted in any way, whatever my supposed role is. Just enjoy yourself, enjoy your friends and enjoy your lover. Then come home and tell me all about it! Next year, it will be our time!"
We did all the necessary things such as last minute packing, making sure that she had money and credit cards, charged up her Ipad and the useless (at the beach house) telephone, included the necessary recharging cables, etc. She was also taking a good Nikon camera - set to auto - for higher quality pictures. She was also going to keep a brief journal of events on the Ipad. We assumed, correctly as it turned out, that wifi would be limited or non-existent. Thus, while I could talk with her daily by land line, we would have to discuss her activities in detail when she returned.
There was one other loose end that Sandy took care that evening. She called Frank and filled him in on her conversation with the girls. She definitely wanted him to know that the women, and presumably the fellows, would be expecting them to sleep together. She added that there might be a suspicion about their overall relationship and they should talk about that when they were alone. In any case, she thought that there might be some teasing about their "shacking up" together on this trip. Not surprisingly, Frank was not too concerned and, in fact, was pleased that there would be no pretense necessary.
So, Saturday morning, a little before 6:00 AM, an enormous van pulled into the driveway, I put her suitcase aboard, kissed her very hard, wished her and them a very reluctant "goodbye and have a wonderful trip," and watched that van disappear out of sight. I felt an emptiness inside that would remain until she returned eight days later. The house had never seemed so big. I wanted her to have a marvelous time and have a wonderful experience - but I missed her!
This was made worse by knowing that we wouldn't be able to talk to each other several times a day as we would have if cell phones worked there. We knew from Ruth that the house had a land line with an extension in each room so, as I said before, we could talk each day, but that put severe limits on both the length and privacy of the calls. Of course, this is the way it was for everybody not long ago - I certainly remember it - but new habits are hard to break, too. In any case, we were prepared for, but hating, a real separation, orally as well as physically.
I watched the clock all morning and, finally, about 1:15 PM I got a call. They had stopped for lunch and gotten to the house about 12:30, unloaded the van and had found their rooms. The place is beautiful, the beach is perfect and they were changing into their bathing suits and were going in the water. She was tired and they - she empathized the "they" - probably would take a nap later.
We talked later that day, briefly, and she was running over with news about the place and, the other couples and, of course, discreetly, about her and Frank - which is where the issue of privacy came in. Extensions are prone to accidental problems if someone else picks up. We talked every day, but our conversations were unsatisfying and many activities could only be hinted at. Consequently, not only was I extraordinarily eager to see her return off the van after nine long days and nights because I had missed her, I also was extremely curious about exactly what had gone on at that beach house in Virginia. The phone calls really were just teasers - better than nothing, by far - leaving with information of their mundane activities but only hints of their nefarious fun.
I could hardly contain my joy as she finally stepped out of the van when they returned. Still, as I kissed her, I did so without the wild enthusiasm that I felt, for I found myself conscious of the fact that the other seven people in that van knew that she had been happily committing adultery with one of their number for the last nine days. Since I hadn't really been able to talk with Sandy about that sensitive issue, I had no idea of what they thought my role in her affair had been. Therefore, I waited until the van turned out of the driveway and greeted her the way I wanted to. Oddly enough, she confessed that she had felt that same hesitancy before her friends - greeting her husband in front of their knowing eyes suddenly was embarrassing!
We soon got over that momentary restraint and the next kiss was a true welcome home. Strangely enough, sexual desire had nothing to do with my happiness to have her home - I just wanted her there with me. However, as is usually the case, sex reared its head not too long after we came down from the simple pleasure of being together. Looming in the background, of course, was the account of her week in Virginia and we were eager to get to it. Finally, I broached the subject by asking a ridiculous question, "Has your cunt had a nice workout since you left?"
"If my cunt was a muscle, it would be ready for the Olympics. Are you ready to hear the story? Yeah, I can see you are! The only drawback to the last week has been the inability to talk to you freely several times a day, particularly when something of sexual interest occurred. Let me get my journal so I can keep things in order. I'll start at the beginning with the trip.
"The van was very comfortable and rode well. We had plenty of room. Frank and I sat together and no one made any comments about us except for when we got on the highway, one of the fellows, and I couldn't tell who, yelled out, "We're on the road, four couples headed for bed and beach in that order - forget breakfast." We made very good time, stopping for lunch and then heading for the house. Fortunately, Ruth knew the way or I'm sure we probably would have been lost. The place was all you could ask, inside and out. We pulled in and the caretaker-maid, Juanita, came out right away - she was very nice and was wonderful in keeping the place neat and clean. She prepared breakfast every day and lunch if we were there! She was worth a lot more than we paid. We went in and went up a long curving staircase and took our suitcases to our room - which gave me a funny feeling, 'our' room not being with you. We all then took a quick tour of the house and you could see that it had been a real mansion when it was built. Big rooms, carved wood trim and molding, high ceilings - beautiful! Not my style, but beautiful.
"After a quick tour, we returned to our rooms and changed into bathing suits - changing with Frank! We all ran out onto the beach, which was white soft sand, and charged into the water. It was warmer than had I feared, it being March, That section of the beach is sheltered by some barrier islands which, apparently helps and the water is shallow pretty far out so it warms from the sun. You can actually walk out twenty yards before it's above your shoulders - considerably further for the taller people - which was everyone else except for Judy. It really was wonderful, especially after that long drive.
"We stayed out for a half hour or forty-five minutes and came in and went to our rooms to unpack and, as Bob said, 'Wink, wink, have a nap!' There was unanimous agreement that a nice long nap would be a good idea! It was, of course, the first time that Frank and I had been alone, so, as you can imagine, there was a great deal of kissing and hugging. We then took a shower together - it was a big shower - and went to bed for the first time in 'our' room. There was no need for much foreplay, and I think that he was in me in two or three minutes. I think the whole situation added to our arousal and we both came after a short time. I started coming before he did and it felt wonderful. Afterwards, we lay together, talking about how good this was and that we had a whole week, actually eight nights together. Then, we actually fell asleep together, so I guess it was a nap.
"When we woke up, almost an hour later, we did unpack and it was fun using the same bureau. He was watching as I put my underwear in the draw and I grinned at him, 'When I go home, I want these panties to go with me!' He laughed at me, leading to another kissing session. Finally, we dressed shorts and a tee shirt for me. That time I wore a bra, but I think that it was the only time at the house. We drove into a nearby town to eat most evenings so I wore it then, but not at home - we called it 'home' for convenience.
"Everyone else was already sitting around the living room when we came down and we were greeted by a number of suggestive comments about our long 'nap'! Frank embarrassed me a bit - in a good way - by saying, "Yes, I love a nice long nap with Sandy! I think that I'll need one every day while we're here!'
"Bob reached over and hugged Ruth and joined in the kidding, 'Yeah, I enjoyed that nice afternoon nab with Ruth on that very comfortable bed that her grandparents had, but I really curious to see what she and it are like all night - will she let me get some sleep?' He received a thump on his arm.
"Ed promptly joined in with, 'Judy has me concerned about that too, but, when you sleep with a woman, you have to take care of her needs as well as your own, I have a feeling that Sandy has a lot of needs, so, Frank, you may not get a lot of sleep at night either!'
"Frank replied, 'You know, I'm afraid you're right. If she's as active at night as she is while napping, I could have a problem!'
"Obviously, they were baiting me, and I know that I was blushing, but I decided to join in and respond to their teasing. 'Ok, wise guys! You and your female co-conspirators have done enough. Here I am, an innocent, respectable married woman lured into a trap in which she is doomed to get Hester's A through no fault of her own - to be condemned by all right-minded people, none of whom, fortunately, are here! There is a vile conspiracy to corrupt me and I think I should sleep right here on this couch to protect my virtue and innocence rather than sleeping with this braggart here!'
"My comments were met with gales of laughter which grew even more raucous as Frank responded, 'After that rather vigorous nap, I'm afraid that there is no virtue or innocence left to save!'



"I started pummeling his arm as he easily held me off, laughing at my pretend anger. Everyone joined in the laughter and, after a minute of two, I gave up beating at him and stated loudly, 'Ok, you big mouth, It's going to be a long time before I'll sleep with you again!'
"'Yeah, probably not until tonight"
"At that point I gave up the charade and grinned, admitting, 'Not until tonight!' At that, he pulled me over and kissed me right in front of everybody.
"That byplay wasn't exactly planned, but it was exactly what was needed to clear the air of any lingering need to tip toe around my relationship with Frank. He clearly had screwed me during nap time, and, obviously, I intended to sleep with him while we were there and, equally obvious, I wasn't sensitive about my marital status. Obviously it was adultery, but that was not a concern, seemingly to anyone. So, on the first day that critical issue was taken care of - but there was one more to come.
"We all got in the van and drove to town, looked around and had hamburgers. We came back and, since it was still beautiful out, we went into the water again. There was just enough surf to make it interesting and it was almost dark when we came in. After another shower to remove the salt, I put on a pair of panties and a light silky robe and joined the others. We women had discussed clothing before, and the others dressed similarly. It was a very pleasant and intimate group as we sat around and talked. About 10:00 there was general agreement that it had been a long day and we should go to bed. As we were separating and heading for our respective bed rooms, Judy called out, 'Hey Sandy, I think that you've punished Frank long enough! Anyway, you wouldn't really be very comfortable on that couch!' That evoked a final general laugh!
"It really felt good and was exciting going into 'our' bedroom and shutting the door behind us, particularly with everyone knowing we were going to have sex and sleep together. It was a very pleasant feeling of being 'naughty' with everyone's approval. It wasn't long before my robe and panties were gone and I was on my back with Frank on top and in me. I know that he enjoyed the byplay and that it was no secret that we were lovers. It was a big house and the bed springs were quiet, otherwise they all would have been aware of what we were doing. Of course, they undoubtedly were doing the same thing, so they wouldn't have heard, anyway!
"When we had recovered and were lying there relaxed against each other, we were both feeling very good about the day and the week ahead of us. We were kidding back and forth about our rather explicit revelations to the others of our sexual relationship. I don't know exactly what led up to it, but we were speculating on just how far we should go in revealing our affair to them. I told him that some, certainly Ruth, already assume that we were intimate before this trip, primarily because I agreed to use a room with one bed. He didn't care about them knowing in and of itself - in fact, he was pleased that they no longer thought that he wasn't interested in women. As he said, he had the best woman he knew of and was proud of that. That comment earned him a hard and loving kiss! He was concerned that unintentionally, something, somehow, would get back to you.
"All this talk of how much revelation and how much secrecy worried me because I didn't want to risk saying something and having it coming back to bite me later. The only thing I didn't like about everyone knowing about me and Frank was what you mentioned before I agreed to come. I hated for these dear friends to think that I was cheating and being unfaithful even if they were willing to overlook my adultery. But, if I told them otherwise, and Frank heard about, he would have a right to be upset. You and I talked about this before I left and I suddenly decided to follow your suggestion - saying that you realized that the room had only one bed and asked me about it.
"Obviously, I said to him, Mack knew that I planned to sleep with you here and, finally, I confessed the whole thing right back to that first time in the car. As you can imagine, he was shocked when I told him that you knew, but he was reassured that I was right there with him and perfectly happy. I went on and said that I hadn't been as clever as I thought in concealing things like marked up tits! I said that you weren't really asleep that first night when I sneaked in but you were drowsy and didn't say anything at the time. I told him that you were worried about me for you could tell that I was hiding something that bothered me. You watched me carefully and finally saw some marks on my tits. Clearly something had happened and he waited for me to say something. Instead, I suddenly cheered up after the second party and that you put two and two together. I told him, truthfully, that you knew that I loved you and that you knew me far too well to worry about me having an affair, even a love affair!"
"Well, that's a surprise! Boy, you really had your story thought out, didn't you? How did he react - he must have been really shocked!"
"Yeah, part of it was spontaneous, but as I told you, I was afraid that he would ask me a difficult question, so I had worked part of it out. And, yes, of course, he was shocked, but not quite as much as I had expected. He calmed down after I assured him that nothing had changed, as shown by me being in bed with him right then. He admitted that he had been concerned that you might know or suspect something because he knew how close we were. In addition - and this is embarrassing - he said that I was just too honest and open to do a good job of keeping a secret like this from my husband! That was his biggest concern! But, things had gone on for a year so he had relaxed a bit - and now I had scared him badly because he had a fear of losing me! That's the way he expressed it.
"He finally asked about the thing that surprised him the most. 'As you say, you're here in bed with me and we just fucked which obviously means that Mack let you come on this trip where we will be sleeping together, and screwing, for a week. Are you saying that he has no objection to us continuing, even after we get back?"
"I told him, 'That's exactly what I'm saying, sweetheart. You still have your married mistress and I still love you! Nothing has changed - I love Mack with all my heart, as he knows, but I love you, too, and he's fine with that! In fact, he said that he wants nothing to change between us or the two of you - he wants you both to act as if he knows nothing about us!
"As you can imagine, this conversation went on for some time, but the end result seems to be perfect. He admitted that he felt somewhat guilty about us when he was talking to you, and he was very happy to remove that feeling. He still found it hard to believe that you can be so unconcerned about your wife having a love affair, but he was very happy. All in all, confessing to him that I had confessed to you made things much more comfortable. It will also remove much of the sneaking around element back here - he and I can just get together without worrying about a party!
"However, I did lie to him about one thing. I told him that you know about our affair, but I lied and said that you didn't know specifically what we did or where - as in the office - we did it. In addition, I didn't tell him about the cameras. I just felt that it was better to keep those things just for us to know."
"I think that was very wise. In fact, I told you to follow your instincts, and you did just that and your instincts seemed to be perfect. This really should make things easier all around. I must say, your first day turned out to be a real winner! With a start like that, I can't wait to hear about the rest of your trip!
"Ok, I'll go on. When I woke up Sunday morning I had an amazingly light-hearted feeling. I was cuddled up against Frank and everything just felt different. I had had sex with him numerous times and had slept all night with him twice in our bed so I was doing nothing really new - but it felt as if I were! We were away somewhere together, sleeping together in a different room - 'our' room. I honestly felt as if we were on a honeymoon - not really, of course, but being alone together, in bed, in a different house was very different from what we had done before.
"I knew that soon we would dress together and go out of our room and see people that knew that we had slept together. They would know that Frank had fucked me last night - and probably this morning. I remember having those same thoughts when going out in public the day after we were married - all eyes on me, saying 'We know what you were doing!' It was the same feeling I had the first time you and I went the whole way - I thought that everyone knew and that they were thinking 'she was a virgin last night but she isn't anymore!' Anyway, a short time later Frank woke up and not too long afterwards we were doing just what I had anticipated - we were having sex. We had done the same thing twice yesterday, but somehow, this felt like sexual intercourse rather than fucking. Of course, it was the same act, so the difference was mental, not physical, and the result was the same as we drove against each other in orgasm.
"That bride feeling, a shy embarrassment, did continue as we went downstairs and joined the others, but it soon went away as I realized that I wasn't the only one made self-conscious by everyone knowing that they had spent last night sleeping with a man. Oh, there were no virgins there, but this was different from occasional rendezvous with their lovers.
"We explored the facilities and rooms of our new 'home,' enjoyed the beach and the water and, in general, settled in. The scenery was beautiful and I left my camera on a central table and told people to take whatever pictures they wanted. I said that I would send copies to everyone when we got back. I laughed and said that if any pictures were indiscreet, I would make sure that they went only to the proper person. I haven't looked at them yet, of course, but I think that quite a few were of that type!
"Juanita showed us equipment that was very useful including sun shelters which we referred to as 'cabanas' that were just right for a couple to shelter from the sun - and secure a little semi-private space to relax. They were made up of metal frames with canvas roofs and sides. We promptly set up four of those and they were occupied daily. There also floats, beach balls and other recreational items to keep the regular bed and breakfast visitors happy. The wide porch had the traditional rocking chairs plus several two-people settees which were nice to share. Indoors, the pool table got a lot of use and a supply of board games which, surprisingly, were very popular in the evening. The TV coverage was just local stations received by antenna. With no cable TV, no wifi, no internet and no cell phone service, we were cut off from much of the normal, noisy world and playing pool, playing board games like Monopoly and just sitting around talking was quite relaxing."
"Actually, it sounds ideal! A week without my phone chiming, no email messages to be answered, no time wasted channel-surfing - I'd love it. It was good for you to get away from research and study, but I'll bet you did some of that, too."
"Oh yeah, I have Shakespeare and Lope on my Ipad and I did quite a bit of work while I was lying in the cabana with Frank. He had stuff on his tablet, too, so all of our time wasn't 'wasted.' We did a lot of swimming, floating, beach walking, driving into town, game playing - and making out in our cabana and fucking on our bed. One thing was obvious - we did all of those things and more, but the real reason the four couples were there was to have sex! The first few days one or the other of those couples had what we laughingly referred to as 'nap time' when there was no intent to nap! We were unbelievably fortunate that not one of the girls got their period during that week, so screwing was the theme for everyone.
"After the first three or four days some of the pent-up sexual energy was spent, but people never got to the point that fucking only before going to sleep was enough. In fact, at first, couples would quietly leave and go to their room and return when they were finished. As the week went on, however, everyone became much freer and unless you averted your eyes when passing one of those semi-private cabanas, you might get a good view of some very erotic behavior. In addition, the canvas sides stopped about six inches above the sand and were not fastened down. The steady on-shore breeze frequently meant the sides were exposed. At first, again, the group, as a whole, was pretty careful about exposure in public, but that began to slip when playing around in the surf. Claire lost her top when she fell in the surf and we all saw her breasts as she tried to recover her bra. She was embarrassed and was blushing, but not long afterwards, the idea of all of us going topless was accepted"
"So everyone saw your tits! You did get adventurous!"
"Yeah, but there was one unexpected development! Frank had continued placing a nice hickey under my left nipple and, suddenly, it was exposed to everyone! There was a lot of teasing that went on, talking about someone putting an ownership mark on my breast. That in turn reminded Tom of a story he had read. Tom is in Latin American literature, but I'm not so I had never run across the story which had the title 'Amante Casado de Pedro.' He said, laughing, it looks like we have the 'Amante Casado de Frank!"
"I'll admit that I started blushing for that translates as the 'Married Mistress of Frank' or, of course, 'Frank's Married Mistress!' It seems that Pedro kept a married woman in a fancy apartment as his mistress, thus the title. I must have been beet red as everyone laughed uproariously. I don't think that I would have been so embarrassed if we hadn't been using that term for me all the time at home, but, while really flustered, I actually enjoyed having the attention focused on my relationship with Frank. Making the embarrassment even worse, but at the same time sending a wave of excitement running through me, Frank leaned down and kissed my nipple stating, unbelievably, 'I claim this charming woman as my married mistress!'
"Somehow, and I certainly don't know how, I recovered and with aplomb I still don't believe, I jerked back, saying, 'Oh no you don't! Not until I get that fancy apartment! Until then you will have to settle for being mi amante!' My comeback caused even more laughter, friendly laughter, with a comic debate on whether 'mistress' or 'lover' should apply. To top it off, and I admired his quick thinking, Frank said, wait here. He went up to our room and returned, handing me a twenty dollar bill and asking, 'Is this enough for you to accept being my mistress?'
"I looked at the bill and visibly considered the offer and, after considerable dramatic hesitation, replied, 'No, but if you come up to the room right now and make it forty, I guess I'll be your married mistress!'"
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"Honey, there is no way I can describe my feelings about that whole exchange! It was such an intimate situation that I was sharing with everyone and I was basking in their approval of my reaction. Everyone hugged me and, of course, my bare tits were against each of them. I was surprised by how nice it was to feel my tits against the tits of each of the girls - very nice!
"So, totally unexpectedly, Frank and my considering myself to be his mistress went from a private, loving description of our relationship, to being recognized by the whole group - I was Frank's married mistress and I publicly accepted that title."
"My god, honey, you had quite an experience. First you have your tits out in public , you're 'love mark' is displayed and your relationship with Frank is made explicit! So everyone called you his 'married mistress.' Had you said anything to them about me knowing or were they still thinking that you were cheating?"
"Oh, damn, I knew that I should have gone down my journal in chronological order! I jumped ahead when I started talking about the equipment, particularly the cabanas. Let me back up. The answer is definitely yes. I told Frank about my 'confession' and, as I said, woke up happy about that. I knew then that if I told the girls that you knew everything it would be ok as far as he was concerned. Later that day the four of us, the women, were sitting on the beach watching the fellows throwing a ball around and something was said that gave me an opening. Actually, Ruth and Claire were talking about a murder mystery and one of them, Claire, I think, innocently said the wife was killed by her husband because he found out that she was having an affair. She suddenly stopped, embarrassed, looking at me to see if I had heard.
"I had been trying to think of a way to bring up my situation and this, of course, was it. I immediately took advantage of what normally would have a difficult faux pas for her. I smiled and said, 'Don't worry about me being shot by my enraged husband! I should tell you this anyway because I don't want you to have a bad impression of me as an unfaithful wife. If you define adultery as a married woman having sexual intercourse with another man, I definitely am guilty. However, if, instead, you define it as cheating on your husband by having that sex behind his back, I'm not. Please keep this a secret, but, the fact is, Mack knows about me and Frank!'
"I had three startled faces before me, happily with no skeptical looks. I went on to simply say, 'One night after the party when Frank drove me home, he asked if he could kiss me, something he said he had wanted to do all semester. I said yes and one thing led to another and we got carried away and he screwed me. Afterwards, we were both shocked by what we had done. I went in and confessed to Mack and he forgave me without hesitation. Happily, he had no doubt about my feelings for him and he wasn't threatened by me having sex with Frank. However, we talked about it seriously for several days and I finally admitted to Mack that I actually had enjoyed what we had done. He asked me if I would like to do it again and, amazingly, when I said yes, he gave me permission to have an affair. So technically I'm being unfaithful, but I honestly don't think that I'm cheating.'
"They were unbelieving, not that what I said wasn't true, but that any husband could be as loving and generous as you are! You are a paragon in their minds! Actually, everything I said was true although not in quite the way I described it. They promised to keep my secret although I imagine a filtered version got to the fellows. They in no way indicated that the story changed their feeling about me for, apparently, they were not concerned about me committing adultery. For some reason, they cared for me too much to condemn me for whatever I did! That really shocked and touched me more than I can tell you, and it made me feel very good! Anyway, I'm not seen as a cheater, you are close to being a saint and Frank is my lover!"
"Well, I must say that you seemed to have covered all of the bases. Actually, I'll admit that I feel a bit better about their picture of my role in all of this. As I told you earlier, my ego is not really involved in this too much, but I am more comfortable with the part of the confident and beneficent husband instead of one betrayed by an unfaithful wife. Perhaps being a paragon or saint is a bit overdone, but I'll take it. So, shy, conservative Sandy was walking around with bare breasts - you who were concerned about people seeing your nipples poking out through a blouse. Now, right in front of everyone, your tits are bare and one of those nipples is kissed by another man! That was quite an experience."
"I think that my explanation of the true state of affairs freed everyone quite a bit and Frank and I received a fair amount of teasing. Teasing is fun if it's done with affection and that certainly was the case here. As we came down for breakfast, there was a round of applause as if we were dignitaries gracing the table. Later, one of the girls was talking about how unfortunate it was back home for the girls there. Sarah, Ellie and all the others were attempting to seduce Frank, not knowing that he already had the prettiest, nicest and smartest woman as his married mistress! I was flustered, not knowing how to answer that very flattering picture of me. Before I could say a word, one of the fellows agreed, saying, 'Damn, you're right. If any of us had known a year ago that Sandy was available, she would have been surrounded - but she was just too married. Frank was the smart one!'
"Frank stood up and took a bow. 'I accept your congratulations and accolades with great humility. As you say, I seduced and conquered the ultimate prize in our department, the lovely young woman now recognized by all, including herself, as my wonderful mistress. I think that I can probably use Caesar's words, Veni, vidi, vici - I came, I saw, I conquered"
"At that point, I stood up and demanded the tables' attention. 'Thank you for your very kind, perhaps too kind, description of me. However before my friend here takes too much credit for my downfall, let me say that in a very underhanded way, he got a young, innocent and faithful married woman into his rolling bedroom of a car and unscrupulously seduced her for his own underhanded pleasure, leaving her morally bereft and corrupted and almost forced to become his mistress to avoid scandal! He should be condemned rather than honored!'
"There was universal laugher when I finished and sat down. Frank's finally got a word in, 'My mistress in maligning me and my accomplishments and I think she dares to do so because I haven't given her a good spanking for a while, I'm afraid that a I will have to apply some discipline to her pretty little ass to make her behave.'
"Blushing, I jumped my feet, stating firmly, 'There will be no spanking!! I'm going outside!' I stalked out with peals of laughter ringing in my ears.
"Oh, that joking around was fun. I think we were all enjoying having our inhibitions fading away, starting with the acceptance of bare boobs. Here, let me check my journal - yes, that was the third day. The following night, Tuesday, it was beautiful, with a very bright full moon so we went back into the water and bounced around in the surf. It was a lot of fun with people falling down and rolling about as they tried to get up. As you would expect, there was a considerable amount of horse-play, particularly fellows with girls - horse-play that involved a considerable amount of tit squeezing! I know that there were hands all over mine! It really was fun and being felt didn't bother me at all. It really was a sort of bonding - really as a group, not just couples. We finally came in and went up to shower off and Frank and I were both excited by the experience and he was fondling my tit. Grinning at him, I teasingly asked, 'How does it feel compared to the others?'
"He laughingly replied, 'Just as I knew all along! My mistress has the best tits of anybody in this house! Definitely, the best tits I've ever felt anywhere. And, from what I could tell, I think that everyone else got a pretty good feel of them, too!
"I started giggling and answered, 'I couldn't tell who was connected to which hands, but I would be surprised if anyone was left out!'"
"Wow, you did let go! I think that being with Frank lowered your inhibitions. I don't think that you ever did anything like that, not even close to it."
"No, you're right. You and Frank were the only two who had ever touched my bare breasts before - actually no one ever had a chance because they were never bare with anyone around. I think that it was that bonding thing. I was part of a...well, I guess...loving group, and we were all just playing around! It wasn't really a sex-thing, but, at the same time, it was. Having their hands on my tits was just part of sharing in the fun. The closest thing to it that I've experienced was my year in Spain when there were...let me see...four girls counting me and six fellows. As you know, we were very close and went everywhere and did everything together. I really felt a family-like connection with all of them. There was no sex involved and the fellows were like brothers, but I had that same group bonding.
"Gods, it's hard to remember how young and innocent I was back then. You were my boyfriend back here at home, worrying about what I might be doing over there in Spain. I was still a virgin intent on remaining so until we were married. I was rooming with Helen, also a virgin, who hid her fabulous figure under sloppy clothes. The fellows treated me as a little sister, which I liked, and ignored her which is what she wanted!"
"Yeah, I remember your description of her boobs. I do understand that feeling of being part of a group and permitting familiarity that you wouldn't permit with outsiders. Actually, it must have been fun to have those regular barriers broken down. Obviously, you were comfortable doing things that a year before would have been unacceptable - like showing your tits, much less having them felt."
"Those things were exciting, but I did a number of things last week that surprised me even more. I know that it is surprising that I showed my breasts, but I showed a lot more afterwards!"
"What! Wow, you really did expand your limits! What happened?"
"Well, it was obvious that everyone had enjoyed the playing around the night before so we went back in Wednesday night with the same result, although I think it was a bit less innocent than before. The tit-feeling under the water was less of the supposed accidental grabbing as the girls thrashed around in the surf and more of a real fondling and squeezing. This time I knew whose hands were on me and I didn't pull away. We were all giggling and laughing, all light-hearted and enjoyable. Unbelievably, I even grinned right at the fellows when they had my tits in their hands!
"There were no secrets and the four of us - the girls, that is - giggled together the next day like teenagers. In fact, Judy, by far the most daring of us, suggested that it might be fun to go skinny-dipping. There was some hesitation, but nobody wanted to be a wet blanket, so Thursday night as we started to go in, one of the fellows, probably primed to do so, yelled out, 'Off with the suits - skinny-dipping time!' We looked at each other, shrugged our shoulders, and our pants were thrown onto the sand."
"Gods, I can't believe you went that far! You actually were naked with everyone there! I can't believe it!"
"I know! Little old conservative me! I wasn't the least bit embarrassed, either! In fact, hard as it is to believe, I loved it. The moon was still pretty bright, but, of course it wasn't like daylight. We all ran into the water and mostly past the surf into the relatively flat water and I paired up with Frank and it was delightful to be standing there with him. There is something different about being naked in the water like that. A bikini bottom doesn't cover much, but uncovering that very important area really gives a feeling of freedom. I know that as I opened my legs and the cool water hit my cunt, I was immediately aroused.
"Naturally, Frank and I kissed and fondled each other and really enjoyed ourselves. His cock was hard and, at one point, he lifted me up, I spread my legs and he entered me. Actually, there wasn't much real feeling and the position was too hard to hold in the swells of the water, but it was still erotic. Of course, the others were doing the same thing. Bit by bit, pushed by the water, and maybe, desire, we moved in until, suddenly, we were all in the surf and the same playing around started, but this time there was more to feel. Girls, including me, were picked up and dropped, we floundered around, we wrestled with fellows ducking us - all the things horny boys or men have done with girls or women forever. There was no pairing off, no real effort to be monogamous. Tits were felt and cunts were explored and feminine hands grabbed hard cocks."
"Including you?"
"Yes, including me! I know that it seems impossible, but I joined right in. I'm sure that each of the other three fellows felt my cunt and, probably had a finger inside me. I'm equally sure that I had all three other cocks in my hand. It was wild and chaotic, but I'm certain that, somehow, none of us was with our proper partner during that frenzied fifteen minute or more of illicit sex play!"
"Damn, I'm surprised no one got fucked!"
"To be absolutely truthful, I was so hot right then, if someone had held me up the way Frank had previously so my cunt was up and open, I probably could have been taken. In fact, I soon was. It was as if a life guard had blown a whistle and ordered everyone out of the water. Each of us found our partner and headed for the cabanas and, within minutes, there were four couples screwing right out on the beach! Frank's cock drilled into my very well lubricated cunt and we began fucking. It was unquestionably one of the most frenetic and wild sessions of sexual intercourse we had ever shared.
"We both exploded quite quickly, not surprising given the sexual fueling of the nude swimming. Afterwards, we just lay there, Frank still on me as we listened to the sounds of others completing their climaxes. We stayed there a few more minutes, kissing and relaxing, before struggling to our feet and making our way onto the porch. Our pants were still lying somewhere on the sand, so we just grabbed towels and started drying off. Bob and Ruth were already there and the other two couples straggled up. I made absolutely no effort to hide my body and just stood there completely naked as I started to dry off.
"I heard Judy say, 'Well, that was fun!' I turned toward and saw her equally naked as she dried off and I couldn't help but focus on her dark triangle of pubic hair. Ruth and Claire were a bit more discreet, but they, also, were just drying off and, obviously, not too concerned about exposure. Facing the others, including the fellows of course, I used the towel to dry my hair, giving everyone a view of my entire body. I then loosely wrapped my towel about me and said, 'This is silly. I'm dry but I've got to have a shower and get the salt off of me and out of my hair.' Turning to Frank, I added, 'You coming?'
"My god, honey, I don't believe it. You doing things like that in the water and then standing there nude letting everyone see you! That's not possible!"
"Tell me about it! Neither Frank of I could believe it when we got back to our room. There just was something about the water, the moonlight, or I don't know what, that caused me to do things I never would have dreamed of before. It was incredible, amazing. I felt absolutely no embarrassment or regret afterwards. Everything just seemed to be the natural thing to do. I couldn't believe that I was so hot that I just lay down naked and was fucked when other people were around me even when they were doing the same thing.
"That's what I meant when I said that I did things that surprised me even more than going topless and getting felt. Somehow and for some reason, whatever limits I had placed on myself on exposure seemed to have been weakened. I think that a good part of that was the business of Frank kissing my nipple in front of everyone plus the whole 'married mistress' sequence. That seemed to free me of my inhibitions and...well, modesty just didn't seem as important in front of the group. I was shocked when we got back to our room, but not enough, as I said, to regret what I had done. Really, neither of us felt that I had gone too far - we were just shocked that I had done what I did."
"Heaven knows, I'm not criticizing you in any way, I'm shocked the same way you two were. This certainly turned out to be a very different relationship than we anticipated. This was supposed to be just a chance to be with your friends while, at the same time, having more time with Frank. It certainly turned into a great deal more. It sounds as if you were on the way to an orgy."
She laughed and replied, "Well, it never went that far! Frank was the only one who fucked me, but there was more nudity and playing around in the water. You can see why I really couldn't explain all this on the telephone! I tried to hint that things were going further that I expected."
"Yeah, I got that, but the idea that my conservative little wife was becoming an exhibitionist never entered my mind. And I remember that the first time that Frank fucked you in the car, you kept talking about how he had seen you almost naked and that bothered you almost as much as the sex itself. Now you deliberately stand drying off nude in front of Frank and six others and it excites you! What a transformation!"
"I know. Calling me an exhibitionist on this trip is a good description, but I don't think that my overall feeling about exposing myself has changed. In my entire time from being a college freshman until that first night with Frank, two people, you and my roommate Helen, were the only people who had seen my nude body. Frank having seen me was a big deal. Now, here on the beach, I walked around, completely naked, in front of six other people. I just felt so intimate with my friends that I wasn't concerned with them seeing me anymore than I do with you or Frank. Well, that's going too far - I really wasn't quite that free with them. You get the idea, though. Actually, however, it's not as if I were doing something that the others weren't. I took quite a few pictures so you'll see what I mean. I have a feeling that all four of us women will be a bit unbelieving about our actions now that we're back home!"
"Ok, go on and shock me some more!"
"Juanita came over each morning and prepared breakfast, made the beds, straightened up the rooms and, in general, kept things nice. Most days she fixed lunch, others we just made sandwiches. She left by noon or earlier, so up to then, we were all quite decorous. Some of just lay around and read, others walked the beach, wading or swimming in the water, collecting rocks and shells. The women sat around and talked while the men threw various balls around - men seem to have a compulsion to throw baseballs or pass footballs! In other words, all the things people do on beaches. After lunch, however, when the eight of us were alone, there was a difference.
"Going topless had changed things, of course, and bras came off automatically. That, itself, when it started was innocent enough, but the more or less surreptitious tit feeling opened the Pandora's Box, and things progressed. That night - with the skinny-dipping, the cunt and cock feeling, fucking in the cabanas afterwards and, maybe, most of all, the casual walking around nude afterwards, - we just got carried away.
"The following morning, we girls were sitting around talking, a bit embarrassed at first and, all of us shocked at last night's events. None of us, in the light of day, could believe that we had been that wild. However, we all agreed that we had been overwhelmed by excitement, but, sort of hesitantly, admitted that it had been fun. We also agreed that it would be best if we avoided getting carried away like that again - perhaps avoiding the temptation by ruling out skinny-dipping. You have to remember that we basically were a group of relatively conservative women - studious types, not party-girls. Graduate students! We really had been somewhat shaken by what we had done - and how we had enjoyed it until consciences stepped in overnight.



"That might have been the high point - or nadir - of our sexual progression except for an incident the following afternoon. All of us were in the water swimming or riding on a float. None of the girls were wearing bras, which felt perfectly acceptable. Ruth and Bob began struggling, with her shrieking, 'Stop that! Don't you dare!' All eyes focused on them, of course, as the struggle continued above and under the water. Suddenly, Bob surfaced, holding something above the water and, then, as she came up, over her head. She was jumping around in a futile attempted to get what we realized were her pants from him. After holding her off for awhile, Bob balled the pants up and threw them far up on the shore, laughing as moved away, he yelled, 'There, go get them!'
"Ruth screeched and screamed at him but he simply ignored her demands as he continued laughing. Finally taking pity on her, Claire called out to her, 'I'll get them.' Before she could take three steps through the water, she was assaulted from behind as Tom reached in, grasped the sides of her pants and jerked them down and off. When she managed to get to her feet and wipe her eyes, she was nude, too, and her pants had joined Ruth's on the sand. She of course, joined the verbal demands with equal lack of success. Some distance from us, Ed began chasing Judy as she frantically struggled through the water.
"With Frank and me it was very different. We were laughing with the other fellows and Frank hugged me and asked, "Do you want me to take yours off? I won't if you'll be uncomfortable.'
"I thought that his offer was very considerate and I reached up and kissed him, but said, 'All three of the others will be naked soon, so we had better go along. Anyway, it probably will be fun!' I actually pushed my own pants down and off and handed them to him, accompanied with a shriek like Ruth's, 'Frank, give me my pants back!' We exchanged a conspiratorial grin as I began to struggle with him as the pants flew to join the others on shore. So, rather than throwing water on the fire and maybe heading off what was to happen, I voluntarily threw gasoline on it, ensuring that the flames would grow higher.
"So, there were four bikini bottoms on the beach and four naked women in the water. Four fellows sat on the porch, sitting on the towels and waiting for the inevitable. Obviously it was a stalemate which could end only one way, which, of course, it did. The four of us were waist deep and being battered by the surf as I finally said, 'Girls, there's no way we can win this. We might as well give up! They saw it all last night, anyway.' With that I led our little band of naked nymphs ashore before the amused eyes and applauding hands of our appreciative audience.
"The difference between then and last night, of course, that now it was broad daylight. This is when I really was an exhibitionist. I very calmly strolled across the beach, onto the walk and up onto the porch without making the slightest effort to hide anything. A couple of the others were in semi-September morn position as they joined me, but I just took a towel from Frank, dried off and, unbelievably, sat down comfortably beside him. He put his arm around me as if this were an everyday occasion. The others had dried off but left the towels concealing them until Ruth looked at me, and saying, 'What the hell,' dropped her towel and sat down with Bob. Shortly after, four naked women were reclining against their men and, miraculously, self-consciousness and embarrassment had virtually disappeared!"
"Damn, I wish that I had been there to see that. And you! Voluntarily removing your pants, certainly knowing that you would be seen and, more, taking the lead in exposing everything! Good god, I don't even recognize you as the timid little person I've known since high school!"
"Believe me, I don't recognize myself! I really loved being there naked. Frank and I were talking later, of course, and he said the same thing. He had asked me about removing my pants because he was afraid that I would be too upset by being naked in the daylight. As he said that, instead, 'I seemed to blossom in the sun - the brighter the light and the more revealing the better.'
Anyway, sitting there on the porch beside him, I was suddenly concerned that he might be bothered by my exposure and I quietly asked him, 'Is your mistress going too far? Should I back up a bit?'
"He replied, 'Hell no! You look wonderful and I'm proud to have everyone know that you are my mistress! In fact, I'm tempted to open you up in front of everyone and fuck you right there on the porch!"
"I told him, 'That just might be going a tad too far, but would you like it if I just stayed naked when all of us are together on the beach?' He gave me a great big grin, so I added, 'Ok I'll do it!
"I really don't know where the nerve, or courage, came from, but I casually stood up and, completely naked, walked down the path and through the sand to where I saw my pants lying. I bent over, well aware of what I was showing, and picked them up and shook sand off of them. Looking critically at the sand still on them, I turned to my transfixed audience and said, 'I'm not going to put those things back on. There's sand all through them. Everybody's seen everything already so I think I'll just stay this way and lie down in our cabana - if no one objects.' With Frank following, that's just what I did.
"Behind me there was utter silence until I heard Judy say, 'Why not. You've all certainly have seen everything and I'm very comfortable. Come on Ed, let's rest awhile. Ruth and Claire soon followed our lead and four naked women and four aroused men shared their small, semi-private cabanas. I'm not sure that all four couples fucked that afternoon, but I know that Frank and I did."
"You continue to amaze me! That is so out of character that I almost think that aliens have taken over your body!"
"I agree. Looking back on it I just know that I couldn't have said or done those things! Sitting here right now describing the events to you, it sounds like I'm reciting a fantasy - someone else's fantasy, not mine! I couldn't dream of doing something like that! Yet, I know I did. It was as if I was drunk or on drugs; something that made me - or permitted me - to do those things, and I think that was exactly the situation. I was high on something, but it wasn't alcohol or drugs, it was the whole situation.
"I was spending eight nights sleeping with my lover, the surroundings were beautiful, any worries I had about the reception I would have because of perceived cheating were gone. My friends were close, they embraced me and I was really part of the group. Playing around in the water sexually was something I had never done. I don't know, but things just seemed to build up and I was loving it. Showing my tits, having the hickey and being teased about it, everybody referring to me as Frank's married mistress - everything. I think that I was on an 'everything' high! Sex was good, friendship was good and, somehow, part of me that I didn't even know existed came out! Hiding in me all these years was this closet exhibitionist! However, I think that it has gone back into hiding now that I'm back in the real world."
"That's probably a good thing! You just might raise a few eyebrows in our rather staid academic community - although, when I think about it, your group sounds as if you were on a typical spring break!"
"Well, at least there was no drunken carousing or drug induced bacchanalia! That was Thursday and I think we had all shocked ourselves and we didn't go into the water that night. Instead, we went into town, ate at a regular restaurant and came back and returned to our more sedate pastimes in the pool room and the board games. However, our ardor may have been cooled as much by the only rain of the week as by sexual caution!
"Nonetheless, there was one final bit of exhibitionism that night, involving me, of course. I had completely forgotten that sexy little nightgown that I had shown the girls back when I acknowledged that I expected to sleep with Frank. Actually, I had forgotten about it because we slept nude. In any case, it was really 'entice wear,' not 'sleep wear.' I don't recall what led up to it, but Ruth slyly asked Frank if I had worn that cute little nightgown that I had shown them. I have no idea of why it embarrassed me so badly, considering all that had happened, but I really started blushing furiously when he replied, 'No, she sleeps naked every night!' He turned to me and asked, 'What's this about a sexy nightgown?'
"I glared at Ruth and stuttered around a moment before, mumbling, 'I don't know. I may have left it at home.' I think that my lie was transparent and, before I could protest, Frank got up and headed for our room. Shortly afterwards, he came back, announcing, 'Look what I found in folded up under her panties!' Mentioning my panties certainly shouldn't have bothered me at that point, but it did, and I know my blushing got deeper. I hid my face as he held it up for all to see. It is very sexy, of course, and that plus my red face, led to expressions like 'wow!...look at that!...hot dog!...and, inevitably, 'try it on!' Naturally, the latter request became the insistent chant. Instead of the strip show mantra of 'take it off,' all I could hear was 'try it on!'
"I was cringing back, hiding my face, repeating over and over, 'I can't!' It's hard, in retrospect, to understand why, after walking naked in broad daylight, I was so self-conscious and bashful, but I guess my old inhibition was back. Regardless, I steadfastly refused until Frank hugged me and, leaning close, beseeched me, 'Come on, honey. You'll look beautiful in it!' He leaned closer and whispered in my ear, 'I would be very proud of my sweet mistress!'
"I took my hands away from my face and looked at him. He lightly kissed me and, without saying a word, I took the gown out of his hands and quietly walked up to our room. I stripped off the tee shirt, shorts and panties I was wearing. I looked in the drawer and pulled out the transparent throng that he had missed and put it on. All it did was call attention to my pussy hair. I slipped the gown on and it hid absolutely nothing. Lace in bridal white that, if anything, enhanced every detail of my body better than if I were nude. It belonged in a bride's trousseau! Well, I don't have to describe it in detail - I showed it to you before we left, and I'll put it on later. I combed my hair, refreshed my lipstick, and went to greet my audience.
"I can't describe my emotions as I started down that big, curved formal staircase. Everything was there - excitement, fear, arousal...and love as I looked at Frank. It was a very emotional moment!"
"I would certainly think so. Damn, I wish I could have seen that!"
"Well, fortunately, anticipating my appearance, Judy had picked up my camera and she snapped, I think, fifteen pictures as I came down and later as I stood in front of them. Anyway, I felt like a Ziegfeld Girl in one of those musicals as I came down those stairs. I have never felt like that and, truthfully, I expected some kind of rowdy reaction - teasing me with whistling and, maybe sarcastic clapping - but, honey, there was dead silence at first, followed by the same 'wows' and, even, 'my god!' I felt like a princess as I slowly walked down, knowing every eye was on me.
"The...well, I guess I can say the word... awed...silence and murmuring ended with a chorus of appreciative comments that filled me with pleasure. I actually felt beautiful! It was an amazing feeling, standing there in a miniscule, sheer nightgown intended only for the eyes of a husband or lover in the privacy of a bedroom, surrounded by seven people seeing virtually every detail of my body. Yes, I had been completely naked in front of those same people some hours before, but now they were studying me from short range, wearing that provocative nightgown in the middle of the living room. I felt more naked than naked - and I loved it! Even more, after being complimented profusely by everyone, fellows and girls alike, I heard Frank say, 'Ok, folks, you've admired her long enough. Now I'm going to take my lovely mistress up to bed! We'll see you in the morning!'
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"I swear that I floated back up those stairs because I don't remember my feet touching the treads! The idea of wearing that little nightgown in front of the others would never have occurred to me, and if it had, I would have said 'no way!' However, Frank asked me so nicely and so lovingly to try it on for everyone. I did it, really, for him. Obviously, he was right for I was basking in the unqualified admiration of everyone and that approval from them really thrilled me. Also, the public statement that he was taking me to bed made me feel...well...I guess, like his mistress. It was a very pleasant feeling of submissiveness that appealed to me right then with everyone watching.
"Anyway, with his arm around my waist we left the others behind and...it's hard to put these emotional moments into words, but right then, rather than feeling like a princess, I felt like a bride! I really don't know why, particularly after all the sex we had shared - including fucking in my wedding gown - but I felt small, vulnerable and, again, submissive. Once in the room, he just held me and kissed me, but more with love than passion. Very soon, though, we were nude in bed having sexual intercourse - it felt like that, not fucking. It was very good and the passion definitely was there but, afterwards I couldn't remember any detail.
"I had a wonderful time on that trip and did a number of things I really enjoyed and a number of things that shocked me, but that brief interlude stands out as the high point. From the moment that he whispered, 'I would be very proud of my sweet mistress,' to the moment we cuddled up together to go to sleep, each sincerely saying 'I love you,' everything was perfect.
"The following morning, lying beside my still sleeping lover, I was still mentally immersed in a pleasant glow of remembering a wonderful night. I was still half asleep myself as a thought drifted across my mind that put it all in perspective, a thought made me mentally laugh at myself. After all that had happened with the others and that wonderfully and deeply loving experience with Frank, my first real thought was, 'Oh, I can't wait to tell Mack about this!' Very content with everything, I just snuggled closed to my lover and dozed off."
I grinned at her and said, "Well, it's reassuring that after an evening like that that I still came to mind. Damn, that really was an experience. What a day! First you are naked outside and instead of discreetly wrapping yourself in a towel, you daringly walk across the beach and lie down in your canvas shelter with the obvious intent of having semi-public sex. Then, with some very loving inducement, you become a virtually nude model before an adoring audience, followed by, as you describe it, almost wedding-night sex. Candidly, it's somewhat surprising that any woman would think of her husband in that situation!"
"Oh, heaven knows, I can get carried away and forget you in the midst of sexual excitement - as on the front seat of an old Buick! When Frank and I were making love that night, I wasn't thinking, 'I can't wait to tell Mack about this! The same thing was true when I was being felt - and I was feeling - when we were all in the water. Actually, I wasn't thinking of Frank, either. But, when not engaged in those passionate moments, you are always there."
"Ok, you had and unbelievable day followed by an incredible evening. What's next?"
"Actually, more of the same. I told you it was if I were high on something - well it wasn't just me! Friday morning the fellows were gone somewhere in the van and we four girls, as we referred to ourselves, were sitting on the porch talking, and giggling, about the last couple of days. None of us had ever acted so wildly, even promiscuously, as we had the last two days, particularly yesterday. They were almost embarrassingly complimentary about my figure and the way I had acted, both while being naked on the beach and, most important, wearing my nightgown. It's interesting that I had thought that my being married would, in a way, separate me from the other three who were there with their boyfriends. It turned that I was right, but not in the way I expected.
"Being married, and therefore 'experienced,' and a bit older, they actually looked to me for advice and leadership. I think that most men would be startled at how wide-reaching and graphic women's conversations about sex can be. In this case, they really were interested in my relationship with Frank. It was blatantly adulterous and our friendship was far more intimate than it had been a week ago. As a result, they felt free to give way to their curiosity and quiz me about that relationship. For example, when Frank kiddingly mentioned spanking his mistress, Ruth just asked if he ever had spanked me. I honestly replied, 'A couple of times. And yes, I was naked over his knees and it hurt. But we really were just fooling around - nothing serious.' Another time when they wanted details, I had been more explicit about my seduction by Frank, including him kissing my cunt. That led Claire to inquire, hesitantly, 'Did you ...did you...oh, damn it, did you reciprocate?' I smiled, 'Do you mean did I suck his cock? No, not that night, but I've done it frequently since then.' I gathered that Tom had been asking and she hadn't done it yet.
"So, contrary to my fears, being married and an adulteress, far from causing me to be criticized, it led to me being looked up to. Not very uplifting, but there it was. Getting back to my main point, while we were talking about our previous days nudity they simply asked me what I thought they should do. I said, very simply, 'This is what I think. We all enjoyed it yesterday and, obviously, the fellows enjoyed it. This afternoon, I am going to walk out to our, Frank's and my, cabana wearing my pants. Once there, I plan to take them off and lie there naked and, probably, have sex in one form or another. When I'm ready, I intend to get up, still naked and go into the water. I have no intention of putting the pants back on. What do you think?'
"It was obviously I had said in words what they wanted to hear and there was unanimous approval. Then, Judy, the one of the other three who had the most experience while an undergrad, broached another issue. 'What about the other stuff - you know, the playing around in the surf we did Wednesday? We're all here with our boyfriends, all pretty serious and, you know, a lot went on. If we go in the water naked, we have to assume that it will happen again. I don't want any feeling to be hurt or - well damn it - any relationships to be damaged. How do you feel about it?
"Unbelievably, everybody looked at me for my contribution, so I spoke first. 'I can't answer that question except for myself. All right, let's spell out what we're talking about. We all got thoroughly felt up and, probably did some feeling ourselves. That was a completely new experience for me, but it was a lot of fun. Frank and I talked about it and he felt the same way. But, our situation is completely different form the rest of you. Bluntly, if any of you are concerned about your boyfriends playing with the rest of us or you don't like being groped yourselves, we should agree to avoid that situation. Speaking for myself, and I think for all of us, that bit of sexual playing around isn't worth causing any problem at all.
"No one said a word, not wanting to put pressure on anyone else. Finally, after almost a minute of silence, I said, 'Ok, I am the one who really has nothing to lose here. We'll go home Sunday morning and I'll still have Mack and Frank.' Saying that was weird! 'I don't want any social pressure on anyone. If there's no complaint, here's what we'll do. I want each of you to close your eyes tightly. We will have a secret vote for I will never say how anyone voted. If you want to play around tonight, nod your head. If you don't want sex-play tonight, shake your head. Whichever you choose, do it vigorously so I have no doubt of your choice. All right, vote! I looked at their enthusiastically nodding heads and announced, 'We seem to have a group of hot women here and there will be fun in the water tonight! Actually, I didn't think until later that some of the men might have had qualms about their girlfriends being felt, but their actions later proved that not to be the case.
"Later that afternoon, I did just what I said I would do. I was sitting on the porch talking to the others when I got up saying, I think I'll lie down a while and read a bit, I walked down to our cabana, placed my Ipad on a towel, and casually pushed my pants down and off. I draped them over the roof while standing there naked and, just, reclined in the shade. Frank joined me in a few minutes and grinned as he said, 'That was quite a show!'
"'Thank you. The other girls needed a model to go first. I imagine that they've done the same thing.'
"Looking out, he replied, 'Yeah, Claire just got in next door!' He leaned over me and squeezed my tit as he kissed me. 'It's hard to realize that tomorrow will be our last day here. It's really gone fast. After all of this, it's going to be hard to start school again. I like being with you all day, every day.' As he said that, he pulled off his pants and, very shortly was deep in my cunt, fucking me. Aside from the physical pleasure of fucking, I was well aware of other people nearby. The sides of the cabana didn't come all the way to the sand and, occasionally, the on-shore breeze flipped then up part way. In addition, it was, of course, completely open toward the water. As I lay there, my legs in the air, I was aware that what was happening was no secret from the others. My newfound exhibitionist streak loved that exposure and fed into the pleasure of the fucking. Of course, that streak had already caused me to get pleasure of my nudity.
"There is nothing like the rhythmic, liquid sound of a cock going in and out of a cunt, the slapping of flesh against flesh. I'm sure that others heard us and we heard them. Later, becoming even more daring, Frank and I walked a way down the beach, passing houses that in a couple of weeks would be filled with vacationers. I carried a towel, but had it slung over my shoulder. I knew that those houses were empty, but walking nude down that public beach was still exciting! It was fun and walking with a lover made it even better. It's funny, but while I really would have loved to have you there, it would have changed everything. Walking naked with a lover is very, very different from walking with your husband and undoubtedly wearing a suit! Extraordinarily different pleasures!"
"You're right, of course. In our case, having been married for years, walking down that beach together would be nice, but the overwhelming sexual element would be missing. It would be a pleasant enjoyable shared memory, one among many. Walking naked with a lover is an amazing experience - and I'm glad you had it. It appears that you had a considerable number of hidden sexual urges that surfaced during this trip."
"I can't believe the things I did - I was almost another person. Anyway, after all of that, we got dressed and drove into town and ate at a local fast food place and came back to play a little pool - we should buy a table ourselves - or games until someone asked about going into the water. Everyone was waiting for that, so, without any discussion, we went out onto the porch, stripped down and ran into the surf naked.
"We just swam around for a while, staying in the shallow water, of course. The moon wasn't as bright but we could see quite well, but no one was silly enough to swim out of sight of the others. People paired off, of course, and Frank and I were together with the usual kissing and fondling. Once again he had me up with my legs open and he entered me but, for us at least, doing that in the water was not effective. He was able to penetrate me, but there was no real sensation and no way that there was any screwing possible. All we could do was have him put it in and hold tight against each other. No in and out! Maybe you could do that in the quiet water of a swimming pool or lake, but not with the ocean water surging around you. Of course, the important time which we were looking forward to was when the horseplay started in the surf.
"That was a free-for-all struggle and no one even made a pretense that it was anything but sex play. I was immediately separated from Frank, naturally, and I went from one fellow to another, having every part of me thoroughly explored. Previously, rolling around in the surf, trying to keep your feet under and duck others, you had no real knowledge who was feeling you or who you were feeling. Last time we knew who was we were with, but briefly and it was random. This time I wouldn't say that it was organized, but fellows and girls would be together for a minute or so before a remixing took place.
"As a result, when, for example, Ed and I came together for a short time, I knew who had his hands squeezing my tits or who had his hand on, or fingers in, my cunt. I also knew whose cock was in my hand. Frankly, there was little subtlety in the exploration. I kept my legs open, welcoming the questing finger and, several times, the cock found its way in to touch my cunt. Even more surprising, when we were just struggling around, there was considerable contact between the women although that contact was briefer and less aggressive. Anyhow, we were in that surf area for at least twenty minutes and that battering was tiring. Finally, by general consent, we made our way to shore and staggered onto the porch and collapsed onto the settees or chairs. By the time we were out of the water, each of the other men had been with me briefly, several times, and fondled and fingered everything I have. There was no deliberate effort to not pair up with Frank during that period, but, when we did meet, we grinned and moved on. It was just good, relatively clean fun and everyone enjoyed it.
"It was sort of weird afterwards. It was still fairly early, around 9:30 and, after recovering, a bit, someone suggested getting a pizza. We had all just stripped off on the porch so we found our clothes and dressed and piled into the van. That sounds straight forward, and generally, it was, but I found my shirt and shorts where they had fallen off of a chair where I had hurriedly left them, but my panties were missing. I was peering under the seat, assuming they had fallen. They weren't there and I suddenly knew what had happened. I have no idea why I didn't just put my shorts on or, at least, find Frank and quietly demand them back. For some ridiculous and inexplicable reason, I instead yelled out, 'Frank, where are my panties!' As I said it I cringed, becoming all too aware of what I had done.
"Suddenly all eyes were on me. Everyone else was nearly dressed by then and I looked around in dismay. Later, I asked myself why on earth I was concerned about being naked, but your mind doesn't always work the way it should. I saw Frank behind the others with a big grin on his face. I looked at him and, at the same time saw the questioning looks others directed at me. For some unfathomable reason, I blurted out, 'He collects my panties and he took them from the chair!' Frank burst out laughing and was joined by everyone else. The words weren't out of my mouth before I realized what I had done. I stood there frozen and I'm certain that I was blushing all over. People were literally rolling on the floor laughing. Others just fell back onto a settee, unable to control themselves - and I just stood there.
"Frank walked forward, my panties hanging from his fingers and said, loudly enough to make sure everyone could hear over the laughter, 'Here they are, sweetheart. I'll take another pair for my collection!' That elicited more paroxysms of laughter at my expense, of course. I grabbed them and, as everyone watched, I put them on, followed, as quickly as possible, by my shirt and shorts. I looked up and my still chortling friends and shrieked out, 'I hate all of you!' I was humiliated and embarrassed, but, fortunately, I saw the humor in the situation and, finally, joined in the laughter. I was helped by Frank coming over and giving me a very loving kiss. I was also helped by his having called me 'sweetheart' in front of the crowd. I still liked that!
"As would be expected, it didn't end there - it was too good not to be used for teasing. We were seated at a big table having pizza when Bob, with an innocent look on his face, casually asked Frank, 'How big is your collection now?' I honestly didn't get it at first. Frank, equally casually, and with a straight face, replied, 'Well, I've been collecting for almost a year and a half now, and the drawer is pretty full. I'm thinking of making a collage of some of them for a wall decoration.' I guess I was slow on the uptake, but when I realized what they were talking about, I felt my face flush and I screamed out, 'FRANK!' I think that most of the other customers thought that I was being assaulted. I was shocked, but, honestly, not upset by the teasing - in fact, it sort of aroused me to hear them kidding about my illicit activities - so, in mock anger, I declared, 'You're damn sure not getting any more of my panties! In fact, you may not get anything else from me - at least, not tonight!' The resulting laughter, happily, was with me, not at me!"
"You really did have a day! You know, that idea of a collage is a pretty good. It would make a nice conversation piece!"
"Now, don't you start. I heard about that whole business several times since then and on the van coming home. Frank is seriously threatening to make one and take pictures of it for everybody!"
"Actually, that would make a nice framed decoration in the suite to commemorate the activities there."
She giggled at the idea and said, "That might be cute! Not going to happen, though,"
"In any case, Friday certainly was eventful. That leaves Saturday, your last day."
"Yeah. As usual there was the inevitable bittersweet feeling - hating to see a wonderful time end, but eager to get home - at least I was. Frank and I just lay there together for a while, nor saying much or, even, thinking of sex - maybe for the first time in the week. There was an inevitable feeling of loss at seeing an idyllic situation coming to an end. Actually, while I had that feeling, it was much worse for him and the others. I would be coming home to you and, despite having an unbelievable time, I had missed you. He and they were leaving and going back to their mundane world and, in effect, losing their most intimate partner. The other couples would be living apart after being together - sleeping together - for a full week. Back to single rooms and separate lives. Frank was in the same situation, but, in a way, worse, because his partner of the week was married, which severely limited contact except at school. His relationship with me was accepted at the beach - we were just Frank and Sandy, another couple. I know that he liked that.
"There was another element of loss that, I believe, made the ending of this vacation - if you would call it that - even more depressing. All of us were well aware that we had done and were doing things that we had never done and, almost certainly, would never do again. None of us had ever experienced the sexual freedom we had during that week nor the companionship we had enjoyed. I had known, and really liked, all six of the others since I started school here, but it was really a surface friendship. Oh, I knew them from classes, the office and parties, but now I had lived with them for a week. I had learned a great deal about them and they undoubtedly had learned, maybe too much, about me. I had seen all of them naked and, heaven knows, they had seen me naked.
"The cabanas were, at best, semi-private and I saw more sexual activity live than I had seen in films. They unquestionably had seen Frank and me in action. I knew the girls better before the trip because we talked together at school about many things, some rather personal. I was very friendly with Bob, Ed and Tom, but there was never even a hint of physical contact or interest. Now, however, with the nakedness and the general atmosphere of sexual permissiveness - unmarried couples sleeping together, a married woman sleeping with her lover - we had become close as a group.



"We went there as four couples, the members of each couple primarily interested in each other. It was seen as a chance to be together and have sex while enjoying the friendship with the others in a wonderful site. This was true for Frank and me, but even more so for the others for they didn't have the sexual opportunities we did. We continued as those separate couples, of course, but, surprisingly, we also, to some degree, became a group of eight and the sexual activity in the surf was accepted by all. So, having all of that end was far more emotionally difficult than the usual vacation-ending despondency.
"Oh, we didn't mope around with long faces on that last day. We swam, played with the beach ball, we lay in the sand in our cabanas and had semi-public sex, relaxed and talked - regrettably, about classes and work - and, in general, enjoyed our last day. We postponed one unpleasant task - packing - until Sunday morning because we weren't leaving really early, but in the late afternoon we had to do something even worse, taking down our cabanas. There were tears in a few eyes - actually, probably most of them, including mine.
"We all piled into the van and drove into town and had a very pleasant last group dinner in a nice restaurant. We came back and enjoyed - we actually did - more pool and games. I really will miss that - the comradery, not the games themselves. Then, by unanimous agreement we went onto the porch and stripped off our clothes and headed to the water one last time. It seemed that, without consultation, we had decided that we needed one last sexual encounter in the water.
"It was a darker night - less moonlight - but faces were discernable. There was no preplanned order, but it developed spontaneously, somewhat like a square dance when you move from partner to partner. The girls moved from fellow to fellow in no particular order and they played with each other. I was first with Bob and he felt everything and I returned the favor. He was followed by Ed and Tom. There certainly was no scheduled order or time, but we went from one to another several times and, as you imagine, each time everyone was more aroused. I was, of course, was not paying much attention to what others were doing. but after exploring me thoroughly, all three lifted be up the way Frank did and I could feel their cocks against my cunt. Before we finally separated, each of the three of them penetrated me at least once and maybe more. They didn't screw me - it was just in and back out, but definitely in! I'm not sure that the other girls were as willing or aggressive as I, but I cooperated for that brief penetration."
"I'm surprised that they didn't come in the instant they slid into you, after all that stimulation!"
"Remember, Frank and I couldn't finish in the water - maybe not enough friction, not stable footing. Anyway, they weren't in long enough to do anything. In reality, all I felt was the very quick entrance and exit. Anyway, as before, no one blew a whistle and said, 'out of the water, playtime is over,' but somehow there seemed to be agreement when it was time to stop, and we struggled out onto the beach. We separated into couples as we got to the dry sand and, without a word between us, I was on my back in that soft sand and Frank was in me. I didn't know or care if others were watching or doing it themselves, but we fucked wildly.
"Usually, I lie there with my legs up around Frank, but this time, he put them up over his shoulders and pounded directly down into me. All I could do was buck up against him as he pounded into me, hitting my clit each time. My legs couldn't flail around as they usually did and I really had the feeling of being taken, completely under his control. Of course, my level of excitement was so high after the playing around in the water that I wasn't really thinking at all. Even so, when my orgasm hit, I was aware that my hips were flexing up and down, surging against him as if to get his cock in me deeper than it could go. Finally, I just held my hips up tight, writhing against him, as he ejaculated into me. We held that pose, him grinding down and me humped up briefly and we rolled over in the sand and collapsed together."
"Were the others screwing, too?"
"Oh, yes, but by the time we finished and recovered, they were through so all I saw was the others lying together in the sand. No one said anything as we finally got up - actually, no one said anything at all about what we did in the water or afterwards. I know I was ...I started to say embarrassed, but that's not quite right. I just think that I was in a daze at first after all the sex in the water and the really...well, almost violent, public fucking on the beach. I think that my energy was depleted and I didn't look around at first.
"I suddenly realized that I was covered in sand. I had been completely wet when we came out of the water and the sand was stuck to me all over. That woke me up and we started laughing as I ducked back into the water and rinsed me off. Actually, we all went back in for a few minutes and then got on the porch and dried off. I said 'yes' that the others had screwed but, of course, I didn't see them doing so, but I'm assuming they did since they were rinsing off. They could have just watched. If I can find a way to do so, I may ask - if I have the nerve.
"Anyway, after we dried off, we just sat there, naked. By that time it just wasn't an issue I guess. Then, something unbelievable happened as we decided to go in because it was getting a little cool sitting there with no clothes on. I don't know who started it, or, really, how, but after we got up, each of women kissed each of the men. It was the most intimate situation that I can think of, and it just seemed right at the time. I stood there, completely naked, putting my arms around three other men and Frank, all equally nude and exchanging an extremely affectionate kiss. I was very aware of my breasts against their chests and our lower bodies tight against each other. It was a very touching and loving way to end a marvelous evening."
"Well, honey, there is no doubt that your last night with your group was unique. That is an experience of a lifetime. Unbelievably erotic and loving at the same time. Coming back and jumping back into teaching Spanish and doing research, or taking courses for the others, will be a major comedown."
"As I said before, it will be really tough for the others because of the separation they face. It's not quite as bad for Frank because we can get together in bed - if you don't see any problem. The others are back in their separate living conditions after sleeping together for a week. I feel sorry for them."
"Yeah, that will be really hard. As far as you and Frank are concerned, nothing has happened to change the situation. You did a great deal more than either of us could have expected, but, basically, nothing is different as far as your relationship with him is concerned. What is more interesting about the whole thing is changes we see in you, particularly that exhibitionism streak. That was totally unexpected, but I think that it is the result of the unique set of circumstances. Of course, now you are used to going around naked, so who knows."
"The last point was said with a grin and she responded with a laugh. 'Sure, I'll shorten my skirts and stop wearing panties! Speaking of that, there was one last thing as we were leaving. We woke up this morning and just lay there, not wanting to start the last day. We had sex, but honestly, we really weren't into it. Finally, we forced ourselves to get up and do the necessary packing - just stuffing things into our suit cases. Fortunately, since we hadn't worn our suits yesterday, we had nothing wet to worry about. Everybody was as reluctant as we, but around 9:00 we were ready, the suitcases were in the van and we were ready to get in.
"Whether he thought of it himself or, almost certainly, somebody put him up to it - I wouldn't have expected it from him otherwise - Tom asked, just as I started to get in, 'Say, Frank, did you get a pair of Sandy's panties for your collection?' I suddenly realized that I was standing by the van and no one else was trying to get in and I got the feeling that I had been set up.
"Frank replied, 'No, unfortunately, she threw everything into her suitcase before I could get them. That's really too bad, because I wanted a special pair to commemorate this great spring break. She just refused to open her suitcase, so I couldn't get anything."
"Then, as I might have expected, Judy piped up, 'Well, that's not right! Come on, Sandy, you can't refuse to give Frank a souvenir after such a wonderful trip together!'
"I had an idea where this was going, but I answered, 'Yes, I can refuse to give him my panties. My suitcase is packed and in the van. He can try to steal a pair some other time. Anyway, why are we discussing my panties?'
"Ignoring my question, Ruth jumped in, 'That's really is not right, Sandy! Besides, you don't have to open your suitcase.' Obviously, she was saying that I should give him the panties I was wearing. Immediately, everyone agreed and all I could hear was the chant, 'Give Frank your panties, give Frank your panties, give Frank your panties...!
"I listened and finally yelled out, 'Damn it, I'm not taking my panties off! He'll just have to wait. I'm not riding all the way home without panties on!' Of course, I knew how this was going to end up, but I waited a few minutes before giving in. Without acknowledging them, I finally reached up under my skirt and, giving them a fake angry glare, slid my panties off and threw them, ineffectively, at Frank.
"I turned to get in the van and I heard Frank call out, 'Wait a second, honey!' It became obvious immediately that this was, as I thought, a put up job. Ruth came up with a marker pen that she just happened to have - what a surprise - and, as Frank held them flat against the side of the van, she signed her name on my panties. One by one, each of the others did the same with Frank going last. Finally, he printed 'Sandy's Panties' and the date, leaving space for my signature below it. Everyone was standing there smiling at me and I couldn't even pretend to be mad - so I signed!
'"The final indignity, if it was that, was me being required to stand with Frank, my skirt held to my waist showing my naked cunt while Bob took several pictures with my camera. Finally, the show was over, we boarded the van and drove away from our spring break mansion! Honestly, while I was embarrassed at first, I did enjoy the situation, and it did provide a fun, light-hearted few minutes that lifted some of the depression that we all had at leaving a place of such wonderful memories.
"You know, that business with my panties demonstrated something that was totally unexpected when I agreed to go on the trip. As I said before, I feared about how I would fit into the group since I was married and maybe seen as a cheating wife. I explained the situation, but I honestly don't think that it would have mattered, anyway. Instead, my being married and there with a lover was, if anything, a virtue. In many ways, I became the center of much of the fun and the recipient of most of the teasing. That continued right to the end. Each time we stopped on the way home, comments were made about me not having panties on under my short skirt as we got out. When we were pulling into our driveway, Ruth called out, 'Sandy, remember, when you get out, you don't have any panties on!'"
"It's really astounding how things developed in a little over a week - eight nights. As you said earlier, all of you went on that trip planning to have a lot of sex. However, one would have expected the whole time to be what it apparently was the first two of days - the couples would be alone to have sex and you all would join together for more mundane activities. As in most such circumstances, sex remains private, everyone knows what is going on, but no one mentions it. Somehow, sex became semi-public and acknowledged by everyone. From what you said, it sounds as if you were at the center of that progression. The public awareness of your relationship with Frank and the complete acceptance of that relationship apparently broke down some of the barriers.
"I wasn't there of course, but that business with your love mark, Frank kissing your nipple and the married mistress being taken to bed - all of that opened it all up. Without you, and Frank, of course, I'll bet it would have continued with the private sex, mundane everything else pattern holding for the whole week. At least it wouldn't have gone as far as it did."
She laughed as she agreed. "I've thought of that. I think that me being married and, obviously, sleeping with another man, changed things somewhat, but I had the same expectations that everyone else did at first - we would have 'private sex" and public decorum. That mark and nipple kiss probably did start the change. It certainly developed rapidly after that - almost into a commune-like situation except that we stuck with our own partners. However, if we had been there another week, those brief penetration of my cunt might have become much more. Maybe it's a good thing we didn't have more time!"
"Who knows about 'might-have-beens?' We do know that you had experiences which are almost beyond belief - particularly for you with your extensive background in sex."
"Yeah, my extensive, wide ranging background - you seducing me so I wasn't a virgin when we were married and Frank seducing me so I became an adulteress! Not exactly promiscuous or, probably, even average!"
"Ok, a very limited background in sex! Now, regardless of that, you went away with another man, slept with him for eight nights, and had a considerable number of sexual contacts at the beach. How did it go as far as your relationship with Frank is concerned?"
"Honey, I loved every part of it. I had slept with him here, of course, for those two nights, but this was very different. We were sleeping in 'our' room on 'our' bed. We shared the closet and drawers. We shared the bathroom. In other words, it was almost as if we were married. We were together all day, everyone saw us as a couple. We had sex in our room but also in our cabana. Everyone knew about it, and I know, saw part of it. We walked down the beach like lovers and, I don't think I mentioned this before, I knelt down in broad daylight and sucked his cock. I didn't know if anyone could see and I didn't care.
"When he kissed my nipple in front of everybody, called me his married mistress, threatened to spank me, said he was taking me off to bed - all of these things just made me feel so good and as part of a real couple. I loved him and everything we were doing. Yet, as I told you, right in the middle of all that love and intimacy, I automatically thought, 'I can't wait to tell Mack about this!' It was one of the most exciting and loving times in my whole life, but I thought about you! I can say with complete honesty that I never was so lost in all that pleasure that I didn't recognize it as a very pleasant, very happy interlude."
"Needless to say, that is good to hear, but I never doubted it. I never have been the least bit concerned that having sex with another man and having a relationship with him could be a danger to me or our own relationship. Unfortunately, you are not equally confident or generous, so I had to abstain from any contact with that pretty young master's candidate as well as not seducing a nice promiscuous coed."
"There will be no coed, promiscuous or not! I have never claimed to be as thoughtful and generous as you!"
"I expected that reaction! Well, this has been fascinating and we will be going over your experiences for a very long time, but it's getting late, we have classes to teach tomorrow - and I want to check out those cunt muscles my lovely wife claims to have developed over the last eight nights!"
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It's amazing how quickly you return to your routine after you return home from an adventurous or unique time away. Often, that exciting time somewhere else seems to have been a dream in which someone else did all those things you remember. At her office, the members of the group acted much as they had before, all quite discreet. Frank sat at his desk, Sandy at hers and the others at theirs, with no conversation about their wild activities. No one asked Sandy if she were wearing panties. When Sarah or others made their comments about Frank's lack of interest in their charms, no one told them why.
There were exceptions, of course. When Sandy, as promised, sent the pictures from the beach to everyone, plus sending sensitive ones only to those directly involved, they each, in effect, whispered something like 'My god, I don't remember doing that!' The pictures were amazing in many ways. The house and area were beautiful, but more interesting were the many showing erotic activity involving everybody, many of the "candid snapshot' variety. When something amatory was occurring, it seemed that someone would grab the camera and photograph it. Literally everyone, including Sandy and Frank, was captured in sexual activity, usually fucking when those semi-private cabanas were actually non-private. Sandy was shocked to see a picture of her with Frank's cock in her mouth when the cabana side was pulled away. No one really cared at the time, but, afterwards they often were startled when faced with a photograph.
In some ways, the most surprising type of picture was when everyone was just being casual, not doing anything special. There were many of the girls sitting around semi or completely nude. Quite a few of those was of Sandy walking on the beach or standing in the water, several with Frank's arm around her. Others were group pictures with an interesting illustration of something - I'm not quite sure what. Rather than female modesty and male bravado, the women frequently were completely naked while the men wore suits! It was certainly more edifying and attractive than the other way around!
In some ways, though, the best pictures were the ones of Sandy coming down the stairs in her little nightgown. They, and she, were beautiful and she was honestly shocked at how she glamorous and sexy she looked. She had said that she felt like a Ziegfeld girl at the time, and the picture showed that - except for the very long legs on those tall girls - she actually did. Of course, the ones showing her holding her skirt up by the van on that last day were funny - and sexy.
The rest of the school year went rapidly, with several parties. The difference was that after each party Frank brought Sandy home and they slept together in the suite. A few other times he drove over, parked in the alley and met Sandy in the suite and spent the night. The camera still recorded the action, but primarily so that we could look back if Sandy thought that something special had happened, which was unusual. I rarely watched them - I had seen the show. The only time I remember looking in was the first time he slept over. I was interested in seeing them sleeping and waking up together.
The few times Frank and I met, we acted just as we had before - no acknowledgement of any kind that I knew that he was fucking my wife or that he knew that I knew, or that I knew that he knew that I knew, etc., etc. There was one time that their relationship was recognized de facto although nothing was said directly and that came after several significant events occurred.
The final exams were completed and the graduate students had their annual "end-of-the-semester" party at Judy's, the last party there since she had her master's degree and was moving on. Whether she and Ed would continue their relationship was up in the air. Tom and Claire were off to Utah. Ruth and Bob were moving to Virginia - near Virginia Beach - both having gotten teaching jobs at a community college. It was an evening of goodbyes and a lot of tears and promises to "keep in touch." Frank and Sandy were downcast as they arrived back at the suite, because, their own relationship was changing also. Frank's prelim exams were scheduled for two weeks later and, most difficult of all, he had received a teaching job back in Maine - something much to be desired, but it wasn't near Sandy.
It had become obvious that my concern about Sandy and Frank's affair had been correct. As I said long ago, I wasn't worried about her becoming too attached to him, but I did see the possibility of him caring too much for her. To his credit, he recognized that she was devoted to me and our marriage and that he accepted that she loved him, but not in the way he loved her. So, while he honestly told her that the job was perfect for him in many ways, he was reluctant to accept it because he wanted to stay near her. As she told me, they lay in bed discussing the situation with the inevitable conclusion that he had to go.
Of the entire group, the person who came out best in terms of most convenient and career enhancement was, happily, Sandy. She, with excellent recommendations, had interviewed for a teaching job at a nearby community college and was virtually assured of being hired. Fortuitously, before she accepted, a small state university, ten miles away, had a professor leave on sabbatical and Sandy was offered the temporary job as replacement until he returned. Even better, there was a good chance that the department might be enlarged and, if she did well, her appointment would be permanent! So, by fall, her dissertation would be finished, we would have a second Dr. MacAndrew in our house and she would be a university professor!
As far as her affair with Frank was concerned, there were two significant events that occurred as the semester ended. First, was something reminding us that one year before they had fucked on a blanket in the middle of the lawn on a moonlight night. Once that came to mind we remembered speculating what it would be like doing the same thing in the daylight. Actually, it was the outrageousness of the idea that had the greatest appeal. We had marked the exact place where the blanket had been put down, and the more we thought of it, the more that it seemed to appeal to Sandy.
A year ago she indicated that the idea was exciting but that she never would have the nerve, but her public nudity over spring break made her less fearful. We had checked afterwards and had realized that the spot was shielded from the neighbors by trees, so there was little risk that way. In addition, while you could see cars going by, trees lining the road provided a barrier in that way.
Finally, on a warm, sunny afternoon in early June, the audacious act took place. Frank was taken with the idea and, when assured that it was safe, he enthusiastically accepted the challenge. I, conveniently, would be gone all afternoon, leaving the way open for an adventure. I had the camera aimed at the historical spot with the telephoto setting activated. After receiving a call from Sandy telling me that the coast was clear, I returned home to a very happy wife who had enjoyed another unique experience. She was bubbling over as I connected the camera to the TV and watched a very erotic display of outdoor sex.
As soon as she saw Frank's car turn into the drive, she had turned the camera on and hurried down the meet him at the door. She was nude as she greeted him and after some kissing and fondling, she handed him a blanket and they walked out onto the lawn. The picture didn't see them, of course, until they suddenly appeared as they came into the camera view. It was startling seeing her suddenly coming into range, completely naked with Frank's arm around her. She stood there as Frank spread the blanket, seemingly totally comfortable in her nudity. She lay back as he undressed, but instead of lying there waiting for him to come down with her, she knelt up and took his cock in her mouth.
It was fascinating to see. They were in profile so the picture showed exactly what was happening - his half-hard cock went into her mouth and you could actually see it come to full erection as she slowly sucked it. She continued for a short time before he pulled away and they lay down together. She was flat on her back and he partially over her as they indulged in a long series of kisses, her hands on his back while his roamed all over her body. Seeing their two naked bodies lying there together in the bright sunlight, even on the recording, was more graphic and explicit than when they were on the car seat or the bed.
As he pulled back from her, her nipples and triangle of pubic hair stood out as if they were in 3D. He moved down to her feet and, as she raised and spread her legs widely, I could see that her cunt lips had already parted and her opening clearly was available. The telephoto setting was perfect - not so close as to miss the overall picture, but close enough to permit seeing details such as interior color of her vagina. Of course, his head blocked that view as he began a long and very effective cunt-licking. Its impact was shown by her increasingly active gyrations - her hips flexing up and down, her legs flailing around, her hands flat and pushing down as if to drive herself closer to the licking tongue and sucking lips. It was unquestionably an intense orgasm as her mouth opened and closed, gasping in ecstasy. That was the first time I had seen him carry her to orgasm by cunilingus - and, obviously, she loved it!
Her legs flopped down and he moved up and lay on her, his weight on his elbows as he sucked her nipples and, as was shown later, covered her tits with 'love marks' that would mar her skin - and look very sexy - for most of the week. She slowly revived from her explosive climax and, after a few minutes, Frank pulled back onto his knees, placed her feet over his shoulders as he had at spring break, and slowly slid his rigid cock deeply into her cunt. They were, again, in profile so the picture was showing mostly the side view. You could see the cunt lips, but not between them, but as they began fucking, the picture clearly showed his cock plunging into her and pulling out. Even in that position which, somewhat, restrained her motions, it was quite evident that the arousal was mutual as her hips rose to meet each inward thrust. That was also shown by her facial expression as her mouth was open, her eyes shut.
It was obvious that they both were approaching their climax - her second - by the increasing speed and power of his drive into her and her upward surge as she tried, writhing and rubbing against him, to get as hard a contact as possible. It was almost startling when the point of orgasm was reached and all motion stopped as he held tight against her, pushing into her and grinding against her as if to penetrate even more deeply. With her legs held high, her ability to move was limited to that upward surge, matching his efforts to maximize that penetration.
As the mutual orgasm was complete, its ending was almost as sudden as its start. It was like the air leaving a balloon - one second they were welded together, working to get more from their climax, and then they instantly collapsed. He pulled back out of her, moved to the side as her legs fell to the ground, and they just lay there, totally exhausted. Truthfully, lying there beside Sandy there in our bedroom, I had been so deeply intent in the show before me, that I just fell back and let out the breath that I didn't realized that I had held. Sandy also exhaled, having been caught up in watching herself being fucked and reliving the moment.
I must say that I believe watching the two of them having sex that afternoon was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. Obviously, part of that reaction was the fact that I was watching my wife being fucked. However, by that time I had seen that event numerous times - to the point that I wasn't bothering to look at them when they were in the suite. While I knew, obviously, that the naked woman out there in my front lawn being fucked by a naked man was my wife, my arousal, I honestly believe, would have been about the same with another woman. They were the embodiment of two people deeply into sex to the exclusion of anything else. It really was an experience to watch, and I could hardly imagine what it must have felt like. I paused the picture while we recovered and I asked Sandy about what contributed to such overwhelming and satisfying sexual intercourse. Not surprisingly, she had no simple answer.
"You and I have had wonderful sex ever since that first time after I returned from Spain. I have had very good sex with Frank, but this was different. I don't know if it was the situation or what, but being naked on a blanket on our front lawn in broad daylight certainly was part of it. I'm sure that the illicit nature of what we were doing contributed. I really was aware of all of that as I heard cars going by and, when I looked over, even seeing them through the trees. I think that exhibitionism was part of it - nothing was likely to be seen, but I really was aware of the exposure.
"In addition, I think, for me, was the continual arousal. I walked out naked which was exciting. I think that he was still a bit hesitant about the whole situation and his cock wasn't hard when he undressed. On impulse, I knelt there and sucked it and got it really hard which was exciting. Then he licked my cunt and clit for a long time which felt wonderful. As I said, he had never before stayed there licking until I went off, but this time he did. Then, shortly afterwards, while I was still recovering, he put his cock was in my cunt and - well, you saw the result. I just think that everything contributed. I don't think that there was any one thing it, but that may well have been the best sex I ever have had. I think that it was a unique combination of things coming together. I'm glad that we have this photographic recording because it helps me remember how it felt! And, oh yes, there is one more thing coming."
I started the video again and, for some time they lay together on the blanket, just lying in the sun and talking. He was fondling her tits and, occasionally, running his fingers through her pubic hair as they just relaxed together. Sandy was on the far side of him with his right arm around her and, other than being nude, they could have been any couple lying out enjoying an afternoon in the sun. Again, as could happen in any park, Sandy raised up on her elbow, leaned over and kissed him and said something. He replied, positively, and she slid down a bit, kissing his chest and continued down his body until, of course, she was level with his cock. Without hesitation, she took the cock in her hands and continued the kissing.
Her tongue came out and she ran it up and down the shaft. Finally, opening her mouth, she took the head in and, shifting her head up and down, gradually engulfed the full length into her mouth and throat. She began a slow cock-sucking, sliding her mouth to the base of his cock and withdrawing with light suction. She paused and repeated the motion, time after time. While she continued the suction, gradually accelerating as he became more aroused, her right hand was fondling his balls. Her head began bobbing up and down more rapidly as his hips began pushing upward to meet her mouth as it came down. It was amazing how clear things were - in the bright light you even could see the cock shining from her saliva as well as her cheeks hollowing as she sucked while pulling back.
Perhaps the most unexpected thing was the way she was working on his balls. Her fingers had been fondling them, but as his excitement grew, you could see her hand seeming to grip them. As his climax approached, as evidenced by his hip movements, her head went up and down rapidly while her hand really slapped his balls. Suddenly, as his hips rose up as he ejaculated into her mouth she seemed to grip his balls and hold them. He surged upward into her mouth several times until finished. Sandy kept him in her mouth, gently caressing it with her tongue until she pulled back, letting it fall out.
I had seen her suck him and swallow his cum a number of times, but this, by far, was the clearest picture. When she finished sucking, with me or Frank, she automatically brought her fingers to her face and wiped the corners of her mouth. As she fell back off of her elbow, this time I could even make out small amounts of cum that had leaked out as he shot into her. However, it was not only the clarity of the picture that made this entire act extraordinarily sexy. I had seen that same act performed on porn tapes, but there is a world of difference between watching a woman sucking a cock for love as opposed to an 'actress' doing the same thing for money. Just knowing that it was 'for real' instead of being part of a job, seeing the look of mutual affection afterwards - these things changed it from a rote act to something special. Of course, knowing that the woman involved was my wife added a fillip of excitement that was missing from professional presentations.
I paused the picture again, wanting to comment on what we had just seen. "I was surprised that you decided to suck him like that. I just assumed that after lying there relaxing that he would fuck you again before he left."
"That is what I expected, too, and that probably is what he intended to do. For some reason, I suddenly wanted to suck him. It's hard to explain because I don't completely understand it myself, but I actually wanted to do it. I had already gone off twice, myself, and I just didn't feel an overwhelming urge to go again, so that probably was part of it - I don't know. Regardless, lying beside him I just got an urge to do for him what he had done for me, use my mouth to set him off.
"That is one of the changes that have occurred in me in the last year and a half - I like to suck! I did it with you, of course, but it never was a big part of our sexual repertoire. We did it primarily when I was unavailable and we concentrated on screwing the rest of the time. We used our mouths on each other more as foreplay than anything else. With Frank and me, until recently, we were in the car, on the desk or other places where we couldn't even fully undress, much less fuck. So, occasionally, he would use his fingers to get me off by playing with my clit in the car or lick my cunt if we were safely alone in the office. More often, though, him taking his cock out and me, inconspicuously, bending over and sucking it was the rule.
"Anyway, I must have done that thirty or forty times now and I've come to actually enjoy having his cock in my mouth and sucking it. Having that firm but soft shaft going in and out just feels good - maybe like a baby's pacifier! Regardless, it gives him real pleasure and that makes me happy and, I guess, gives me that degree of submissiveness that I seem to enjoy. Anyway, I did it and it worked very well."
"You certainly did! One thing, though. I was really surprised, startled, at the way you handled his balls. It looked as if you were really squeezing and slapping them!"
"Yeah, I was. I don't understand it, myself. Actually, the first time that I did anything at all like that was the first night when you were in Boston. When I knelt down and sucked his cock, I was fondling his balls and they were very hard and I squeezed them a bit as he went off. It felt nice and obviously didn't hurt them. Then, when we were on the beach in our cabana we weren't screwing at first because we thought that it was too public. So, we did a lot of...well...cock sucking and cunt licking!
"I was doing just what I was doing today, lying beside him and sucking while playing with his balls. Just like today, as he got close to going off, I remembered how he reacted that other time and I started squeezing in rhythm with my sucking. He began moving more actively as I did so, so I did it harder and, shortly afterwards, really exploded in my mouth. When he had finished, I asked him if it had hurt. He replied that he was surprised, but it actually felt good and really added to the climax. The next time, as his arousal mounted and the balls got hard, I began squeezing and, even, twisting them a bit. As he began surging up to meet my mouth coming down, I heard him gasp out, 'Slap them!' I did so, very tentatively at first, and then, three or four somewhat more forcefully. He came very hard, sending bursts of cum into my mouth and down my throat. Shockingly, to both of us, if his balls were very hard, slapping or, even, hitting them made him come more vigorously. As you saw in the video there, it really works. One time he even had me use my fist for a short time!"



"Gods, that is unbelievable! I'd be scared to death to even think of it."
"I know. It's funny, but I don't really know if your balls get that hard because we've never played around like that because we never had to. It felt pretty good to me, either slapping them or, that once, actually hitting them. Maybe it would work for you, maybe not - but I don't think we need to experiment."
"Right! I've been hit in the balls a couple of times by accident, and even the idea turns me off completely."
"Well, we agree on that. Ball slapping goes only with Frank! Now, there's something else that I hadn't mentioned - hadn't thought of it until I mentioned that early time in the cabana. Just as I did quite a bit of sucking there, Frank, as I said, matched me by using his tongue on my clit and cunt. He had never stayed licking me until I went off before, but he did it several times in the cabana. But, he also, at the same time, used his finger on my...good heavens... my ass. Damn it, I'm being corrupted in every way. I always had breasts or, at worst, boobs. Now I have tits! We always screwed or, formally, had sexual intercourse. Now I get fucked! Finally, my bottom is now my ass!
"All right! He finger-fucked my ass! I would lie on my back with my legs up while he licked and sucked my clit while inserting his finger into my cunt and then into my ass. You've fingered my ass and, even, had your cock in it, but I never got much out of it. I don't know if it was the surrounding or what, but, for some reason, it really turned me on. Since then, if we're having non-fucking sex, his finger is in me - in my ass! - and I really like it! I don't know why I didn't mention that earlier, but, I guess, it didn't seem important and the other things were more interesting." Laughing, she added, "Actually, if we hadn't been talking about hitting Frank's balls, I wouldn't have thought about it now! Anyhow, you can't see it in the picture, but he was doing it this afternoon."
Maybe we'll have to try anal sex again."
"I don't know if I'm all that interested, but his finger certainly feels good."
I hit 'play' and watched the rest of the action. They lay beside each other, talking until they pulled apart and Frank stood up and dressed. He reached down and pulled her to her feet, picked up the blanket and they walked out of camera range with his arm around her. Seeing her so completely comfortable, walking nude outside in the sun, was still surprising and, of course, sexy.
As the recording ended, she sighed and said, "I can't believe how much I enjoyed this afternoon. Even after it was over and Frank had gotten dressed, I felt a real thrill as I stood up, still completely naked right in the middle of our lawn, and looked through the trees and saw cars going by. I knew that they couldn't see me - but I was still naked and I could see them! We walked back up to the house and Frank held me and kissed me for a few minutes and left. I stood there waving goodbye as he drove away. Then, instead of coming in immediately, I pitched the blanket into the house and sat down naked on the chaise on the front porch and just watched as cars went by. I'll probably keep doing that on a nice day."
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They got together a couple of more times before Frank took his prelims, having sex and prepping him for the exams. Several times she helped him "relax" after a day's exam. There was more badly needed relaxing while awaiting the results. Fortunately, he did pass and, a week later, the oral exam was completed and he was unofficially ABD - all but dissertation. He and his advisor had discussed his proposed research topic, so the next step was doing the research and writing while holding a full-time teaching job in Maine. Of more importance, in some ways, he no longer would be near Sandy. This was no surprise, of course, but it suddenly became real when he was boxing up his books and packing his clothes.
I said earlier that there were two interesting events that occurred after the semester ended. The action on the front lawn was the first of these, and the second came about as a result of the inevitable gloominess that came from the ending, or, at least, a dramatic change in what has been a very intimate and pleasant affair. Sandy and I were talking one evening while Frank was finalizing his research topic and filling out forms, when she casually said, "I wish that our spring break had been now. It would have been nice to have been together like that just before he left. Oh, I don't really mean that because that week on the beach was perfect. Before, though, when he left for the summer or over the semester break, saying goodbye wasn't traumatic because it was temporary."
"There's no doubt that your life and his will change, but that was inevitable. Neither of you is taking any more classes, you won't be TA's and both of you have dissertations to write. On top of that, you both will have full-time teaching jobs. You won't have time to miss each other."
"Oh, I know all that and I'm really looking forward to getting my dissertation finished and starting my teaching career, but it would have been nice to have a time together like we had in March to...well, not end our relationship...maybe to celebrate all those changes you mentioned."
"Well, why don't you?"
"What do you mean? He leaves in a few days and, while we can be in the suite once or twice, that's not what I'm talking about."
"It's not what I'm talking about either. You're not working this summer except for your research and writing. Frank is in the same position. What's stopping you from going somewhere together for a weekend or two or three days? Motels don't care about your marital status and, anyway, your wedding ring would make you look married. Why not?"
"Oh, my god, Mack, I never even thought of anything like that! Do you think that we could do it?"
"I don't know why not as long as you don't go somewhere that you meet someone who knows you. The only person who would object is your husband, and I don't think that he would mind!"
"Oh, Mack, you're wonderful! It would be just what I would like - a couple of days together to...I said 'celebrate,' and I think that is an appropriate word, a marvelous affair. I've got to call Frank and see if we can work out something." She leaned over and kissed, me, saying, "You must be the most wonderful husband in the world. I love you so much!" The words were hardly out of her mouth before she started giggling, gasping out, "Isn't that amazing? Telling my husband that I love him for suggesting that I spend a couple of days with my lover! That French, not Spanish! And no, before you suggest it, there still will be no promiscuous coed!
Sandy called Frank, but just said that she wanted to talk with him without explaining why. They arranged to meet in the office which would be empty - all the other TA's with desks had turned in their keys when they left the university. I was working in the study when she came in with a big smile on her face. It turned out that Frank had actually thought about how wonderful it would be to go somewhere with Sandy, but never thought that it would be possible. Sandy said that she was surprised at just how thrilled he seemed to be, but, she admitted feeling pretty much the same way herself. Psychologically, getting in a car and going off alone together had a much greater impact than, even, spending a week with the group in Virginia.
So, the only questions to answer were when to and where to go. They both agreed that where was not really important as long as they were together. However, they quickly settled on the cape, aka Cape Cod. Frank, on a previous visit had stayed at very nice small motel on the water that was centrally located. He was going to find out about availability and they could figure out when. That settled and assured about privacy, sex was next - on her desk, probably for the last time.
Having expected that, Sandy had worn a skirt and, removing her panties, she lay back to be fucked. However, instead of immediately entering her, Frank sat on the chair and began fingering her cunt before leaning in and licking and lightly sucking her clit. Then, as he had done in their cabana, he started licking between the lips of her cunt after removing the finger and inserting it into her asshole. As she described it to me later, he continued using his tongue in her cunt and on her clit while finger-fucking her ass until she was close to orgasm. At that point, he pulled back, and slid his cock into her and began a very vigorous fucking.
She had been close to coming before he entered her and she began what she swore was a continual orgasm until he reached his own climax and erupted into her. He lay on her for a minute, catching his breath before taking his cock out, leaving her sprawled open on her desk. She recovered and managed to get to her feet and, with difficulty, straighten up - a hard flat desk is not made for fucking. This time she managed to grab her panties before he confiscated them, but, as she started to put them on, he asked, seriously, "Come on, honey, let me have this pair. It's the last time in the office on your desk and I would like to have them."
Sandy looked at him and saw the sincere desire on his face and replied, as she slid them back down off of her legs, "Oh, damn it, here! Gods, it's running down my leg already. Get me some stupid tissues to stuff up me"! She described the situation later and admitted that the whole thing with the panties was touching and very sentimental. She lifted her skirt, parted her legs and inserted a roll of tissues up her cunt. Then, as she held the skirt up, Frank wiped her thighs dry. She said that felt very, very intimate and personal! Then at his request, she laid the panties flat on the desk and signed them with the date. Then she grinned up at him. "You really love sending me home without panties, don't you? Well, as your mistress I have to give you what you want, don't I?"
"That's right! If I would have had to take them back off of you, I would also have needed to spank your pretty little ass!"
"It's a good thing I didn't argue then! It's bad enough to go home without my panties, but going home after mi amante spanked me would be worse! You've spanked my pretty little ass too many times already, you big bully! But I love you anyway." As they went out of the door, she said that she was happy and sad at the same time. Before doing that, however, she took the blotter from her desk and brought it home as a precious, blotchy, souvenir of a very happy time in her life.
We discussed the idea of the Cape and it seemed to be perfect. It wasn't close so that there was likelihood that they would meet someone they knew, but not so far as to make a really long drive. Frank was familiar with the area and even, as I said, knew of what he said was a good, convenient motel. Neither Sandy nor I had ever been there so it would be new for her. It sounded good, so, if there were vacancies in that motel, the only question was how long. Frank called that evening and, while the weekend was booked, the middle of the week, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, was open.
We talked it over and, as I told, her, we had assumed that they would spend the weekend together, Saturday and Sunday - two nights, but, actually, during the week might well be better since there would be fewer people. "Now, you can stay the two nights as we originally thought or three if you want to. It's completely up to you and Frank. Cost may come in to it for him since he won't start his job to fall. Obviously, we'll pay for you, but he needs to be comfortable with the overall cost - although, I have the feeling that he would find the money somewhere to go away with you!"
She made her familiar giggle as she agreed. "I'm sure that you are right about that, but you're also right about going overboard. I'll try to be sure that money is not a problem. We'll see. Anyway, I think that I would like the three days - actually, three nights - if he agrees. I'll call him tomorrow and see what he thinks." Then, grinning at me mischievously, she added, "Maybe if you have no plans for tomorrow night, he could come over and we can make plans down in the suite!"
He, of course, happily came over and, as I expected, agreed that three nights would be perfect. After making that portentous decision, they settled down to have sex before going into detail. I watched while they were discussing how long to stay, but turned over to a Red Sox game when that decision was made. It's like watching porno films - after a while you've seen enough fucking that even that basic act becomes boring. Unless there is some new variation - which is rare - a baseball game has more appeal. Admittedly, when it is your wife underneath or riding on top, it takes longer to lose interest, but a baseball game is less predictable!
As it happened, however, there was one unexpected situation that I missed by leaving their show for a better one. Sandy came up the following morning not looking as happy as I had expected - actually, she looked troubled. I immediately asked if something had gone wrong.
"Yeah - well, yes and no. Everything about the trip is fine. He had already booked the three nights, assuming - really hoping - that I would want that. He said that he could have cancelled the third day if he had to. That's all good. The problem, and what has me worried, is that he insists that he intends to take me and pay for everything. Before we agreed on three days, I brought up the question about money. I told him that I was concerned about the overall cost because his pay from the university had ended and his new income wouldn't start until fall. I said that I'm in the same situation, but that, unlike him, I don't depend on my income. I said that, of course, we would split the cost of the trip, but that I wanted to be sure that he wouldn't be impoverished the rest of the summer.
"That's when he said, 'Sandy, dear, money will be no problem. In fact, because of you I haven't wasted a lot of money on girls - I love you and don't need them! Seriously, I've got more than enough saved up so that I'm in good shape. In fact, you have the wrong idea about this trip. I have every intention of taking my lovely mistress on what should be a fantastic four days alone to thank her for a wonderful year and a half. I don't want this to be a modern share the expense or Dutch treat trip - I want the pleasure of being with you and providing for you, not going on a date and splitting the cost.'
"Honey, that was so loving and, of course, I was really touched, but I know that, regardless of what he said, that this has to be a strain. I know what a TA makes, and you just don't save up that much. I kissed him and said all the things that I should have - and meant - but it still doesn't seem right. The cost of his trip would really be nothing to us, but I know it's a strain for him."
"You're right, of course. Your paying for half of the expenses makes all the sense in the world, but it appears that the gesture is very important to him. Regardless of the commonly accepted splitting of costs on dates or, even trips, that we have today, we also have the engrained feeling that the man should take care of a woman, especially one that he loves. Women's lib and demands for equality are fine in the big things, like salary and promotions, but there are centuries of tradition in personal relationship that a man shows his love for a woman by caring for her - and paying the bills. Some women resent that, and, for some men, it can be a macho thing, but obviously that is not the case here. I suspect that Frank would be happy to scrimp the rest of the summer, if that is necessary, to show his feelings for you. I think that you must graciously and affectionately accept his sacrifice, if it really is that, to give him the pleasure of serving you."
"I understand all of that, but I feel guilty. Nonetheless, I'll just have to accept it and give him the love and affection he deserves." She smiled and continued, "I wonder how many wives go to their husbands for advice on dealing with their lovers. Not many, I suspect! It's hard to believe how things, and I, have changed since I came into the house, really frightened to tell you, 'Oh Honey, I've just been made! Frank Jackson just screwed me!' It's hard to remember how innocent and naïve I was, but, here I am, ready to go away with that same Frank Jackson to spend three nights, adulterously, with him, and I only feel guilty about not splitting the cost! So, I'll go away with him and be his true mistress. I'll accept his kindness and generosity and repay him with the affection and love that he deserves - and I'll return home to my husband, even more in love with him for his support through all of this!"
So, the early the following Tuesday, Frank drove up to the house and found Sandy waiting on the porch with her suitcase. He greeted her with a kiss, helped her into the car and they drove away together for four days and three nights - a married woman and her lover. Obviously, I knew what was happening and I actually thought of going out with her and wishing them a pleasant trip, but, after discussing it with Sandy, I decided to keep things as they were: no acknowledgement that I knew, or that he knew that I knew, or that I knew that he knew that I knew, etc., etc. In any case, I gave Sandy a long and loving kiss, wished her luck and put her suitcase outside the door - and stayed out of the way as they drove off. It's amazing how empty the house felt. It had nothing to do with the fact that she was driving off with Frank - it was just that she was leaving!
I received a phone call in the early afternoon. No problems on the trip, they were checked in, the motel was excellent and everything was going beautifully. Her words and her voice said that she was very happy. After that, she called a couple of times a day, giving a brief account of what they had done, and, more significantly, how her love life was going. Everything was fine in all ways and details would wait until she got home. As she had on spring break, she was keeping a journal which she would use to recount those details.
Incidentally, keeping a journal was a habit of Sandy's since her time in Spain. She came back from there with eight notebooks recording where she went, who was with her, what was said - everything permitting her not only to remember details but also to recreate, almost relive, the entire experience in her mind and words. It was what permitted her to remember and describe the events and relationships over spring break. I never would have the discipline to keep such a journal, myself, but I was delighted to use her record keeping to fill in the details of her affair with Frank.
Anyway, late Thursday afternoon, I was waiting in the study when, finally, Frank's car turned into out driveway and stopped below the same window from which I watched their early lovemaking. They sat there for several minutes, embracing and kissing. This time there was no sex except his hand gripping her breast through her shirt. At last, and obviously reluctantly, they broke apart and, with her suitcase, walked onto the porch. Following another session of passionate kissing, Frank tore himself away, got back into the car and left. I hurried downstairs and welcomed my wife home. As she admitted later, her mind was filled with conflicting emotions. She was thrilled to see me and to be back home, but, at the same time, depressed and sad at the end of not only a lovely trip to the cape, but, more importantly, an end to a relationship that had come to mean a great deal to her. It was not as if she wouldn't see him again and, undoubtedly, have sex with him again - but it would not be the same.
The pang of parting wore off and her happiness and being home and with me won out, and, soon, her enthusiasm returned. She told me of the things they had done, the miles spent driving the length of the cape, all the way to Provincetown and the towns in between - Falmouth, Hyannis, Chatham, Wellfleet, etc. As said before, the motel was very nice with a pool and beach access. They saw the sights, found nice restaurants, shopped in unique little stores - and made love. The latter is what is of primary interest here, of course, and there was much she had to talk about.
"Honey, that was one of the nicest experience I've ever had! It was so pleasant going away with him, just the two of us. I suppose part of the appeal was the fact that it was so illicit, so unacceptable. But driving all that way together was almost like eloping - running off together! We stopped for lunch on the way and it felt very intimate. It's funny, but I've had lunch alone with men before, but it just felt different. Then, when we pulled in at the motel, I, again, got that 'running away together' feeling. It's a small motel with, I think, about ten or twelve rooms. They weren't busy, so the owner who lives there, took us to our room and talked to us about facilities. He left and, after several hugs and kisses, we started to unpack when there was a knock on the door. I opened the door and saw the owner who showed me a hair dryer and said, 'Mrs. Jackson, the dryer in your room wasn't working over the weekend so I want to replace it with this new one.' He went into the bathroom, took the old one out, and installed the new one in about three minutes. As he left, he apologized, saying, 'I meant to replace that yesterday. Around here with the pool or the beach, hair gets wet. Anyway, Mrs. Jackson, you have a brand new dryer. Enjoy yourself, folks.'
"I looked at Frank and asked him, 'Should I have corrected him? I really didn't know what to say.'
"Frank came over to me and put his arms around me. 'Actually, I liked it and I don't see any problem.' He pulled back at arm's length and added, 'It's no secret that if you weren't married, I would be on one knee asking you to become Mrs. Frank Jackson permantedly. Now, for three days, let's pretend that you are Mrs. Jackson.' Honey, I almost cried as he said that! I was so touched, so happy that he feels that way, yet, at the same time, I felt bad for him. I've really known that he's in love with me, but to hear him say it both thrilled and depressed me at the same time. Fortunately, he knew the circumstances and immediately hugged me again, saying, 'Don't worry, sweetheart, nothing's changed - I love you as my mistress and, as long as you feel that way, you'll be my lovely married mistress, and I'm happy with that! But until we get back, if you agree, you're my wife!'
"Honey, that set the tone for the rest of the time we were together. I guess that the air was cleared for we knew just how we stood. The rest of the time was very loving"
"That certainly was unexpected, but I guess seeing a young couple checking into a motel with her wearing a wedding ring creates an assumption that they are married. I think that you handled it perfectly. Calling yourself either his wife or his mistress hardly matters - for several days you were his wife in every way, especially physically, except for legality. As you remember, I sort of expected him to be in love with you and that was the only downside to your affair as far as I could see. It appears that he has accepted the situation, I hope that he will get over it - of course, I never did, but, thank heavens, I got there first!"



"I'm glad too, of course! However, I don't seem to remember a long line of competitors for my hand. Anyhow, that was a major event right after we checked in. But then there was another one of a completely different nature that evening. Anyway, after we regained our composure, we finished unpacking - which, like on spring break, was quite intimate. We changed into our suits, went into the pool for a while, showered together and went to bed for a while, i.e. had sex.
"Again, as in Virginia, it was very intimate being in 'our' room, looking at 'our' bed. Somehow, it was even more intimate because we were alone, not part of a group. In addition, we already had had that very emotional outpouring earlier, making us closer than ever. In addition, I think that we both were too aware of the impending separation. The result was that we had sex even more often than we might have in different circumstances.
"We took a shower together and went to bed. The nice thing about the situation was that being completely alone, there was no time or other pressure. We worked on each other for some time, starting with me using my mouth on his cock while playing with his balls. There was no thought of slapping or squeezing them because that is good only when he is close to climax-which was going to happen in my cunt, not my mouth this time. Then, he began playing with me, fondling my tits while stroking my clit and fingering my cunt.
"After a short time, he moved down between my legs and followed the same pattern that he has lately. He flicked his tongue over my clit while finger-fucking my cunt. That felt very good, of course, and I started to writhe around. At that point, he pulled his finger out of my cunt and slowly worked it into my ass as he began licking through my cunt lips and over my clit. I began moving quite a bit and he really began finger-fucking my ass. It felt very good and I jumped a bit and Frank pulled back from my cunt and asked, I thought, 'Did that hurt in here? It didn't before.'
"I replied - actually, gasped out - 'No! It feels very good. I like it.'
"It turned out that he had really asked me, 'Have you done it in here before?' After that exchange we proceeded to screw which, after all that buildup, was really hot. When we finished and recovered, he casually commented that he had never done it either and wondered what it was like. I suddenly realized the mistake I had made - I realized that he had asked if we had tried anal sex. I, of course, should have said that we had tried it and didn't get much out of it, so we didn't do it again. However, before I could correct my 'no' and explain, he went on to say that doing something for the first time would be nice. He said that quite casually and didn't talk about it again, but I could tell that his comment wasn't as offhanded as he pretended.
"Now, his finger-fucking felt good, but his cock was much thicker than his finger and I wasn't thrilled at the idea, but I certainly wasn't going to deny him what I knew he wanted. I also realized that it might give him pleasure to think that he was the first to use my ass. I don't know if you talk about a virgin ass - there's certainly no hymen - but maybe if it hasn't been fucked the term would apply. So, I decided to keep quiet and, in a way, tell a white lie."
"So you decided to let him...well, fuck your ass? And pretend that it was the first time?"
"Yeah. You and I didn't stop doing it because of any problem - pain or anything. We just liked my cunt better. So, I thought, why not? In addition, for some reason, his fingering, which we never did much of, did feel very good when I was excited by him licking me. And, I couldn't see any negative in letting him think that we hadn't tried anal sex. Do you?"
"No. In fact, I don't see anything wrong with any of this. My god, he's fucked your cunt...what? 50 or 100 times by now? Whatever the number is, you may have matched it by sucking. I assumed that he did fuck your ass and I certainly have no problem with it or your presumed anal virginity!"
"I was sure that you would feel that way. Still, it's good to hear you say so. Anyway, we dressed again and went out to have dinner. We stopped in the office to get a recommendation for a restaurant. The owner's wife was at the desk and greeted us as Mr. and Mrs. Jackson, suggested two places and, as we prepared to leave she smiled and asked if we were honeymooners! I thought fast and said, 'No, we've been together for a year and a half now.' She replied that if you still act like honeymooners after a year and a half, your marriage is in really in good shape. We thanked her and left, amused and feeling sentimental.
"We laughed in the car, and Frank said, 'See everyone sees us as a happy couple, Frank and Sandra Jackson, honeymooners!'
"I replied, 'Well, for this trip, that is what we are, and it's very nice. But, boy, would they be surprised if I had said that I really was Sandra MacAndrew enjoying an adulterous getaway with my lover?'
"On the way to the restaurant I had Frank stop at a drugstore and went in and, discreetly, bought a tube of KY jelly and came out with it in my purse. I was committed. I didn't say anything and, as with many things, I had mixed emotions about that commitment. On the one hand, I felt good about giving him something of myself that I was certain would please him. On the other hand, there's always concern about how something new would feel and work. Still, I was mostly looking forward to the experience with him. We drove around awhile after eating and went back to the motel and bed - we actually acted like honeymooners! We had, in fact, been together for over a year and a half, but this was the first time we really had been alone, staying in a motel by ourselves and, somehow, the relationship was different. The things we had been doing all that time seemed new.
"Anyway, we undressed and lay there together, his arm around me, talking about all sorts of things - including dissertations! - while each of us ran our hands over the other. Finally, I made the first real move as I slide down to his waist and began licking and kissing his cock before I took it into my mouth and lightly sucked it, bringing it to full erection. He pulled away and moved between my legs which I raised and spread for him. Shortly afterwards, he was running his tongue into my cunt and over my clit after penetrating my ass with his finger. It felt good and I began the usual slight early pre-orgasm movements as he finger-fucked my ass.
"It felt very good, and if it had continued, I probably would have gone off. However, he pulled back, kneeling there, prepared to enter my cunt. I stopped him and reached over to the bedside table, picked up the KY jelly package and handed it to him, saying, 'Would you like to try this?'"
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"Puzzled, he opened the bag and pulled out the tube and, apparently, knew immediately what I was offering. I actually think, from his expression, that he was shocked, but excited, and I'll honestly say love, soon spread over his face. He moved from between my legs and lay beside me. 'Are you sure, sweetheart? Buying this and offering to do it is wonderful, but I don't want you to do anything that you have doubts about.'
"I had thought about what to say or how to offer it to him and was prepared. I reached up and kissed him and said, 'Well, as your mistress, I've admitted your right to spank what you refer to as my pretty little ass. Your cock is fatter than your finger so it scares me, but if you want to fuck my virgin ass, as your mistress I will have to submit to mi amante in that, too!' It's funny, but as I said that, I was feeling just as submissive as it sounds - and I got real pleasure out of saying it. And, I had decided that, while it was untrue, the pleasure he would get out thinking that he would be the first to fuck my ass was worth a little white lie that hurt no one.
"I turned over on my stomach and lifted up so he could put a pillow under my hips. He got between my legs on his knees and commented, 'I need to put a lot of this on my cock so it can get in without hurting you. My, that is a pretty little ass raised up like that! Maybe I should spank it first!' He slapped me lightly a couple of times and then began fondling me, running his fingers from between my buttocks to my cunt and all over my bottom. Of course, I was already aroused by the way he had worked on me before, plus being excited by giving him permission to take me that way. I thought that he was ready to start, but he paused and said, 'Maybe I should put some of this in your asshole.' He said that so offhandedly that the word 'asshole,' which I don't like, didn't even cause me to flinch. Of course, my vocabulary has been expanded recently, so I guess 'asshole' is in it! I any case, I felt his finger, coated with KY Jelly, enter me and briefly finger-fuck me.
"Finally, the time came and I felt him lean forward, put his cock between my ass cheeks, and slowly push in. You had done it before with no real pain, but, instinctively I guess, I expected it to hurt a bit as it went in. However, there obviously was plenty of lubrication, for it went past my sphincter easily with no pain whatsoever. As soon as the head was in, he paused and asked if I was ok. I answered, hesitantly, 'It's all right so far, honey. Go slowly until I get used to it.' He did just that, pulling out a bit and going back in deeper, time after time until he was completely in. He paused again for a moment and, then, he began to actually fuck my ass!
"I don't know what the difference was, dear, but, to my surprise, it felt very good! No pain at all! Maybe I was better lubricated so it went in and out easier or maybe it was all the emotional stuff before...I don't know! Whatever, it was going in the whole way every time and I could feel his hair against my skin and his balls against my cunt as he fucked me. I couldn't believe how good it felt, particularly with how apprehensive I had been when he started. As he began moving faster, no longer concerned about hurting me, I actually began pushing back against him. I had started out just lying there and letting him use my ass, but that no longer was the case - now, I was an active participant!
"I don't know how long it lasted, for I lost myself in being ass-fucked. It felt very different from being fucked in my cunt, of course. At first I was very conscious of that big thing going in and out of my asshole - there, I said it! - but soon I was just lost in it without even thinking about which hole it was in! Again, at first I had the sensation of being stuffed, but that also went away quickly. At the end, he was really pounding into me and I was surging back against him. He suddenly welded himself against me, grinding against my ass as he came into me. My reaction was to push back as hard as I could. It felt very, very good, but it was different from my usual orgasm - it wasn't as explosive, no sudden climax so calling it an orgasm might be wrong, but I didn't care. It felt very good and Frank loved it - he had taken his mistress's virgin ass!
"He slumped down on my back, his cock still in my asshole, and we just stayed that way for a full minute as we recovered. He pulled out of me and we went in and took another shower. It wasn't really necessary - there was no big mess - but you know how fastidious I am and I just felt more comfortable knowing where his cock had been. I'll admit that I had a twinge of embarrassment for a second or two at having done such an intimate thing with him, but that passed quickly as he hugged me and said how wonderful it had been. The simple truth is that a vagina is a natural place for a cock, while a mouth is, in a way, more intimate, but sucking on something is also natural. Going into and fucking an ass just isn't the same - I guess that I just feel that it is a very personal area. I'm not concerned about the act being aberrant or perverted...oh, damn it, I have always thought of it being dirty, for obvious reasons. Some people discuss these biological problems easily, but, for me it's hard to talk about them, even with you. Anyway, I had been sure to empty myself in back before we started so there wouldn't be a problem. Gods, that sounds prissy!"
"Don't be silly, honey. Ass fucking can definitely lead to unpleasant situations that would horrify you - me too, for that matter! I've read that people sometimes take an enema ahead of time. That fastidiousness you mentioned may well be the reason it didn't work out well for us when we tried it. The fear of being 'dirty' could have prevented any thought of pleasure from your mind. Regardless, whether it was more lubrication, the emotional experience you had shared, being alone with your lover - or whatever, you got past that phobia and proved that ass fucking can be enjoyable."
"There's no doubt about that. From the way he pounded me and the way he exploded in my ass, there was no question that it had been everything that he had hoped for. The amazing thing, however, was my reaction - I had expected that, at most, I would be neutral afterwards, and, instead, as I said, I loved it! All the things you mentioned certainly contributed to my change of heart, but, unquestionably part of it was my love for him. I really wanted him to have that experience in me even if I just lay there while he had me.
"There are a couple of things that I have learned about myself during all of this. One thing that we have talked about quite a bit is a tendency toward exhibitionism. It's a situational thing where, for example, during spring break I walked around naked, was seen having sex, etc. I loved walking around naked on the lawn - safe exposure, of course. The other character trait, which we've talked about before, is submissiveness. Again, as with my exhibitionism, it only exists in very limited situations and with only two people, you and Frank and, I'll admit, mostly with Frank as a fun part of our relationship.
"I mention this now, because it has a great deal to do with sex. When we're fucking, I enjoy, on occasion, being on top. I control the action, can speed up or slow down, grind against you when I want and, at climax, I am free of any weight and can be as wild as I wish. When I'm underneath either you or Frank, my legs are up and open, completely exposing my cunt and, when I get hot, my legs flail around and I can hump up or twist sideways to get the pressure I want. I can even bring my legs down, plant my feet on the bed against my hips and really bounce up and down. I can wrap my legs around you to pull you in tighter. I have considerable freedom with my motions but, unlike when I'm on top, you are in control of the rhythm and, psychologically, I feel that I'm being taken - and I like that feeling.
"Now, when either of you puts my feet over your shoulders, my motions are much more constrained. In fact, all I can so is hump up against you, intensifying the power of the impact when we come together. In that situation, I am really being used - I'm a cunt that you can pound into to reach your climax and ejaculate into me. Usually, I'm completely bent double with my knees almost against my tits while you squash me into the bed. In that position, if my clit is being impacted by the forceful pummeling, it feels wonderful. More often, though, the real excitement for me comes from the psychological pleasure I get from being taken and used.
"I mention this because being ass-fucked is very similar to the feet-over-the-shoulder fucking. I'm lying face down, my ass up on a pillow while a thick thing slides into my ass. That was a weird feeling at first and really nor sexually arousing because I was more concerned with what was going to happen. I soon found that it was not an uncomfortable penetration, and as he began the real fucking, it became surprisingly exciting. I think that rising excitement came largely for, again, its psychological appeal. I remember thinking, 'My god, I'm being ass-fucked! Frank's cock is in my ass - it's in my asshole! He's fucking me hard and it doesn't hurt! As the in-and-out became more vigorous and faster, all those thoughts faded and I just lay there, my ass being used. I lay there completely under his control, enjoying the pleasure of submitting to my lover and that very fact, perversely, aroused me so that when I felt him smash inward one last time and ground his pelvis against me, I came with him and pushed my ass upward as much as I could. Being ass-fucked like that is very subservient and being taken in that position really turned me on. I'm sure that that very feeling of being taken and used would be repulsive to many, perhaps most, women, but it really appealed to me.
"However, while there was great psychological pleasure in submitting, I don't want to downgrade or overlook the physical part of it. As it went on, I got more and more pleasurable sensations from the fucking itself. I can honestly say that I actually enjoyed having his cock in my ass, and, the next time we did it, I no longer had that initial apprehension and I welcomed him into me without hesitation."
I will admit that I was startled by her description of her experience, but not so much by the ass-fucking, itself, but by her thoughtful analysis of her motivation and the impact of the different positions she had been fucked in. As a man, I had never thought about just how seriously the position chosen would affect a woman, but that description made it clear that a woman could be nothing but...well...a nicely lubricated, soft hole in which he was enjoying himself. It sounds so selfish, but it probably is, most often, thoughtlessness - if it feels good to him, he assumes that it feels good to her. Of course, that could explain why sex can have has little value for women. That certainly is true for anal sex, for she is likely just lying there, her asshole being used.
"That was quite an experience, honey. You really were in a fantasy world - going away together, sharing a motel room, being addressed as if the two of you were married. It had to have felt like a honeymoon! Very romantic! I'm still surprised at how different it was for you in the anal sex, but maybe that romantic element made the difference. With us, it was just trying something new and it had no great meaning for either of us. This time you had a strong desire to do it for him. Planning it, buying the KY jelly, presenting the jelly as a gift right in the middle of sex - in other words, you were really into it, you wanted it to work. Using more lubrication might have helped us, but I think that your feelings for Frank, combined with all of the romantic elements - alone together, honeymoon, etc. - were the real difference."
"You're probably right. I know that while we were there we were in a sort of bubble, separated from the real world and everything was good in that bubble. You know, that's the way it was the entire time. When we drove along, were walking through the streets looking at quaint buildings, particularly in Provincetown, or on the beach, it felt as if that were the world - I didn't think of here, of school, my degree or, even, you. Once in a while I would see something unusual, like the sand dunes in the National Seashore park, I would automatically think, 'I've got to tell Mack about this,' and be brought back to reality for a moment.
"Incidentally, that was the only place where we had real sex outside. Before we got to the park, we saw a path going down to the water. We parked along the road, probably illegally, and went down a steep trail and walked along the shore. There was no one in sight and we went into a sort of valley between two dunes. I was wearing halter top and shorts and Frank, over my mild protest, took them, and my panties, off and lay me down in the sand. You know something; I may get into trouble one day - I'm to the point now that if I'm on my back, my legs just go up and spread wide automatically! Anyway, that's what happened! Frank came down on me, slid his cock into my cunt and fucked me right there. That was the type of thing that made it seem like a honeymoon - a loving couple enthralled with each other and having sex at every opportunity."
"It sounds as if there was a lot of sex - I'm surprised that you had any time for sight-seeing!"
"Well, there was a lot of sex. Each morning he screwed me before we went out for breakfast. Each evening we had fucked at least once before going to sleep. And, each day we found time to have some type of sex in the afternoon - like that time I just mentioned when we stopped along the road. Another day, when we were on a sand dune cliff watching surfers and seeing the Three Sisters Lighthouse, we found a private place and I managed to suck him off. Actually, we had oral sex several times and a great deal of just groping and fondling during the day. He had my tits out quite a few times and, as you can see, left plenty of love marks to commemorate those occasions. He deepened the one under my left nipple each time, wanting it to last. We did seem to be insatiable, but I think that we both, consciously or unconsciously, were aware that our fantasy bubble we were in was going to burst soon."
"Well, that certainly makes sense, and it was good that you had different places and different sex acts while seeing the cape - evidently safely. Now, you said you enjoyed feeling his cock in your ass and had no apprehension before the next time he had you. Obviously, then, you had anal sex with him again."
"I wasn't too certain of that 'safely' a few times. I had some qualms that time in which I was naked while Frank had me on the dunes. After the excitement was over, I put my clothes on very quickly because I had a horrible picture of being arrested for indecent exposure, public lewdness, or whatever, and my real name appearing in the newspaper!
"As far as anal sex was concerned, we had it two more times, Wednesday and Thursday nights. I actually was looking forward to it, not because it was better than regular screwing, but because it was a very intimate and private act between us. Letting a man put his cock in your mouth or cunt is, obviously, very personal, but, at the same time, is a common act. Turning over and letting him put it in your ass is more than just a physical thing - it's offering a very private part of your body for him to use. I think that permitting that penetration really says something very important about a woman's feeling for a man far beyond the sex itself.
"Wednesday night we were both looking forward to ass-fucking again. It had been a busy day and we had screwed in the morning and that was the afternoon we had done it in the dunes on the beach, but we were ready to do it again. I think that we must have taken some kind of sex pill. I had jokingly told Frank as we climbed back up to the road after that afternoon action that my cunt was going to be sore the way we were going. He hugged me and said, 'That's all right, honey, we'll use your ass tonight!'
"For some reason I blushed like mad at that - I really don't know why - but I teased him back. 'Well, that may help me, but your cock will be worn out at this rate!'
"He smiled as he looked down at me and said, 'Don't worry about that, sweetheart, it will be resting until I see you again!' He was smiling, but I knew that he meant it. His reply really touched me and all I could do was put my arms around him and kiss him.
"Anyway, that evening we had gone to a local summer playhouse to see a production of 'Kiss Me Kate' which I love - the Shakespeare connection - and I was feeling particularly romantic and loving. We lay in bed together quietly talking about the play and a variety of things. He started kissing me and my nipples before reaching behind me and began fondling my bottom. He stroked between my ass cheeks and lightly rubbed my asshole - damn it, I knew that I would start using that word automatically! Obviously, we were ready, but he proposed doing it differently to keep his weigh off of me.
"He lubricated us with the KY jelly but, instead of lying on the bed, I stood by the bed, legs spread and bent over, resting my upper body and head on two pillows placed on top of each other. As short as I am, that placed my ass and cunt at a good height. He then stood between my legs and very easily slid his cock into my asshole. This time I wasn't concerned about the penetration and my sphincter didn't put up a fight and, quite quickly, he was able to freely plunge in and out of my ass.
"Standing like that, Frank didn't have to hold himself up by his arms and, instead, could grasp my tits or, as the excitement mounted, hold me firmly by my hip bones so that he could really pound into me. At the same time, without his weight holding me sown, I was more able to move, particularly pushing back and twisting a bit. As I said before, it's obviously not the same to be fucked in the ass as opposed to the cunt, but I just can't describe the difference. Regular vaginal intercourse, particularly with clitoral stimulation, has the triggers that lead to orgasms. The ass - or the asshole - doesn't. It's just a passage. However, maybe it's purely psychological, but it really arouses me!
"Regardless, at the end, I really had no control at all, for Frank held me firmly by my hip bones so that I was a solid target. I felt like a rag doll in a way, by upper body just bouncing from the pounding of my pelvis. It was a kind of throbbing going through me rather that a sharp climax at the end. He held me tight by my hip bones and ground himself against me as his cock drove deeply into my ass and ejaculated. I was completely under his control as he took me.
"When he finished coming in me, we both just collapsed. I was as exhausted as he was because, while he was doing the thrusting in and out, I was absorbing the assault. I was caught up in the emotion as well and I was gasping for breath as a wave of euphoria flashed through me. I think that it was not only the physical pleasure I felt, but a combination of that and joy that we had made it together. I can't really describe my emotions, but it was good.
"The following day, Thursday, was very nice but I think that both of us were all too conscious that it was the last day - at least the last night together. This was the day we saw the lighthouses and a big windmill and sat on a bluff and watched the surfers. That evening, our last, was very pleasant. There was a band playing in an old bandstand which was set at the bottom of a small hill, a natural bowl. We, and hundreds of others, spread a blanket out and reclined together to listen to the music - which wasn't professional, but who cares? We lay there listening and making out under the stars. Very romantic. I have no idea where we were, but it was very, very nice way to spend our last evening.



"We stopped for some ice cream on our way 'home' to 'our' room and prepared for our last night together, determined to make it fun, although neither said so. However, it was an emotional time and, inevitably, we became serious. We were quietly talking, reminiscing about the past year and a half, about in that relatively short period of time we had gone from just friends to real lovers. It was difficult to do, but I forced myself to spell out my feelings - that I loved him very much but that I was in love with you. I told him honestly that he was the only man other than you to whom I have ever said 'I love you.' He said that he already knew about my feelings about you and accepted that - he had said practically the same thing before about wishing he could marry me. He was clearly touched and happy about being only the second man in my life. It was a happy-sad, and very intimate, conversation.
"I don't recall what led up to it, but, maybe in an effort to lighten the atmosphere, Frank reached over me and began running his hand over my bottom. 'You really do have a nice little ass. Now it's got two uses - it's perfect for spanking and it's perfect for fucking!'
"I don't know what caused me to do it, but I said, 'Forget the spanking part! You can fuck it, but you have no reason to spank it!' As I said it I knew perfectly well what would happen, but I said it anyway. For some reason it appeared that, subconsciously, I wanted him to spank me. That, of course, is exactly what happened!
"His reply was prompt. 'So, my little mistress thinks that she can tell me when she should be spanked! I'll decide when and why, and, to prove that, now is the time.' We started a struggle which I, inevitably, lost, and, as expected, I found myself over his knees with my 'pretty little ass' posed to be assaulted. He ran his hand all over my hips, including between my buttocks. "Now, you can spare yourself from a much deserved spanking if you will state right now that I can spank my mistress anytime I think she deserves it!"
"I, of course replied, 'No! You can spank me only when I have done something wrong, not whenever you feel like it!'
"He replied, again as expected. 'I think that you deserve a spanking for not telling me that I can spank my lovely mistress whenever I think that she needs it!' He promptly brought his hand down and starting spanking me. It wasn't really painful, but it wasn't just a pity-pat either. It stung, but it really was a fun sting. You know that I'm certainly not a masochist - far from it - but while it hurt a bit, I enjoyed it as a part of the game. We began a back and forth complaint and demand cycle. 'Stop it, that's not fair!' Smack. 'Tell me that I can spank you when I think that you deserve it!' Smack. 'Ouch, that hurts. Stop it!' Smack. 'I'll stop it anytime you want! Smack! That back and forth went on for about ten smacks, until, I gave up. 'Ooh, that hurts. Ok, damn it, you can spank me anytime you think I need it!' 'That's not good enough!' Smack! 'You're mean! All right, I'm your mistress and you can spank me any time you want to! Is that good enough?'
"That, of course, was what he was waiting for and he began running his hand over my bottom. He lifted me up and cuddled me against him, saying, 'That's how a nice obedient mistress should act! Now your pretty little ass is all red.' I, of course, acted properly meek and chastised, 'That wasn't fair. Now my bottom is sore and now that you've spanked it you'll probably want to use it that other way!' He hugged me and kissed me and we were ready for fucking my red ass.
"That obviously was a game we were playing and we each handled our roles well, but it worked. I don't know why, but when he spanks me it always gets us both aroused. He's masterful and tames me and I'm submissive and available!"
"Yeah, that seems to be a common theme in many relationships, whether it's actually semi-play acting or serious. I'll have to remember that you like that!"
"Oh no, that won't work. Any thought of a master-mistress relationship, acting or real, vanished years ago if it ever existed between us. We've known each other too long!"
"Right, you were too bossy in high school! That's when you should have been tamed! Ok, what next?"
"Actually, we had talked about it Wednesday before we went to sleep and decided that we liked the ass-fucking position with me on my stomach better than the bent-over position. It's amazing how easy it was to get into me. My asshole just seemed to open up and welcome his cock and it felt good right from the start. We're going to have to try that to see if I am more open or if it was the situation on the cape that affected me. It's the cunt that's supposed to adjust to size, not the ass, but it certainly worked.
"Anyway, he didn't have to work it in, so he really started fucking me pretty hard right away. I still don't know why I liked it so much, but I did. It may have been just part of the whole going-away-together situation that made me enjoy it so much. Regardless, we both were really into it. There is one unquestioned fact about ass-fucking and that is that the woman is in the inferior position and is limited in her ability to move. Fortunately, as I said before, that didn't bother me - in fact, I liked it. Understand, I still greatly prefer using my cunt, but it was nice on the cape, particularly since my little white lie made it special got Frank.
"Just as had Tuesday night, the excitement built up rapidly and, as before, my climax was more of an ongoing thing rather than an explosion. Frank really plunged into to me at the end and we both really enjoyed it. Actually, the finish was probably the most satisfying of the three ass-fuckings, with Frank driving me down into the bed as if he wanted to flatten me. His excitement transferred to me and I came with him. It was a very good ending for our last night on the cape.
"Still, it's only a variation, to be used on occasion, with vaginal intercourse to be the main event. That is how we went on our last sex on the cape on Thursday morning. We woke up fairly early and he screwed me before we dressed and went out for breakfast. We came back and packed - which didn't take long - and just lay down and talked. It was very sentimental and, again, sad-happy. I had let him pay for everything, as he had insisted over my initial protests, and I was very effusive in thanking him for taking me on that wonderful going-away-together trip. I told him, honestly, that it was one of the nicest things anyone had ever done for me. I know, regardless of what he said, that he really couldn't afford it, but I know that he really wanted to do it. I made sure that he knew that I appreciated it and him.
"Checkout was at 11:00 so we had to go, but we had sex again before we left. We were dressed, but he took his pants and shorts down, I took my panties off and he fucked me one last time before we left. Naturally, he confiscated my panties - which I signed with the date and location - so I had to open my suitcase and get another pair out so that cum wouldn't wreck my skirt and the car seat. I really regretted leaving that room because it was a place of great happiness. So, that was it. We drove home, we said goodbye in the car with both of us feeling a real loss. There were the final kisses on the porch, and he left. For me it was very difficult, but I was home and with you. He is going to Maine and has no one waiting for him, so leaving here and me is much worse. I really hated seeing him go off alone like that after such wonderful days together."
We talked a while after she finished describing her experiences on the cape. Any lingering sadness had dissipated and she took pleasure in recounting other things they had done. It was even more obvious that they had been very intimate and compatible while living together when by themselves. It's one thing to be alone in a car or room having sex or, even, sleeping overnight with someone, but another to be together for a longer time. The spring break experience was much longer than just an overnight, but they were with other people most of the time. Spending four days completely alone is a much better test of compatibility and they had passed that test. Grinning, I joked, "It went so well that maybe I'm lucky you came back instead of going to Maine."
She giggled at that, saying, "You might be right! Mrs. Frank Jackson or Sandra Jackson sounded nice, but he had to come back here to load up all his possessions and I knew that there wouldn't be room in the car for me - I couldn't go with him so I decided to stay with you. It's probably a good thing that he doesn't still have that old Roadmastrer! Besides, I have to finish my dissertation. Seriously, though, I loved the 'honeymoon' feeling, being alone, just the two of us. I really did enjoy being Mrs. Jackson, but I was always aware that I was playing a role. I was Sandra MacAndrew playing Sandra Jackson. It was fun but...you used the word 'fantasy,' and that was what it felt like. I enjoyed every minute and everything we did the whole four days, particularly the closeness - and certainly the sex - but it was just fun, intimate fun, but never a thought of it being more.
"The last eighteen months have been wonderful and I have done things that would have been absolutely inconceivable before that. I don't regret anything I've done and I certainly have grown - or degenerated - more in those eighteen months than any comparable period in my life!"
"No doubt about that and it shows what an impact a small decision which seems inconsequential can have. Remember way back when you were dressing to go to the pre-Christmas end-of-the-semester party, you were wearing that silky blouse and you asked me if you needed to wear bra because you were afraid that your nipples would show through? I said something like 'a hard nipple sticking out never hurt anyone.' You decided that it was ok and you went without a bra. What if I had said that it was too revealing? Frank wouldn't have seen your nipple poking out, wouldn't have been tempted to feel your tit. He would have brought you home, said goodnight and left my virtuous, untouched wife to come in and happily describe a mundane graduate student party!"
"My god, you're right! And I almost put a bra on! I have a hard time remembering what I was like, but I know I was happy and sex was good and enjoyable, but the idea of anyone else even touching me would have been traumatic. In fact it was traumatic when I felt Frank's hand on my tit! Of course, I never would have thought of it as my tit! It was a breast or, at most, a boob. It's amazing how I've changed sexually - vocabulary if nothing else. I still cringe mentally sometimes when I hear myself automatically use words like at fucking, ass or asshole. Now I've been fucked in every opening and I've committed adultery so often that I don't even think of it as a sin. I've even done it when I know others could see me doing it. By almost any normal standard I have been corrupted, debauched and perverted. I enjoy doing things because they are wicked. But I have no feeling of guilt. Of course, that's because you have been a supporter and facilitator of my debauchery.
"However, while my affair has been a major part of my life for the last eighteen months, my regular life has gone on. I taught my courses, completed my own coursework, passed my prelims and am finishing my dissertation. I'll soon have my PhD and I have a university teaching job which I will start this fall. So, my affair hasn't completed dominated my life and, most important, my marriage is stronger than ever! It was a wonderful eighteen months.
Epilogue
Sandy's affair with Frank was over in terms of day-to-day meetings and intimacy, but he had to come back to see his advisor about his dissertation - and to spend the night with her. In addition, Maine wasn't all that far away. These occasional rendezvous kept the fires going, if only intermittently. For the future there was the annual meeting of the Northeast Conference on the Teaching of Foreign Languages (NECFL) and the Modern Language Association (MLA) where discreet personal meetings can be held. As long as there were feelings between them, the affair continued - and nothing had changed in that regard.
Sandy finished her dissertation and its defense and by the start of the second semester, she was officially Dr. Sandra MacAndrew! Her school was ten miles away from mine (eight miles from our house) - what could be better?
Well, from my view, potentially making it better was Sandy hurrying into our study announcing: "Hi, honey. I just got the most wonderful news! Helen Evans just called and they're moving to Connecticut and have found a house in the Candlewood Lake area. Apparently a lot of pilots live there because they can catch the train and get to New York airports in a short time. Oh, that's so wonderful! I haven't seen her in five years and now she will be only an hour away! I can't believe it!"
Helen, of course, was Sandy's roommate from Spain, mentioned earlier. I was always intrigued by hearing about her eye-popping tits that looked like one of those fanciful figureheads on early sailing ships. They had been a cause of intriguing conversation for years - and now she would be living close to us. I perked up, but before I could say a word Sandy continued, "Yeah, I know what you're thinking about - her tits!"
"You hurt me! I'm only happy that your dear friend will be nearby! On the other hand, you've been very mean, denying me that very voluptuous young woman master's candidate as well as numerous promiscuous coeds who wanted good grades! I'd love to see those tits! From the way you describe her, Helen might make up for all of those coeds!'
"Ha! She's happily married to a glamorous airline pilot!" She paused, looked at me with an inscrutable expression, and shocked me with, "We'll see."
Things just got a bit brighter!
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My name is James MacAndrew, know familiarly as Mack. For those who have read my chronicle of my wife's year and one-half affair with Frank Jackson [Sandy and Frank, Chapters 1 – 21], you know my biographical information, but for those who have not, I will repeat it here. I'm about 6 feet or a little less, depending on who's measuring. I'm about 180 pounds and of regular, reasonably good looks. My wife is Sandra MacAndrew, addressed by most as Sandy. She's about 5' 2" or 5' 3" and I'll estimate somewhere between 110 and 115 pounds. She is quite pretty with very nice features, not beautiful but very nice. She has a very good but not spectacular body. Her breasts are, her bra says, 34B. Not large but on her small frame they are more than adequate and they are very firm with very little need for that bra. When dressed professionally, she usually wears one, but not in the evening.
In the same manner, she wears pantyhose when working, garter belt and hose when dressed up. Actually, she is quite modest in her behavior, although with Frank and her six fellow grad students, her innate shyness gave way to a considerable amount of exhibitionism. While attractive, Sandy's biggest virtue is not her body or her face, nice as they are, but her personality. She often is described as "bubbly" and has a real talent for making friends. It's been said that when she visits a doctor's office, she comes out knowing not only the receptionist's name, but also her family, her background, her children, etc. And, she remembers it. That's a quality I admire because I'm the opposite.
She and I met in high school, went to college together, graduated, married and went to grad school together. The only time that we were separated was her junior year when she spent a full year in Spain. We both received our M.A.'s, but there our academic lives separated. I went on to get my PhD in Political Science while she taught school to support us. I joined a large northeastern university and began my professional career while she enrolled in the grad school to start her own PhD program and to work as a teaching assistant. We both had always loved school and education, so our path, while unusual, suited us perfectly. All of this takes time, of course, so we were each about 31 when the circumstances in this story began.
After getting my degree, we moved to the small town where the university was located. With a substantial mortgage we had been able buy a nicely remodeled four bedroom, two-story house with a walk-out basement. It really was three stories because the basement's floor was ground level on three sides. It was considerably larger than we needed, but the price was right and we anticipated adding to the family. In addition to the regular living space, the house also included a "mother-in-law suite" which we had intended to rent out to a student, but we never did. The only change that we had made in the house was to turn one bedroom into a combination office-study-library which was necessary for people in our fields. That bedroom was over the two-car garage and had several large windows overlooking a long driveway and front door and giving a very pleasant view of an expansive, treed front lawn. Our own bedroom was in the back of the house, well away from our "working" area. The backyard opened onto an alley which were common in earlier times for a rear entrance and contained a small building which originally was a carriage house. As I said, it was far more than we needed, but it was very nice.
As detailed in the previous story, Sandy successfully completed work on her own PhD in Spanish language and literature and, fortuitously, was able to join the faculty at a small state university only eight miles from our house. So we now had two Dr. MacAndrews in the house as well as two salaries. We had planned on putting in a swimming pool once she was gainfully employed, but we had settled for installing a Jacuzzi to celebrate her graduation, with the pool postponed till later. Her affair with Frank was over – although there would be occasional times to get together, e.g. professional conferences – but she had her new career as a professor to make up for the loss. However, something new had occurred that created an unexpectedly interesting situation.
I was sitting at my desk in our study-library when Sandy hurried in, announcing: "Hi, honey. I just got the most wonderful news! Helen Evans just called and they're moving to Connecticut and have rented a condo in the Candlewood Lake area. Apparently a lot of pilots live there because they can catch the train and get to New York airports in a short time. Oh, that's so wonderful! I haven't seen her in five years and now she will be only an hour or so away! I can't believe it!"
Helen Evans had been Sandy's roommate for a year while they were in Spain and they had been as close as sisters, but Helen's husband had been a pilot in the air force and had been stationed in Okinawa. As a result, they had been limited to letters and a few phone calls. The use of email and cell phones had improved things, but the thousands of miles between had been a barrier, psychologically as well as distance. Her husband had been considering retirement from the service and, obviously, finally had done so. He was now going to be a pilot for American Airlines and had already had completed most of his training. As a bomber pilot, he had flown multi-engine jets, so the transition had been easy. She had waited to tell Sandy until she was certain of where he would fly from and where they would live.
"That's really good news, dear! Now I'll be able to see those amazing boobs you talk about!"
"Oh, sure! I figured that that's what you would remember! I've talked about classes, things we did, places we went, how intelligent she is – everything – and you remember the times I mentioned her breasts!"
"Come on now. I hardly would say that you 'mentioned' them! The way you described her figure, particularly her tits, was bound to stick in my mind more that all that stuff. I can't wait to see if they measure up to your description!"
"Oh, they will, but you had better not embarrass me by ogling her with your mouth hanging open. They really are spectacular though."
Grinning, I replied, "You hurt me! I'll only admire her as I would any dear friend of yours that moves in nearby! On the other hand, you've been very mean, denying me that very voluptuous young woman master's candidate as well as numerous promiscuous coeds who wanted good grades! From the way you describe her, Helen might make up for all of that! Seeing those tits might make up for all this denial!"
That last comment about "promiscuous coeds" and a "voluptuous woman master's candidate" probably requires an explanation. During the eighteen (or a bit more) month affair Sandy had with Frank, I continually teased her by saying that in return for her freedom to indulge in an adulterous adventure, I should have the privilege of exploring outside opportunities such as grade-seeking coeds.
Her inevitable answer was, firmly, "There will be no voluptuous exam taker, there will be no promiscuous coed." She always said it with a smile, knowing that I was teasing, but one time, before going to spend spring break in Virginia, she went further and continued, "We will have no adulterous activity here. One of us may be generous and beyond jealousy, but the other is a selfish and jealous shrew who, as I threatened before, would castrate you and kill her! Life isn't fair for you – but it's very nice for me." It was fun teasing her, particularly since I had no desire for other women, but I knew that she would be devastated if I were serious. As she said, it wasn't fair, but I knew what didn't bother me would crush her.
That's why her reply when I said that Helen might make up for it absolutely astounded me. "Ha! Fat chance. She's happily married to a glamorous airline pilot!" She paused, looked at me with an inscrutable expression, and shocked me with, "We'll see."
She turned and left the room and I'm sure that I had a stunned look on my face as I just sat there. Was she teasing and playing with my head? Did she actually mean something? If so, what? She certainly got my attention, but pure logic and my knowledge of her told me that I was being teased.
Later that evening, my curiosity overwhelmed me and I finally commented, "I'm puzzled. Every time I tease you about finding a nice promiscuous coed or vulnerable exam taker for some extracurricular physical exercise, you promptly respond, 'There will be no promiscuous coed,' or whatever. I proposed having your friend Helen taking the coed's place and you said, 'We'll see.' Now, I know that you're teasing back and I'm waiting for your punch line. I know that you have a dig of some kind to get in, so go ahead!
Sandy started laughing, almost out of control before finally gasping out, "Oh, this is funny! We tease back and forth all the time and, frankly, you're better at it than I, but this time I win. The silly thing is that I wasn't teasing at all, but, without trying, I've kept you wondering all day! Apparently, I was talking about one thing while you were going on about something else. First, let me make one thing clear and give you the response you expected – just as there will be no promiscuous coed, there will be no Helen in that context! As I told you, she is happily married to an ex-hot shot bomber pilot and now he's a high-profile airline pilot. Add to that, she always avoided men – actually, I don't know how Richard, her husband, got close enough to her to marry her. In the sense that you mean it about your coed, there will be no Helen!
"Now, back to the original question. When I said 'we'll see,' I was thinking about your comment that seeing her breasts might make up for my negative reaction to your teasing speculations about those available coeds and master's exam takers. I suddenly thought of how wonderful you've been with me and my affair with Frank and realized that maybe I could give a little something back. I don't know how it could happen or what I can do, if anything, but if an opportunity comes along in which I can arrange for you to see her tits, I'll do it!"
That was a very pleasant shock to me, for having Sandy even suggesting such a thing was totally unexpected. Actually, it may not seem to be much, but it was a lot for Sandy. Until the night when she had been seduced by Frank, I was the only man who had even seen her breasts bare and, if anything, Helen was even more modest. I was, of course, intrigued by this unexpected offer. The mind is a weird thing – I had heard of Helen's breasts years ago and my comment about them when Sandy announced her news about seeing her was more of an automatic reflex than anything else. I really had no lascivious thoughts.
Truthfully, I had taken Sandy's description of those breasts with the usual grain of salt, but now my curiosity was roused and, I'll admit, I suddenly took more interest in Helen. Consequently, when it was arranged for Helen and Richard to visit us a week later, my questions led Sandy to comment, with a grin, "I don't think that you remember anything I told you about her except her tits. That was exactly her feeling of what men are like! Frankly, I'm surprised that she ever got married. Ok, I'll start from scratch rather than having to answer your questions one by one. You've heard all of this before but it's the proverbial 'in one ear and out the other.' Just listen and I'll run through the whole story.
"A group of us from Penn State arrived in New York for an orientation session the night before our flight to Spain for our junior year abroad program. After a general session, we went to separate meetings based on the schools which we would be attending – in my case, the University of Seville. There were about ten of us and we were standing around talking when one of the guys looked at me and then at another girl near me and asked, 'Is she your sister?'
"I replied, 'No. I don't have a sister,' but my eyes followed his to a girl standing by herself on the edge of the group and realized why he had asked the question. It was a startling resemblance – on a quick glance, we could have been twins. Not identical twins, of course, but our facial features were amazingly alike. However, while we were about the same height, the similarity ended below the neck. I thought, at the time, that that is what I would look like with large breasts! Understand, they were not outsized, just considerably larger than mine – as it turned out, they were 34-D compared to my 34-B. I had seen many bigger than that, so I really didn't focus on them. In any case, she certainly wasn't flaunting them as she met the group.
"I, of course, being me, immediately went over and introduced myself and learned that she was Helen Knowlton from Northwestern and that she already had noticed our surprising alikeness, but was hesitant to approach me. She was very shy, but we were soon chatting like old friends and, as others were drawn into the conversation about our physical appearance, she came out of her shell and happily joined in. We roomed together that night and for the rest of the entire year. We, obviously, never became real sisters, but we became closer than most sisters born to the same parents. We quit correcting people who assumed that we were sisters and several times I actually referred to her that way and she did the same thing with me. We exchanged confidences and personal feelings and I learned things about her that she had never divulged to anyone else.
"However, the most important thing in her background that had shaped her character and behavior was still a secret and would continue for the first few days of our time in Seville. We had two weeks to acclimate ourselves to Spain and Seville and we went everywhere together, talked continuously. We quickly discovered that neither of us was sexually experienced, my only activity having been thoroughly explored by you. You were the only male (not counting doctors) who had seen any normally hidden part of my body, but I had seen and been seen completely nude in the girls locker room with the tennis team and, of course, by Judy, my regular roommate at Penn State. When in our room, we would just wear panties or a tee shirt and panties. Therefore, I didn't think twice about undressing when preparing to shower or get ready for bed in front of Helen.
"She, on the other hand, had never had a roommate because she had never lived in a dorm. Her parent's house was in Evanston, near the Northwestern campus, so she just lived at home. Her parents were quite conservative in such matters and it was just assumed that she would be fully dressed at home as well as elsewhere. By the second day, I was becoming a bit self-conscious about my casual semi-nudity because she stayed fully dressed until changing for bed – and she did that in the bathroom! I finally asked her about it and she replied that she had no problem with my informal dress, but she was just more comfortable as she was.
"That finally changed on our third day when we had a walking tour of the city and it was as hot as hell – well, maybe not literally, but close. We had finished with a hike up the ramp to the top of the Cathedral of Seville (no steps so that horses could be ridden up!) to see a spectacular view of the city. We got back to the room, dripping wet, and, since she was worse off than I, I let her get in the shower first. She came out wrapped in a towel and I went in and just stood under the cool water. After recovering, I hurried out of the bathroom, still drying off before reaching for my panties and shirt. As I put them on, I was aware of her looking at me with a sort of longing expression on her face. Then, to my utter shock, she said, 'Oh, I wish I had a figure like yours!
"I'm sure that my mouth hung open in shock as I heard those words. I've always been pretty satisfied with my breasts, but like, I think, most women in our society, I had the belief that, within limits, bigger is better. To have someone with 34D boobs envying me was a real shock. I was standing there, bare breasted, with my tee shirt in my hands, with, I'm sure, a stunned expression on my face. I finally gasped out, 'You've got to be kidding! Why on earth would you prefer my figure to yours?" She stood there wearing a pair of dark-colored panties and a matching tee, making her comment even more baffling.
"'No, I'm not kidding. Look at you! You have lovely, firm breasts of a nice size. You can get a normal 34B bra and wear it comfortably all day and look good in it. I can't get a bra that either fits or is comfortable and they certainly don't look good. You can get a two piece bathing suit and the top will fit and be attractive. I can't get a bra or bikini top that fits and is comfortable. If you want, you can go without a bra and no one will notice. I certainly can't do that! You can meet a man and not have his eyes focusing on your chest rather than your face!'
"I didn't really know how to reply to all of that, but I concentrated on the thing that bugs most women – getting a bra to really fit properly. 'Is there a problem getting a 34D bra? There should be a brand that fits and is comfortable.'
"'Oh, I can get a 34D, but I need a combination 34C and a 34D, and they don't make those! When I get out of school and get a job, the first thing I'm going to buy is a custom made bra! Look!' With that, she pulled her shirt off and stood there in her panties and bra – and the bra was hardly attractive. The tips of the cups were firmly filled with what obviously were her nipples, but the material of the rest of the cups was loose and sloppy looking. 'See, there's my problem! If I wear a 34C, it fits pretty well around the base of my tits, but my nipples are squashed flat and they hurt. So I have to get a 34D and the nipples are fine but the rest – well, you can see!' She paused for a moment and the blurted out, 'Oh, what the hell!'
"Reaching behind her, she unfastened the bra, dropped it off of her shoulders, straightened up and, for the first time, I saw her breasts bare. Breasts start out at the chest and form a curving cone, culminating at the nipple. Bras are constructed to a standard size – a certain diameter base at the chest will curve outward to a certain average point. Hers were different. They started at a C-cup base, but where a C-cup breast would curve inward to the nipple, hers went past that point, ending where a D-cup would reach. And then, even more astounding, they didn't sag any more than mine did. Her nipples were hard and my immediate thought was that she looked like one of those fanciful figureheads on early sailing ships. I still have that picture in my mind.
"I know that I stared at her for 30 seconds or more before I was able to say a word. 'God's, Helen, I would change with you any day! Those are beautiful! Damn, you don't need a bra any more than I do. They don't sag a bit! Why do you hide your figure under those loose blouses and shirts you wear? You would drive the fellows crazy if they even suspected that you had breasts like that!
"'Oh, you're right about that! First, their eyes would be fixed on my chest instead of my face. Then, if they got me alone, I would have to fend off their groping hands! I've been through that ever since the ninth grade in school.'
"Helen went on to say that she had really developed quite early and that she had a very bad time of it. She told me of how she went from a flat-chested eighth grader to an almost B-cup ninth grader over one summer. At the time, she was the only girl in her class with noticeable boobs. Needless to say, every boy in that class was fascinated by the transformation and, without exception, wanted to feel those two new things. As she said, she already was a shy girl and she just wasn't ready for that kind of attention. She admitted that she just didn't know how to handle the pressure and, as a result, shunned almost all male company assuming, correctly by and large, that all they wanted were her breasts. Even worse, in a way, girls tended to be jealous and shunned her. By the time that she was a senior in high school, she was well past the C-cup bra size and very self-conscious. No boyfriends and few girlfriends. While in college she developed her boob-hiding techniques as well as the ability to fend off groping hands. By the time that I met her, the habit of veiling her 'charms' had become automatic.



"The truth is that she was quite correct in her evaluation of the circumstances if she let down her defenses. The few times we went out with her wearing less camouflaging tops, the eyes of most men, and women for that matter, were drawn to her chest as if pulled there by a magnet. Some women undoubtedly would enjoy that attention, but she hated it. However, there was one nice situation that developed that really helped her and it was mostly me making friends for both of us that caused it. I was twenty years old, reasonably pretty, a decent figure, well, an outgoing personality."
"You were very pretty, had – have, actually – a very nice figure and were very outgoing and here I was, back in the U.S., wondering just what might be happening over there in Spain!"
"Yeah! You pictured me carousing around, being seduced before you could get into me! In any case, I did have about six close male friends and, as you know, we, with Helen, of course, travelled around on breaks, sleeping in cheap paradores or hostels, often in the same room, and the idea of anything romantic or amorous just never arose. Oh, I imagine salacious thoughts were in the fellows' minds on occasion, particularly toward Helen, but they knew that I was committed to you and that Helen just wasn't interested. She began to come less self-concious as she realized that the guys were just going to be friends without ulterior motives. She finally relaxed to the point that the fellows could tease her, giving her the nick name 'Tetas' which, surprisingly, she laughed at and accepted. They were quite protective of us. One time when we were at a party and Helen was being hassled by a couple of Spanish men who obviously were ready to make a pass at her, three of the fellows just shouldered their way in, rescuing her.
"Really, at least up to then, that time in Spain was the happiest time of her life – six fellows who treated her with respect and friendship. When the school year was over and people were heading home, she actually hugged and kissed each of them, something that would have been impossible when we got to Spain. We, of course, stayed for the advanced Spanish courses during the summer before I finally got home to you. By that time, she was walking about our room completely naked or in panties or tee shirt and not even thinking about it. Inevitably, she did have passes made at her at parties and get-togethers, but rather than freaking out, she just brushed them off with a belittling look. When we split up and returned to the U.S. for our senior years, we had every expectation of getting together frequently, but one thing after another made it impossible. She was supposed to be in our wedding but her father had died, her mother had moved to San Diego and she had to go out to care for her. We were in grad school, and – well, you know all of that! The only time we actually met was almost five years ago at the M.L.A. meeting.
"She was teaching at a community college in San Diego at the time and hadn't even met Richard. As I told you, he was an air force pilot and, apparently something clicked. They were married in a hurry-up ceremony three years ago when he was transferred to Okinawa. It certainly was a whirlwind romance and it really surprised me. Somehow he got past her ingrained phobia about physical intimacy with a man – or with a woman, for that matter. Frankly, I thought of her as asexual – just not interested. The truth is, I was afraid that she would die an old maid and a virgin."
"O.k. I did remember most of that, although I don't think you ever gave me her full background. She certainly was a prime example of being careful what you wish for. Women think that big tits are wonderful – even getting 'boob jobs' when what they have are really just right. How many times have I said that yours are perfect and you come back with, 'Well, I wish that they were just a bit bigger!'"
"I still wouldn't mind being a 34C!"
"See! I say that they're just right and," grinning, "you had an unbiased fellow grad student who said the same thing!"
"Oh, yeah! Frank was unbiased, all right. My tits could have been A-cup and he wouldn't have cared as long as he could play with them! It's funny. Helen always called them tits. She was always very proper in her language, nothing the least bit questionable except 'tits.' I, on the other hand, never used the word 'tits' until Frank used it. Still, I know what you mean. I quit dreaming about having big breasts – tits – after hearing Helen talk about her history and seeing her have to evade groping hands where I never had that problem." She paused and continued, "My god, I just got an image in my mind of Shirley Carmichael and her 38E's – what that must have been like!"
"Yeah, but she loved having the fellows falling all over her. I have to admit that it would be an interesting experience, wallowing in those things – being careful not to be asphyxiated by being caught between them! I don't know how she can walk without falling over."
"Well, obviously, Helen's are nothing like that. It's not the size which is so unusual – it's the shape and the lack of sag. Don't take this the wrong way, but I really hope to see her undressed to find out if the years have caused some of that firmness to vanish. Enough years have gone by so that gravity may have taken a hold. That's another advantage of smaller tits – they may get softer and less firm, but they never droop."
"Well, I hope that you get a chance to see her because I know that you would enjoy renewing the closeness you had in Spain."
Sandy looked at me with a grin on her face. "You're so transparent! All you really care about is getting a look at her yourself! Lewd and lecherous!"
I laughed at that, admitting that she was right, but adding, "It's possible to be lewd and lecherous and supportive at the same time. You enjoy the prospect of seeing her for your reason and I'll have mine!"
In any case, the two women were...well 'eager' is hardly enough to describe the urgency they seem to feel about getting together. So, a week after they rented a condo near the lake, they made their first visit to our house. My first reaction was to be startled when I saw Sandy and Helen together. I would have sworn that no two women could be so similar and yet be unrelated! They had been together at 20 and now they were 30+, but they had evidently aged in exactly the same way. It really was astounding and I was determined to try and trace their genealogy because I was sure that there must be a relationship somewhere. If they hadn't been born so far apart I might have suspected that both of their mothers had been impregnated by the same man!
However, I was both very pleased and quite disappointed in other ways. Helen and her husband Richard came to our house and stayed overnight. The visit was pleasant and, as Sandy had said, Helen was a delightful person, very friendly and intelligent and we quickly became friends. Unfortunately, Sandy's description of her clothes was also accurate. She wore a very feminine, silky blouse with a matching scarf that fell over her breasts, concealing their size and shape. I'm afraid that my disappointment was palpable, because I saw Sandy grinning at me after the introductions.
Richard Evans was innocuous – reasonably good looking, of average size and friendly enough. We had a decent conversation and exchange of information about our backgrounds while the women worked incessantly to bring each other up to date. However, he and I had relatively little in common and, I think, we both recognized that our relationship would largely be that of enabling our wives to be together. However, he was affable and we got on fine together and I guess you could say that we became friends if not buddies.
With Sandy and Helen, it was if no time had passed as far as their relationship was concerned. The only thing that slowed their flood of remembrances and bringing each other up to date was that they had to bring Richard and me into the conversation. As Sandy admitted later, she would have preferred being alone as they had been in Spain so they really could talk. There were questions that couldn't be asked, experiences they couldn't share in a group environment.
It was a pleasant evening and one which was repeated a number of times in the next couple of months while Sandy and I had no classes during the summer break. We met either at our home or theirs and the four of us got on well together. When at our place, we frequently used our new Jacuzzi, which Helen particularly enjoyed. Unfortunately, she always wore a two-piece bathing suit with an ill-fitting top which removed any better look at her breasts. When visiting them, we often drove around the lake admiring the scenery. These joint activities were fun, but did inhibit Sandy and Helen from talking as freely as they would have liked. However, there were occasions during which they could be alone. For example, one night after we had separated for bed, the two women stayed up and their conversation was more intimate and personal. Sandy was finally able to ask the question that had piqued her curiosity right from the beginning – how did Richard manage to get past her mental, and physical, blocks about being touched. It turned out that he did so by not touching her or, even, for that matter, showing any particular desire to do so.
As Helen said, "We met at a charity fund raiser and were at the same table and just started talking. For the first time that I could recall, a man didn't even look down at my tits. Even when I wear something concealing them, they're large enough that the men check them out, but he didn't. That put me at ease with him. He seemed nice and when he asked me out, I surprised myself by accepting. We started dating and it was pleasant, if, I'll admit, not particularly exciting. It was some time later that he finally kissed me. It was slow developing with little physical intimacy. That came, of course, but it was not a significant part of our relationship. It turned into a real friendship and then love and, when he received orders to move to Okinawa, he asked me to marry him. I accepted, we had a quick wedding and moved to Kadena Air Base in on-base officers' housing. It's not a particularly romantic story, but it has worked out."
Obviously, it was not a "hot" marriage, but it seemed stable and, probably, giving Helen's past, it was what she needed. Oddly enough, while they seemed happy and comfortable with each other, I somehow was aware of what seemed to be an underlying tension between them on occasion which, when I asked her about it, Sandy had detected too. Still, everything seemed to be ok and we put it down to the normal ebb and flow of all marriages.
Overall, it was a pleasant summer and, while I continued wishing that Helen would be less conservative in her dress, I was pretty resigned to just enjoying her company and forgetting my more basic urges. Actually, that was quite pleasant in itself, but, finally, I was able, because of Sandy, to get a more intimate picture of her. It was after a day of cruising and taking pictures on Candlewood Lake and Richard and I went out to get pizza while the girls "freshened up." It was at that point that they had a conversation of great interest to me. Here is how Sandy reprised it for me.
************************************************************
She was in their bedroom while I was downstairs getting out some paper napkins and utensils when I heard her call out, "Sandy, could you come here for a moment? I want to show you something." As I came into the room, she was standing with her shirt unbuttoned but closed. "Remember, I told you that the first thing I would do after getting a job was to get a custom made bra. Well, look at this!" She pulled her shirt open and shrugged it off, revealing her tits encased in a flawlessly fitting bra!
I'm sure that my reaction was all that she could have hoped for. "My god, Helen, that's perfect! A nice smooth fit with no extra material on the sides. It must feel wonderful as well as being lovely!"
"It does. I hated that sloppy feeling. I had a hard time finding a place that actually made bras. A lot of places sound as if they do, but I found that they meant 'custom fitting,' which is not the same. I finally found a place that actually measures, cuts and sews the material and literally makes the bra. As you can see, it really fits! It's about a C- at the base and a D+ at the tip."
"Good heavens, it's no wonder that you couldn't find a regular bra to fit! Anyway, as I said, it, and you, are lovely." She reached down for her shirt, but, shocking myself, I hesitantly asked her, "Would you mind letting me take a picture of you?" Not surprisingly, she looked startled and I went on, "I shouldn't have asked that, but – damn this is hard to explain – when I got back from Spain I described your breasts to Mack. Needless to say, he was intrigued. Then, when we heard that you were moving here, he, naturally, remembered. We were teasing back and forth and – I'll tell you about that when we have more time – but I promised him that if an opportunity came along for him to see your tits, I would arrange it. That's sounds awful, but it was a teasing promise and I really never thought that it would occur! Now, though, you look absolutely wonderful in that bra and...gods, I don't know...damn, this is awkward...but I did promise."
"Sandy, honey, I'm not offended – and I'm not immune to flattery! To be honest, since I got these bras – I have three of them – I don't hate my tits, anymore. Well, I guess I never hated them, just the problems they caused. Actually, I'm quite comfortable with them now...I even like the way they look! However, I never thought of having a picture of me like this. You talking with Mack about me really is nice and his interest certainly doesn't upset me. The thought of you two teasing about me is touching. You know how sometimes you meet someone and you just know that this is a person that you're really going to like? Well, when I met Mack for the first time, I just knew that he was someone I would enjoy being with. I have been totally comfortable with him right from the first moment we met and that certainly is not common for me. He has been a complete gentleman about not staring at my tits which relaxes me. As I told you, that was one of Richard's attractive features; although I've come to believe that in his case it was actually lack of interest more than being considerate. Anyway, if I can reward Mack for his forbearance and you can keep your promise – in a way, at least – with a picture of me in my bra, get your camera!"
I hurried and got my camera and took several shots – straight on and profile with one real close-up of just the tits. As I finished and she put her shirt back on, grinned and said, "I never did anything like that before, and, you know what? I really felt sexy, and I don't remember really feeling that way before! One thing, though, be absolutely certain the Richard doesn't see those pictures. He certainly wouldn't understand or approve!"
************************************************************
I knew nothing about that conversation, of course, and Sandy said nothing about it then or on our drive home. In fact, it wasn't until that evening that she sprang her surprise on me. We were in the bedroom lying in bed reading when she casually suggested that we should look at the lake pictures she had taken. She connected the cable from her camera to the TV and we lay back, me in my pajamas, she in her nightgown, enjoying the scenes, particularly of several large homes right on the water. We looked at a couple which I knew were toward the end and I started to comment about what a nice day it had been. The words were hardly out of my mouth until suddenly the screen – on a 55 inch TV – was filled with an astounding picture of Helen wearing only a bra above the waist.
To say that I was shocked would be an understatement. Seeing her dressed like that was startling, but that took second place to how stunning her breasts looked. I immediately saw what it was that caused Sandy to see her as a ship figurehead. Large breasts normally start out from a relatively massive base and taper out cone-like to the nipple, frequently almost touching in the center, creating cleavage. Small breasts, on the other hand, most often, are separate with space between them on the chest, so no cleavage. Helen's were a combination of the two: they started out like a C- or, maybe a B++, leaving space in the center, but then projecting out to a D+. They were, as Sandy had said, like torpedoes coming out from her chest
"My god, Sandy, how did you get that picture? You said that she looked sloppy in a bra – that's not sloppy! Wow!"
"Well, I'm glad that you are properly impressed! That is a custom-made bra that, obviously, fits perfectly. I was surprised when she showed it to me and I did you a great favor. I was very hesitant, but I finally asked if I could take her picture. I told her about having promised you to let you see her if I could – that was hard to do – and that a picture would make you happy. She thought about it for a minute or so and finally said, 'I really like Mack and he's been a real gentleman. His interest certainly doesn't upset me, so if having my picture would make him happy and let you keep your promise, get your camera.' I did that, of course, and there she is!"
We looked at the other two pictures, profile and close-up. I was mesmerized as I looked at them, really fascinated, and aroused, a fact that was apparent by my hard cock. Heaven knows, I had seen many pictures of women with lovely breasts, large and small, in bras or bare, but these really appealed to me. However, those were just anonymous pictures and these were of someone I knew and liked. Sandy reached over and grabbed my hard cock and said, "It appears that you like those pictures!" As I continued staring at the close-up that was on the screen, she added, "We'd better take care of this right away!"
I quickly mounted and entered her while we, for a short time, continued talking. "So, you like those tits, huh? They're just like I said, aren't they!"
"They're amazing! Did you see them bare? Do they sag without the bra?"
"No, she didn't take it off."
"Damn, they're amazing. God's, I'd love to see her naked!"
"I expected to hear you say that! I can't believe this! You're fucking me and we're talking about another woman's tits! You're hot from thinking about her while you're in me! Fucking me! I should be jealous, but it makes me hot instead!"
That was about the end of the "conversation" as we both lost ourselves in our own mounting arousal. I know that my own mind was focused on Helen and, I'll admit, a number of lewd fantasies, as I worked toward climax. We both erupted into a very satisfying orgasms and I suspect that Sandy might have had some questionable fantasies of her own.
As you can well imagine, we looked at those pictures quite a few times and they were a frequent topic of conversation over the next several weeks. Sandy insisted that there was very little chance to see her in her bra, much less see her bare tits, but it was fun talking about it. She had been hesitant about even taking a picture and continued wearing clothes that gave no hint of what lay beneath. That, happily, was due to change.
At first, Richard's flights were basically there and back – out in the morning, back for dinner. With more experience in commercial jets, that soon changed and he was away from home over night. Still, we saw them frequently and all four of us enjoyed the visits. However, by mid-summer, he became copilot on regular flights to Asian cities with which he was familiar from his service. Distance and pilot rest requirements meant that with longer flights layovers became routine, leaving Helen alone for several days at a time.



Helen had been used to him being gone overnight and longer when he was in the air force, but then she lived in base housing with other wives nearby. It was Richard who suggested that it would be a good idea to plan on us visiting her or she visiting us while he was gone to keep her company. The one real difference between Sandy and Helen was that Sandy was gregarious and loved meeting people and Helen was just the opposite and would be lonely. So, with the "girls" immediate and enthusiastic approval, we agreed that we would schedule our visits to give her company when he was gone. It goes without saying that the idea of seeing Helen in a more informal setting (and without her husband around) added to my own enthusiasm about the more frequent visits! As a result, we saw Richard only on those occasions when we had some specific group activity in mind.
So, a week and a half later we were at their house to "baby-sit" Helen over the weekend when Richard would be in Hong Kong. I was looking forward to the visit and had injudiciously commented to Sandy that I, finally, in a less formal situation, might see more of Helen's actual shape
"While we're alone with her like that, I'm sure that she will wear regular clothes and her boobs will be more obvious than before. I know that you really won't leer at her or anything stupid like that, but she's just hyper-sensitive. Remember, she gets very tired of seeing men's eyes leave her face and drop to her chest – and stay there! The reason she agreed to let me take those pictures was that you had not reacted the way so many men had. That always seems to happen if she wears anything light weight. It's funny, if I had never described her tits to you, you probably wouldn't be particularly concerned about them. You would look at her the way you look at other women with large breasts – interesting but of no great significance. With her usual clothing, she looks no different from a lot of women you see every day. However, you know what is under her shirt, sweater or whatever, so it fascinates you. Anyway, once we're alone and she's more used to you, she may just forget and not worry about it as much."
I quickly discovered that Sandy had not exaggerated. Helen came out wearing a light sweater with nothing hiding the breasts protruding from her chest. The difference was that her more typical tops were heavy enough or hidden enough under scarves, etc., that all you saw was a single unit. Oh, I obviously knew that there were two breasts there, but they didn't show separately. Now, with the lighter material and no disguising scarves, two individual mounds were clearly visible as the lighter material followed her shape.
I managed to focus on her face, smiling and saying "Hi," as I turned to get our suitcase. The whole evening was a contest between my desire to really focus on her boobs and my need to be circumspect. I managed to do so, however, and on the way home, Sandy commended me on my good behavior. However, by the third time we were alone with her, things got more difficult as she became more comfortable with me.
This was shown one evening when I was sitting in their living room, watching the news. The three of us had gone out to dinner and, when we returned, they decided to get out of their dressy clothes. I had assumed that they would just put on their regular tops and pants, but, instead, they changed into their nightgowns. They casually came into the living room and sat there chatting as I tried to watch the TV. Actually, the gowns were pretty, and they certainly weren't revealing, not thin or sexy. However, the fleece material draped over Helen's breasts, outlining their conical shape and made obvious tents over her pointed nipples.
I was instantly hard and it was all I could do to keep from embarrassing Sandy by my teenage-like tendency to stare and gape. Fortunately, I didn't have to get up until I was finally able to get my cock under some sort of control. When we got into our room, my arousal was still obvious. "My god, Sandy, I can't believe it! Damn, I would love to see and feel those boobs – no, those really are tits! I've never seen anything like that. Maybe Dolly Parton, but even hers are not as pointed and separate! Gods, I'm still hard and all I did was seeing them through her gown!"
Sandy grinned at me. "I told you so! I thought that that would be your reaction when we decided to put on our nightgowns! Now you can really understand her problem – that's the reaction she faces all the time. I saw them every day at school and they still amaze me. I've never touched them, but, to tell you the truth, there were many times when she walked by wearing nothing but her panties that I would have loved to have reached up and felt them. They quiver as she moves rather than bobbing up and down. I wish that there was some way that you could feel them, but you don't dare make a pass at her. She and I, as well as you, would be embarrassed."
"Oh, I know that, but, boy, would I love to. I really was surprised tonight when I saw her in her nightgown – I just wasn't prepared for that. That's what got me so hard. I could see her tits and nipples pushing out through it!"
"Yeah, we talked about being comfortable. Richard is very conscious of her figure – as you can imagine – and he is really unhappy when she shows anything. Actually, he gets jealous and gets in a bad mood. So, when he's around she's very careful. Now, you're going to like this! She and I have no physical secrets from each other after sharing a room for a full year and she asked me this evening if I would be bothered if she were freer when it's just the three of us. I told her that she should wear whatever she wants when we're together and just not worry about it. See, I already did you a big favor – at least you may see quite a bit even if you can't touch! Of course, your cock may be hard a lot until you're used to it. Speaking of that, maybe we should do something now to release the pressure in it right now!"
As the summer ended and our classes began, our schedule limited our visits to weekends and even those frequently were busy. As a result, increasingly, we saw Helen at our house. Whenever Richard had a flight where layover would be required, she just drove over and stayed with us. We designated one bedroom as "Helen's room" and she gradually filled the drawers and closet with her clothes as if she lived there. It was very comfortable having her there, actually surprisingly so. We had that "mother-in-law suite" which we had thought of renting out when we had moved in, but we never did so because we wanted our privacy. Now, Helen was with us fairly regularly, and we were, as I said, very comfortable and we never were even conscious of the loss of privacy.
There was an interesting development in Sandy's and Helen's relationship during that time. With her visiting us without Richard, the two of them shopped together, had lunch out, etc., normal things for women to enjoy. It was at lunch one day when one of Sandy's friends came over to their table, saw Helen and exclaimed, "Oh, this must be your twin sister! You look just alike." Instead of making her regular denial, Sandy just introduced them.
"Helen, this is my friend, Janet Knoblich. Janet, this is my sister, Helen Evans. Her husband is an airline pilot and she visits us when he is away." Helen didn't bat an eye at the introduction and they had a pleasant chat with Janet. Afterwards, Sandy looked at Helen with a grin, saying, laughingly, "I've just adopted you as my sister – my twin sister! I hope you like your new relative!"
Helen joined in the laughter, "Why not! Everyone see us that way, so why fight it." Then, more seriously, "Anyway, I've felt as if you were my sister from the time we met and having you as a sister publicly will be a privilege!"
As Sandy said later, that brought tears to her eyes and they embraced each other right there in front of the restaurant. Actually, she said that they both were teary eyed and both were shocked at how emotional they were. It was a spur of the moment act but very touching and probably contributed to an even closer relationship that they developed later. In any case, from that time onward, they publicly, and privately, for that matter, referred to themselves as sisters – twin sisters!
With summer over, we pretty much returned to our regular home life and the normal university faculty activities – research, course preparation, exam grading, etc. Our schedules meant that either or neither of us would be home during the day, but we gave Helen a key and it never was a surprise to find her sitting in the house when we returned. Her academic training was in Spanish, of course, so she was sometimes able to help Sandy in grading and they loved practicing their conversational skills in the language. As time passed, we actually came to miss her when, for whatever reason, Richard's flights did not require layovers. However, there certainly was a negative side to having Helen virtually living part time with us – I saw a lot of her and that played the devil with my libido!
With variations, of course, our evenings fell into a regular pattern. In general, we would sit in the living room talking or watching TV until bed time at which point they would change into their nightgowns, giving me a brief look at Helen's charms through the fabric. I ended up with a hard cock each time and the desire to feel those tits did not decrease. I had a tremendous urge to make a pass at her, which I believe she knew. Any time at which I might be alone with her and I might have been carried away, she carefully avoided the situation. For example, when watching TV, I would sit on the couch and she would sit at the far end or in a chair, never beside me where I might be tempted. I knew that I would never do anything unless the conditions were such that could be, or appear to be, accidental, but that situation was unlikely to occur. I certainly wasn't just going to just grab her tit! Fortunately, we still had privacy in our bedroom and our level of sexual activity definitely went up at those times. Of course, that was no problem and both Sandy and I reaped the benefits.
Sandy, obviously, knew of my continuing desire but just said, "Look but don't do anything out of character! We'll all be embarrassed if you get carried away. One of the things that made her really like you was that, as she said, you acted like a gentleman. Look, she is very sensitive so I'm sure that she is well aware of your interest, but she hates being lusted over, much less having to fend off lecherous males."
However, while she was repeating that warning, I found out later that, at the same time, she was prepared to begin a conversation to sound out Helen on her feelings about me. I'll recount that conversation as Sandy described it to me later.
************************************************************
Helen and I had been talking about a whole range of subjects as we usually did when I moved the conversation what I had planned all along. "Are you still having your usual problem with avoiding passes from all the men you meet?"
"Well, not all of them! Actually, since we've moved here I've had no problem since we haven't met many people. I'll tell you, though; most of the pilots we met seemed to be all hands if I didn't head them off before they started. Really it wasn't too bad because I've developed an instinct which seems to warn me when men are seriously ready to make a pass at me. I don't know what it is or what the signs are, but I just seem to know. So, when the signs are there, I evade the danger by getting up or moving away or some other way of defusing the situation. I'm almost always able to avoid those uncomfortable confrontations. Once in a while I had to slap someone down, figuratively, at least. Particularly drunk air force pilots! I'll tell you, it would be nice to go into a party and not worry about protecting my tits if I wore something that wasn't concealing!"
"Well, as you know, I've never had that problem. Average size certainly is more comfortable. Now that you're married, what do you do when someone you like gets carried away and tries to feel you? That was no problem in school, but it must be different now."
"Yeah, that has happened, particularly with some of Richard's squadron friends. Usually, I let him get a little feel and then pull away and say something like 'We can't do that,' smiling, maybe a bit sorrowfully, at him. That way his masculine pride is not hurt and no one is embarrassed. It actually seems to make them feel good since I seem to regret stopping them! That almost always works, and if it doesn't, I don't like him anymore, anyway."
"Well, that's why I brought up the subject. We've been friends too long to be afraid to say something, but this is awkward. I'm afraid that Mack may get carried away and make a pass at you one of these times and I don't want for it to cause a problem. It wouldn't be like him – I don't think that he has made a pass at a woman in his life – but you're here a lot and he really likes you, so he's bounded to be tempted."
To my surprise, after forcing myself to say that, Helen began laughing. "Good lord, honey, I'm very aware of Mack's interest in my tits, and I know that he really wants to feel them! I haven't known if he would do anything, but I've been avoiding the issue because I didn't know how you would react if he did. This is funny! We've both been dancing around the problem."
"That is silly isn't it? Ok, if it doesn't bother you too much, I think that it would be best if he got it out of his system so we can stop worrying about it."
"All right, if that's really the way you feel, I'll quit avoiding the issue and leave it up to him. If he does try a pass at me, I'll let him get a good feel and then do my "We can't do that" line and defuse the issue with no one hurt. I'll even wear my thinner bra so he'll enjoy it!"
I started laughing. "Boy, this is a weird conversation – telling my best friend to let my husband feel her boob! Actually, I think that it's fun, planning it with you! I can't wait to see his reaction!"
She giggled in reply. "Now he probably won't do anything and we'll both be disappointed!"
************************************************************
I, of course, wasn't aware of any of this devious planning and I got a real surprise as we settled down to watch the TV. I was leaning back with my right arm on the back of the couch with Sandy right beside me and Helen in a chair. We watched until about 10:00 when a rerun of a documentary that I like came on. Suddenly Sandy stood up saying, "I've seen that and I don't want to watch it again." Now, normally we would change channels for something else, but she continued, "I've had a long day and I'm going in and take a shower and get out of these clothes. Helen, why don't you move over here beside Mack? The couch is more comfortable."
I couldn't believe what was happening – it was like some fantasy. Without saying a word, Helen just got up and moved over to the couch, taking Sandy's place next to me, not at the other end. As the program started, she asked me what it was about and leaned against me, almost, it seemed, to invite a pass from me. Just thinking about it made me nervous and my cock twitched and hardened and I just, more or less coherently, tried to answer her question. She was right there where I wanted her to be, but all I could think about was all the possible – even likely – bad reverberations. Actually, it had been many years since I had even been tempted to make a pass at another woman and, in this case I just couldn't bring myself to take that dangerous step.
We sat there like that for some time, and I have no idea as to what was happening in that program. Then, to my shocked surprise, she moved even closer and actually rested her head against my shoulder. That was too much and, without any conscious decision, my arm fell off of the back of the couch over her shoulder and, with perfect aim, my hand rested right on her breast.
Then, as if it had a mind of its own, that hand cupped and fondled her left tit. I anticipated that she would pull away immediately, but to my happy surprise, she did not. It appeared that, at first, that was her intention, but suddenly she seemed to relax and let me explore at will. It was large, of course, but it was also very firm. It was soft enough to give between my fingers as I squeezed it, but it was a resilient softness. It was not a great deal larger than Sandy's tit in diameter, but much longer. Her nipple was erect and very hard showing, I hoped, that the pleasure was mutual.
What had begun as an almost involuntary pass to get a momentary feel of her tit before she would reject me turned into a fifteen minutes of sexual enjoyment. As would be assumed, my cock was so hard that it was uncomfortable in my pants. It was a weird situation – obviously this was now more than just an accidental contact that could be overlooked and that you could pretend never happened. This was now a relationship of some sort for I was feeling her and she was permitting it. Neither of us said anything and it seemed that neither of us knew what to do next. Finally, with my hand underneath the breast, she put her hand on mine and lightly squeezed and without saying anything, got up and left the room.
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I sat there in a daze, my mind too much in turmoil to have any cohesive thoughts. I had feared her reaction if I made a pass at her, but now I had the question as to what her acquiescence meant. I had gotten far more than I had ever anticipated - or even conceived of! How far could it go? What would Sandy's reaction be? One question after another, but one thing was clear - I had felt and thoroughly explored a fabulous tit! What, of course, I didn't know about was the conversation that had gone on before and the new one that had just started and was going on upstairs. This is how Sandy later described it.
*****
I had just left the shower and was putting on my nightgown when the bedroom door opened. I assumed, without looking, that it was you coming to tell me of your experience with feeling Helen's breast. I looked up and saw Helen, herself, with the most lugubrious expression on her face as she came in. My heart sank because I just knew that you had made a pass at her and hadn't stopped when Helen pulled away. I had visions of a serious problem as I hesitantly asked, "Helen, dear, what's wrong?" Her reply was totally unexpected.
"Oh, Sandy, I feel awful. I sat next to Mack as we planned and nothing happened. I could tell that he wanted very, very badly to make a pass at me and feel my tit, but he just couldn't bring himself to do it. Finally, I moved even closer and rested my head on his shoulder, almost inviting him to do something. Finally his desire overcame his conscience and he felt me. He was very gentle, unlike most men who just grab and squeeze. He ran his hand all over my tit, cupping and fondling it. I let him get a really good feel and started to reach up and do my 'We can't do this' thing - and I just didn't. I just relaxed and let him feel me. Honey, I let him play with my tit for at least fifteen minutes before I finally pulled away and came in here. On, I'm so sorry! Please don't be mad at me!"
"Good heavens, I'm surprised at myself in a way, but I'm not bothered at all and I definitely am not mad at you! If it feels good, and you want him to, as far as I am concerned, he can feel anything you have! He was so obsessed with your breasts that I wanted him to get something that would satisfy his desire and I was very happy with our plan. We certainly accomplished that, but, if you want to do more, I think that it's wonderful!"
"God, I'm so relieved! I don't know what happened, but I was so comfortable and it felt so good that I just didn't want to stop it. I've never felt that way before when a man touched me. It just felt right, but, all the time I was worried about how you would feel about it. So you wouldn't mind if I let him do it again?"
"Look, I certainly won't mind and, obviously, he'll love it. Start gradually and progress as you want. He felt you through your blouse and bra, so there's a lot more that you can do with just your tits." Laughing, I continued, "I'm sure that we will enjoy planning your erotic moves! For now, though, I'll let Mack know that neither of us objects if he takes advantage of nearness on occasion and continues what you started tonight. He won't believe that I'm not the least bit jealous and, to tell the truth, I hardly can believe it myself!"
"As I said, you're wonderful! One thing. I know Mack pretty well by now and I know that he is a careful and thoughtful person and will be quite discreet, but we need to be very careful if Richard is home. He tends to be very observant with me and other men. It's partly being protective and partly possessiveness. My heavens, I sound like we're planning an affair!"
"Well, in a way I guess we are - even if it is just tit feeling! Still, you're right. I don't know how far you (or we, actually) will take this, but all three of us will have to be quite circumspect. Does thinking like that make you feel guilty as far as Richard is concerned?"
"Gods, no! Richard has been screwing other women since a year or so after we were married. I found a package of rubbers - well, condoms to be politically correct - in one of his uniforms. He finally confessed that his friends met air force 'groupies' after some training missions and talked him into joining in. He implied that it was a onetime thing, but it became obvious that it wasn't. Frankly, it really didn't bother me too much since it clearly was nothing but sex - he hardly knew their names. My real surprise was that he was involved in sex with them when he never had shown any interest, or ability, with me at home. Of course, it was in different circumstances doing something illicit, so, I guess, that atmosphere was more arousing. However, I blew up at one point and said that he damn sure had better wear rubbers if he was going to play around after those flights for if he caught any STD's I was leaving! We had been talking about starting a family and the idea of catching some disease from some bimbo really turned me off, as you can imagine!"
"He must be crazy! Someone at home like you and he screws around with groupies!"
"Peer pressure is a potent thing, particularly in a macho atmosphere like the military. I doubt that the airline culture is as permissive and stewardesses aren't as beautiful as they used to be - but they still have tits and cunts and pilots are power figures. In any case, we are fine in virtually all other ways and, as Dear Abby always said, "Are you better with him or without him" and I'm much better with him. I love him, but I have no guilt whatever I do. However, back to the point, I think his extramarital activities make him extra possessive and, I guess, wary of other men. Frankly, he is well aware of how I appeal to 'boob lovers,' and I think that applies to most men."
"Look, Mack will be going to a political science conference in Boston the week after next. It runs for three days. Why don't you plan to come here and we'll have plenty of time to talk about this. It would be nice to have you here while Mack is gone, anyway. There's something else that I want to tell you about. Oh, but will Richard be home?"
"I don't know yet, but he seems to be able to schedule his flights to be here - or not to be here - if he has enough warning. In any case, what now?"
"I think that you should put on your nightgown and we'll go out and give Mack a pleasant surprise!"
*****
I really was surprised - shocked might be a better word. I had been sitting there staring at the TV, not watching the program, just staring. I still hadn't fully absorbed what had happened between Helen and me. Those questions I was mulling over had no answer. I knew that she had gone upstairs and presumably was with Sandy, but I had absolutely no conception as to what was going on. I really was in a stupor.
Suddenly I was faced with another surprise as Sandy and Helen came down and walked into the living room, both dressed in their nightgowns, and sat down as if nothing had happened. Sandy sat by me and Helen in a chair and asked how far along the documentary was. Needless to say, I had no coherent answer since I really hadn't seen anything. It was weird: a quite significant event had taken place and they were proceeding as if it never happened! Hadn't Helen told Sandy? I was still all aflutter from it and they were talking about a television program! It got weirder.
I was in much the same position as I had been before with my arm on the back of the couch. Sandy swung her legs up onto the couch and leaned against me with her head against my shoulder. She reached up and pulled my arm down onto her shoulder and upper arm. That, of course, is where my hand had been with Helen before. As we talked, I stroked up and down her arm and, inevitably, I brushed the side of her breast. I don't know what possessed me, but somehow it felt right to simply move my hand directly onto that breast and to gently fondle it. It was a nice breast and, while not the size and shape of Helen's, it was very pleasant to hold.
Obviously, I had held it hundreds if not thousands of times before, but to do it in front of Helen, after what had just happened, was unquestionably something I never would have dreamed of doing. If nothing else, Sandy would have been extremely embarrassed. However, in this case she ignored my actions and she began giving a synopsis of the documentary to Helen's seemingly rapt attention.
We watched (they watched, I stewed) the TV for ten or fifteen minutes when Sandy, at a commercial break said, as she had before, that she had seen the program and added that she thought that she would turn in for the night. As she got up, she looked over at Sandy and asked, "Helen, dear, why don't you move over here and take my place on the couch? It's more comfortable," Then, as she got up, leaned close and whispered, "Don't be shy!"
At the time I had no ideas to what she meant and I was completely absorbed in Helen's movements. She got up from the chair, came over to the couch and got into exactly the same position as Sandy had, right against me with her legs up on the couch. Without thinking, I had put my arm on the back of the couch again and she just naturally placed her head on my shoulders just as she had before. I can't possibly describe the thoughts and emotions whirling though my mind at that moment.
Actually, my mind just wasn't working - it was frozen by an inexplicable series of events. I, unbelievably, had felt Helen's tit, Helen and Sandy had talked but had come in and acted as if nothing had occurred and, now, Sandy had left me alone with Helen after giving me a cryptic message seemingly encouraging me to do something! In retrospect, the situation seems pretty clear, but at the time, despite what had happened earlier, I had a hard time believing what afterwards seemed obvious. What broke the chains that were restraining me was Helen literally snuggling against me in what was unquestionably a suggestive manner. Even I, with my complete lack of self-confidence, couldn't help but recognize what was being offered.
Obviously, something was going on with Sandy and Helen that I didn't understand at the moment, but I pushed all of that aside and let my instincts take over. I let my hand slide down onto her arm and, then, onto an almost naked tit. This time there was no bra covering her, only that thin nightgown material. Except for the texture of her skin, I might as well be holding her bare boob. What had been just a rigid protrusion inside a bra was now a firm, rubbery nipple that I could hold it between my fingers and lightly tweak. I cupped, stroked, caressed and squeezed that very firm and resilient breast as Helen just rested against me.
Nothing was said as I continued to fondle her until she turned slightly so that her back was more flat against me. Then she quietly, almost in a whisper, said, "I have two of them." That obviously was an invitation to feel both tits rather than just the one. I quickly took advantage of the offer and ran my left hand over her other shoulder and played with the other breast. So, for the next ten or fifteen minutes I had one hand on each side of her head, reaching down and feeling her as she leaned back against me.
Finally, she pulled away, saying quietly, "I think that I should go in." Getting up, she looked at me and very affectionately said, "That was very nice. I liked it." Then she reached down and lightly kissed me and left the room. I sat there once again somewhat dazed by the startling developments of the last hour or so. What had been an unlikely fantasy, making a pass at Helen, had not only been realized, it had gone unbelievably beyond anything I had thought possible. Instead of a brief touching in an unlikely pass, I had been permitted to play with both tits. To top it off, she had clearly indicated that the pleasure was mutual, seeming to open the door for future intimate activity. In addition, it was obvious that something had gone on between Helen and Sandy - and I wanted to know what!
I forced myself to my feet and went upstairs and found Sandy on the bed, waiting for my appearance. "Ok, what's going on? You and Helen obviously had something arranged and, while I appreciate what I got out of it, I want to know just what happened!"
Sandy started laughing, saying, "What do you mean, honey? Did something happen after I left and came upstairs? When I left and you and Helen were watching the program!"
"Quit being cute! What happened between you and Helen? You set it up so that I could feel her tits - but how did you get her to go along?"
Still obviously amused, Sandy gave up and said, "All right, I'll talk! You've been going on for weeks about Helen's breasts and speculating about what they would feel like - saying that you would love to make a pass at her and see what they feel like. She knew perfectly well what you were thinking and she and I decided to let you make a pass and feel her just enough to satisfy your curiosity. She was supposed to end it quickly, but it turned out, to her surprise, that she liked you feeling her and that she wanted to keep going. She came up afterwards, told me what she had done and was worried about my reaction, sure that I would be upset. Once she was certain that I didn't mind, even was pleased the way things had gone, we decided to surprise you!"
"Well, you damn sure did that! I couldn't believe that she would let me feel her so much the first time, and, then, when you two came down in your nightgowns and you left me alone with her - I don't know word to use - maybe flabbergasted is close. My god, her tits are amazing! They are unbelievably firm and her nipples are like little fingers sticking up. I can't believe that I sat there with those two tits in my hands! Obviously, I've never felt anything like them. Did you two say anything about doing anymore? After this, I'd love to get more from her. At least I want to see her naked and maybe more!"
"Hold on! We've already done more than we had ever even thought about doing. We'd better take it easy and not try to do too much. She obviously likes you and the way she talks and acted, she likes you in a sexual way as well as a friend. Other than Richard, that's the first time she let anyone feel her, and she said that it was the first time she really enjoyed it - including Richard, apparently! She and I will talk and I'll do what I can. I'd like to see her naked again myself and, I'll admit, I would love to feel her like you did tonight. Gods, I'm not a lesbian, but her body in certainly attractive. I don't have any idea how far she would go, and I'm sure that she doesn't either - she's already done more than she ever thought of doing. Right now I obviously have no reason to think that you could get into her, but who knows. We'll just have to take it as it goes, but we're already miles ahead of anything you dreamed of."
She paused and then began laughing again as she continued, "Isn't this something? Here I am speculating as to whether my husband can get into my best friend while earlier I was planning with her about her letting him play with her tit! I have no way of knowing how this will turn out but it certainly is off to a good start!"
"Now, what's going on with you? Even a teasing suggestion about me playing with another woman - coed, master's exam taker or whatever - brought a definitive rejection. You said, half-joking that you would castrate me and kill her! I was shocked that you even proposed letting me see her tits if you could. Now, for god's sake, you arrange for me to feel those tits and, when I speculated about doing something more with her, you casually say that you don't think that I could get into her! Are you the same...well, jealous woman I've been married to or has a golem replaced her?"
"Well, I'm sure that I'm the same woman, but I'm as surprised as you are. For some inexplicable reason, I have no feeling of jealousy with Helen. I had a very hard time believing that you were not the least bit jealous about Frank fucking me, but I feel the same way about Helen. Admittedly, feeling her tits is a long way from fucking her, but, at least right now, I have no qualms. It still seems pretty far-fetched, but, who knows. As I just told you, she said that this is the first time in her life that she really enjoyed being felt. Something about you appeals to her."
She paused for thirty seconds or so, obviously thinking deeply, before going on. "You know, we really are like sisters, maybe closer, and as you've seen, we tend to think alike. Maybe we have the same taste in men. Maybe what there is in you that makes you right for me, attracts her, too."
As you might expect, our conversation went on for some time during which I learned a great deal about Richard and their relationship. Helen's obvious lack of concern about her "cheating," even if only it amounted to petting or "making out," made me hope that it might extend to far greater indiscretions. It's amazing how the desires expand - getting more than you had ever hoped for merely whets the appetite for even more!
In any case, me feeling Helen's tits and the hope for more was enough to fire up both my and Sandy's erotic fantasies and the sex was very good that night. When Helen left for home the next day, our goodbye kiss no longer was pro forma, and her tit was squeezed.
As these events have demonstrated, bond between Sandy and Helen had deepened even more when they were in much more frequent contact. When they had been in Spain they were almost like the married couple which completed each other's sentences. The more they were together after their reunion in this country, the more they recovered the links that made them so close there. They agreed on so many things that sometimes it was as if there were two bodies, but one mind! Obviously, this bonding made it easier for Sandy to accept the growing connection between Helen and me.
Needless to say, I was looking forward to see how things would develop, but, the next time we saw Helen was one of the increasingly rare times when Richard was home and coming to visit us with her. That, of course, precluded any extramarital experimentation and Helen was fully dressed the entire weekend. It was an evening of friendly talk with no overtones of a sexual or personal nature. It was quite limiting. There was one occasion, however, that showed promise for the future. We were standing by the car as they readied to go home, Sandy and Richard on the right side and Helen and I on the other. Richard and I each kissed the other's wife goodbye and, concealed by the car, I was able to quickly squeeze Helen's tit. As I did so, she whispered, "I'm sorry about the bra. I'll leave it off next time!" It made us part of a conspiracy with promise for the future.
That promised future came sooner that I had anticipated. A week later Richard had a flight to Japan which meant that he would be gone at least four days, possibly longer with the hour-limitations for air line pilots. As result, Helen planned to spend three nights with us. As would be expected, my hopes were high for further exploration of Helen's tits and, I hoped, her body. I'm sure that Sandy's hopes matched mine!
Almost immediately things looked hopeful. Helen arrived in the afternoon and greeted Sandy with a big hug and kiss as I got out her suitcase. Then, she turned to me and gave me a big kiss. As she did so, I put my hand on her tit and knew at once that there was nothing under her blouse but Helen! "See, I promised no bra next time!" Any questions I might have had about her interest vanished.
It was a very pleasant afternoon with the anticipation of a very pleasant evening in prospect. It was now obvious that something of a sexual nature was forthcoming - with the only question being just how far it would go. We had dinner and, I'm sure, all of us were wondering how we could get started. It was awkward in that, while, obviously, all of us knew what had happened between Helen and me, there had been no general acknowledgement among us of that intimacy. Some more experienced or adventurous types probably would have had no problem - just jumped into it - but that was not our style. Sandy was the only one of us with extramarital experience and she never had initiated anything. Actually, in retrospect, the ice-breaker was pretty obvious. Sandy just asked Helen if she would like to go into the Jacuzzi and Helen immediately said yes.



Shortly afterwards, I was seated in the hot, bubbling water as two women prepared to enter. Helen was dressed in her usual concealing two-piece suit while Sandy was wearing her regular bikini. There were four sections with two seats in each, and I pulled Helen into the seat beside me on my left while Sandy sat in the next section. I lowered the lights and we relaxed in the swirling water. There was a brief, banal, conversation about how wonderful the water felt, how relaxing it was, etc. That was followed by an anticipatory silence during which I put my left arm around Helen's shoulders and pulled her over to me. As I held her tight, she looked up at me and I kissed her lightly, a kiss she responded to with more fervor than I had anticipated.
That removed any hesitation that I had, and I began gently fondling her tits through her suit top. She welcomed my move by pushing her tit out and putting her hand over mine I looked up and saw Sandy watching intently in the dim light and received a wide, encouraging smile as I felt Helen. Unfortunately, Helen's cumbersome top prevented me from getting any real sensation as I felt her. I pulled my left arm from around her and slid my hand down her back until I encountered the fastening. Obviously, she realized my intention as she leaned forward, permitting me to open it. Immediately, her back was bare and the straps slid down her arms and off, taking her concealing bra with them. For the first time, my hand caressed, fondled and squeezed those lovely breasts!
Helen's reaction was amazing. Instead of shyly and timidly sitting there, letting her tits be worked on, she pushed forward, frankly welcoming and enjoying something she had never done before - letting a man feel and grope her tits, her bare tits! This was no shy little maiden, no timorous little housewife just letting something happen - she was involved! I looked over at Sandy again and saw that she had also removed her bra and was staring intently at the action. The water concealed Helen's tits, but even in the dim light, she could see what was going on. If I had had any question about her acceptance and approval of my intimacy with Helen, it would have been dispelled by the look on her face and the grin she gave me.
I looked back at Helen and saw a very happy, excited face and began a series of intense, even loving kisses. I don't know if she actually had an orgasm during that time, but, if not, she was close to it. That may sound like a bit of overreaction - it was only having her tits felt - but, with her background, having and enjoying that overturned a lifetime of self-imposed restraint. That wild passion finally wore off a bit and we just sat back and regained our composure. And, then, I did something totally unexpected!
Reaching over to Sandy, I took her hand and placed it on Helen's tit, saying, "You need to be a part of this too!" I squeezed her hand and the tit together and then ran the hand over the nipple so she touched everything. "There, doesn't that feel good?"
Sandy was startled, of course, but, keeping her fingers gripping the tit, gasped out, "Wow, I guess that does feel good! No wonder men are always after you. I always wanted to know what they felt like, but I never had the nerve to do anything about it and now I know."
"Oh, honey, you could have felt them anytime! I would have loved it! I guess we were both too shy. Well, I have a feeling that my tits are going thoroughly explored before I go home! My god, I can't believe it, but I love both your hands on me! You're fantastic! I guess that I should feel some guilt about this, but I don't!"
By that time, we had had enough of the Jacuzzi and my cock, which, needless to say, was totally erect throughout all of this, received another infusion of heat as, for the first time I saw Helen nude on top. For the first time I saw those breasts bare and, as she bent somewhat to touch the rim of the Jacuzzi, it was easy to see why she could be seen as the figurehead on a ship. These really were tits! Firm cones with no sag, nipples turgid and poking out like fat pencil erasers - they looked artificial, too perfect. I had felt them through the thin fabric of her nightgown and, now, in the water, but seeing them naked brought a whole new perspective. It's the kind of thing you have to see to understand, for words simply can't convey something so out or the ordinary.
She was still a bit shy, wrapping a towel around herself as we went upstairs while Sandy stayed topless. I had no idea as to what was going to happen next as she went into her room while Sandy and I went into our bedroom. My first act was to look closely at Sandy's face as I asked, "Are you all right?"
"Oh, I'm fine! Actually, more than fine. I wasn't absolutely certain of how I would react to you feeling and kissing her, but I loved it! Seeing her tits out and you playing with them was a real turn-on. Not even the slightest hint of jealousy - except that I felt a real desire to feel them myself! And then you put my hand on them and I did it!" As I reached over and hugged her, my hard cock nudged into her stomach and she continued, "And something poking at me down there tells me how you feel about it!"
"Needless to say, I'm relieved that you're not upset. Reality, and your reaction to it, is often very different than how you picture it. I remember how unsure I was about how I would react when I pictured seeing you with Frank. Anyway, those tits are unreal! I can't believe that they could stick out like that with absolutely no sag! I can't wait to see them closer and more clearly. She hid them under the towel pretty quickly. Anyway, what now? Do you think we'll do anything more tonight?"
"I sort of doubt it. This has been a thoroughly traumatic evening for her, and we really don't want to push it. Why don't you dress and go back down to the living room and I'll go over and see how she's doing. Look, I'll just put on a pair of panties and a robe and take a robe to her. We'll come down when she's ready, but I have a feeling that it would be best to just act as natural as possible."
As she suggested, I went down and sat on the couch and watched TV and waited impatiently for the two women to join me. I'll admit to being a bit nervous because you never can be sure how people will react. In addition, this was all new to me as well as them. Sandy had had her affair with Frank - and, to some degree I had been a part of it - but now I was personally involved. My mind was in turmoil as I thought of what had happened and what I hoped would happen. What would Sandy's role be? Would she actually not mind if I fucked Helen? Question after question, but the reality was that I had never even fantasied about an affair - or whatever this would be!
Finally, after over a half hour, I heard them talking on the stairs as they came down. I suddenly realized how tense I was and forced myself to relax as they came into the room. They both were smiling - although Helen's looked a bit unnatural - so I knew that things had worked out favorably. They both were wearing robes and I couldn't help but wonder if Helen, like Sandy, only had panties on under hers. Sandy asked what I was watching and I was forced to say just some nature show since I really didn't know. She settled down beside me with her legs curled under her while Helen sat in a chair half facing us and half facing the TV. Fortunately, it was, in fact, a nature show and we sat there, making innocuous comments, while watching herds of wildebeests crossing the African plains.
When the show ended, Sandy stood up and said, with no explanation, "Move over here beside Mack, Helen." Helen did so and Sandy continued, "We have classes tomorrow and I'm going up and get ready for bed and leave you two alone for awhile." As she said that, Helen got up from her chair and I saw something I hadn't noticed when they had come into the room - Helen had no sash holding her robe closed. She had held it closed with her hand and, now, as she straightened up and shifted from the chair to the couch, the robe flared open. It was immediately evident that she, like Sandy, was wearing only panties under it! As she sat down beside me, Sandy leaned down and kissed her 'good night,' winked at me and went upstairs.
I found myself sitting next to a virtually nude woman who cuddled up to me, obviously waiting for me to take advantage of the situation. It didn't take long for me to do so as my hand slipped under the edge of her robe and began fondling and squeezing a fabulous tit. Neither of us said anything at first, but, finally, Helen spoke timidly and said, "We planned this because I couldn't do any more tonight. Richard is the only man who had seen my tits bare until now and, of course, the only one who had touched them. I really enjoyed it when you felt me through my nightgown and I really wanted you to feel my tits bare in the Jacuzzi. I've never been excited by having them touched before, but it was wonderful - I loved it! Maybe I'm over reacting, but I think it's because I had such a phobia against them being touched. I even liked having Sandy feel them! She said that I should tell you myself how I felt about it rather than have her tell you."
"They're wonderful tits and I love holding them and it makes me happy that you told me how you feel. I'm sure that both Sandy and I will pay a lot of attention to them. Frankly, I'm still shocked about the whole situation. As I'm sure Sandy told you, I've been fascinated by your breasts since she described them to me, but I was really only hoping to get a chance to see them."
"Here, let me take my robe off and you can really see them - and the rest of me too. Sandy and I talked about what I should do, but I just couldn't bring myself to be naked, but my panties don't hide much. Maybe I'll break down later - I guess I probably will - but this is as far as I'm comfortable with right now. Heavens, a month ago showing my bra to Sandy and letting her take a picture was a big deal!"
"It wasn't long ago that Sandy could have said the same thing, but conditions and circumstances cause us to do things that we thought were inconceivable."
"She said that something had happened and that she would tell me about it while we're alone. She said that you will be at a conference in November and we could talk about it then. Anyway, my situation had nothing to do with morality - my personal phobia, going back to junior high school kept me from wanting to be touched. Even being married isn't holding me back - Richard removed that limitation by his behavior."
While all of this talking was going on, I was fondling and massaging her tits. I started kissing her and letting my hand wander over her upper body. Oddly enough, despite the sexual arousal inevitable in that situation, the kissing and fondling had more of a loving feel. I felt no urge to push her further, but, somehow, I was confident that we would do more. She lay back against the couch and I proceeded to kiss and suck her nipples while my hand made its way down onto her panties, but I made no effort to go beneath them.
After almost thirty minutes of this intimate talking and exploring, we got up to go upstairs, but I had one final request. "Helen, please walk around the room and let me watch you." She did so, a bit embarrassed, and I saw what Sandy had meant when she said that Helen's tits just quivered as she walked - no bouncing or jiggling! It was fascinating to watch a pretty woman dressed only in a pair of thin panties parade around the room for my pleasure. She walked upstairs like that while I carried her robe. We stood at the door of her room and shared a long, very affectionate, good night kiss. Then I went in to see my wife who, I knew, was waiting for an accounting of what we had done.
The following morning it was hard to get going because sleep had come late. When I had joined her last night, Sandy had to hear, in detail, about my time alone with Helen. We had to review the experiences in the Jacuzzi and we speculated about what might happen next. Helen apparently had been exhausted by what was, obviously, the most sexually fraught night of her life for she was still asleep - or, maybe, she was just shy about facing us after that night. Sandy said that when she took the robe to her last night, she was standing, completely nude in the middle of the room, actually shaking from an emotional overload. They stood there hugging each other for almost five minutes before she calmed down. They sat on the bed and talking about what we has done in the Jacuzzi and how she felt. Finally, surprising herself, Sandy cupped and squeezed Helen's tit and asked, "Would you like to have Mack do this again tonight?" Convinced that Sandy had no reservations about it, Helen's answer was an emphatic yes.
Sandy promised to go up to get ready for bed after a short time and it was she who had suggested that Helen not fasten her robe. "I really thought that it would be good for the two of you to be alone so that she could really be comfortable with you - and, of course, you with her. It's one thing to be part of the excitement in a bubbling Jacuzzi, but another to deliberately lie back and let your robe come open to show your tits! You know, I think I know now how you felt when you knew that I was alone with Frank - wondering what I was doing, waiting eagerly to hear what I had done! It's nerve wracking!" The discussion went on for too long on a school night and, as would be expected, ended with a vigorous and satisfying fucking.
It was all very exciting, but, as I said before, it all added up to a slow start to the day. In addition, as would be expected, my mind tended to wander away from academic matters. As it happened, I had a large section of introductory political science having a multiple choice exam and my mind was elsewhere - I hope no one cheated for I was a poor proctor that day! I finally left the office about 3:00 and headed home.
As I walked into the house, I found Helen sitting on the couch reading. It was just a bit awkward since I hadn't seen her since last night on that couch, but, fortunately that self-consciousness didn't last long. However, the events of last night weren't mentioned. Finally, after talking for fifteen minutes or so, I said, "I'm going up and put on some more comfortable clothes and start in on grading these exams." I did just that and settled down at my desk in the study.
A few minutes later, Helen came into the room and offered, "Can I help you with those? I don't know much about political science, but I've graded hundreds of multiple choice exams over the years."
"Damn, Helen, that sounds wonderful. My grad assistant normally does them, but she's sick. Grading them is as boring as hell. Sit over at Sandy's desk and we'll split them up." I gave her the key to the answers and we started to work. Not only was it nice to have the help, it was very companionable to have her there, quietly working with me. Sometime later, Sandy came in downstairs and called out, "Where is everybody?" She admitted later that the thought that something wicked might be going on upstairs!
I called down, "We're in the study." and she soon joined us.
She came into the room, and in mock anger, said, "Well, look at this! I've been replaced. I come home and another woman has taken over my desk! A fine thing!" Her tone of voice was accusatory and she had a stern look on her face.
Responding in kind, I said, emphatically, "Well, I may just keep her. Unlike you, she is quiet, doesn't yell at me and is willing to grade my exams."
"Yeah, and she has bigger tits than I do!"
"Well, that certainly is a factor, but I wasn't going to mention it. They are really nice! Yeah, that's a good reason to keep her!"
Helen sat there completely nonplused. She had never been there when we began teasing like that and didn't know what to make of it. When Sandy said that about her tits, her face turned crimson and her mouth hung open in shock. Sandy, fortunately, saw her reaction immediately and reached down and hugged her, saying, "I'm sorry, honey, we tease like that all the time when we're alone! We say mean things because we know it's just fun. I just included you without thinking. I guess that means that you are part of the family."
Helen recover quickly, gasping out, "Well that's a relief! I didn't know what on earth was going on. Anyway, I don't think that Mack is going to replace you with me - but I do have bigger tits!"
"Yeah, that's why, when I came in, I half expected to find the two of you up here in bed after last night!"
That was the first time that our rather licentious activities of last night had been referred to - the traditional elephant in the room - and my eyes went immediately to Helen's face to see her reaction. It turned red as she again blushed in embarrassment, but surprising Sandy and me, and probably herself, she responded with, "We were too busy with these exams. Maybe later!"
Sandy and I were startled, not expecting her to join the teasing so promptly, but we broke out laughing and Sandy leaned over Helen's chair, hugged her again and kissed her, simply saying, "Yeah, maybe later."
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It's amazing how something so simple can have such a big impact. When some big relational change occurs – like going far beyond simple petting, as we had – it is bound to create tension. In our case, the issue was how Helen would come to terms with behavior at odds with what she had done and believed her whole adult life. We had assumed that she enjoyed this new intimacy, but demons enter people's minds overnight and "how did I do that" or "I've got to stop this before it goes too far" creep in. Her obvious acceptance, and embracing, of this new relationship, shown by that brief comment, was like a pin puncturing a balloon and the tension, like air, gushing out. From that time on, it was just a question of marking time until evening came.
The activities began with a seemingly innocuous statement from Sandy that, as usual, she would like to go into the Jacuzzi. That, of course was the signal that I was waiting for. I quickly put on my suit and went down to turn on the pump and remove the cover, leaving Sandy and Helen to join me when they were ready. I had almost come to the conclusion that they had changed their minds and weren't coming before they finally showed up. Sandy said that she was sorry that they took so long, but they had things to talk about. I left that alone, figuring that I would hear about it later if it mattered. Besides, they were wearing their robes and I was curious about whether Helen had worn her bra or, as I hoped, was she ready to be topless from the beginning. To my complete surprise, they removed their robes and stood there completely nude!
When the robes started to come off, my eyes went directly to Helen's tits, seeing my question answered as I saw them bare. Almost instantly, however, I realized that everything was bare! Looking at her nude body, as I said, my eyes went directly to those tits. I had seen them before, obviously, but seeing them now as part of her whole body, without even panties limiting the view, was very different. I didn't even get the feeling that they were out of proportion – Sandy's smaller breasts always had seemed to be perfect for the size of her body, but the considerably larger ones were equally fitting. That possibly was true because of the shape of Helen's tits – torpedoes sticking out from her chest rather than massive globes.
It was not only her tits, however, that grabbed the eye. She had a slim waist from which feminine hips flared out curved like a cello. Even with the attraction of her tits, the eye was drawn inexorably to the neat triangle of hair at the base of her stomach. I, of course, like most men, had focused almost solely on her breasts, but, suddenly, that curly mound of hair changed my thought patterns. Sandy and I had talked about me "getting into her," but that was probably mostly fantasy because it was so unlikely. Now, however, she was naked before me and her cunt was right there under the hair and between her legs. My hopes were high and my cock was hard!
Nothing was said about their nudity except that Sandy commented that I was overdressed compared to them. I, of course, promptly removed my pants although I was careful to keep my cock under the water for some reason. This time, rather than sitting beside me, Sandy and Helen sat facing me with, unfortunately, their tits, as well as their cunts, obviously, below the surface of the water. We sat close, but apart, with our feet and legs frequently in contact but there was no sexual contact at first. After about fifteen minutes of inconsequential conversation, Sandy, acting as mistress of ceremonies, got out, saying, "I'm going to get us some drinks. Mack, why don't you move over here with Helen? You're too far apart and it's hard to hear over the water." Laughing, "You'll both like it better anyway!" Clearly, that was planned because we certainly didn't need drinks right then, but, obviously, I was more than willing to obey her instructions.
I moved over beside Helen and without hesitation, put my hand in her bare tit and began gently fondling it. I turned her sideways and, putting my other arm around her shoulders, drew her toward me and kissed her. She responded immediately, returning the kiss with real enthusiasm while pushing her tit toward my hand as I caressed and squeezed it.
I don't know how long that kissing and fondling went on, but I was so lost in it that I didn't even realize that Sandy had come back until I felt her arm cross mine from the other side as we both embraced Helen. Her hand joined mine as we began exploring Helen's body. I slid my hand down into her pussy hair and between her legs. She spread her legs, giving me plenty of room to feel her cunt. I ran my finger between the lips, penetrating her slightly. Before I could do more, I was shocked to feel Sandy's fingers joining mine. Even more shocking was to realize that she had replaced me in kissing Helen and that, obviously, Helen was responding to her as she had to me.
I pulled back a way and could see that Helen was massaging Sandy's breast while Sandy continued stroking Helen's cunt. It was quite apparent that two women who had never touched each other were well into it and what I had hoped, if I was lucky, to be a twosome had definitely become a threesome.
The kissing and mutual exploring continued, with both women fondling and being fondled. Suddenly something new was added – Sandy reached down and grasped my very hard cock and began stroking it. It goes without saying that I enjoyed the attention and I was disappointed when her hand withdrew. Suddenly, however, it was almost too much when I felt two hands on my cock at the same time. If it hadn't been for the buffeting of the bubbling water, I probably would have gone off when I realized that Helen had her hand on me. Fortunately, I managed to calm down enough to prevent a premature explosion and we continued the exploration of, now, all three of us.
Finally, Sandy pulled back and announced, "I getting waterlogged. Why don't we get out and move upstairs where we can be more comfortable?" Helen and I stood up and began to leave the Jacuzzi when Sandy continued, "Before we get out, there's something we need to take care of. Sit on the rim, Mack." I did so with my cock sticking out like a horn on a bull. I suddenly knew what she intended as she drew closer and took my cock in her hand. I realized that she intended to suck me off right in front of Helen!
Once again, I was barely able to restrain myself as her mouth enveloped my cock. Actually, I don't know how I did so: I sat there completely naked, my cock as rigid as a rod of steel with another woman who was extraordinarily sexy watching intently. Fortunately, Sandy had become an expert cock-sucker with her practice on me, as well as Frank, and she knew better than to begin too actively. She began to slowly work on me and I was able to dampen down my natural reaction. However, I was well aware of Helen and I watched her face as she, in turn, watched Sandy. She was staring intensely as Sandy's head bobbed up and down, her mouth partly open, her face blank, but it was not clear as to what was her reaction. It could have been shock, startlement, aversion, curiosity, desire – any or all or something else.
Abruptly, Sandy backed off, taking my cock out of her mouth. Instead of letting it drop, however, she held it in her hand and pointed it invitingly toward Helen. This time, Helen certainly was startled for, as we discovered later, she had never touched a cock with her lips, much less having one in her mouth. Placing her hand behind Helen's head and lightly pulling her forward, Sandy brought her mouth to my cock. Nothing happened for twenty or thirty seconds and, suddenly, Helen's mouth opened and my cock slid in.
She was awkward at first but, very quickly, she emulated what she and seen Sandy do and actually was sucking my cock – taking it in and, then, slowly pulling back out with light suction. Sandy took Helen's hand and put her fingers on my balls and instinctively she matched the rhythm of her sucking with her fondling of the balls. That was almost too much and Sandy recognized that I was about to come. Not wanting to risk me shooting into Helen's mouth, she gently pulled her away and began the more vigorous sucking and ball manipulation that quickly led me to explode in her own mouth.
With the remnants that remained in her mouth and some on her lips after swallowing, Sandy turned to Helen and kissed her, inevitably transferring some of the cum to her. Far from showing revulsion, Helen not only kissed back, but increased the intensity level. Briefly sated, I looked at the two women who had sucked my cock and now, to some degree, were sharing the cum. Immediately, my depleted cock began to revive and get ready for whatever came next!
As we dried off and they put their robes on again, I was fascinated as I stared at their nude bodies, particularly from the rear. From that angle, I would have hard-pressed to tell them apart. They were the same height and virtually the same weight. More important, that cello shape I mentioned, applied to both of them. The same shoulder width, the same swell of the hips and the same shapely legs. From the front, of course, the tit-size immediately separated them, but other than that, they were the same. Helen had more pubic hair because she hadn't trimmed it to fit into a bikini as Sandy had, but the hair itself had the same color and the same curls.
I didn't have time to carefully study them closely, of course, but I doubt that many twin sisters were closer in their physical assets. Their differences were in personality with Sandy outgoing and sociable while Helen was shy with people and almost reclusive. They made a nice matched set!
In any case, with the two of them dressed in their robes and me with a towel around my middle – it seemed to be the right thing to do although modesty hardly seemed necessary after their work on my cock – and we went up to our bedroom. There was some not surprising nervousness and self-consciousness on Helen's part, hesitancy in removing her robe. Actually, we all felt that tentativeness for neither Sandy nor I had ever participated in what clearly now was a threesome. Still, shortly later, the three of us lay side by side on the bed with Helen in the middle. We were nude, of course, and Sandy and I began stroking and fondling Helen as we took turns kissing her and, occasionally reaching across to touch one another. Those amazing tits received a great deal of attention and the nipples were continually being kissed and sucked.
Soon, however, my hands made their way down over Helen's stomach and into the triangle of curly hair and into the cunt that it guarded. Without prompting, her legs parted, permitting entrance to the cunt, itself. My fingers slid between the lips, finding that they already were well lubricated. My finger went into her to the second knuckle and I finger-fucked her, and she began undulating gently. I pulled back and concentrated on stroking and caressing her clit, getting a more vigorous response. At that point, I pulled back and moved down between her legs and, lifting them, I began licking between the lips, all the way from her clit to the perineum, while occasionally flicking my tongue over her asshole. As she began to move more rhythmically and powerfully, I concentrated on the clit.
From my position between her legs, I could see, over her pubic mound that she and Sandy were wrapped up in a deep, almost frantic kiss while their hands were almost mauling each other's tits. Suddenly, Helen almost went wild as her hips thrashed up and down and her crotch surged against my face, almost dislodging me as I licked her. That was the beginning of a monumental orgasm during which I could do nothing but push hard against her, giving the pressure she needed. All I could hear was "oh...oh...oh..." as she was completely lost in the throes of that orgasm. Finally, she just collapsed legs spraddled open, sated and exhausted.
She finally recovered enough to gasp out, "My god, I never felt anything like that! I...I've never had anything like that done to me!" It turned out that she had read about oral sex, and even knew the word cunnilingus, but had never experienced it – she and Richard never did anything like that. As we found out later, they rarely did anything! Regardless, in a very short time, she had committed felatio – at least the cock had been in her mouth – and she had had enjoyed cunnilingus.
While she continued her recovery, getting her breath and heartbeat under control, I moved to the other side of Sandy and began working on her more familiar body. It hardly needs to be said that she was already fired up and it took little time before she began those pre-orgasmic movements. However, there was one surprising thing as I was playing with her. Whatever hesitancy Helen had had about joining in was gone, for she was activity kissing and sucking Sandy's nipples and, most surprising, her fingers joined mine in working between Sandy's legs. As I licked Sandy's cunt and the climax came, Helen's hand gripped and pulled on her mound and clit, adding more pressure as she arched up and went off. She was totally inexperienced, but she learned fast.
I lay there, satisfied and happy. Actually, I don't mean sexually satisfied because, while I had gone off when they sucked me at the Jacuzzi, my cock was hard and I anticipated sinking it into my wife as soon as Helen went to bed. However, I was really happy with the way the evening had gone. I has seen Helen naked, felt every part of her as well as working her to orgasm, even licking her cunt. She and Sandy had been very loving and intimate with each other, which was surprising and very interesting. Sandy had never expressed any real interest in other women and, from what she had said, neither had Helen. Everything pointed toward future threesomes with the clear possibility of fucking Helen sometime in the future.
So, as I said, I lay there, quite pleased with the situation. Then, I got the biggest surprise I had had since Sandy had walked into the house and confessed that she had been screwed in Frank's big old Roadmaster. We were lying side by side, one woman on each side of me, when she raised up and looked over my chest and quietly asked Helen, "Are you ready?"
Helen hesitantly answered, "I...I think so." She paused for a moment and continued, more assertively, "Yes... yes I am!"
I very quickly discovered that the discussion the two of them had had before coming down was far more than a simple conversation. Sandy had casually mentioned the idea of my "getting into" Helen, and our recent activities had made me assume that it was a real possibility, maybe even likely, that it might happen someday. However, I suddenly realized that "someday" had turned into right now.
I was totally shocked, for the idea had never occurred to me until Sandy whispered in my ear, "Fuck her, sweetheart, she's ready!"
Even with that message, I still couldn't believe what was happening until I heard Helen say, quietly, "Take me Mack! I love you and want you to have me."
As you would expect, that galvanized me and, without further hesitation, I moved between her open and spread legs which she had drawn up in welcome. As my cock approached her cunt, I was surprised that instead of waiting for me to find her hole, she reached down, grasped it and put right at the opening. I pushed in, finding her well lubricated, but unexpectedly tight. She had been married for three years and was willing and receptive, but very tight. Actually, this was the first cunt other than Sandy's that I was going into since high school, so I was not a real expert, but I quickly realized that I would have to work in slowly so as not to cause it to hurt as I stretched her. My cock is of average size, not one of those monsters men like to claim, but I had to think that Richard must be very small not to have widened her passageway.
I tried to be extra gentle and it was several minutes until I felt our pubic bones touch and my balls were against her ass. I was deep inside another woman and it felt wonderful as I began the actual fucking. I slid in and out of her, bottoming out with each plunge inward, moving more rapidly and harder as I felt her relax and respond. I never had had any great desire to fuck another woman, but this was something special since Helen already had become something more than just another woman.
As my excitement mounted, I was very aware that while, at first, she had really been accepting, not really participating, she was now fully engaged and was surging up at me as I pounded down into her. I was driving into her, twisting a bit to get the fullest contact. At the same time, she was writhing against me, seemingly trying to take me deeper into herself. Behind me, I was aware that Sandy was fondling and, as I moved faster, squeezing my balls. I felt my climax approaching and I suddenly erupted inside of her, grinding myself tight against her crotch as I ejaculated. At the same time, or maybe a little before, I felt her jerking up at me, welding herself against me as she reached orgasm. I flooded her with my cum, and she welcomed every drop.
We held together for what seemed a long time, but probably wasn't, and we slumped down, her legs splayed open and loose as I collapsed on her. As we recovered, I managed to slide off of her and found myself between the two women again. Sandy looked at me with a grin, "That seemed to work well! You apparently enjoyed having another woman. Maybe I should be jealous, after all!"
"Yeah, that was very good – and you set me up! If you're jealous, it's your own fault, so don't blame me. I can't believe this! What on earth happened?"
Before Sandy could respond, Helen recovered enough to say, "I have never felt anything like that! I thought what you did to me earlier was wonderful, but this was so much better! I guess I just never had a real orgasm before – I think that's what I just had. I was completely out of control and I just blew up! Oh, Mack, you're amazing. Sandy said that I would love it, but I had no idea! Sandy, darling, thank you so much!"
"I knew that you would like it if you could convince yourself to let go. Of course, I never doubted that my accomplished husband would be eager to...well as we talked about some time ago, 'get into you'!"
"He got into me all right, and, obviously, I loved it! You're generous and he's wonderful! My god, this is quite a night...I've done things I never had dreamed of doing and, most of all, I've been screwed! Ooh, I love you both!"
We continued talking for some time, all of us completely comfortable lying naked together. Finally, Helen said, "I think that I should go to bed. I'm tired and I think that you two wore me out. This has been an unbelievable night. Mack, Sandy and I talked about doing something, but I had no idea that we would go so far – actually, that I could go so far. For my entire adult life I have been fearful of becoming sexually intimate with a man – or a woman, for that matter. I've never done anything like this with Richard, but I loved it with you. It was a wonderful experience and...and...well I hope we do it again. Gods, I can't believe I said that – I do want to do it again. With Sandy's permission, of course!"
I, of course, assured her that I would be delighted to do it again – boy, is that a gross understatement – and Sandy emphatically said that she approved whatever we did. So, with several long, intimate kisses, the astounding evening was over. Well, not quite over, for I wanted to know just what caused these unbelievable developments.
"Ok, tell me, how did we go from me hoping to see Helen braless in the Jacuzzi to complete sexual intimacy in a few hours. Last night I saw her naked except for her panties, but she said that that was as far as she was comfortable in going. Suddenly you're both naked in the Jacuzzi, you suck my cock and, even, she has it in her mouth. We go upstairs and I work on her. Even more surprising, you work on her! Then you tell me to fuck her! What the hell happened?" Here is how Sandy described the lead in to that incredible development.



************************************************************
We were talking earlier today about last night and Helen seemed somewhat subdued. I finally asked her if something was wrong, for I was afraid the she was regretting going as far as she had. It turned out that her problem was just the opposite.
"I feel funny about something, dear. Somehow I'm afraid that I'm getting in too deep, and I don't want to cause problems. I've only known Mack for a relatively short time... and...and I find myself really attracted to him. He's the only man that I've ever met that I actually have let feel me – and, as you know, I really enjoyed it. I was supposed to stop him after a quick feel and I just didn't do it. Then, last night, as we planned, all I had on under my robe was a pair of panties. I expected to let my robe come open and just let him play with my tits. I told him I just wasn't comfortable being nude so I had to keep the panties on.
"As usual, he was a real gentleman and made no effort to change my mind. As he felt my tits, he ran his over my panties, but made no effort to go under them. I really enjoyed having his hands on me."
"Well. What's wrong, honey? That's exactly what we planned for you to do."
"Yes, but when he was feeling me, I think I liked it too much! He asked me to take off my robe and walk around with nothing but my panties and I did it. I suppose it's silly to talk about modesty in a circumstance like that, but I walked around like a model, sticking my tits out on display. I flaunted them, wanting to excite him. If he had asked me I would have removed the panties in an instance. I almost did it because I wanted to! I actually thought of him feeling my cunt – and the idea excited me! I honestly don't know how far I would have gone, but it scared me when I woke up this morning."
"For heaven's sake, Helen, what on earth scared you?"
"I've never felt that way about a man before. I'm afraid that I may...gods, this is hard to say...I may care too much for him and...and I'm married and he's your husband!"
"Look dear, I have no concern about you loving him unless it would cause you problems. Yes, he's my husband and, if you were anyone else, I would be upset. The truth is, there is no way that you could have done the things you've already done with Mack if you didn't love him right now! I know how that works from my own experience! Yes, of course you are married, and if being involved with Mack worries you, that is a different concern. No one is going to tell Richard anything and we've already been very discreet so that's not a real problem. On the other hand, if the problem is an issue of morality, that's a question that only you can answer. You think about it."
"No, I'm not concerned about Richard and I don't know how I feel about morality. Damn it, the problem really is that I'm on the way to committing adultery with your husband and I'm afraid of what it will do to our relationship. I may love Mack – I probably do – but I know that I love you and all I could think about when I woke up was problems I could cause!"
I looked at her with a real smile, saying, "I love you too, and I have absolutely no negative feeling about any of this. As soon as you let him feel your tit and just didn't stop him, I knew that you were on the road to being fucked! It was really a matter of time. Now, yesterday you said, 'Maybe later.' The only issue is whether or not 'later' is now – or tonight!"
"Oh, honey, you're amazing! You're so good to me! About tonight, I just don't know...maybe. If you really are ok with it, I may be ready."
We left it at that until we were getting ready to go into the Jacuzzi tonight. While you were waiting for us down there, we were discussing the whole issue again. She wanted to be absolutely sure that I was ok with it and I had a peculiar feeling of deja vu, because I remember agonizing as to whether or not you really didn't mind me having sex with Frank. It took a while to convince her that whatever she wanted was fine with me.
I knew that you were waiting and wondering what was going on, so I made a decision. "Ok, you wanted your panties off last night, so, we'll go down to the Jacuzzi without them. We'll both be naked under our robes, we'll take the robes off and be naked with Mack, and you can decide if the question of being fucked arises. Is that ok?"
"Yes. I think that this may be 'later!' We'll see!"
************************************************************
"So, when we came downstairs I had no idea as to how she was going to react. I was pretty sure that you were going to get her, but I wasn't certain that it would be tonight. Actually, I was surprised at how she reacted when you started to work on her once we got upstairs. She really hasn't said much, but I'm convinced that she and Richard have done nothing beyond the basics. Obviously, he has never done the things that you did to her, particularly using your tongue. I'm going to invite her to come down and stay with me when you're in Boston and I'll try to find out more."
Sandy was referring to the annual Northeast Political Science Association Conference, which normally runs three days in the middle of November, and was in Boston that year, and I planned to attend. "I think that you're right about her lack of experience. There's something else, too. Did you notice how slowly I started fucking her? She actually took my cock and placed it at her cunt hole – which surprised me a bit – and I was prepared to slide right into her. When we're screwing you're always wet and open and I plunge right in, and I expected to do the same with her. She was plenty wet, but she was as tight as a virgin. Now, I haven't been in a virgin for many, many years, and..."
"Hold it! It wasn't that long ago, wise guy!"
"Long enough! Anyway, I had to slowly work into her to open her up. She's been married for over three years, and it was work to get into her! All I can think is that Richard must have a very thin cock! Whatever, once I was in, everything was fine. I was able to speed up and she certainly matched me. She was hot! Damn, that felt good!"
"I could tell! She might have been hesitant at first, but she really went wild. Of course, I haven't watched a whole lot of fucking – just what I saw that week on the beach which wasn't much. I've seen the videos of Frank and me, but I don't think that I ever blew up like she did tonight. You too, for that matter!"
"Well, I've never fucked 'another' woman before, a married woman at that, and, obviously, there is something about human nature that makes doing something illicit more exciting than normal behavior. Anyway, don't underestimate the way you and Frank behaved. Those first times on that car seat were pretty violent!"
"I guess you're right. It's different doing it or watching a recording as compared to lying beside two people who are fucking for the first time. I imagine you'll be less fired up the next time! She said that she wants more! I'm not surprised that she feels that way, but I didn't expect her to say it."
"That brings up something else, Sandy. How are you with all of this? This is so far beyond anything we've even thought of doing and what you would be able to accept. I know we talked a little bit about you not being upset about Helen – not being as jealous – as opposed to anyone else, but, now, I've actually fucked her. Are you ok with all of this and more in the future? If you have any qualms, we had better slow this down till you really know how you feel."
"I know what you mean, honey, and I'm shocked at myself. I have absolutely no qualms. I really enjoyed being there and watching you two last night. I really felt that I was a part of it and I liked it. Actually, I really was a part of it, a small part. When you were in her, I loved playing with your balls and I deliberately let my fingers go underneath and feel her cunt and your cock as you were going in and out of her. No qualms at all! But, there's something else too, but it really has nothing to do with Helen – or maybe it does.
"I know that this is silly, but every now and then I've felt a pang of guilt about being jealous about you and another woman, any woman. Helen said that you were generous and she was more right than she knew. You had no hesitancy in permitting, even helping me have a real affair with Frank. I did just about everything that a person could do sexually with another person, even having what amounted to a honeymoon with him. Yet, every time you teasingly suggested you having sex with anyone, I teased back saying that there would be no coed, etc. I said it in a teasing manner, but we both knew that I meant it.
"Unfortunately, I still feel that way with anyone but Helen! I've told you this before, and I don't understand it, but I'm really happy that you have her. I don't feel threatened by her in any way. So, in addition to the pleasure you're, actually we're, having with her, that little bit of guilt is gone. It was silly all along, but once in a while I would wonder how I would handle it if, sometime, another woman actually appealed to you enough to want to do something with her. Now I know – as long as it is Helen."
"Well, feeling guilty certainly was silly, but it's what I would expect from someone who tends to find something totally unlikely to occur and worry about it. Helen, for some reason I don't understand either, is different. I have young and older women, married and unmarried, around me all the time, but aside from a normal appreciation of the female anatomy, I've never even thought of doing anything. With Helen, it started with her tits. Of course, I wanted to see and, maybe, feel them, but that was mostly curiosity. Now it's a great deal more than that – like a diluted feeling of what have I have for you. I don't know where this is going, but I like it – and I love you!"
We continued talking for some time and woke up very tired and we both had classes which I'm certain didn't get the attention they deserved. Sandy got home ahead of me and she and Helen discussed the previous night's activities. Helen, briefly, expressed her fears (which reappeared during the night hours, that they might have gone too far, but that concern vanished very quickly. Helen, evidently, enjoyed everything we had done, even admitting, shyly, what they had done to each other. Her only hang up seemed to be the word "adultery." She had had a rather conservative upbringing with her mother, seemingly, more concerned with that sin more than any other. Early training leaves its mark, but Sandy tried to alleviate her slight feeling of guilt – which were not going to inhibit her actions when we were together that night.
Trying to make her point, she said, "Look, honey, Mack and I had this discussion about adultery two years ago and he made me feel better when he insisted that if you were doing something that both parties wanted and no one was being hurt, it couldn't be too serious a sin – if it was one at all. Oh, of course, that can be considered nothing more than a rationalization, but it worked for us. I haven't felt any guilt since then."
Apparently, at that point Helen realized what Sandy was implying – that she had committed adultery herself. She looked at Sandy, her eyes wide, clearly startled with that admission. "Do you mean that...that...you committed adultery? That Mack didn't mind?"
Sandy replied with a sly grin, "Let's not go into that now! If you come here next week, we'll have three days to talk about everything!"
"Well, I'm damn sure going to be here! Talk about a tease!"
When I came in later that afternoon, I was greeted by two women with kisses and one of then, Helen, whispered, "I love you," as she pulled away. I could get used to coming home to that!
I slumped down on the couch and commented, "I'm pooped! That was a long day after a busy night without a whole lot of sleep!"
Sandy responded, "Well, you had better go up and take a nap. You're going to have another busy night. You have two women to satisfy tonight and that's going to require a lot of satisfying."
"Yeah, Mack, you ravished me last night – I've never been ravished before, but I love the word – but I'll be prepared for you tonight! I need more of that!"
"See what you've done? You've got the poor woman all fired up and you left her alone here all day! She needed the 'hair of the dog,' or whatever the equivalent phrase would be for a sexual hangover, and you weren't here to do your duty."
"Damn, I was happy with one cunt to take care of. Now I have two and I'm not sure that I'm up to it. I'm going up and take that nap you mentioned!"
There was a funny atmosphere as we had dinner and, afterwards, relaxed in the living room. It was a time of anticipation, a time before something good was going to happen. We all knew that we were going to have sex, but there was no need to hurry. We all knew what we were going to do, but nobody mentioned it. It was a very pleasant time. We were eager to start, but we enjoyed sitting there, savoring the moment and postponing gratification. In many situations, that time of anticipation is better than the event itself. You can't wait for a game to start – you sit there eagerly waiting for the kickoff – and the game stinks. For a week you look at an intriguing package under the tree, happily speculating and hoping – and it's a big letdown when it's opened. We had no fear of that in this situation.
There was no doubt that the most significant part of our evening would be sex between Helen and me, with, to some degree, Sandy playing a lesser role, so we waited for her to start the show. As she told me in our late night conversation, she actually enjoyed being the director, putting Helen and me together, and, while joining in herself, making us the center of the action. "This is something you two have never done before. You fucking another woman and she having another man! I've had that delightful, wicked experience and I want you both to have it and enjoy it and each other. I can't believe how she has changed in such a short time – actually saying that she wants to do it again!"
So, in her role of facilitator, she ended our tantalizing period of anticipation by asking, "Do you want to go in the water?" That, of course, is what we were waiting for and, shortly, the three of us were in the Jacuzzi, sans suits, of course, and our hands were roving over each of the other two. My biggest surprise was that when I slid my hand down to Sandy's cunt, Helen's fingers were already there! Also, when we had enough of the preliminary action and I was getting out with a projecting cock, Sandy declared, "No sucking right now! You have two cunts that need to be filled! Our mouths can come later!" Helen vigorously nodded her head, obviously agreeing without speaking!
It's surprising, in a way, how things can change so swiftly. Just yesterday, I had been completely surprised at the nudity in the Jacuzzi and, of course, the sucking. I honestly had expected no more than playing around in bed with Helen. I never even thought that fucking her was a possibility, and I was pleased and excited about having her naked with Sandy and me. Obviously, I wasn't aware of the pact that Sandy and Helen had made. Actually, neither of them was certain about what would happen when Helen was faced with a "yes" or "no" decision. To my happy surprise, it was "yes" and we went from there.
Today, all doubts were gone. We walked into the bedroom, all knowing full well what was planned – no hesitancy or reluctance, no soul searching on Helen's part. She lay on the bed with Sandy on one side and me on the other, much as we had yesterday. Our hands were all over her with both tits being fondled and squeezed, their nipples being kissed and sucked. Whatever nervousness or tentativeness Sandy originally had about sexual contact with another woman had vanished completely and she was as aggressive as I. Her hand went, quickly, through Helen's hair and to her clit and began rubbing it. Soon, both our hands were there, complementing each other and causing Helen to begin moving in arousal.
I moved down between her legs, she raised and spread them, and I began licking and fingering her as I had done the night before. Once again, she and Sandy were kissing avidly while Sandy cupped and fondled those large firm tits. Lubrication was literally flowing out of her, making it easy to insert my finger and finger fuck her cunt and ass. Unlike yesterday, however, when she began undulating in excitement I didn't continue until she had an orgasm. Instead, I moved higher on her, placing my cock against her crotch. Once again, she showed her acceptance by using her hand to direct me into herself. There was no question from Sandy about being ready, no hesitant answer "yes" to the question. Physical desire was rampant and mental reservations – i.e. thoughts of adultery – were lost in the pleasure of the moment.
That pleasure was made evident by the way she reacted to my cock entering her. She was still tight, but rather than passively lying there while I worked to penetrate her, as she had yesterday, she was actively pushing upward against me, helping me get in. Much more quickly our crotches were tight against each other, our pubic bones touching. I deliberately stayed there for a moment, grinding against her, feeling my entire cock buried in her. Then, of course, the in and out process began, the plunging and withdrawals becoming faster and more powerful as our mutual arousal grew. It was mutual, for as I drove in, I was met up an upward surge from Helen's hips, prolonging the contact. As we approached climax, we ground and twisted against each other, finally welding ourselves together, each, seemingly, trying to merge cock and cunt into one. Our orgasms were at the same time or close enough that it seemed so, and after a brief period of wedging ourselves together, we collapsed, her legs flopping down, still widespread with me lying flat between them on her.
We lay there for some time, recovering before it was Sandy's turn. Helen's hands joined mine in caressing her body. We each fondled her tits and sucked on her nipples while alternately kissing her lips. Like Sandy, Helen showed absolutely no hesitancy in any of this, and when I moved down between Sandy's legs, her fingers were already there, playing with the clit and, even, between the lips. I began using my tongue from clit to asshole as well as finger fucking both cunt and ass. It didn't take long for Sandy to start moving in excitement, so I rose up and, with her guiding hand, entered her and we began fucking. I had recovered pretty quickly from coming in Helen – actually, I never completely lost my erection – and the process was just as vigorous as it had been with her. It wasn't long before the same rapid pumping in and out, the same twisting and grinding, caused us to reach orgasm, followed by a long period in which the three of us lay quietly, recovering and quietly talking.
The fondling and feeling continued, however, and with two hands from two different women playing with my cock and balls, hardness returned. Shockingly, it was Helen who moved down and, without prompting, took my cock into her mouth and completed the revival. It still had a combination of my cum and Sandy's emissions on it, but she never hesitated. Knowing what she was tasting helped revive me, I think, and she was soon rewarded by being fucked for the second time that night! It was a fitting end of an amazing evening.
When she left the following morning, there was no question that our relation had irrevocably changed. I don't know if you would call it a three-way love affair, but that probably was as good a description as any. The affection clearly was there and, without question, we had gone well past any question about three-way sex. The kissing goodbye was far from the pro forma quickies commonly exchanged among friends and the expressions of love exchanged clearly were sincerely meant. The only question remaining was whether the three-way sex would become two-way, i.e., female to female. That would be answered next week.
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The time passed, and on Thursday afternoon, I was off for the conference in Boston, giving Sandy and Helen three days just to be alone, the first time that that had happened since their junior year abroad in Spain. Then they were young college students, now they were settled married women. Time had passed and many things had changed and now they had three days to deepen the ties that bound them together then. It was ironic that one year previously I had gone to the same conference giving Sandy and Frank three days to deepen their relationship by spending the night together rather than screwing on the car seat or on a desk.
Helen arrived the day I left and things worked out beautifully. They talked incessantly, bringing each other up to date. One day Sandy took Helen to her office and introduced her "twin sister" to the faculty and staff. They went shopping, ate out – and talked...and talked...and talked! Of course, they did other, more interesting things, too, but even those things began with talking, first about Sandy's hint that she was as sinful as Helen, herself.
"Now, I've been eaten up by curiosity ever since I was here last week. I had a funny feeling about...well, committing adultery with Mack, and you hinted that you had done it, too. First, I find it hard to believe that you would do that, particularly with you're married to a man like Mack. I have a feeling that you said that just to keep me from worrying. Wait, before you say anything, I want to tell you that I have absolutely no regret about letting Mack feel my tits and no regrets about stripping down to just my panties and, then, to nothing. In fact, I enjoyed it very much. Unbelievably, I don't even have any problem with having his cock in my mouth despite always thinking that doing things like that was depraved, at best. Even more, as you know, I really enjoyed having him licking my pussy – although, I'm still a bit embarrassed when I think of it! I literally never dreamed that I would ever be in that position!
"But letting him screw me is still something much more significant. Anyway I look at it, it is adultery! And despite not being particularly religious I've always considered that to be a sin! Even worse, I loved every second of it – my best friend, my sister's husband, right in front of her, and I'll do it again! I have no real reason to feel guilty because of my husband, with the things he's done, but I do! I've always have considered myself to be above doing things like that – basically 'pure' – but apparently my 'virtue' was more the result of a phobia about aggressive males than any basic rectitude. The first time a really attractive man who tries me with respect and tenderness ends up fucking me...my god, that's the first time I've ever said that word...but it's just what happened...yes, fucking me! And I had the first real orgasm I've ever had in my life!
"So, that's my situation. I have no real regrets, even committing adultery. I love you, I love Mack and I loved having sex with him...and with you." She really blushed and looked away when she made that last comment and hurried past it to say, "Ok, now it's your turn! Tell me how, with a wonderful, loving husband like Mack, you 'strayed,' as the romance novels usually describe it!"
"Well, honey, I don't want to disillusion you, but I am no paragon of virtue. You and I were the same when we were in Spain – both 20 year old virgins with no real experience. Mack took care of my virginity not long after I got back to the U.S., but since we were married not too long afterwards, I guess I was still virtuous. I stayed that way until I was a PhD student in Spanish and Mack was a political science professor. About two years ago. The grad students were a close-knit group that had parties – very tame in which we sat around talking about courses, literature, grammar, etc. Mack usually drove me to the party and one of the fellows drove me, and others, home afterwards.
"One of the guys was Frank Jackson, an older, like me, PhD candidate. We were sitting on a crowded couch at an end of the semester, pre-Christmas, party with his arm on the back. As I moved closer because of the others needing seats, his arm fell over my shoulder and his hand landed on my breast. I was braless as I usually was in the evening. I sort of froze, not knowing just how to react, for no one had ever done like that before. Obviously I should have pulled away immediately, as you certainly would have done, but I didn't. I liked him, it was a new experience and it felt good!
"Anyway, when it was time to leave, he was ready to drive people home and, fortuitously, no one else was going then, so he drove me home alone. He kissed me good night, I responded and...well, I ended up being screwed on the front seat of his old Buick Roadmaster. Actually, I was seduced, but I loved it. Then, I had to come in and face the music and tell Mack what had happened. I described everything, including that I probably could have stopped him from taking me, but that I had been carried away. I admitted that I was a party to it and he hadn't forced me at all.
"To my very happy surprise, Mack never made a word of criticism nor blame. He was completely understanding and never said anything about forgiving me because he saw nothing to forgive. Honey, he couldn't have been more understanding and supportive. I assumed that it was a one-time thing, but Mack warned me that Frank might want more and told me to do what I wanted. The next party was before the next semester started and I didn't know what I wanted, but I guess I gave my feelings away by wearing my diaphragm. That time was clearly consensual and I began an affair that lasted for over a year and a half. Mack continued to support me and never had any jealousy or any doubt that it was just a fun affair – which it certainly was!"
"My god, Sandy, I don't believe it!"
"Do you think I'm awful?"
"No, but I couldn't possibly have done that because I would have panicked and probably have made a scene at that first party. You know how I reacted to any man making a pass at me. And, after the way I've succumbed to Mack so easily, I'm hardly in a position to criticize you for getting carried away like that. The hardest thing to believe is that Mack could be so generous and supportive. He's a saint!"
"That's funny! Frank and I were invited to share a beach house with three other couples although they didn't know that we were lovers at first. Frank and I openly slept together and when I quietly told the girls that Mack knew and loved me enough to look the other way, they called him a saint! That was a wonderful week near Virginia Beach. Then, at the end of the semester and Frank was leaving for a job, we spent three days together on the Cape."
"Wow, you really did have an experience. It certainly sounds like more than just a casual affair!"
"Much more. It was a love affair and Frank and I loved each other. In fact, the only problem, and Mack predicted this, was that Frank really was 'in love' with me and he said so when we were on the Cape. But he accepted the reality that he could never replace Mack in my affection."
"Do you still hear from him?"
"Oh my, yes! He's in Maine, but our affair really isn't over. I hope this doesn't shock you even more, but he was here last month and we got together. In addition, we expect to meet at the MLA Conference and other professional gatherings. It's fun for both of us. Now, maybe I'm just rationalizing, but I have absolutely no guilt because I can't see how anyone is being hurt – certainly not Mack! He's hardly a betrayed husband! That's what I mean, as I said last week; no one was hurt so I feel no guilt even if it was adultery! Damn, I'm probably saying too much, maybe more than you want to know, but Frank knows that Mack knows and vice-versa, but the few times they meet, they act as if neither knows. I've even slept with Frank down in the mother-in-law suite. It's no secret, but we act as if it were. It works because of Mack. Mack certainly is not a saint for if he were, he wouldn't have fucked ...yes, fucked...you last week! Still, when I list these things that I've done, it sounds pretty depraved. "
"This is weird and a bit embarrassing. If you had told me about your affair a month ago, I undoubtedly would have been shocked and, I'm sure, critical – at least in my mind. If you had told me two weeks ago that I would have had Mack's cock in my mouth, that I would be naked as he licked my pussy and that, afterwards, he would fuck me, two nights in a row, I would have said that you must be insane. And if any of that had occurred, I would expect to be devastated by guilt! Yet here I am with, at most, a sliver of guilt. It's embarrassing to find that my morals are so flexible! Rationalization or not, I think you are right when you think about who, if anybody, is being hurt. Mack certainly wasn't hurt and, obviously, you don't feel hurt by your husband screwing me. The only other person is Richard and, well, things balance out."
"Ok, you know my sins and I know yours. Now that the heavy stuff is over, why don't we go down and relax in the Jacuzzi?"
"Shall we wear suits?"
"After last week, I think that would be superfluous and not as much fun!"
The two of them went down, took off their robes and, completely nude, climbed into the Jacuzzi. They sat facing each other and, for fifteen minutes or so, talking of various inconsequential things. The conversation ended and, for a short time, they looked at each other over the water. Finally, rather hesitantly, Sandy shifted across and sat next to Helen. The hesitancy vanished as the two women embraced each other and kissed, the kiss becoming more passionate as it continued. Their hands roved over each other, cupping and fondling breasts. At last, Sandy pulled back and said, "We've been here long enough. Let's go upstairs where it's more comfortable."
A few minutes later they made their way upstairs into our bedroom, and, a very short time afterwards, they lay, nude, beside each other on the bed. She leaned up on her elbow and looked lovingly at Helen and lightly kissed her nipples before caressing her breasts. "It's funny. As I told you, there were many times in Spain that I felt a real urge to feel these, but it was just to see how firm they were. I never had any thought of sex in mind, just curiosity?"
"And I wouldn't have minded at all and I never would have had any negative thoughts about your intentions!"
"Damn, we were innocent! A week ago my only thought was getting Mack a chance to see and feel them. Now I want to see and feel them for myself!" Running her hand down Helen's torso, she lightly ran her fingers through the curly pubic hair to the clit, adding, "even more unbelievable, I want to play with this and make you feel good."
Helen put her arms around Sandy, saying, I don't believe it either – here I am opening my legs so you can touch me, and I want to do the same to you. Gods, have we become lesbians. I certainly love you now in a different way from how I loved you before!"
"No, we're not lesbians because we still want Mack to fuck us! One thing is sure, however, we are bisexual as far as each other is concerned." They proceeded to prove it!
As Sandy told me later, "We made love. We didn't just have sex, we made love. We kissed and fondled and stroked each other. We played with each other's clits and finger-fucked each other. We each gave the other a tremendous orgasm. We didn't go down on each other that first night, but we knew that we would later – and we did! It was just a wonderful, very satisfying first evening and we slept together in our bed all night!"
Unfortunately, the second evening didn't start out as well. Everything was fine until Sandy casually commented, "Mack and I put off having a baby until I got my degree. Well, I have the degree and we decided that the time has come. I went off the pill last month and we plan to try to get me pregnant in December or January. That way, I'll be able to teach the rest of the year without any problem and I've already arranged a leave for the first semester of next year!" Pausing, she added, laughing, "Now we'll have to work on getting me pregnant – tough 'work!'"
Helen said the right things, congratulating her on the plan, but Sandy could see that something about her response was not right, particularly since her words didn't match the expression on her face. Actually, for a moment her face appeared to almost crumble. Sandy immediately asked, "Is something wrong, honey? Something bothering you?"
"Oh, damn it, I didn't want to get into this, but I guess I need to talk about it with someone. But I didn't want to burden you with it. Richard and I are having a real problem. No actually, I have a problem. Just after we were married, we talked about starting a family, but he said, 'Let's wait a while. It would be better when we can settle down long term. You know that I have been thinking about resigning from the service, probably in a year or so, and getting a job with a civilian airline, so things would be more stable then.' That sounded reasonable, so we postponed trying. It's been a year now since he left the service and, now we've been here for almost six months and nothing's happened."
"Well, that's not what you want, but a year isn't that unusual. I suppose that you could see a doctor to make sure that you have no physical problems, but you need to relax and not worry."
That's not the problem – it's Richard! He acts as if he wants children, but I don't believe him anymore! We've never had much sex. Well, practically none. The truth is that, as you know, he first attracted me because he wasn't staring at my tits. Damn it, you know that I'm hypersensitive about that, probably overly sensitive, and see threats where they don't exist, but he was very nice and treated me like a regular woman – which I am! It was nice to just be with a man who was polite, friendly and a gentleman. It turns out, that part of my appeal to him was that I wasn't interested in a macho man who wanted sex all the time. It seemed that we were a perfect fit. Neither of us wanted what the other person didn't want. So, we were able to enjoy each other and we were both well satisfied.
"I didn't say anything about this before, but ours was a loving but sexless marriage. I met Richard when he and several other pilots were taking a short course created to widen their language fluently. His was Japanese, but we met at a social hour. As I told you, I was taken by his lack of interest in my tits. Actually, I had them concealed by a heavy shirt as I usually did, but, as I said, I'm hypersensitive. Anyway, we started talking and I liked him immediately. We started dating and it was very pleasant. I was very comfortable with him; we liked the same things and just were very compatible. We dated for almost a year and sex was never an issue – neither of us was interested. When he was posted to Okinawa, he asked me to marry him and I said yes immediately.
"We had a quick wedding by a chaplain and we were off to married life. Our first problem came on our wedding night when we prepared for the expected consummation and nothing worked. I was naked with a man for the first time, seeing my first cock and being seen myself. Unfortunately, the cock was only half-hard and couldn't get into to me very far. If my hymen had been intact, he couldn't have gotten in far enough to break it. I even used my fingers to try to help get it in, but it just wouldn't work. Surprisingly, neither of us was upset and we actually laughed as I tried to stuff it in.
"We tried several times after that with the same result. It would get hard on other occasions, certainly the early-morning erection that men get." Laughing, she went on, "We actually tried to get it in one morning just to see what would happen, but the pressure of his bladder was too much. Anyway – and this would shock most people, particularly men – none of this bothered us. Sex just wasn't important to us. The truth is, if consummation of a marriage requires the man to penetrate the woman and ejaculate inside of her, ours was never consummated! I know that this will sound ridiculous, but he never came inside of me!
"Still, as I said, this was a loving marriage. We loved being together, talking together, traveling together. Every leave we toured the island. One time we flew to Tokyo where he impressed me with his Japanese. Another time we went to Hong Kong. It was a fun time. We liked most of the same things and our social life in the military environment was fine and I had a nice circle of friends among the wives. When we left the service, however, things changed. I immediately brought up the question of getting pregnant and Richard agreed. However, you can't get pregnant without intercourse, and that just hasn't worked out. He wanted to wait until he was qualified to fly commercial planes so we could settle down. He took some flights as a third officer and it was decided that he mostly would fly out of Kennedy, so, happily, we were able to settle down here. But, still nothing.
"I made up a schedule each month of when I was most fertile, but, inevitability, those days Richard was gone. I became suspicious that he was putting in for layover flights to avoid being home. Twice I deliberately marked the calendar wrong and, of course, he was overseas on the days he thought I was fertile! Therefore, he was home at the right times and I instigated sex – which was hard for me to do – but he wasn't interested and when we did try to do something, he couldn't get hard! After the third failure I was furious! I know that men can have problems that way, but, damn it, I knew that he was fucking someone else! He still had the same habit of carrying condoms in an inside suit pocket or in his suitcase, and he was using them. As I told you, the attendants obviously had tits and cunts like the groupies and, obviously, he was using them. Not being able to perform is something I could accept, but wasting it on someone else when I wanted a baby was too much.
"I don't know if you saw any tension between us when we were both here last week, but I had blown up with him just before we came to visit you. One of the wives in our group on Okinawa had used artificial insemination to get pregnant and I threatened Richard with that. I actually got a pamphlet about it. I showed it to him and said that I might see about it since we were having no success, expecting him to voluntarily not screw his 'friend,' whatever she might be called, and be ready for me the next time. Instead, there was no change and when I showed him the pamphlet again, he actually said, 'You know, that might be a good idea since I can't seem to get an erection.'
"That infuriated me. He never mentioned trying Viagra, or seeing a doctor or anything! The thing is, I could well believe that he has an erection problem because he never has been hard enough to get deeply into me. When Mack fucked me, I was practically a virgin. But, in this case it was obvious that he was lying about his problem and fucking someone else instead of me. I began to wonder if he just didn't want to have kids, but, apparently, that's not it since artificial insemination is acceptable. I just don't know what's going on and I'm angry, hurt, worried, and I don't know what else. Is he wrapped up in an affair with another woman, not just playing around? Will he want to leave me for her? But, if so, why would he almost urge me to have artificial insemination? Of course, he probably doesn't believe I would do that, anyway. Gods, I don't know!"
"Oh my, honey, I had no idea. Well, of course I didn't. Actually, Mack did say something about the two of you being sort of edgy, but I didn't notice anything in particular. This is awful and it certainly is, well, to put it mildly, unfair of Richard. I can't believe that any man, if he's physically able, wouldn't do everything possible to get into you enough to get you pregnant. Of course, we hear of the husbands of beautiful movie stars having affairs with women who are not nearly as attractive as their wives. But you said that he was never particularly hard, even when you were just married?"



"No – this is a weird conversation and I certainly couldn't have it with anyone else – but, to be honest and explicit, as I said before, if my hymen had been intact, I doubt that he was in far enough to break it. Honestly, I don't think that either of us really cared. Mack was the first man to really penetrate me. I honestly wasn't even aware of how little Richard and I had done until Mack worked his cock all the way into me. That really was the first time that I really had sex! In reality, that was when I lost my virginity, not with Richard – I never thought of it that way until just now! That's weird!"
"That really is weird! What are you going to do?"
"I just don't know. I still love Richard. He's kind and considerate in everything else, has a good sense of humor, and is interesting – just not interested in sex with me. If he actually had a physical problem, I could work with it and him and not complain. Limited sex was part of our tacit agreement. But, he's fucking someone else with regularity and he can't get hard enough to get his cock into me – that hurts, even leaving out the issue of impregnating me! Damn, I don't know! Anyway, I'm sorry to bring all this up when you're telling me your good news about your decision."
"My heavens, honey, don't worry about that! I'm just glad to be here to let you let it out! Everybody needs someone to understand and support them. Whatever I can do to help I will do!"
"Thank you, dear! I feel better just telling you about it. Thank heavens we moved here to live. I would have been completely alone anywhere else and, instead, I have you and Mack and I love you both! As far as Richard is concerned, I'm going to give him one more chance. A test. I'm going to clearly mark the calendar this month so that there is no question as to when I'm fertile. I'll make it very prominent. If he deliberately avoids being home at that time, I'll have some serious decisions to make!
It took a while for them to recover the light-hearted feeling that had preceded Helen's description of her unfortunate relationship with Richard. That was finally accomplished by going down to the Jacuzzi and lying back, relaxing in the soothing water. The tension faded as they talked of other, more pleasant things. After a while, it was, surprisingly, Helen who moved over beside Sandy, leaned over to her and kissed her. "Thank you for being so understanding and caring, dear. I can't believe how lucky I am to have a friend like you! No, friend is not enough. I'll add sister and lover to it!"
"We're both very lucky, honey. Meeting in New York all those years ago, having that year together and, now, being together again – well, we won the lottery! What do you say that we go upstairs and show how much we love each other?"
The third night was the one on which their sexual intimacy was finally complete. Rather than going out, they ordered a pizza and ate while reminiscing about the fun they had had in Spain. They had gone over most of that before, but it was fun to sit there reliving events they had shared in the past and avoid discussions about complications in the present and, possibly, the future. Sitting there alone, close together on the couch, they began talking about their feeling for each other and their recent intimacy. That led, inevitably, to hugging and kissing which became more passionate by the minute. Finally, Sandy broke away and, grinning, asked, "Do you want to go into the water? I think that it would feel good right now! Cool us off and warm us up at the same time. We have all night for other things!"
"Yeah, that might be a good idea. I can't believe that I'm saying this, but I'm really looking forward to being very hot later, so the Jacuzzi would be a good start."
It was a very peculiar feeling for both of them. They had lived together for a year, seen each other in every stage of dress and undress, including completely nude, and sexual thoughts never had entered their heads. Now, they were very aware of each other's body and very conscious of their own nudity as the got into the hot water. This time there was nothing of the hesitant sitting apart. They sat in the same seat and immediately returned to the kissing, but this time the hugging was replaced by hands roaming across tits and, shortly, cunts. There was nothing frantic or urgent about any of this, merely a caressing and loving as a prelude to what they knew was coming.
While their sexual intimacy the last two days had been something of a surprise to them, even after their experience in the threesome with Mack, they now accepted that part of their relationship without hesitancy or even a feeling that they were doing something the least bit questionable. It was still new enough to seem somewhat daring, but any negative implications of lesbianism, which were few to begin with, had vanished. The newness would wear off with time, but now everything was an adventure. So when Sandy asked Helen if she had enough water and was ready to go up, the answer was obvious.
They came into the bedroom and took off their robes, but instead of lying down on the bed, they paused, both having the same feeling but not knowing how to express it. After a few moments, Sandy finally asked, "Should we shower first?" The implication was clear that everything should be very clean the first time we do this.
Helen smiled, accepting and agreeing with the implication, said, "I think that would be a very good idea." And then, adding slyly, "I don't want to taste like a Jacuzzi!" They both giggled like school girls at that and they proceeded to shower together, carefully washing each other, leaving no question that all parts were ready for intimate contact.
They lay together, quietly talking as they lightly ran their hands over each other, caressing breasts and gradually letting their fingers run through curly hair and explore clits and well lubricated cunt lips. It's funny how the same words have different levels of meaning. Saying "I love you" to a close friend, "I love you" to a sister, are the same words as, "I love you" to another woman with whom you are prepared to have sex, but the connotation is different in each. In this case, when Sandy whispered "I love you" to Helen, it included all three – friend, sister and lover.
She moved downward and kissed and sucked both nipples while her hand ran lightly over the skin of Helen's abdomen and into the curly pubic hair. She proceeded to kiss gently, gradually lower, until her lips encounter that hair while her fingers stroked Helen's clit. The trip downward was unhurried, taking several minutes, before she pulled away and moved to the end of the bed.
Nothing was said, but Helen, without hesitation, raised and parted her legs, welcoming Sandy between them. For the first time in her life, Sandy saw another woman's cunt displayed before her eyes. It was very neat, the lips even and pulled back, exposing the inner lips and the hole itself, a circular opening, deep red, going up into her body. Sandy stared intently for a minute, fascinated by that most intimate part of Helen's body. Then, she ran her hands up and down Helen's inner thighs, her fingers coming together at the junction of those thighs – at her cunt.
Her fingers stroked down over the lips and, then, between them. Finally, she took the big step and lowered her head down and lightly kissed the clit. She flicked her tongue over it and then licked between the lips, tasting a cunt for the first time. If she had had any qualms about whether doing so would bother her, the answer clearly was no. If anything, she actually enjoyed the feeling of her tongue sliding between the well lubricated lips and delving into the hole.
After the initial exploration, Sandy concentrated on doing those things that Mack (and Frank) had done that had pleasured her. Helen obviously was enjoying her ministrations as she began writhing around and pushing her cunt up toward the licking tongue. Sandy began going from the bottom of the lips and stroking upwards, finishing each stroke at the clit. As she went back down, her tongue contacted the perineum as she licked between the lips, causing Helen to move more vigorously and Sandy recalled how it had felt to herself. The next time down, she grasped Helen's thighs behind the knees and pushed upwards, causing Helen's hips to rise, exposing her anal opening – her asshole. She applied her tongue to the area and Helen's movements became more pronounced.
Encouraged by Helen's obvious enjoyment of the new sensation, Sandy concentrated on her ass by licking and flicking her tongue at the opening. She stayed there for a time before moving back to the cunt, itself. However, once again recalling her own pleasure with Mack and Frank, she used her tongue on the clit while slipping her finger into the cunt and lubricating it. She then slid the tip of that finger into Helen's ass. The result was dramatic as Helen began pronounced pre-orgasmic motions. She sank the finger in up to the second knuckle and briefly finger-fucked her ass. As the climax was near and Helen began twisting and undulating, she pulled the finger out and began finger-fucking the cunt while exerting as much pressure as she could on the clit with her tongue and lips. Helen arched up and held the pose for almost thirty seconds before slumping down, her legs splayed open in exhaustion.
Sandy also slumped down, her head using the patch of soft hair as a pillow. She was overcome, briefly, not from the energy expended, but from excitement. She had done something that would have been inconceivable just a few weeks ago. She had never even seen another woman's cunt and now she not only had seen one close up, she had licked and finger-fucked it. Amazing! She recovered quickly and moved from between Helen's legs and lay down beside her.
They lay quietly beside each other as Helen recovered from her exertions. She finally turned toward Sandy, rose up and looked down at her with an intense, loving expression and said, "Oh, honey, that was amazing! Thank you so much! I've never felt like that before and," blushing, "had things like that done to me!"
Sandy raised her arms up and embraced her "I've never done anything like that before so we're even. I loved doing it to you, dear. Feeling you react as you did was wonderful!"
"Well, I certainly haven't done anything like that – or, as I said, have it done to me – but I'm going to try!" Helen pulled away and began to gently caress Sandy's body, stroking her from her tits to her mound of hair. She began applying kisses to her nipples, occasionally sucking them. Then, she reached further and delved between her legs, Sandy spread her legs, opening the way as Helen's fingers found her clit and cunt.
Now, while Sandy was inexperienced in working on a woman's sexual equipment, she, herself, had been totally explored by two men and she, of course, knew what they had done and what had turned her on. She had applied what had been done to her, obviously to good effect. It turned out that Helen, despite being married for some years, had no such experiences to draw on. Apparently, hard as it is to believe, Richard had done almost nothing in what might be called foreplay. Their sexual endeavors basically were made up of her opening her legs and him attempting to insert his half-hard cock into her cunt. There was no fondling, no fingering...well, really, no anything! The only time she touched his cock was when she reached down to direct it into her frequently unlubricated hole. That sounds ridiculous, but sex was, at best, a peripheral part of their relationship. She admitted that she sometimes wanted more, but she accepted his lack of interest in return for an otherwise very good marriage.
So, she moved between Sandy's legs and, as Sandy had before, saw a cunt for the first time. She, as said before, was much less experienced than Sandy: she had played with her own clit to achieve her only, inadequate, orgasms, but that was the extent of it. She had seen diagrams of female genitalia, but seeing it in real life was wholly different. As her own cunt had been when worked on, Sandy's was fully aroused, the clit standing there in its little boat, the lips beneath swollen and pulled back, revealing the opening into which a cock was supposed to go.
Helen hesitated a moment, never have even considered what she was prepared to do. After a moment, she lightly massaged the clit with her finger tip, knowing that most of the excitement flows from that little organ. Finally, she leaned down and flicked her tongue over the clit and gently sucked on it, eliciting a slight encouraging surge upward from Sandy. Then, gathering her courage moved downward running her tongue between the lips, tasting the lubrication there. She didn't know what to expect, but found it anything but distasteful – in fact, the flavor really was quite neutral and the feeling was sort of sensual. (Any qualms that Sandy might have had about taste, etc. had been allayed by the fact that both Mack and Frank had no complaints.) Relieved, even if subconsciously so, she vigorously used her tongue all over the area, even probing the cunt hole with it.
She wasn't sure that she could bring herself to go the next step, but she thought, "She did it to me and it felt wonderful – and I know it's clean!" Before she could change her mind, she let her tongue go down past the perineum to Sandy's asshole and began licking. She was rewarded by Sandy's obvious pleasure as her hips rose, pushing up against her tongue. At the same time, Helen stroked Sandy's cunt and flicked her tongue against her clit. Again following the way Sandy had worked on her, Helen pulled away and slipped her finger into Sandy's cunt, lubricating it and, then, pushed it slowly into her ass. She returned to licking and sucking while finger-fucking her ass until even to her inexperienced senses, she knew that Sandy was close to orgasm. Withdrawing from her asshole, she began finger-fucking her cunt while concentrating on the clit as Sandy began writhing around and bucking upward as she went off. As Helen had before, she arched up, holding herself rigid against Helen's pressing face.
They collapsed together, both breathless and sexually satisfied. As their heartbeats gradually returned to normal, they looked at each other, both having a hard time believing what they had just done. They each felt strangeness and a bit of embarrassment, but that soon passed and they were elated when they finally calmed down. Sandy was the first to speak, smiling as she said, "Well, I guess that proves that we are bisexual – I still want Mack's cock in me, and I assume that you do to, so we're not lesbians, but we're damn sure not completely straight!"
"I really love you and I love what we just did, but I wish that Mack was here right now! Isn't that something? Telling what I guess is my female lover that I would like her husband, my male lover, to be here and screw me! Even more, it's totally shocking that little non-sexy me can say that – and mean it! Gods, how I've changed in these few days!"
"Well, I can say with complete honesty that I never had an erotic thought about another woman and I always have been jealous of the idea of Mack with another woman – but I love you as my dearest friend and sister and, now, as a lover. And, for some reason I don't understand, I really am happy that you and Mack are lovers! Damn, this is weird!
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When I returned home from the conference, Helen was already gone but Sandy described in detail the wonderful time that they had had. They had been close before, but the intense sexual activity had drawn them much closer, as would be expected. It was clearly three days of intense bonding. It was fascinating to hear all of Sandy's report, but the most surprising thing of to me was the total lack of sex in Helen's marriage. I found it hard to believe, particularly when Sandy talked about Richard's use of groupies when someone as pretty and sexy as Helen was his wife. However, the one thing that she did not include in her description of Helen and Richard's marriage was the question of Helen becoming pregnant and the impending test of his intentions. As she explained later, she wanted to see how that played out before we discussed it.
As I said, the three days were a time of closeness, but it turned out that there was one element of the bonding between Sandy and Helen that astounded me when I heard of it. This obviously was not new and had occurred over the months since Helen started visiting us, but it was a total surprise to me - and not a pleasant one. It was a couple of weeks after I got back. Richard was on a long flight and layover and Helen was returning for another visit. We had had a problem with the jets on the Jacuzzi and I casually commented that I had better get it fixed before she arrived. Sandy's replay astounded me. "Don't worry about it for now. We'll be having our periods about that time.
My response, on a topic which men tend to avoid, was, "Damn it, what lousy timing - wait a minute, 'our' periods! When did this become a joint thing? Do you plan it together?"
"No, dear, we don't plan it, it just happens. I know that you ignore that subject, but Helen and I have matched for the last two cycles - what's the term? Oh yes, 'menstrual synchrony.' Women who live together tend to have their periods at the same time. Helen and I matched to the day after two months in Spain, and we picked right up after she started coming here regularly. Apparently we are together enough to trigger the synchronization. It's not a planned joint activity, it just happens. Sorry about that!"
Men tend to be disgruntled when informed that the most significant part of a woman's anatomy will be "out of order" even if they understand the physical process causing it. In my case, it was particularly annoying because it seems reasonable to believe that if you have two women, they should stagger the "events" so that one is always available! Saying that "it just happens" doesn't make it fair! Note: I make no claim to being logical about this!
After saying all that, however, I have to admit that it all turned out pretty well in this case - their cunts were unavailable, but their hands and mouths still worked. I ended up naked in bed with two very attractive, semi-nude women, one on each side, one playing with my very hard cock and the other fondling my balls. It was a situation much to be desired, two mouths and four hands at my service!
Probably the most surprising experience of that time together was hearing my wife giving instructions on how I liked my equipment worked on. She demonstrated how to stroke the shaft and gave detailed instructions on how to handle the balls. It was amusing and, at the same time, exciting, as I listened to her almost giving a lecture, for I had no idea as to how well she had studied me. This was particularly true when she gave a practical demonstration.
She was working her hand up and down on my cock with her right hand while massaging my balls with her left. I was concentrating on the sensation, approaching the critical point when I heard her instruct Helen, "See, as he gets closer, the balls tighten up. When they are loose, they are very tender and must be handled very carefully and, sometimes, that's all he wants. But as they tighten, they are much less sensitive and they can be squeezed and slapped and he likes that. You'll learn with experience. Normally when Mack's balls are really tight, he likes them slapped hard and, if he lifts up toward your hand, you can really smack them. You have to watch his reaction, and, rarely, if he holds them up high, like he is now, really slap them. At that point, he will be ready to erupt, so take the cock in your mouth and gently suck and swallow."
I erupted and she swallowed. She was giving up the secrets she had learned over the years, cues that I gave without realizing it. I really was surprised, hearing how carefully she had studied my reactions, but I realized that I had done much the same thing with her - knowing just what to do and when to do it to maximize her pleasure. Still, it was touching to hear. It was also evident that she expected Helen to be a real part of our love making and that she clearly welcomed her. She was actually giving lessons!
It was a pleasant two days with two women taking turns working on me. I reciprocated by kissing tits and sucking nipples and the two women did the same, but I was the center of attention. Sandy demonstrated how to perform felatio, her head bobbing up and down while playing with by balls, again swallowing when I exploded in her mouth. When alone, we didn't do a whole lot of that, but the threesome somehow made it more exciting. That certainly was true when Helen proved that she had learned the lesson and, for the first time, had a cock come in her mouth and she tasted male cum. She instinctively pulled back a bit when I came, but resolutely stayed there until the last drop went down her throat. It was, of course, a major step for her.
Another such step took place the following afternoon. Contrary to what this account of our sexual activities might suggest, we did have classes to be taught and administrative duties to carry out, so we weren't involved in sex the entire time. On that second day, I once again got home before Sandy and was greeted by Helen with a very loving kiss. She hugged me and asked, "Would you be interested in doing something before Sandy comes home?"
Not too surprisingly, I thought that was a very good idea. Shortly afterwards, I was nude on the bed and a bare breasted - well, "maiden" is the wrong word, but you know what I mean - was sitting beside me, grasping my cock and industriously working it up and down. Her other hand, as instructed by my wife, was massaging my balls. Happily, she had learned the lesson and her handling of the balls became more aggressive as my arousal mounted. She seemed to know, without real experience, when was the right time to start slapping them. The whole situation was such that whatever restraint I might have had over my emotions vanished and I just began surging upwards as I approached orgasm. At just the right moment, just before my climax, she brought her hand back and hit my balls hard and took my cock in her mouth just as I came. I think that my hips were six inches off the bed, my cock driving forward into her mouth in one of the biggest orgasms I can remember.
I collapsed backwards on the bed as she kept my cock between her lips as it softened in her mouth. At that moment, we heard Sandy come in downstairs and, as she had last time, she called out, "Where is everybody?" This time the answer was different.
"We're up here in the bedroom! Come on up!"
"What a scene to come home to! My sister, half naked, on the bed with my completely naked husband, obviously engaged in some depraved act!"
Helen replied, "We're not engaged in any such act! We just finished! Now I'm waiting to find out if I learned the lesson you taught me!"
"Sandy, dear, you are an excellent teacher. Your pupil performed magnificently! You can give her an A+ in cock sucking! Actually, you may have some competition - she's good!"
So, despite not having the opportunity to screw either of the two women during that visit, it was very enjoyable for me and, it appeared to be for them, also. I wasn't aware of a crisis looming between Helen and Richard, but as I learned later, our activities served to take Helen's mind off of the coming test. She clearly was badly hurt by his preference for sex with other women while, seemingly, still loving her in a nonsexual way. Fortunately, her relationship with us kept her from dwelling on it all the time. She and Sandy talked quite a bit during that visit, but that seemed to be of no great significance since they always did that, although there was a lot of "private" conversations. For me, unaware of the currents swirling around me, I was concerned only with our own attempts at inseminating Sandy, not whether Richard could do the same thing for Helen. I was due for a shock!
About two weeks later the time had come for Sandy and me. The semester and classes were over, leaving only some exams to grade and papers to read. Both schools were on the same schedule, so there were no conflicts. We had time to Christmas shop and to attend a few parties, but the critical dates were three days around the 20th of December - the time Sandy had waited for since she began her PhD work. She had her degree, she had an excellent position, the time was ripe to get pregnant, and those were the magic fertile days. Everything was scheduled - get pregnant in December, teach the spring semester before she got too big, have the baby in September with a leave of absence the fall, semester, and start teaching again a year from now. We had deliberately stayed away from sex the past week and now were prepared for an orgy of fucking to start the process.
There was one hiccup in the plan, however. Several days before liftoff, Helen called and asked if it would ok for her to come at what was exactly the wrong time. Calling was normal procedure - she would call and ask permission and we, of course, always said yes. I answered the phone, automatically said yes without thinking and, afterwards, expected Sandy to be upset at not being alone at this special time. I could tell that she was troubled, but I consoled her by promising to give her my full attention. Her response surprised me.
"No, honey, I'm sure that you have enough for both of us. In a way it will be nice to share this special time with her. She can be here at the moment of creation of her godchild." That was a touching thought and I hugged and kissed her in response.
Finally the day, and Helen, arrived. Sandy was out shopping so I let her in, put my arms around her followed by a very affectionate kiss. This was not a casual friend to receive an "air" kiss. She returned the kiss with vigor, but when I pulled back, I thought she looked somewhat timorous, but before I could ask if anything was wrong, Sandy came in. They embraced for a long time and while I put some groceries away, they went up to the bedroom and closeted themselves for this conversation which I learned about later.
******************************************************************
"Oh, Sandy, I'm sorry but I just couldn't stay away."
"I assume that he didn't pass the test."
"No! I put the schedule up on the board a week ago and I saw him looking at it. I honestly don't know what I was hoping for - if he stayed and tried, it would have shown his affection, but probably it would be a failure. If he scheduled another layover, he had to have deliberately avoided another try. Yesterday it seemed that, fortuitously, another pilot wasn't going to be available for a long flight, requiring a layover, so Richard had to replace him. I know that he set it up because I heard him on the phone trading flights. So, here I am."
"Are you sure that this is what you want to do? You can't undo it if you change your mind afterwards."
"Gods, no, I don't want to change my mind. I hate to admit this, because it sounds do disloyal, but I would rather have Mack as the father. I love everything about him and I would be proud to have a baby by him. The real question is, how do you feel? Your husband impregnating another woman!"
"You're not just another woman, honey. We both love you and I have absolutely no hesitation in this!"
"What about Mack? Shouldn't we let him know what's going on? Would he be unhappy if I get pregnant by him?"
"I've been thinking about that for, to tell you the truth, I really expected this. I know Mack very well, obviously, and I'm certain that he would have absolutely no negative thoughts if he made you pregnant. He probably would enjoy trying to do so if he were certain that you really wanted it and that I approved. I have been going back and forth about it and I think that we should break the news to him after he fucks me the first time."
"Oh, Sandy dear, that would be perfect! I would feel that we had trapped him into something if we didn't tell him before he has me. If for whatever reason he's hesitant, and I think that we could tell, I'll pull back and, maybe, wait till another time or try something else."
"I don't think that there will be a problem. I think that he loves you as much as I do. The three of us just seem to meld together. What there us in him that appeals to me also appeals to you. What there is in me that appeals to him is also in you. That's a bit simplistic, but it seems to fit the relationship. Tonight's the night!"
******************************************************************
I, of course, was totally unaware of what was planned for me and, when the three of us were on the bed, my only concern was putting a massive load of sperm into Sandy and, as they say, knock her up. Still, I had two naked women with me, one on each side, so, before the main event, I fondled two sets of tits, sucked on four nipples and, in general, enjoyed the company. At the same time, two hands played with my cock and balls. As would be expected, it wasn't long before I mounted my wife, penetrated her deeply and began the age-long process of impregnation. After a week of denial, it didn't take long until both of us were lost in movement toward orgasm. I was plunging in more and more rapidly, pounding her cunt, while she was humping up toward me, welcoming the blows on her clit and pubic bone. The end came as I wedged myself against her and deposited the potent sperm into her deepest recesses. We held tightly together, cock in cunt, before, sated, we fell apart.
Exhausted by both our exertions and the relief of tensions, we lay there quietly, three of us side by side. It was sort of weird having a third person there after such a significant moment. Of course, the three of us had been like that before and I had screwed both women when the other was present, but this was different. There is a real psychological difference between casual sex and deliberate insemination of a woman.
Nearly an hour went by and hands began to stray. Helen's tits were like magnets and fingers began teasing my cock which began to rise. Helen rose up and leaned over me to put her nipple in my mouth. Sandy, my now possibly pregnant wife, began a more determined massaging of my cock, causing it to rise. Anticipating that she wanted another deposit to send more to her womb, I was surprised when she pulled away and dropped a bombshell.
"Now, dear, you may have started a process by which you, we hope, become a father. However, your work us not done. Remember when I told you that our periods are synchronized? Well, you may not have made the connection, but that means that our fertile times are synchronized also. There's another fertile womb beside you that needs your attention so that you can become a father twice on the same night. Give Helen a baby, too!"
Helen looked up at me with the most loving expression on her face and said, "Please fuck me Mack. Make me pregnant too!"
I have absolutely no idea as to what went through my mind, if anything, at that moment. I'm sure that my mouth hung open as I stared into emptiness. I certainly had not made the connection about synchronization and, if I had, that would, in no way, have told me that Helen would want me to impregnate her and, if she did, that Sandy would be urging me on. The whole thing was just beyond comprehension.
Yet, there was Helen on her back with her legs raised and parted, her cunt open and ready. There, also was Sandy, smiling encouragingly. Regardless of the logic of the situation, my cock seemed to have ears, for it was suddenly at full mast, ready for action. Hesitantly, I looked at Helen and asked, "Are you sure?"
"Please!"
I quickly looked over at Sandy, got a clear, smiling, assurance and took the irrevocable act of sinking my rigid cock into Helen's beckoning cunt and began to fuck her. I had fucked her before, of course, but the knowledge that she was fertile and unprotected and that she wanted me to impregnate her galvanized me. I plunged in and out of her with a driving force that almost crushed her down into the bed. However, she met me with an almost equal force surging back up. I think that the unique circumstances pushed us both past our normal reserves, and when I erupted within her, we hung together, grinding against each other, getting the most out of mutual orgasms.
As I pulled out of Helen and lay beside her, Sandy said, "My god, that should have done something! You two were like a machine, a fucking machine. One thing is sure, Helen, Mack's sperm is headed for you womb! We may have two pregnant women here but we have two more days to make sure and Mack and his cock are going to be worn out!"
"Ok, I'm willing to do the dirty work and make a valiant try to knock you both up at the same time! However, I want to know what the hell is going on! With my wife's permission, I'll certainly will enjoy trying to get you pregnant, but why? Why me?"
For the next twenty minutes, Helen recounted the long, unfortunate story she had related to Sandy, ending with, "For whatever reason, Richard can screw these other women, but he can't get hard enough to get into me. Obviously, it's not physical. I've done everything I can, but he's avoiding even trying. As I told you, he even said that maybe I should try artificial insemination. I'm not going to do that. I want someone I love to impregnate me and that's you! Now we'll see what happens!"
The following two days were a time of love making rather than the orgy I had predicted. There is something very different from normal recreational sex and sex with a purpose. The knowledge that both women were unprotected and fertile and were welcoming my sperm to impregnate them seemed to give me more energy and desire. As would be expected, the women were more eager, more passionate - on a mission rather than just another session of sex. They were more vocal, particularly in expressing their love for me and each other.
Sandy and Helen didn't simply lie there on the bed waiting their turn to be bred. For the first time ever I saw true female-female sex - not the practiced, routine sex of the porn videos, but real love making. It wasn't intended for that purpose, but watching them certainly helped revive my own passion. On occasion they went the whole way with each other and that really fired me up, but another unexpected act had a potent effect.
Following what seems to be a common practice, a pillow was placed under the hips of the woman who had just been screwed to, supposedly, keep the sperm deep inside and heading for the womb. One time, after Helen and I had intercourse - actually, that word seems more appropriate when it's done for this purpose - she had her legs still raised as Sandy was putting the pillow in place. Her cunt was exposed with the lips coated with a mixture of my cum and her lubrication. Spontaneously, Sandy leaned down between her legs and began licking the area and, even, going between the lips. Then she reached over and cleaned the combined residue off of my cock. Somehow those erotic, probably lewd, acts were exciting to all of us, and both women continued the practice from then on. Actually, I guess it was an orgy in some ways



Looking back on those three days, I'm still surprised at my stamina. I have no idea just how many times I came in my two women, but there certainly was no doubt that each of them received more sperm that I would have ever conceive of producing. I call them my two women because that is exactly what they were. An outsider would have had no way to determine which was my wife and the other the other woman. There was no jealousy, no competition - it was almost as if they were a single individual in two bodies. I came in each of them equally, they made love while I rested, and both treated me as their husband. For practical purposes, I had two wives.
Obviously, other things went on those three days other than sex. We showered (two together usually, without any rule about which two), we ate, we even went shopping and ate out. Most significantly, we did a lot of talking. We learned far more about the travails that had caused Helen to shy away from men and sex. but also how she could feel herself opening up and blooming as her relationship with, first, Sandy, and then me, expanded her horizons. There was much less to tell about Sandy and me, but I was somewhat surprised at first as to how Sandy opened up about her affair with Frank.
She had told Helen about Frank before, but she seemed really to enjoy talking about it to an appreciative audience. Helen listened with rapt attention without a hint of disapproval. She was particularly curious about the time at Virginia Beach and on the Cape. It was fun listening as Sandy relived her experiences. Helen accepted my role with equanimity, saying how wonderful I was to let Sandy be so free. That was particularly when Sandy made a point that it was I who suggested the three days on the Cape. Actually, the only thing that seemed to shock her was when Sandy, for some reason, mentioned anal sex.
"Oh my god, did you actually do that?"
"We did it several times the last two days. It didn't hurt at all, and it felt very good. Mack and I had done it before and we've done more of it since." Then, with an impish grin, "You'll have to try it!"
Helen hesitated a moment and then, looking at me with a smile, she replied, "I probably shall."
Those were fun conversations and definitely the intimacy drew us closer together, but all the things we talked about and did were mere sidelines to the real mission. We "worked" hard at it and by the time Helen departed for home, we were all pretty worn out, but hopeful. There was something additional, however. If we had been close before, it was nothing like it was now. I spoke before of the bond that existed between Helen and Sandy, but what they had shared over those three days welded them together far more deeply. In addition, I was now part of that bond and it felt that I really did have two wives.
Of course the question of Richard's place in this had been raised and it was not an issue. Helen made no secret of her love for me, but she was committed to Richard and their marriage. I had absolutely no problem with that - it seemed right. As we had seen with Frank and Sandy, you can love two people and you choose your path. As she had said many times, with the exception of sex, her relationship with him had been very happy and she expected it to remain so. The only problem was that sex was of no interest to her before, but it certainly was now. But her visits to us could give her the sex she now wanted and she could be happy with Richard for everything else. She admitted that she still was frustrated with his ability to have sex with other women but not her, but she now had her own outlet.
We also speculated about how she would break the news of her pregnancy to him if she was "knocked up," but she hoped that the artificial insemination story would be accepted. As she said, she felt absolutely no guilt by lying in this situation. So, the only thing then was to wait and hope!
The approximately two weeks till they would know something dragged on forever. Fortuitously, Richard had a long flight scheduled when the time approached, so she was with us to suffer through the agony of waiting. She had arrived at the critical time, maybe a day late in starting her monthly period. Two more days passed and they, actually we, hoped but were afraid to hope. Finally, desperate to know something, we drove to a drug store and the bought two pregnancy test kits and brought them home. Afraid, but eager, they went into separate bathrooms, peed on the test strips and, almost at the same instant, cried out in joy, "I'm pregnant!!"
The next few minutes were filled with hugs and kisses - two mothers-to-be but only one father-to-be! My two lovely women were both pregnant by me! I'm sure that the situation is not unique, but it was still astonishing. It was not the result of a wild party or orgy. It was two wonderful women who wanted me to father their child! I'll admit that at that moment I was as happy and proud as I could be. We were, of course, unbelievably lucky, for some couples try, month after month, for the woman to become pregnant and, unfortunately, some never make it. We were two for two the first month! In a way, again, we had won the lottery! I, needless to say, insisted that the result was caused by my extraordinarily potent sperm!
Of course, they would wait some time, and a doctor's confirmation, before any announcements, but the test strips presumably didn't lie. Sandy immediately called our doctor and made appointments (Helen had no doctor as yet) far enough ahead and they waited the next two weeks, in a sort of limbo. I waited at home, worrying, of course, but my trepidation ended as I saw the two beaming faces as they came into the house. They both rushed to hug and kiss me and sputter out the obvious news that they were, in fact, pregnant and that both were in excellent health. Euphoria ruled! I had knocked up two women, probably the same night, and we were all ecstatic!
So, Sandy headed home, pregnant by a man not her husband. She was prepared to make the announcement shortly after she arrived, but she found a voice mail saying that the layover was being extended for three more days because of a problem with the plane's engine. That, of course, merely gave her more time to worry about if the artificial insemination story would hold.
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We were sitting in our study, getting ready for the new semester that would start shortly when we received a call from Helen saying that something totally unexpected had happened and she would see us tomorrow. She wouldn't say another word because she just couldn't explain it over the phone. We were shocked, of course, and Sandy, who had talked to her, said that she sounded all wound up and was almost incoherent. It seemed obvious the news of her pregnancy had not gone over well. We pointlessly speculated as what had happened and what was going to happen, but all we did was worry ourselves more.
The following morning, we waited nervously for Helen, not believing that any news she brought would be good. Fortunately, classes hadn't started yet, so we could wait together. Finally, at almost 11:00, Helen's car came up the drive and we rushed to greet her. As she got out of the car, she had the most indecipherable expression on her face. We hurried to her, asking, at the same time, "What happened, what's going on!"
"Let's go inside do I can explain what happened from the beginning." We did just that, our curiosity killing us. We sat down in the living room, literally on the edge of our seats as she spoke. "Ok, I got home and found the message that Richard wouldn't be there for three more days. That was a very long layover, but I assumed, as he said, that there had been a plane engine problem, so I didn't think much of it. Anyway, he came in and greeted me with a kiss on the cheek as he always did, but he seemed quite perturbed. We sat down in the living room and I decided to break the news to him immediately and get it out of the way, so I said, "Richard, I have something very important to tell you and I hope you'll be happy."
"Before I could break the news, however, he interrupted and said. 'I have something to say first and I don't think that you will like it or be happy.' I, of course, was shocked and filled with foreboding, but I had absolutely no idea what he could be talking about. All I could think of was that somehow he knew that I was pregnant and also knew that it wasn't artificial insemination. Before I could react, he went on. 'We have a serious problem as you know. You very badly want a baby and I have been totally unable to provide you with one. I know that you've been hurt that I have been able to have an erection with others, but not with you. I assure you that it has nothing to do with you. We've had what I believe has been a very happy marriage, but I've been living a lie for the last two years. Contrary to what you've been assuming, I haven't been with a bunch of female groupies or attendants. The truth I've hidden from you is that I'm gay! I tried to hide it from myself when we married and for a year afterwards, but you are what you are, and I'm gay!'
"I looked at him in astonishment and the whole thing came into focus. Right from the beginning he couldn't get hard with me and I just assumed that it was our mutual lack of interest in sex! I'm sure that I sat there with my mouth hanging open, not saying a word about the bombshell he had just landed on me. He just stared at me, waiting for my response and I just didn't know what to say. What do you say to an announcement like that!
"Finally, I was able to collect myself to ask, 'Why are you telling me this now? You've hidden it for two years. Why now? Is it because you can't give me a baby?' That obviously was not the time to give him my bombshell.
"That's when he delivered the second part of his shocking news. 'No, Helen, that's only a part of it. There was a man I met while I was in the service and we were very close the last year while I was stationed in Okinawa - that is, when we were in Okinawa. I've seen him each time I've flown to any of the Asian cities. He's come to the U.S. and I've been with him for the last three days. We were together on a number of times when I told you I would have a long flight with a layover. Helen, I still love you as a friend, but I want to be with him permanently. I can't stand this sneaking around and living a lie. I want us to get a divorce so I can be happy and you can find a man to give you what you want.'
"I was in shock, as you can believe. I didn't tell him my news. I didn't need that complication. You know, I feel a little foolish that I never suspected a thing. I guess it was because there was no sudden change in our relationship. In retrospect, it seems like such an obvious explanation for everything, but, it's the usual 20/20 hindsight. Anyway, that's my news."
We hadn't interrupted her through that long statement, seeing that she had to get it all out. To say that we were shocked would be an understatement, of course. We both, in turn, hugged her and held her, but not knowing what to say to comfort her. The obvious question was, "How do you feel and what are you going to do now?"
Her response, basically, was that she didn't know. First, she said that there were no recriminations. She was surprisingly calm and she accepted the situation as not a reflection on herself. Fortunately, we have come to accept that a person's sexual orientation is not a matter of choice and, she admitted, reluctantly, that she was relieved to find that he wasn't rejecting her for another woman. Even the thought of divorce didn't hit her as hard as she would have expected. She also admitted that with her eyes open to the pleasures of sex, a sexless marriage actually didn't appeal to her as it once had. In addition, she wasn't facing the world alone as she would have if this had occurred a year ago.
So, there was a sense of loss. A relationship that, overall, had been happy, was gone, but she wasn't being dropped into the abyss of loneliness. She had friends she loved and loved her, she was pregnant and the world wasn't dark. They had talked in a civilized manner - much better than Richard had feared I assume - and peacefully settled things which can lead to animosity and, even, hatred and long court battles. That made it easier for Richard to agree to send her a guilt-free percentage of his pay for the next ten years and she to agree to an uncontested, no fault divorce. Subject to lawyers wrapping up the agreement, it was a peaceful dissolution of what for several years had been a happy marriage.
Helen sat there with a sad look on her face, not surprising under the circumstances, of course. She was very quiet after the story had been told and we had reacted. Finally, after several long minutes, she broke her silence. "You know, I've been sitting here thinking about what went on between Richard and me about all of this. We talked about an hour, as I said, very calmly and civilized and that bothers me in a way. Like our marriage, there was no passion. Neither us seemed to feel a major loss. We were good friends who had been together and enjoyed ourselves, but it was time to say goodbye. I didn't shed any tears, but it was sad to see it end, almost like saying goodbye to college friends as each went their own way, probably never to see each other again. I loved Richard, but it was like love for a high school sweetheart - feeling deep and intense at the time, but with more time revealing how shallow it was. I guess I'm sad that the ending didn't hurt more. Thank heavens I didn't get pregnant sooner! I don't know what that complication would have meant.
"The amazing, and scary, thing about all of this is that if Richard had come to me two years ago and said that he was happy with our marriage, but that he was gay and sex between us wasn't interesting to him, I might well have shrugged it off. I wasn't interested in sex either, so if he had outside affairs with men rather than female groupies, it might not have bothered me. It was only my desire to be a mother that would have been a deal breaker between us. In fact, I don't know what I would have done even now: if he hadn't wanted a divorce and he accepted my pregnancy, would I have stayed with him since I have you two? Fortunately, I didn't have to face that traumatic decision! At least, Richard made that decision for me!"
It was all wrapped up quickly. It was an uncontested divorce with everything settled before filing. Their lawyer did his work, the papers were signed, there was a brief hearing before the court, followed by a nostalgic kiss goodbye and the marriage was effectively over. Their condo had been rented furnished so there was no physical property to dispose of. Clothes and personal possessions had been packed and the separation was complete. Of course, we invited Helen to move in with us until she decided what to do. Actually, I think we all knew at that time that the move was likely to be permanent.
Sandy and I talked about the situation, and it quickly became clear that we both, in fact, liked the idea of Helen moving in with us on a long term basis. It may seem odd that a couple which was so concerned with privacy that they forbore the income from renting out their mother-in-law suite just to ensure it, would now lessen that privacy to invite someone else to live with them. However, we each, independently, came to the conclusion that Helen enhanced our relationship and, surprisingly, it wasn't because of sex - not that sex didn't help. Why? It would be hard to explain verbally, but we both just enjoyed having her there.
We told her that, and I'm sure that she accepted that she was welcome, but it's hard to convey just how dedicated we were to her. We wanted to make our commitment to a permanent relationship with her more explicit and concrete. So, Sandy and I drove into the city and visited a jewelry store to make a very significant purchase - something very precious for Helen. Our first item was a diamond engagement ring and we selected one very similar to the one I had given Sandy years ago. Oddly enough the other was more difficult - a wedding band that matched Sandy's exactly. We finally had to place an order to get an exact duplicate and, when it arrived, we had Helen-Mack-Sandy (alphabetical order), engraved inside. To the quizzical eyes of the clerk, Sandy said, with a straight face, "It's a second marriage with three children." A week later, we picked up the two rings and went home to Helen.
The three of us were sitting in the living room, watching the end of a TV program. I turned the set off, took the box with the engagement ring out and Sandy said, "We know that you didn't get an engagement ring because of your sudden marriage and you finger looks empty, so we got you this."
Helen opened the box and her eyes got big. "Oh, it's beautiful! It's so wonderful of you two! I've always wanted a ring and Richard just never thought of getting me one. Oh, I'm so glad he didn't for this means so much more! Mack, please put it on me!" I took it and slid in on her finger next to her wedding ring and she raised her hand and let the light hit it and she suddenly realized that it was almost a duplicate of Sandy's. "Oh, Sandy, it's like yours! I could cry!" Her face was wreathed in smiles as she said it, but the emotion was real.
"It was as close as we could find, honey! Now Mark is engaged to you just as he was to me years ago."
At that point I asked her to put it on without her wedding ring to see it by itself. Without thinking, she did as I asked. However, before she could put the engagement ring back on her bare finger, I held out the second ring box and said, let's put this one on first. I opened it and showed her the new wedding ring. Taking it out of the box, Sandy and I, holding it together, slipped it on her finger, saying, in unison, "With this ring, we thee wed!"
Helen sat there, stunned, her face expressionless, unable, at first to comprehend what was happening. Suddenly she burst into tears as she dived forward and tried to embrace us both. She was totally incoherent as she tried through her tears to express her joy and her love for us. Sandy started crying with her and, I'll admit, several very sentimental tears formed in my eyes. I have no idea how long that very moving period lasted, but it unquestionably was one of the most emotional moments of my life.
The tears finally dried up, but the radiant smile on Helen's face just wouldn't go away. "I honestly think that this is one of the happiest moments of my life, maybe the happiest. This is a wedding that means more than you can imagine. It may not be recognized in law, but I wouldn't trade it for the biggest church marriage in the world. I really feel married to both of you. Now Mark really has two wives! Oh, I love you so much!"
One thing was certain. The emotions she expressed were clearly sincere and were returned by us in equal measure. Of course, the tears flow again, briefly, when she saw that the ring was an exact duplicate of Sandy's and, again, when she saw the engraving! Finally, she proudly put the engagement ring on with it, displayed her hand and just glowed with pleasure. We then retired to our bedroom where we happily consummated the new marriage - several times over. Male-female with each, female-female twice. When you add licking, sucking and a considerable amount of manual manipulation, it was a consummation of epic proportions. And very satisfying!
It was amusing, and touching, to see Helen's delight in her new rings. Somehow she managed to have her left hand on display far more often than was necessary. It was also interesting when the three of us sat at a booth, me on one side of the table, the women on the other. If, as both of them regularly did, they rested their hands on the table, I would see those near duplicate sets of rings across from me. My two wives!
However, giving Helen those rings was more than a just a romantic gesture. For both of us, it was a commitment that she really was a part of our family and would be living with us permanently. I'm sure that part of her emotional display was because she knew that the rings represented that commitment.
So, the emotional aspect of Helen living with us was complete, but the physical living arrangements still had to be worked out - and that was going to create difficulties. As Sandy pointed out, "With Helen coming here for two of three days at a time, we had no space problems. She brought an overnight bag or a small suitcase. There's a nice sized closet in her room, but she'll be bringing all her clothes and other possessions! They'll never fit in that space!"
Helen nodded, agreeing, "I hate to such a problem, but Sandy's right. I have a lot of clothes and other things still waiting in the condo. Some I can store, of course, but that will still leave a lot." She looked at me and added, "I'm afraid that I'm going to be more of a burden that you expected!"
"Probably, but you may be worth it! I'll let you how you can pay me for my trouble." The last was said with a leer and a wink! "I hadn't gotten to the question of space arrangements, but I think that we most likely can make things work. There's plenty of space because these rooms are very large. As I remember, before the house was remodeled, there were six small bedrooms on this floor and now there are only four. I'll meet with the contractor who did the work and see what he thinks we can do."
Two days later, I presented them with the proposal we had come up with. "What he thinks we can do is shrink the two rooms a bit and add a big walk-in closet in the bigger room, the one facing the back yard across from ours. It's almost as big as our master bedroom. He proposes taking four feet off of that room, include the three feet making up the present closet plus taking five feet off of Helen's present room. That's a twelve-foot walk-in closet and the smaller room will still be twelve by fifteen, which certainly is big enough. Then, he will remove the present bathroom between the two rooms and, in the space from the closet to the outside wall. Then he will add two en suite bathrooms, back to back, each with a window to the side of the house."
The women were thrilled with the plan, with Sandy saying, "My god, Mack, that is perfect. A big closet and private bathroom for Helen and the smaller room is still quite large for a guest room - or a nursery!"
"Oh, yes, Mack, it sounds wonderful! I've never had a room like that anywhere I've lived! But that's going to cost a fortune! I certainly didn't want to cause this much trouble!
"Happily, it's not going to be as expensive as you might think. As he said, moving the walls is simple and, since the plumbing is already there, even the bathrooms aren't that bad. The only real expense is for the new fixtures. I think that Sandy will agree that you are worth a few plumbing fixtures! Anyway, he promises to have the whole thing done in a month if he can get the fixtures ordered right away. I told him that you two would see him tomorrow and select the things you want."
So, our top floor was disrupted and Helen's new room was unavailable for a month. She moved downstairs to the ground floor (technically the basement but, as I said before, it is open to the outside on three sides) into the mother-in-law suite. We had originally thought that she might like to stay there since it really was a very nice small private apartment, but she wanted to be on our level. With babies coming, that really made sense.
In any case, the contractor lived up to his promise - the winter being his slow season helped - and soon Helen was absolutely thrilled as she moved into, as she said, the nicest place she had ever lived. I assure you that she did her best to thank us - both verbally and physically! So, the three of us lived together as man and wives. The following weekend, we used a U-Haul trailer to remove the last of Helen's things from the condo, end the rental contract, turn in the keys and make the final move to her new home.
With Helen there all the time as opposed to two or three day visits, life changed in many ways. As I said several times, for all intents and purposes, I had two wives. Helen had her room, her private space, but she frequently was in our bed with any combination of two or three. In addition to those occasions, the value of having a second wife was demonstrated two weeks into the semester when Sandy and two others took advanced Spanish classes on a field trip to New York to visit the Spanish consulate and the U.N. Normally, when Sandy was on a trip I would read, watch a movie on TV or just do school work. This time was very different! One wife was out of town, but the other was home. I came in from class on Friday and was met at the door by a smiling Helen who greeted me with a kiss, just as Sandy always did.
It was mid-afternoon, but not long afterwards, we were upstairs on the bed, completely nude. It was strange being there with Helen but without Sandy. It was strange being alone with each other like that, but it did add a very pleasant spice of depravity even if it really wasn't cheating. We were very comfortable with each other despite the newness of the situation for, by then, we knew each other's body and desires.
I kissed her a few times while fondling and squeezing those superb breasts, saying, "I love your tits! They feel so good in my hands!"
"As you know, I used to dislike them because of the problems they caused. I think that my whole personality was shaped by my need to hide than. Now, I'm happy with them, at least in part, because you like them. Somehow I don't really care if people stare at them. You know, the first time I met you I really liked you, but what really impressed me was how careful you were not to stare. I know that Sandy warned you, but you were such a gentleman, even when I stopped hiding them when the three of us were alone together. I could tell how badly you wanted to feel them, but you never made a pass at me. After avoiding groping hands with air force pilots, I almost expected it.
"The change in my feelings about you from a friend to something else began that night when Sandy and I decided to let you feel me a little, as she said, to get it out of your system. Even when I sat beside you on the couch, snuggled up against you, you couldn't bring yourself to make a pass at me."



"I was too scared about what would have happened if I did. Sandy would have killed me - at least that's what I thought at the time! You two were setting me up."
"Well, I almost had to pull your hand down on my tit, but it got there and I was prepared to let you get a little feel and, then, do my familiar 'We can't do this' routine with regret in my voice. That's when things changed and I didn't stop you. For the first time in my life, I wanted a man to hold and feel me! I was shocked at myself and terrified about Sandy's reaction. You know what happened then - she approved of what I had done and urged me to do more if I wanted to. I came out in my nightgown without a bra and, with Sandy's help, practically invited you feel me, which you did. I suddenly felt toward you in a way I had never felt for a man. It was actual desire and it was the beginning of the process of falling in love. I understand the difference you make between loving someone and being 'in love' with them, but while I loved Richard, I never got that feeling with him and I did it with you. I love you!"
I was deeply touched and there was nothing I could say to that but I loved her too, just as I loved Sandy. I began kissing and sucking her nipples while ruffling her triangle of hair and tickling her clit. I moved between her legs and she spread and lifted them, offering me her cunt. I began a slow exploration, teasing her clit, barely touching it with my tongue. I gradually increased the pressure and started licking up and down and between the lips. As she began to react I moved pushed her legs higher and ran my tongue back over her asshole, causing her to surge upward. I stayed there, licking and poking the tip of the tongue into the hole, itself.
I moved back up to her clit while sinking my index finger deep into the hole of her cunt, coating with her lubrication. After finger-fucking her for a minute or two, I withdrew from her cunt and inserted the slick finger into her asshole, right to the palm of my hand. She was moving freely by then, twisting and humping upward as much as she could with her legs held up. I put more pressure on her clit and her pubic mound, and, as her climax approached, I moved the finger to her cunt and fucked her with it there. Finally, she erupted, surging upward. I pulled back and used my hand to keep as much pressure as I could on her clit and pubic bone. She was pushing and writhing against my hand, pushing hard against it until, with one last surge, she collapsed and lay there, not moving.
As she slowly recovered and got her breathing under control, she gasped out, "My, god, that was wonderful! I think that you hit every button! I'd love you for that, if nothing else!"
I moved up beside her, leaned down and kissed her and replied, "Glad to be of service. I do that for every lovely, nude woman who gets in bed with me. It keeps them coming back!"
"Well, this one damn sure will be coming back as often as your wife is out of town! Probably when she's in town too! Now, let's see if I can do something about that thing that is sticking up there. I'll see if I can remember the lessons in 'cock-handling' that I learned from that same wife!"
She sat up and pushed me onto my back and, grasping my cock, began sliding her right hand up and down while fondling my balls with her left. As would be expected, I was already aroused and, after two or three minutes, I began moving, slightly, against her hand. To my surprise, rather than continuing to use her hand, she took my cock in her mouth and began bobbing up and down, matching my own movements. She quickly matched my rhythm as she sank down on it as I surged upwards, lightly sucking as I pulled back.
At the same time, she was following Sandy's instructions on handling my balls. As they hardened and shrank upwards, she gradually increased the pressure she put on them. She went from tenderly fondling to squeezing and lightly slapping. She obviously had studied my reaction the last time, and, as I was on the verge of orgasm and my balls were tightest, she went from slapping to actually hitting them. I immediately sent a flood of cum into her mouth and she managed to swallow almost everything, leaving only the corners of her mouth to be wiped dry afterwards. It was as good as any cock-sucking that I had ever received from Sandy and her timing with my balls was perfect.
"Are you sure that you have never done that before, honey? That didn't feel like an amateur to me. Are you sure that you didn't practice on some of those horny pilots when Richard was otherwise involved?"
"Damn, you uncovered my secret life! We service wives had to do something with our spare time! Seriously, Mack, dear, I'm so glad I did it right. I...I'm so afraid that I'll hit your balls wrong. I never touched Richard's balls, but he was accidentally hit once and he was in agony till he recovered. If I hadn't seen Sandy really hit them, I couldn't believe that it wouldn't hurt."
"Oh, believe me, if I got hit, even lightly, when they are normally soft, you would know about it. Every man, I'm sure, is different in their reaction to their balls being handled. Actually, it was Sandy who discovered that when they're really hard, I like for them to be hit. I didn't know it myself! She noticed that as I got more aroused, she could be rougher and that I got more excited. So, we ended up with her hitting very hard just as I went off. Surprisingly, it doesn't hurt at all when I'm at that point. As soon as I finish, however, any additional touching doesn't feel good at all. Of course, it's better to be a little late than a little early when really hitting them. However, you seem to have the instinct. This is twice now and you've been perfect!"
"And I'd better stay that way! Maybe I should practice more!"
"That's a fine idea in general, but I have a better place where I want to cum! We'll get to that, but why don't we get dressed and go get some dinner rather than eating here. I'll celebrate with my new wife - my pregnant new wife!"
I'm certain that there were tears in her eyes as she smiled timorously and replied, "I would absolutely love to have dinner with my new husband. My wonderful new husband!"
She left and went to her room, calling back, "I'll be a while." It was almost an hour before she reappeared, but it was worth it. Her outfit was lovely, but probably the most surprising thing was that it clearly showed off her tits. "I've never worn this in public because I was afraid that it showed too much. I have this cover-up that would make it less conspicuous and I can wear it or not. Which do you prefer?"
"You would look lovely either way, and I think that you should be proud of your figure. I don't mean flaunt it, but don't go out of your way to hide it. You have wonderful tits and this dress shows them in a discreet way.
"All right, dear. I never had the nerve before, but you give me confidence. Now, what do you think of this?" Stepping back a few feet, she reached down, took the hem of her dress and slowly pulled it to her waist, exposing her legs encased in hose held up by a lacy garter belt topped by a matching pair of bikini panties. "I never wore anything like this before, but I got them in a futile effort to get Richard aroused enough to screw me."
"My god, Helen, that should have gotten a eunuch hot. It damn sure affects me! Richard certainly is gay if that didn't work. Let's go before I decide to stay home and have you for dinner!"
It really was fun going into the restaurant, one we used often and where we knew the staff and usually met other people we knew. As we walked in, people looked up and saw Mack and Sandy come in, do a double take and ask themselves, "What the hell happened to Sandy - where did those tits come from?" Actually, Sandy and Helen looked enough alike that it was only on close observation that they realized that this was not the woman they knew. I enjoyed introducing them to Helen Evans, Sandy's twin sister, who was staying with us for awhile. I also got an education on what Helen had gone through. It seemed that all eyes, male or female, locked onto her tits as if drawn by a magnet.
When we got home I confessed to her that I had not remotely realized how annoying people were and just how bad it was for her. Seeing it in action made it more real than just hearing about it. When I said that, however, she surprised me. "You know something? It really didn't bother me tonight and I really don't know why. I know that I still felt that way when we moved here because I hid them under my usual coverings. I think that, maybe, I just feel freer since you and Sandy opened me up in so many ways - boy, is that an understatement! Maybe it was because I was just happy to be out with you. In addition, I really like being introduced as Sandy's sister. Anyway, I wasn't nearly as self-conscious tonight. If they want to stare at my tits, let them!"
"Well, one thing is sure. Everybody in this small town will know that Sandy MacAndrews has a big-titted twin sister staying with her! And, if they looked at your face, they'll say you look alike!"
That night and the next day involved more of that bonding I talk about. Alone, intimate, talking privately, learning things about the other person including sexual preferences and desires - we learned much about each other when alone. She was so like Sandy in many ways, but she, naturally, was very different in others. Actually, they were a complement to each other - one outgoing, the other shy and retiring. Helen was just learning, for the first time in her life, to be caring and loving with another person on more than a casual basis. Of course, she had had that relationship on a non-sexual way with Sandy in Spain, but the sexual element changed things completely. Certainly, having a very intimate relationship with a man was new - despite having been married for years.
It was different for me, too. Being involved with another woman, having sex with her and actually sleeping with her was a new experience. Sandy and I went back to high school days and, suddenly I woke up with another woman in bed beside me! I saw her nude, walking around in panties and bra, dressing in front of me with no self-consciousness - it was, in fact, literally like having a second wife. It was different from Sandy with Frank for that was really an affair. This was an on-going marriage situation, except the sexual intimacy still had an almost illicit element as we explored each other sexually.
As would be expected, there was a considerable amount of regular fucking - mostly the basic man on top, missionary style sexual intercourse, but, once in a while, woman on top - but there were two occasions which were somewhat different. The first was a variation of the use of hands and fingers to bring Helen to orgasm. It was a method that Sandy enjoyed and Helen's reaction to anal play made it seem likely that she would react well to it.
We were lying on the bed, nude, and I was running my hand over her, fondling her tits and fingering her clit and cunt as we talked. After a time, I had her turn over and began to explore the curve of her hips with my fingertips, dipping in between the cheeks of her buttocks and sliding over her asshole into her cunt and back. I moved my whole hand between her legs, running all four fingers through her crotch and over her cunt. I had a tube of KY jelly and put some on my thumb to lubricate it, and, with my fingers flat between her legs, I slid my thumb between the cheeks of her ass and slowly penetrated her asshole until it was completely inserted.
I didn't actually finger-fuck - thumb-fuck? - her ass, mostly just leaving it there while all four fingers worked on her cunt and clit. I held my palm flat and used my fingers to flex up and down as I drew them over the clit and the cunt lips. Soon she was moving with my fingers as she became more aroused and I began to draw my thumb in and out slightly but mostly using its base against the perineum as if I were pulling her asshole toward her cunt. At the same time, my fingertips continued to stroke her cunt. As she moved more vigorously and began surging up and down, I pressed hard on the whole area with stronger emphasis on the clit. With my thumb in her ass and my fingers pressing against her whole crotch, she got pleasure from both areas and just exploded upward in orgasm. Her hips were a good ten inches above the bed, held rigidly against my hand - and, then, she slumped down flat with my thumb still buried in her.
Actually, the process is rather hard to describe, but both Sandy and Helen loved the feeling of the thumb buried in their asses while the fingers played between their legs. A very funny feeling for both of them, and for me, for that matter, was to have my thumb in either her ass or cunt and my index finger deep in the other, holding her as if she were a two-hole bowling ball. It's interesting to feel my thumb and my finger inside her body, actually touching through the membrane separating her cunt from her ass. It brings no specific sexual pleasure, but it's interesting.
I said that there were two sexual variations that we tried, and it will be no surprise that the other involved anal intercourse - or real ass fucking. The surprise here was the fact that Helen actually proposed it! She had been shocked when Sandy had divulged that both Frank and I had used her ass, but, as she acknowledged then, when Sandy suggested that she try it, that she probably would. Saturday morning was the first time that I had wakened up to find a woman other than Sandy beside me. We had sex - fucked - and just lay together continuing our learning process. I thought that I had learned everything that there was to know about Sandy years ago...until her extramarital affair with Frank showed a side of her that I hadn't known existed. Still, I had years of closeness and intimacy with her, but Helen was new with much to learn.
We had sex again in the afternoon, doing various things in addition to screwing. It sounds as if we were insatiable, and, in a way, I guess we were. We would be alone like that many times in the future, but this was the first time. Sandy and Helen had had an opportunity to learn about each other sexually while I was at my conference and certainly had done so. Helen and I now had that same opportunity. It was almost like a honeymoon, the one Helen never had with Richard.
She cooked dinner for us, another first, and by mutual consent without verbal agreement, we retired early, but not to sleep. We were lying there, naked, of course, her lying in my arms, just enjoying being together, knowing that sex was coming, but with no urgency to get started. I was fondling her tits, those tits I had lusted over not long before, when she quietly said, "Sandy told me so much about the sex she had with Frank, particularly during their time alone on the Cape. The first time that they really were alone. There was one thing that they did that surprised me, one that I thought would be painful and...well, I guess...I don't know what to say...crude or something like that. As she described it, however, it seemed that it was extremely intimate to let a man use that part of your body,...your...your ass! Something you would do only with someone you loved. I love you very much, and if you would like to take me that way, I'm more than willing!"
I knew how shocked she had been when Sandy had first acknowledged that Frank had fucked her ass. I kissed her and asked, "Are you sure?"
"Of course I am, dear!" She smiled, nervously, and continued, "I...I have a hard time believing this! Damn, Richard never even got into my mouth or cunt in three years. Now you've had me in both of those places and I want you to have me in my last opening. You really took my virginity in both holes and I want you to have the third! Please put it in gently, honey. I...I'm still a bit scared!"
"Don't worry, sweetheart, it won't hurt. Remember, Sandy said that she liked it." She rolled over on her stomach and raised up as I put a pillow under her to elevate her ass. It really was a pretty ass, so like Sandy's that I wouldn't have been able to tell them apart. Her hips were full and curvy with each cheek just asking to be fondled - or, on another occasion, spanked! I pulled the cheeks apart and, for the first time, looked at the asshole that I had licked and finger-fucked. This time I inserted my finger heavily costed with KY jelly, smeared some on my cock and prepared to penetrate her virgin ass.
Actually, I had no qualms about entering her. The way my thumb went in and the way she reacted made me certain that, once I was in, she would enjoy it. I held the cheeks open again, put the head of my cock at the wrinkled hole, said, "Just relax, honey," and pushed gently into her. There was a brief resistance, and then the sphincter gave way and I was in. I pushed a bit more and began the slow process of penetrating her ass for the first time. There was the normal tightness as I slid in carefully, in an inch, out a half inch at first and, receiving no negative reaction, I went in deeper with each inward move until, finally I was completely buried in her ass. I pulled out about half way and slid back in a few times, paused and asked, "How is it, dear? Is it feeling ok?"
"Oh, honey, it didn't hurt at all! It feels funny, as if I have a log in me but...but, it feels good! Oh, I can't believe it. You're all the way up my ass and I like it! Go ahead and fuck me!"
Naturally, I did just that! I began going in and out of her more vigorously and she confirmed her acceptance by humping back up as I came into her. I could feel my balls hitting against her cunt and she confirmed later that she was aware of the contact. Of course, I had done this before with Sandy - more frequently since Frank reopened her interest in ass-fucking.
This, of course, was the first time I did this with another woman. The act was the same, but psychologically, it was new and different. Anyway, I had my cock buried deeply in Helen's ass and it didn't take long before the inevitable climax approached. Surprisingly, as I was pounding into her rectum, she responded by squirming around as she humped up at me. Her motions were accompanied by moans and a stream of "Oh, oh, oh's" each time my cock plunged into her.
Her response was exciting and triggered my orgasm as I drove into her ass and began jetting cum deep into her bowels. I pulled back in short stabbing plunges three or four times before I just held tightly against her, squirming a bit myself, as my cock expelled its last jets into her, pushing her hips down into the pillow. My arms gave way and I just lay on her back, my deflating cock still in her ass, until I was able to raise up and pull out. As I did do, I saw that her asshole was still dilated and there was a quarter-sized hole going into her ass. I had always just rolled off of Sandy when we finished, but as I watched, I actually saw white cum inside, seeping out as the hole slowly closed. I wished that I had a camera at the time, but, later, on other occasions when I had ass-fucked Sandy, Helen and I were able to watch the phenomena or if Helen was the 'fuckee,' Sandy and I watched. Weird, but interesting!
Helen was amazingly affectionate afterwards. She frankly admitted that she had dreaded being ass-fucked but she really enjoyed it, partially because of the perversity of it. Her biggest pleasure, however, was having me take her, as she said, in such an intimate way. It really meant something to her to give that final virginity to me. It started, in her mind, as a real sacrifice to, as she said, give the man she loved that virginity. To her real surprise, it turned out not to be a physical sacrifice since there was absolutely no pain and since she got great pleasure out of it herself. The principle was the same, however.



When Sandy got home Sunday, she found her husband and her dearest friend and sister (one and the same) bonded together - there's that word again - as if they had been together for years. In a different situation, that could have been the basis for some legitimate jealousy, but in this situation it made her happy to be even more certain that Helen would be completely accepted as a part of our family. Any other woman in the world would have been lucky to get out of the house unscathed, but she saw no threat in this case, just as I had seen no threat in her affair with Frank. We had sex that night, too, but it was three-way, loving sex and I slept with my real wife and was happy about it!
Not long after her return, another event occurred that, in a significant way, changed Sandy and Helen's relationship. The back bedroom, that was now Helen's had been used as a catchall space for things that had no particular place. That included a considerable amount of stuff about which Sandy always said, "I've got to get through all of that and get rid of a bunch of it." Of course, she never did and it just sat there, figuratively, at least, collecting dust. Having to move the things which she had stored for years finally was the spur to get her to actually go through them. Most of the things were papers, "collector's" items, pictures, etc. that had come down to her from her parents. They were the things that children always end up when their parents are gone, things they hate to just throw away, but all too often have no desire to keep, particularly pictures of people they hardly remember if they recognize them at all.
So, one of the tasks Sandy had put off for years was going through a large box of old photos of people she might, or might not, know. They were the types of pictures you can't just discard for fear that they might be valuable in some way, sometime - and, shockingly, this turned out to be one of those times.
They mostly were pictures her parents had taken of relatives and friends in the late 1970's, the 1980's and quite a few later before their deaths in an accident some years ago. Sandy hadn't wanted to face the task of going through them, along with piles of letters, documents, etc., but she forced herself to start. There were black and white and faded color prints, including many of Sandy growing up in the small western Pennsylvania, oddly named, city of Indiana, about fifty or so miles from Pittsburgh, where her father had been superintendent of schools. We all enjoyed those photos of her, of course, but there were far too many other pictures that were older than she, frequently with relatives she could hardly recall or total strangers that she had no way to identify.
However, many of the latter had first names and dates written on the back in her mother's neat handwriting and Sandy always tried to recall if she had heard of the people. She would sit there, repeating the names aloud, trying to see if they triggered a memory. That was particularly the case when she came across a quite large group of pictures of her parents with another couple, some of all four of them and some with just two or three. They obviously were close friends for several were taken in areas that Sandy didn't recognized, presumably when the four of them were out of town together.
Her mother was Sarah and her father went by Jim. The other couple was Jane and Elliot. There were pictures of Sarah and Elliot together, others of Jane and Jim plus other combinations. They were all taken from a few years before Sandy was born to one or two years afterwards. Obviously, Sandy never had met them - unless she was a year or so old - but she did have a faint memory of hearing their names sometime in the past. Attempting to jog that memory, she repeated the names, "Jane and Elliott, Jane and Elliot."
Helen, sitting across from her, reading, suddenly looked up and asked, "What did you say?"
"Oh, I'm sorry, dear, I ran across a whole bunch of pictures of another couple and I was trying to remember where I heard their names. Jane and Elliott."
"Those are my parent's names! Let me see one."
"Here's one of my mother with Elliott."
"My god, Sandy, that's my father! Give me another one!"
"This one is my father with Jane!"
"That's my mother! When were these taken?"
"Like you, I was born in 1984, so around then. What on earth is going on? They obviously knew each other and, apparently, from some of them, were quite close. I don't believe this."
"Do you know where these were taken?"
"Sure, my home town, Indiana, Pennsylvania. A few were other places, but mostly there."
At that point I came into the room, attracted by their excited voices. "What's going on? I heard you two all the way up in the study!
"I was going through all of these old pictures and read the names Jane and Elliott! Those are Helen's parents and they were friends with my parents back in the 1980's. They mostly were taken back in Indiana!"
Helen added, "I never made the connection with it being your home town! It just never came up! My father was an assistant dean at Indiana University of Pennsylvania in Indiana, Pennsylvania before he moved to Evanston and worked at Northwestern. He died in 2005, just after I graduated. Remember, that's why I couldn't be in your wedding. My mother was in bad shape afterwards and I had to stay with her when she moved to San Diego because she had relatives there. She died there eight years ago. So there's no one we can ask about their relationship. This is impossible!"
I quickly made the apparent connection. "No it isn't! What was impossible was for two girls, like you two, to be born at almost the same time and look as much like twins as you two do, without some connection. What this shows is that I'm not the only man to impregnate two women at almost the same time. The obvious fact is that one of your fathers screwed both of your mothers and knocked them both up. Which was the father that did it will likely remain a mystery, but he knocked them both up! It also shows that you two actually are sisters - well, half-sisters, if that matters! You have the same father, whichever one he was."
The two women were stunned by the shocking revelation. They just stared either at each other or just vacantly into space, I couldn't tell which. Finally, Helen blurted out "You've got to be right - it's the only rational explanation...but my father or my mother? It would have had to be one or the other! Either your father screwed your mother and mine, or my father screwed my mother and yours! And, as Mack said, knocked up both of them! And you and I were talking about both of us committing adultery!!"
"Well, there may be ways of discovering which combination it was, but I really don't want to know. One of our mothers got fucked by the wrong father, but I'm glad! It got me a sister that means the world to me, and, if it was your father fucking my mother, I'd say 'Thank you to him.' And, if it was my father fucking your mother, I'd say congratulations!"
At that point, the two of them embraced each other, crying as they shared the same sentiments. Wanting confirmation of their relationship, I got a kit the next day, swabbed their gums and, a week or so later, their DNA confirmed what logic told me - they were very closely related, i.e. sisters! There was the inevitable discussion about whose father was most likely to have transgressed and which mother was most likely to have been seduced, but the pictures remained silent.
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Mathew and Kathleen Thatcher, Matt and Katie, pretty well have it made. They are relatively young, early 30's, good looking and healthy and with a job that is secure and very well paid. In addition, the working conditions hardly can be beat. They are in show business, a hypnosis act that is quite popular, in an almost perfect setting, and, even better, it comes with what is practically a captive audience. Their act, the stage part, at least, is put on no more than twice a week in normal conditions. How do they get such an ideal "gig"? They are a featured act on a cruise ship!
Katie is the on stage performer while Matt serves as manager and agent. They both are very good at what they do. They started out as a fill-in act, short term appearances as needed by the cruise line, but the popularity of their act gave Matt leverage to negotiate contracts, like their present one, that provides them with working conditions and control of their schedule that is the envy of other performers. Instead of living in I-95, the term used to designate the employee living and housing area, they get a suite and they are entitled to all passenger amenities such as pools, bars, food, shows, etc. In addition, when in port or between cruises, they have plenty of time to act as tourists and have seen much of Europe and the Caribbean.
So, during the late spring and summer, they cruise through the Mediterranean with occasional tours to Scandinavia, the British Isles, etc. At end of the season, they have a long "repositioning" cruise (18 or so days) back to the U.S. where the ships will spend the fall and winter travelling through the Caribbean area. However, before embarking for the Caribbean, they take a vacation for a month at their high rise condo in Miami which they had purchased cheaply at the bottom of the recession! In the spring, they take a repositioning cruise back to Europe or fly over and meet the ship there. A tough life!
Katie's role is the public one. She was a pre-med student in college and, after graduation, earned a master's degree in clinical therapy with an emphasis on hypnotherapy. It was there that she learned the theory and practice of hypnosis and found that she had a real talent in that area. Getting the client-patient-customer to relax is the core of hypnosis and she did it very well. It turned out that she was surprisingly successful in group settings as well as in one-to-one situations.
Katie is a physically attractive woman, standing about 5' 9", weighing around 130 pounds. Her breasts are proportional to her height and weight and, while not beautiful, she is good looking, actually quite pretty in non-professional settings. These physical qualities, however, are not the main assets that make her so successful on stage. What really sets her off from others is her stage presence by which she conveys a confidence and competency that causes audiences to be engrossed in her performance and for the volunteers on stage to fall under her influence quite easily. This aura carried over to group and private sessions in which she is also very successful.
It is these other sessions which, taken together with the stage show, makes Katie's services stand out and permits Matt to negotiate excellent contracts. She puts on a very good stage show as "just" a stage hypnotist, a term which sometimes is used condescendingly by critics who say that they are purely entertainers who put on comedy acts or, worse, are frauds. Katie's act is entertainment and, frequently comedic, but she is also a trained hypnotherapist who provides the same services practitioners provide in offices on land. Thus, for a good salary and "room and board", the cruise line is getting an excellent stage performer and a trained professional whose services are in great demand – plus her manager, of course.
Matt knows nothing about hypnosis except what he has gleaned from being with Katie, but, as shown by the contracts he has negotiated, he is excellent in running the non-stage elements of their act. He's about 6' 3", over 180 pounds, and played basketball in college while majoring in business and finance with a minor in sports management. This background turned out to be perfect training as a manager and negotiator and he has made the most of it.
Katie and Matt were going together during her therapy training and she assumed that her work would be in that field. She certainly had never thought of becoming a stage hypnotist. The career change began when she, while entertaining her friends at a party, demonstrated the process of hypnotizing. She was startled to find that almost everyone there succumbed when she tried the standard relaxation method. Both she and Matt had been in theatre productions in college so the idea of creating a show came naturally to them. They gradually worked up an act, went through the usual developmental stages and, ultimately, had a considerable level of success. They married, wanted to travel, submitted their resume to a cruise line and received a contract – without the current level of comforts and respect, of course!
So, as said before, they and their act were well regarded and remunerated. Their regular lives ran smoothly and their sex life was quite acceptable. They were happy with each other and had little need of or desire for external sexual stimulation or temptation. Doing something unprofessional or morally questionable with hypnotism arose in a teasing manner occasionally, but never was seriously considered.
It was about four years ago that things changed. Up until then, their on board life was routine – a show or two each cruise, depending on the cruise needs plus a series of scheduled meeting with groups and private sessions with individuals who had things they needed help on by the use of hypnosis. Actually, as said before, these sessions were as important as the shows because they had tremendous appeal as self-improvement for passengers. There was a wide range of behavioral problems from serious to insignificant – alcohol and drugs, language use, sexual desires, personal habits, etc., etc.
By far, however, the topic that came up most often was the desire to stop smoking and Katie had group and private sessions involving post-hypnotic suggestions to break the habit. That was the issue with one Janine Johnson. She and her husband, Sidney, both in their mid-twenties were very concerned about her fairly heavy smoking habit because they were planning to have children soon and smoking while pregnant and around a baby was a not acceptable.
The couple had been volunteers on stage during the show and had responded strongly to being hypnotized, so they had high hopes for success. However, Sidney privately requested an additional programming from Katie. Janine was a very pretty young woman, only about 5' 1", with a very nice figure, particularly her breasts, and had every logical reason to be self-confident in her appearance. Unfortunately, for some youthful family background reasons, that confidence was missing and she just couldn't go out unless her body was well covered. Katie agreed readily to try to help her with both problems, but they would have to do so in private sessions to maintain confidentiality about the issue. Sidney readily agreed to that and they arranged for the sessions to be in Katie and Matt's suite.
That wasn't unusual. They often held private sessions there, particularly when the client's problem was delicate. Katie came into the suite and said, "Hi, honey. I've arranged to have a session here this evening with Janine Johnson. She needs to stop smoking, but her husband wants me to work on raising her self-confidence, although she doesn't know that yet, so I'll do it here."
"Who's Janine Johnson? Should I know?"
Katie laughed, answering, "Oh, you'll remember her! She's the little blonde with the big tits you couldn't take your eyes off of when she was on the stage!"
"Oh, so that's Janine Johnson! What's her problem? Self-confidence? Doesn't make any sense with her figure."
"Yeah, I know. Apparently she's very shy about showing anything in public and the problem right now is that she can't get herself to wear a bikini out to the pool. Sidney got her to buy one, but she just cannot wear it in public. She always wears matronly suits that are much too old for her and are unattractive. She insists that her body is not good enough, but Sidney says it's something else, something more basic, like a phobia."
"I think that she needs a psychologist, not a hypnotist. I'll tell you what! You get her to show me her tits. I'll tell her how wonderful they are! That should pump her up!"
"I wouldn't mind seeing her half naked myself, but I have a feeling that telling her to take her clothes off so you can compliment her on her tits just might cause her to come out of her trance if I have her in one!"
"I know, but what a waste. We've talked about this before and I keep saying that there should be some way to take advantage of the situation – some way to make them want to show their tits! Remember what I suggested with that big-boobed brunette last cruise? I'll sit in the corner, not moving or saying a word. You tell her that she's all alone. Tell her that she can't see anyone but you. She'll believe anything you tell her when she's under!"
"Sure! Then something happens, she wakes up and sees you and – damn, I don't know what would happen, but it wouldn't be good! Now, aside from your fantasies, the real problem is, as I said, that she has a phobia against being seen in public unless she is well covered. In addition, she's very shy, particularly around men. Sidney said that after he urged her to do so, she bought a very pretty bikini that she really wants to wear, but every time she puts it on to go to the pool, she literally can't force herself to go out of the door. She thinks that people will stare at her, which they probably will, or laugh at her, which they won't.
"He's sure that it is largely caused by her very religious conservative family which drummed into her head that the body should always be hidden. As she grew up, she had to wear long skirts with nothing tight to show off curves as they developed, etc. Even bathing suits, which were rarely worn, were one-piece with skirts to hide the hips – like those things women wore in the 1930's! Apparently, she has moved on from her family, but the conditioning is still there. She now can wear reasonably fashionable clothes, but the phobia kicks in when she wears something revealing, even a regular two piece bathing suit, much less a bikini."
"It sounds as if I was right. She does need a psychologist, not a hypnotist!"
"You keep forgetting that I'm a hypnotherapist as well as a stage hypnotist. I'm not going to try and psychoanalyze her. I don't care about the roots of her phobia. All I'm going to try to do is get her to overcome it, whatever its cause. She wants to do it which is half the battle. Sidney said that he is going to sit down with her and tell her that he has arranged for me to try and help her and he's certain that she will accept my help. Anyway, I'm going to try and we'll see."
That afternoon, Janine came to their suite and agreed to have Katie work on both of her problems. Katie sent her into a trance with no trouble. The first time she hypnotized someone, she usually gave them a magic word, or trigger, that would put them under, making it very easy the next time. She often used the same word, "jasmine," because that way she didn't have to remember different triggers for each person. So, she said the word jasmine, Janine immediately went into a hypnotic state and Katie began her post-hypnotic instructions.
She spent some time working on Janine's smoking habit, making her extremely sensitive to the smell, something that usually worked with women more than men. She stressed how the odor clung to her hair and clothes and her breath. These things tended to be more effective with women than health warnings! After, repeating those points often enough to have them firmly impressed into her mind, she turned to Janine's other problem.
She started by repeating that Janine had a very nice body and that she should be proud of it. Then, she said, "There is a bathing suit in the bathroom. Go in and put it on and come back out knowing how good you look." Without hesitation, she did as she was told. Shortly afterwards, she returned, looking very sexy in a blue bikini which was really too small for her. Her breasts were barely hidden and the pants covered her pubic hair, but, again, barely.
Katie complimented her effusively and Janine preened at the praise, repeating Katie's words, "I look very good in it." Following directions, she walked around the room, stretching and bending over in that too small suit, as Katie continued to admire her. To her surprise, Katie found the sight to be arousing and some of her instructions had more to do with what Janine exposed than anything else. After what she felt was sufficient indoctrination, she said, without thinking of the way hypnotized people take direction literally, she said, "Ok, Janine take off the bathing suit and get dressed."
Usually, she would have been more precise in her instructions and said, "Go into the bathroom and take off your bathing suit," but not this time. She was careless, and Janine took off the suit right there in the room and walked naked into the bathroom and dressed. Katie sat there for a moment, stunned, before she picked up the suit as Janine came out. She gave her the normal post-hypnotic instruction – you won't remember what went on here, you'll wake up feeling very good, etc. Janine left the suite with a growing aversion to tobacco smoke and smell and Katie sat there trying to understand her reaction to Janine's nude body.
Later when she and Matt were alone she described the situation. "Heaven knows, I've seen naked women before and I have been interested in the various sizes and shapes, but this was different. When she came out barely covered by that old blue suit, she looked very sexy and, I'll admit, I was aroused by her. I actually had her do some bending over and other moves so I could see more. You would have been as hard as a rock! And then, gods, when she calmly took the suit off and walked to the bathroom naked, my pussy was tingling. I'm not a lesbian, but right then I would have loved to have been able to feel her. Her skin looked so smooth and her body so firm! I'm not sure how much of my reaction was sexual and how much it was just a desire to feel a beautiful thing – male, female or inanimate!"
"Damn, I wish I could have been there to see that!"
"Yeah, I'm sure!"
"Any way you can arrange that when you see her tomorrow?"
"Oh, I don't think so, honey. She doesn't know how much she's showing, but, even so, having you there just might be too much."
"What about what I suggested before – you tell her that you're all alone. If I don't do anything to attract her attention, she won't know I'm there!"
"Sure, but as I said then, if the three of us are there and I tell her that you've left or something and she didn't actually see you leave, that just might be too much to keep the trance working. She might believe me and not her eyes, but I wouldn't trust it."
"Ok, I have an idea. I'll be in the suite before you arrive. You put her under before you come in, tell her that you will be alone and, if I don't move or anything, she'll never be aware of me. If you walk in and somehow she sees me, you can say that you thought that I was out and I'll just leave. No problem!"
"I don't know...I suppose that that might work. Ok, we'll try it tomorrow. I would like you to see her. But, damn it, no movement, no talking and, obviously, no touching! There's something else I want to try, too."
The following afternoon, Matt was sitting in a chair as he heard Katie and Janine outside the door. Fortunately, unlike regular staterooms, their suite was large enough to have room for him to be out of the way. They came in and it was immediately apparent that Katie's post-hypnotic suggestion that they were alone had worked as his presence was completely ignored. Katie went through the process of strengthening her anti-smoking indoctrination which seemed to be working well since Janine was revolted by the smell after yesterday's session.
Finishing that, she took Janine into the bathroom and pointed to the counter where the blue bikini she had worn was laying. With considerable apprehension, she said. "There are two bathing suits there, exactly alike except that one is blue and the other red. Two bathing suits right there on the counter. Do you see them?"
"Yes, I see them."
"Pick up the blue one and feel it. It's the one you wore yesterday and you looked lovely in it. Do you like the feel of it? Would you like to wear it again?"
"Yes. It's nice and soft. "
"Pick up the red one. It's exactly like the blue one and would be lovely on you, too. Would you like to try it on?" Katie was calm on the outside, but very tense inside as she urged Janine to pick up and feel a non-existent bikini. To her great relief, Janine reached down to an empty spot on the counter and, seeing what Katie had described, picked up what her entranced mind told her was a brief red bathing suit. "Does it feel like the other one?"
"Yes, it's nice and soft too."
Katie was relieved since she was employing what hypnotists refer to as open and negative hallucinations at the same time – causing the deeply entranced individual to not see something or someone right in front of them (Matt) and to see something that isn't there (the bathing suit)! Without hesitation, she instructed Janine, "Put on the blue suit so we can see how nice you look in it. Tell me how you feel about going into the pool."
She went back into the room and said, "Get ready! This is quite a sight, but be quiet!" A few minutes later, Janine came out wearing that same too small suit and Katie saw Matt mouth the word "Wow!" As before, the bra barely contained her breasts and, this time, a little bit of hair appeared at the top of the bikini. As Janine moved around the room, Katie continually reinforced the belief that she was lovely and that she should have confidence in public.
Janine accepted the admiring comments, but repeated her fear that people wouldn't think the same way. "Oh, Katie, I think that you are right and I do like the way I look, but that's in here! I'm afraid that people will stare at me and I just know that, when I'm out there, I'll feel unattractive. My...my family always laughed at me – my suit never fit right, it showed too much, my body should be hidden – everything! I...I cringe when I'm in public because I just know that people feel that way."
For several more minutes, Katie reiterated her confidence building mantra, emphasizing how sexy she looked. She could have just taken Janine up to the pool area by hypnotically blinding her as to where they were going – maybe telling her that she was fully dressed and that they were going to the buffet for a snack – but she feared that she would snap out of her trance with very bad results when reality hit. Katie was certain that another session or two would build her confidence to the point that she would voluntarily give it a try. In the meantime, she wanted to see more of Janine for her own, and Matt's, pleasure.
"That blue suit looks very nice on you, dear, but I'll bet that the red would be good too. Why don't you try it on?" Katie was really...well, frightened is the wrong word, but something like that. Would Janine actually put on an illusionary suit and think that she was dressed? Or would finding herself in the bathroom searching for a nonexistent bikini disrupt the trance? She looked over at Matt and caught his eye. His tongue was, figuratively, at least, hanging out of his mouth as Janine went in to change. He mouthed the word "WOW" again and shook his head. She grinned and replied silently, "Just wait!"



A couple of minutes later, Katie's concern ended as Janine came out of the bathroom completely naked, dressed in an imaginary red bikini! "I really do like this one! It's so light that I hardly feel it, but it fits perfectly! I really feel good in it. What do you think?"
She was short, but that small body was delightful. Dressed in her regular clothes, she looked very nicely built, but nothing more than that. In the blue bikini she was eye-catching and very sexy looking. Nude, she was spectacular. Her breasts, which were large for her size, stood out attractively when she wore a bra, but when bare, topped by her large pink nipples, they made hands tingle with the desire to feel them. Down below she had more pubic hair than is popular now because she had no need to aggressively trim it since her bathing suits normally covered everything. However, she was a real blonde and the hair was fine textured, so it really looked soft and quite feminine.
Katie had seen her naked on the way to the bathroom yesterday, but this was a revelation. "Oh, Janine, you're lovely in it. Walk around a bit. Let me see the back. Spread your legs a bit – yes, it covers your hips nicely! Bend over – yeah, touch the floor with your hands. Very nice fit, better than the blue one. For the next five minutes, Katie had Janine move around, exposing every part of her body to her and Matt. Janine was perfectly comfortable since the suit didn't bind her anywhere. Finally, for several more minutes, Janine sat on a chair, her knees pulled up to her tits with her heels on the edge of the seat with her crotch completely exposed.
Matt literally was gaping, open mouthed as he watched this display of every part of Janine's body. His cock was so hard that he could barely keep it in his pants. It was all he could do to sit there quiet and unmoving as that body passed close to him. The suite was considerably bigger than normal staterooms, but small enough she was in easy reach most of the time.
A good ten more minutes went by with Janine sitting there in that provocative pose while Katie continued to impress upon her that she was lovely and everyone would admire her, not repeat her families distorted criticism. By the end of the session, Katie felt confident that Janine's fears were weakening. As a final post-hypnotic instruction, she instructed her to concentrate on how nice she looked in that red suit and to let her desire to wear her own bikini in public overcome her fears.
Janine went into the bathroom, instructed to do so this time, and removed the red suit – which was quite easy – and came out dressed. Before she left, Katie had a lascivious thought and said, "Janine, I have an idea. You need to accept that other people, aside from Sidney, will think that you are very attractive in a bikini. I'll tell you what. You come back here tomorrow evening and bring your bikini and the pool coverup you bought. Matt will be here and you can put the red suit back on and he can be the judge. I'm sure that he will agree with my opinion of you which should boost your confidence. Then you can put your suit on and we'll all go up to the pool. It's still pretty hot at night and the water will feel good, but there will be fewer people there so it won't be as traumatic for you. What do you think?"
"Darn, I really want to overcome this! Matt hasn't seen me, so, if you promise that he will give me his unbiased opinion, it might help if he likes me. Ok, I'll try. I'll come here after dinner and, if I can, I'll do it! I'll have Sidney meet us there."
As soon as the door closed behind her, Matt burst out with, "My god, Katie, how the hell did you do that? Having her walk around completely naked thinking that she had a suit on! I've never seen anything that sexy in my life! I knew that you were good, but you outdid yourself!"
"I agree, that was something! I wasn't sure that she was that susceptible, but I decided that it was worth trying! However, she obviously was completely accepting of everything I suggested to her and was totally comfortable in her imaginary bikini." Looking at the erection bulging in his pants, she grinned and continued, "I can see that you appreciated what you saw, but we'll have to take care of that later because we have group session scheduled in fifteen minutes. I'll admit, though, that my pussy is very wet right now! It's going to be hard to concentrate on post-hypnotic suggestions to help people lose weight instead of Janine's tits and pussy!"
What they had seen dominated their minds the rest of the day and they were more than ready to review the events and their reactions. Matt started with, "Damn, I was sitting there being very quiet, happy that she wasn't aware that I was in the room. When she came out in that blue suit I was seeing as much as I had expected. I kept hoping that her tits would jump out of that small bra or that the pants would pull over enough for something to show. I was seeing what you had described and I was waiting for you to tell her to take her suit off and get dressed. I eagerly waited to see if she would take the suit off before going into the bathroom as she had yesterday.
"I didn't know what was happening when you told her to go put on the red suit. Actually, I was let down, thinking that I wouldn't get to see more of her. Then, gods, she walked out completely naked, not worried about concealing anything because she was dressed in that brief red suit. I swear, I thought that my cock was going to poke through my pants!"
"Yeah, I had somewhat the same reaction – without the cock! I had seen her naked yesterday, but only as she took the suit off and walked to the bathroom – probably thirty seconds or so. It was really different when she came out and walked around the room, unknowingly showing everything full time. That was when I decided to make the most of it by having her bent over, spread her legs, etc. exposing herself completely!"
"That was unreal! I couldn't believe it when you got her to do that. I could see every detail of her cunt – her ass too, for that matter. Good lord, how I would have loved to have gotten up and stuck my cock into her when she was bent over like that!"
"Oh, I can understand that! Really, that's the first time I've seen a woman's pussy completely exposed, and, for whatever reason, it really excited me. I hate to admit it, but it I could have done it safely, I would have loved to feel her, out of curiosity, if nothing else! That was very sexy!"
"Is there any chance that we could do something to her? I don't mean fuck her, but, maybe, actually feel her up a bit?"
"No, I wouldn't dare do that. I pushed the envelope with this, but it would be very dangerous to actually touch her. Oh, I might be able to figure a way in her post-hypnotic trance to make it possible, but it would be very risky. Anyway, it wouldn't be right – very unethical. Having her walking around naked is bad enough! I never would have done that except that she unexpectedly took the bathing suit off yesterday in front of me. I should have left it at that but...well, I wanted to see her again and I certainly knew that you wanted to see her after I told you about it. So I thought of the blue suit-red suit trick and went for it. I convinced myself that it wouldn't hurt her, but that was pure rationalization. I feel guilty about it, but I'll do it again tomorrow anyway! I'm afraid my ethics are more flexible than I thought, but touching her would be just too much."
"Ok, I'm certainly not going to complain. God, I can't believe that she's going to walk around nude in front of me to get my opinion of her! One thing is certain – she'll get 100% approval from me! Come on, since I can't stick my cock into her cunt and fuck her, you'll have to do!" Happily, he was grinning at her as he said it!
Grinning back in pretend anger, Katie replied, "Oh, thank you so much! You can't get into her pussy so you'll use mine, huh! Well, if there was another cock available, I would choose it over yours, but since yours is the only one here, I'll have to use it! Get over here and fuck me and we'll both fantasize about Janine's tits and pussy!" That is precisely what happened and they fell into a sound, contented sleep after a very satisfying session of marital sexual intercourse. However, a mind reader would have seen that, as Katie had said facetiously, the mental image of a nude Janine was a real contributor to two very vigorous orgasms!
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The following day was a busy one, but the thought of the coming evening's entertainment was on both their minds much of the time. In their stateroom, Matt had positioned a video camera with a wide angle setting that would cover the entire room. They hoped to have a memorable recording to watch later. They put on their bathing suits and waited, oddly nervous in anticipation. Finally, around 8:00 PM as planned, Janine knocked on their door and came in, wearing shorts and a sleeveless top and carrying a beach bag with her bikini and coverup inside. She was a bit embarrassed at first about Matt being there, but that soon disappeared as both he and Katie made admiring comments. Katie whispered "jasmine" in her ear, but gave her no post-hypnotic suggestions at the time, letting her react naturally.
Finally, she looked at Matt and, hesitantly, said, "When I put my suit on, I think I look nice and Sidney says I'm sexy." Then, blushing, "That's fine, but he's prejudiced and I just can't get it out of my head that people will stare at me...and...and laugh or think that I shouldn't wear anything like a bikini. I don't know why I react that way, but I do. Katie says I should overcome that fear and that you will give me an honest opinion."
"I promise you that if I don't agree with them, I'll tell you! It's hard to tell for sure when you're dressed, so I won't say anything until I see you in your bikini."
"Don't be concerned, dear. Matt will be honest and if he approves, your fears will fall away and you'll want to go up to the pool. The red bikini is on the counter in the bathroom. You will see it there. Now, undress and put the red bikini so he can look at you." She didn't say, "Go into the bathroom, undress and put on the red bikini," but in a non-hypnotic state, that is how Janine would have interpreted the instructions. In that state, however, she took the words literally and proceeded to strip off her clothes, fold them and place them neatly on the bed. She then, without concern, walked naked into the bathroom where she saw the red bikini on the counter.
Katie and Matt watched, enraptured, as Janine undressed and walked away. They both had seen her naked the day before and Katie had seen her change bikinis once, but there was something even more provocative about watching her removing her clothes, particularly her bra and panties, in front of them. Matt's cock, which had been half hard in anticipation of what was coming, surged into full rigidity. Katie's cunt began dampening her own panties as Janine's came off. Their eyes followed Janine's hips as she headed into the bathroom and then came together as they looked at each other. They were amazed and aroused.
The human mind is a weird thing. A woman will go with friends to a beach wearing a bikini top that hides her nipples and not much more. She may, even take it off and go topless. A male friend will look at her tits and enjoy the view. No big deal. But she's embarrassed if that friend sees her in her bra and he's excited if he does. A woman will wear a bikini bottom that barely covers her pubic hair (or less if she shaves it off) and enjoy being looked at, but is humiliated if her far less revealing panties are seen.
That was the way with Katie and Matt. Seeing Janine strip in front of them carried more immediate impact than seeing her naked before or later. It did, however, make them eager for the next part of the show.
In the bathroom, Janine saw the red bikini lying on the counter and, without hesitation, picked up the pants, stepped through the leg holes, and pulled them up over her hips. They fit perfectly. She took the bra, bent over and settled her tits into the cups and reached behind her back and fastened the clip that held it in place. Looking at herself in the mirror, she was quite happy with the perfect fit and went out to show herself to the judge, Matt.
As she came out of the bathroom, Katie and Matt saw something totally different. They saw a naked woman, quite comfortable in her completely imaginary suit. It was a pretty, exciting picture as described before. Two large, firm breasts topped by pretty pink nipples that protruded out a half-inch or more. As she walked toward them, they quivered with each step, making them really eye-catching. In addition, her pubic hair formed a neat triangle and drew the eyes away from those tits and focused them on the junction where her legs and torso met. Her cunt was concealed, of course, as her legs were together as she walked, but the hair marked the intriguing pathway to that private area. Janine walked up to Matt, pirouetted, and asked, tentatively, "What do you think?"
Matt looked at her standing naked in front of him, her nipples about at eye level as he sat there. Actually, he really didn't know what to look at, but he wasn't meeting her eyes! When she spoke, however, he forced himself to look up and replied, "Janine, you look lovely— lovely and sexy. You should go out there with complete confidence in yourself! Here, let me take a few pictures to prove it." Grabbing his regular camera which he had ready, he stood up and started photographing her.
Katie helped the process by instructing the hypnotized woman to get in any pose Matt wanted. Janine submissively did as instructed and he took a number of pictures which could have been successful on any porn site. The most revealing of all was when he had Janine pose bent over from the hips, her legs wide-spread and he took close-ups showing her entire crotch spread open. Ever thing from her asshole to her clit was photographed in excruciating detail. Of course, there were other less pornographic shots, showing her body in its entirety. When he finished, the pictures he took, combined with the video recording which continued to run, gave them a detailed photographic record of every aspect of her body.
Time was passing and, finally and regrettably, Katie signaled to Matt that they had to stop. Matt said again how wonderful she looked, and that she definitely should go to the pool. Katie repeatedly built up her desire to do so, trying to bury her fear and reluctance. At last, she felt that Janine's courage was built up as much as possible, she said to, "Change into your own suit and we'll go meet Sidney."
Janine, of course, was still in her post-hypnotic trance, but she surprised Katie somewhat by saying, "Maybe I should just wear this red suit. It feels so good on me and Matt liked me in it." Actually, people in their post-hypnotic are not automatons and speak and act perfectly normally except that they follow the hypnotist's suggestions as long as those suggestions are not too counter to the subject's values. (Katie couldn't, for example, instruct Janine to walk around the stateroom naked, thus the imaginary red suit.) Behind her, Matt grinned at Katie thinking of the reaction Janine would get by walking through the pool area in the red bikini!
"No, honey. You need to wear your regular bikini because Sidney will want to see it on you."
Janine didn't argue any further, and without hesitation, carefully removed each part of the red suit and with their eyes watching intently, donned her own bikini. Katie gave her some final instructions, including forgetting the pictures they had taken, but mostly making her less aware and less intimidated about leaving the room and making their way to the pool deck. Finally, she said, "As soon as we see Sidney, you will wake up. You will feel happy and confident. Your worries about other people will vanish and you'll feel good." She repeated those directives five or six times, sinking them into Janine's mind until she was confident that they were firmly in place. Then, at last, "Let's go meet Sidney!"
There is always some trepidation when hypnotists wait to see if the subject follows their "suggestions" -- they don't call them orders! -- but, in this case, it went like clockwork. Janine paused a moment when she first saw Sidney but the hesitation was virtually imperceptible. Janine hurried to him, kissed him and said, "Look, I'm here! It didn't bother me at all and I feel wonderful! She whipped off her coverup and stood there in her bikini without any qualms at all.
Sidney turned to Katie and said, "You're a miracle worker! She hasn't touched a cigarette in three days and, now, this! There is just no way we can thank you enough!"
"Well, I wouldn't exactly call myself a miracle worker, but Janine does seem to be doing well. We'll have to watch the rest of the cruise to make sure things stay as they should, but I think they will. Janine was at least as important as me in this. She was strongly motivated to stop smoking and to break through that phobia. Without that, it might not have worked so well." Now, let's go in the water! What a beautiful, warm night."
There was one more surprise in store for that night. Around about 10:00, Sidney reminded her that they had wanted to see a comedian who was performing at 10:30. Katie and Matt declined going with them -- they had seen his act twice already -- and Sidney went back to their stateroom to change out of his bathing suit and the other three went back to the suite to get Janine's clothes and she would meet her husband at the comic venue.
The three of them walked into the suite and, of course, Janine's clothes were still lying on the bed, bra and panties on top. Without hesitation or thinking, she, continuing the conversation they were having as they came in, walked over to the bed, reached behind her and released the catch on her bra and pushed her pants off.
Katie and Matt stared at her in surprise ...no, in astonishment ...as she stood there naked and reached for her panties. Obviously, there was nothing that they could see that they hadn't already studied in detail, but this was totally unexpected since Katie hadn't suggested that she dress in front of them and she wasn't under hypnosis! Suddenly, Janine stopped talking and there was total silence as she looked up and cried, "Oh, my god, what am I doing!" She immediately went into the traditional September Morn pose, covering her tits with her arm and her cunt hair with her hand. Then, almost as shocking as her stripping in the first place, she dropped her arms, stood up straight and reached for her panties.
"What the hell! You've seen everything now, so why run off to the bathroom! I don't understand it, but I'm not the least bit embarrassed with you two seeing me!" She looked at Katie and asked, "Do you mind?"
"Heavens no, honey! You're very pretty and sexy!" Smiling, she added, "I know that Matt doesn't mind!"
Then, with a savoir-faire that she couldn't believe afterwards, Janine pulled on her panties, fitted her tits into her bra and put on her top and shorts. "Well, that was an unexpected experience! No one had ever seen me naked until I was with Sidney and I just stripped in front of you two -- and it seemed completely natural. Apparently you freed me from more than the inhibition from wearing a bikini in public! Whatever. I hope you enjoyed the show, but I won't mention it to Sidney."
Matt responded, "You can give that show anytime, honey! You're even more attractive without your clothes than with them." Katie expressed the same sentiments and sent a happy woman off to join her husband.
That, however, was not quite the end of the affair. The following day, proving that the phobia no longer dominated Janine's mind, she calmly walked onto the pool deck wearing her bikini. She was stared at -- as would be expected with her figure -- but it didn't bother her. She was able to see that those stares were positive, not critical. She had confidence in herself. In addition, she had no desire to smoke. The appeal of cigarettes was gone, replaced by an aversion to what she now saw as a messy, smelly proposition. Fortunately, she had not had the full addiction to nicotine or it might not have worked so well.
Still, on the last day of their cruise she came up to Katie and quietly asked, "Could I talk to you privately for a few minutes? I'm having a problem and I wonder if you can help."
"Of course, Janine. I have one more session with another couple coming up, but I have some time now. Let's go down to our suite and you can tell me about it." Once there and sitting comfortably on the couch, Katie looked at her and said, "Ok, dear, what's the problem?"
"Well, this may be nothing, but something has been bothering me about that night two days ago when, with your help, I was finally able to go up to the pool in my bikini. I can't tell you how much that freed me of all those put downs I suffered as I grew up. Just doing what really was a little thing seems to have broken the hold those memories had over me. That was a wonderful night.
"However, the thing that has been bothering me is what I did afterwards. We came in here and my clothes were right there on the bed. I have no memory of undressing and putting them there. That wouldn't bother me if I hadn't walked into this room and calmly taken my suit off and stood there totally naked. It was when I started to put my panties on that I suddenly realized what I was doing! My immediate reaction was to be embarrassed and humiliated, but, and I find this equally shocking, instead of running into the bathroom to dress, I just stood there and dressed in front of you. I should have died in shame, but I took it in stride as if I did it all the time!"
"Oh, honey, you shouldn't make such a big deal of that! You were happy and excited and, without thinking, you started to dress. You handled it beautifully and it didn't bother us."
"Yes, you were startled, but...well, this sounds foolish, I guess, but, as I've thought of it, neither you nor Matt reacted as I would have expected you to, particularly him. Bluntly, you both reacted as if there was nothing you hadn't seen before! As I've thought about that, I keep getting dim memories of wearing a red bikini and...and remembering how good it felt, almost as if I had nothing on. Did I wear a red bikini? Was...was I...damn it, was I naked?"
Katie sat there stunned by this totally unexpected question. Janine sat there, her face showing her distress, begging for an explanation of memories that didn't seem to be her own. Finally, Katie decided on a direct answer -- at least a path to a direct answer. "Yes, Janine, you did wear a red bikini and you looked beautiful in it. Would you like to put it on?"
"Gods, yes!"
At that, Katie triggered Janine's post-hypnotic trance and said, "The red bikini is there on the bed. Undress and put it on." Janine followed her instructions, and Katie watched her carefully place her shirt, shorts, bra and panties on the bed and, then, go through the motions of putting on the imaginary suit. She really enjoyed studying Janine's body while laying out in her mind how she was going to handle this unexpected problem. Finally, Janine stood there in front of her, completely nude while thinking that she was covered.
After serious consideration, Katie said, "I'm going to count to three. When I say 'three' you will wake up and remember this conversation, but you will still believe that you have the red bikini on. You will look in the mirror and you will see the red bikini. In every other way you will see normally. The suit will fit perfectly and you will be very happy. You'll love how it feels when you run your hand over the material. You won't question your undressing in front of your two really good friends. You will enjoy doing so. If I say the word 'under,' you will sleep again. She repeated those directives several times until she was sure that they were impressed in Janine's mind. She checked herself to make sure that she had covered everything and counted out "One, two, three!"
Janine had been standing there, entranced, as she waited for instructions. As the word "three" she came to life, looked down and saw the red bikini hugging her body. She looked at herself reflected in a mirror on a closet door and gasped out, "Oh, Katie, there was a red bikini and I love it! I can't believe how well it fits!" She stood there admiring herself in the mirror while running her hands over herself, commenting, "Ooh, it makes my skin feel so good under it!"
"Matt thought that it looked very good on you. Would you like for him to come and see you wearing it one more time?"
"Yes, I'd like that! Can you call him?"
Katie quickly phoned Matt, saying, "Hi honey, Janine is here and is wearing the red bikini. She would like you to see it again if you want to come down." He replied and Katie turned to Janine and said, "He said that he will be there as soon as he can get here!"
He arrived very shortly afterwards, actually breathing hard from rushing. He saw Janine standing there completely nude in her imaginary bikini and promptly said, "Wow, Janine that suit is perfect on you. It's a good thing that you didn't wear that at the pool or you would have been mobbed!"
Janine blushed and sort of giggled. "I wouldn't want that to happen, but it's fun to think that people would like to look at me! I never believed that. I do feel very sexy in this suit."
Matt picked up his camera and said, "Katie, why don't you stand over there with Janine and I'll take a picture."
Katie stood behind the shorter woman with her arm around her and her hand on her side, just below her bare breast. Smiling at Janine, she said, "The material of that bra really clings to you and looks very soft. I've never worn it myself, but it must feel good."
Janine ran her hand up over her tit and responded, innocently, "Oh, it does! It is very soft and I've never had a bra that fits so well or feels so good. Here, feel how soft it is."
Glancing at Matt, Katie tentatively slid her hand up onto the side of the breast and, receiving no negative reaction, went ahead and actually felt it. She cupped and squeezed it, saying, "My god, Janine, that is soft! That material is wonderful!"
Janine blushed and tittered a bit, suddenly realizing that more than the material was being felt. Surprisingly, it didn't seem wrong to her, just very friendly and, without thinking, she snuggled closer, welcoming the closeness. Of course, Katie was well aware that she was cupping and feeling a bare tit -- and she liked it very much. As would be expected, Matt took several pictures of that intimate moment, his cock swelling in his pants.
It didn't last long, of course, but it was a very intimate and unexpected, moment. Katie certainly had not anticipated that her hypnotic suggestions would have such an impact on Janine. However, she was, needless to say, pleased and excited having never felt a woman's tit before. Taking advantage of the situation, she immediately suggested that Janine have her picture taken with Matt.
Matt enthusiastically endorsed the idea (surprise!) but before they were in position, Katie suggested, "Why don't you sit on his lap, Janine? I think that would make a very nice picture. He's too tall beside you. Matt sat down and, without hesitation, Janine rested on his knees and leaned back as he put his arm around her. They were both smiling happily as Katie took their picture, but before Janine could get up, she further suggested, "Matt, why don't you feel how nice she is in that red bikini?" Interestingly, she didn't say "Feel how soft the material is" but, instead, how soft Janine feels.
Neither Matt nor Janine noticed, or cared about, that nuance in wording and he just moved his hand from her arm onto her tit and cupped and felt it just as Katie had. There was no ambiguity there. He was feeling her tit and she was letting him do so. She was furiously blushing and just leaned back on his chest as her tit was explored. Katie took several pictures before Janine pulled away, still blushing, looking down as she said, "I'd better get dressed before Sidney wonders where I am."



She moved over to the couch where her clothes were lying and took off the red bikini. Katie and Matt were fascinated as they watched her reach behind her back and unfasten the bra. Every motion was exactly the same as if a real bra was there. Then, she slid the fantasy pants down and off and, in her mind, was naked. As she had been directed, she was perfectly comfortable changing clothes in front of her friends. It even felt good. So, there was no hurry, no embarrassment as she started to reach for her clothes to dress.
Before she could do so, Katie suggested, "Look at yourself in the mirror, honey. See how wonderful you look without the bikini. You look even better this way."
"Oh, wow! I do like it, but...but, I'm naked! I'm standing naked in front of you two!"
"Pretty sexy, huh!"
"I shouldn't admit it, but I do look sexy! I never thought of myself like that, but, yeah, I do look sexy, even without the red bikini! I never thought of my body that way. In my family, bodies were hidden and exposing anything was shameful. But, here I am, standing naked in front of you and I like it! I think that this is the first time in my life that I actually like seeing my body. I feel sexy and I love it!
Matt was quite aroused as he watched that byplay and decided to push a bit further. "Here, let me get a picture of the two of you together again, without the bikini this time!" Actually, there was little need for another picture because Janine had, of course, been naked in them also. Still, Janine didn't know that and, besides, the whole business had made her pretty excited because all of this nudity and near nudity was new to her.
Consequently, shortly afterwards, she and Katie were in the same pose as last time with Katie's arm around her. Then Matt took a chance and pushed the limits a bit more by asking, "Katie, is she as soft without the bra as she was with it?"
Both women were startled and hesitated momentarily, but then Katie brought her hand up from her waist and took Janine's tit in her hand and fondled it. "It's just as soft without the bra. She didn't need that smooth cloth! It feels wonderful!"
Janine's face was flushed and she was embarrassed, but it was a pleasant embarrassment. Looking downward, avoiding eye contact, she finally was able to softly blurt out, "It does feel good, better that it did with the bra on."
Katie hugged her hard and said, "Now sit on Matt's lap again and we'll see what he thinks." She half expected Janine to draw the line at that, but there was no hesitation at all. Janine simply walked over, sat down on Matt's knees and nestled back against him, her head on his shoulder. It was quite sexy as she sat there, leaning back, her legs parted a bit, giving a peek at her cunt. Katie took a picture and then said, "Ok, Matt, you see if she feels better with or without the bikini."
Matt immediately slid his hand, which had been at her waist, up onto her tit and just, frankly, felt it. He fondled and squeezed it and, even, tweaked her nipple. Matt had felt her bare tit before, but, psychologically, for him, this was different because now she knew that she was naked. For her, of course, there was a world of difference. Before he was feeling her in the same way, but she thought that she was covered. Now she was acutely aware that his hand and fingers were on her flesh. As he felt her, she had her head turned away, buried in his chest, making absolutely no effort to stop him. In fact, she actually squirmed against him, making no secret that she was enjoying his exploration. The pleasure obviously was mutual.
Finally, Katie broke into the intimate tete-a-tete and once again asked her disingenuous question of, "Does she feels better with or without the bikini." As Matt started to answer that loaded question, Janine pulled her head up and looked up at him. Her face still was flushed, more now from arousal than embarrassment.
"There's no doubt that she feels much better without the bikini. The texture of her skin is much nicer than the material of the bra. Her breast is soft and firm either way, but bare is better. In addition, when it's bare you can feel the nipple much better!" Janine's mouth was open, but she said nothing as this rather explicit opinion was given. Inside her head was in complete turmoil, no really coherent thought, just a mixture of excitement, embarrassment, sexual arousal, and, in the background, an element of guilt. She loved what he was doing, but there was that, "I shouldn't be doing this" running through her mind. But she liked it and, even, she liked what he was saying.
As he finished discussing how nice her tits felt, Matt made a concluding comment and act that finally, as he expected, broke the spell. "She feels much better without the bra of the red bikini, but also without the pants! Instead of plain cloth, this is much nicer!" With that, he slid his hand over her stomach, ran it through her hair, down between her legs and onto her very wet cunt. He moved his hand around, feeling her with his fingertips, and pulled back out, hugging her and stating, "Much better without the suit!"
It was all over before her clogged brain could react. Then, with that weird combination of shock, mortification, sexual excitement, and guilt surging through her, multiplied by shock, she jumped up squealing, "Matt!" She quickly recovered and, as both Matt and Katie grinned at her, she continued, "That was awful! What a thing to do! I've got to get my clothes on before there's something else you two want to check out!" They watched as she unhurriedly dressed and said, ruefully, "I'm glad Sidney didn't come looking for me. He'd darn sure had better never see any of those pictures!"
She finally left after thanking Katie effusively for really changing her life. "Good heavens, all I wanted was to break my smoking habit to protect my baby when I have one -- but, boy, did you do other things. And I can't thank you enough! I'm certainly am glad I came down here today. I enjoyed every minute." She kissed them both and, as she paused at the door, she looked directly at Matt and repeated, "I enjoyed every minute!"
As soon as the door closed behind her, Matt turned to Katie and asked, "What on earth started all of that? What did you do?"
"Oh, I messed up earlier when I didn't tell her to go into the bathroom and change the other night. She evidently began to be bothered by why the three of us were so calm when she was naked in front of us. Remember, she wasn't under hypnosis then so she remembered it. She began wondering if we had seen her naked before. That led her to have funny memories about wearing a red bikini. She was really upset. I put her under and started to clear things up and I...well, I did something I shouldn't have done!
"I should have just told her to forget the red bikini and, probably, changing clothes in front of us. I'm sure that would have cleared up everything. For some reason that I don't understand, I told her that there was a red bikini and asked her if she wanted to try it on again. Oh, damn it, of course I understand why I did it! I wanted to see her naked again! Naturally, she said yes and I made her see it and put it on. She stood there, actually naked, and admired herself in the door mirror. Then, I asked her if she wanted you to see her in it again, and she really wanted you to! You know the rest!"
"I certainly do, and I loved it! We've got to talk about this later, but you're due to see the Jamison's in five minutes."
"Oh, my god, I forgot them! I told Janine that I had a session coming but it went right out of my mind!"
They saw Janine and Sidney for a short time that evening, receiving more sincere appreciation from them. That was followed by the exchange of email addresses and the ritualistic "hope we see you again." The usual pro forma goodbye kisses were a bit more personal, particularly between Matt and Janine which included a surreptitious squeeze of her tit.
Katie and Matt were used to meeting people, becoming closer to some than others, of course, and, then, saying goodbye and, rarely, if ever, seeing them again. This farewell was quite different because it was the first time they had ever had any kind of sexual relationship with one of her clients. It was that relationship that really disturbed Katie.
"I just can't believe I did that! I deliberately used hypnotism and the control I had over her. I also don't understand what made me want to see her naked. I saw girls naked in college and I never had any interest in them. Certainly I never thought of touching them. Damn it, I felt her tit! The first time she thought that she had a bra on and there was the illusion that I was feeling the bikini material, but the second time she knew I was actually feeling her tit sexually."
"Yeah, and she liked it! She was under no illusion as to what I was doing either time -- I was feeling her. If nothing else, she was sitting on my lap with my cock poking at her. Maybe she thought that you were checking the material, but she damn well knew that I was feeling her tit! The trance you put her in made her see the red bikini and, maybe, made her not worry about us seeing her naked, but you never told her to want to be felt! When she knew that the suit was off and that she actually was naked, there was no trance that caused her to come over, sit on my lap and let herself be felt! As I did it, she was actually squirming against my cock. That's why I went ahead and felt her cunt. Man, was she wet!"
"I know all that, but I still feel guilty because I never should have put her in that position and taken advantage of her. It just goes against my principles and ethics -- although, as I said before, my ethics are more flexible than I thought. And I still don't understand myself. I'm really glad that they are gone because I have no idea as to what might have happened next -- or, more importantly, what I would have wanted to have happened!"
"I'll tell you one thing that might have happened. She was really hot, hot for both of us, and I think that there was a good chance that she could have been fucked! Whether she would have I don't know, but she certainly was hot!"
Katie didn't say anything for several minutes, deep in thought. Finally, she responded, "I think that you're right. When I was feeling her tit, she was right against me and I could actually feel her heart pumping very fast. When she was on your lap, the look on her face as you played with her tit said that she was lost. When you talked about how her tit felt, particularly about her nipple, she actually quivered. Then, when you slid your hand down and felt her pussy, her legs spontaneously opened. If you hadn't said anything and had just left your hand there, stroking her, I think that she might well have gone off. It was something to watch! As I said, I think that it's a good thing that their cruise is over and they get off tomorrow morning!"
"Oh, I'm not so sure. Just think what we, both of us, might have done in another day or two!" He grinned at her, conspiratorially, winked and said. "Of course, now that you've seen how you can get a pretty young woman in your clutches and have her walk around naked and become sexually aroused, there certainly should be more prospects in the future! Something to look forward to!"
Katie saw no levity in his comment and, looking quite troubled, responded, "That's just what's worrying me! I know that you're kidding, but I'm very much concerned that the temptation will be there. I don't want to fall into that trap, but I'm afraid of it. I'll admit that if Janine were still on board, it would be difficult not to see how far this afternoon's activities could carry us. I hope some kind of Pandora's Box hasn't been opened!"
Well, Pandora's Box hadn't been opened yet, but the cover certainly had been loosened. New and unexpected desires had led to the undermining of moral principles and to the temptations that Katie feared would be there. There were more cruises to come, luxurious cruises filled with thousands of happy vacationers, away from home and wanting to have fun. The lures and enticements were bound to be there. Would she succumb? Time would tell!
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In Cruise Ship Hypnosis Pt. 01, Katie Thatcher was introduced as a stage hypnotist entertainer performing a popular cruise ship show. More importantly, she is also a trained hypnotherapist who holds group sessions to help with a multiplicity of problems such as ending a smoking habit, losing weight, etc. She also holds private sessions for people with more delicate and personal difficulties. Her husband, Matt, serves as manager and agent. In Cruise Ship Hypnosis Pt 01, her role as hypnotherapist leads her, reluctantly, into a moderate sexual relationship with Janine which, she fears will put her on the proverbial 'slippery slope' toward using hypnosis to take advantage of clients. While not absolutely necessary, I would recommend reading that episode to provide a better picture of Katie and Matt's backgrounds and of the events referred to in this story.
*****
Katie and Matt had discussed their experience with Janine in minute detail and, as Katie had feared, temptation was there in each of the cruises they had been on since then. As might be expected, Matt saw a potential...well, I don't like using the term "victim" because that seems harsh. "Seducee" is probably a better word? Whatever, there always were physically attractive women who, for one reason or another, on stage or in group (occasionally private) sessions were placed in a trance by Katie. They then could be subject to post-hypnotic "suggestions" like the red bikini worn by Janine. He believed that Janine had suffered no harm and had actually enjoyed the sexual byplay with the two of them and, therefore, he felt no guilt.
Katie, on the other hand, felt that they had taken advantage of Janine which was a violation of her ethical standards. She did have guilt feelings despite agreeing with her husband that no damage had been done and that Janine had enjoyed being naked and fondled by both of them. She was also troubled by her own sexual reaction since she never had had any physical interest in another woman.
In any case, they had gone back and forth on the subject and, other than occasional teasing from Matt about the availability of sexy women they encountered, the idea of further adventures was pretty much gone. With the end of the winter cruises in the Caribbean they took time off while the ships were repositioned and then flew to Europe for the spring and summer season. They boarded their new ship, moved in and were prepared for another season of stage performances and problem solving along with the fun of seeing new sights when ashore. It was then that the temptation reappeared as the result of doing a good deed.
Katie and Matt were having breakfast at the buffet the second day of the cruise, talking about the show they were to put on that night. Suddenly, they became aware of another couple standing at their table, seemingly waiting to be noticed. Katie looked up and, startled, said, "My god, looks who's here! Jane and Tony Fletcher! Now this is a surprise! How on earth did this happen?"
Matt, recognizing them also, added, "Sit down and tell us what you've been doing since we saw you...what, two years ago?"
"Oh, this is good! We weren't sure that you would remember Jane and me after all this time. We know that you meet hundreds of people."
"Well, yes, we do," Katie said, "and we promptly forget most of them when the cruise ends, but you two were special and we had a lot of fun with you. I can't believe that we ended up on the same ship, particularly since we're on a different line now! We wanted to see northern Europe, particularly Norway and Sweden, but we never expected to meet anyone we knew. This certainly is a coincidence!"
Jane joined in, replying, "As Tony said, we're really happy to see you and that you remember us, but meeting you is not really a coincidence!"
"No, we searched for you on the old cruise line, but couldn't find you, of course. We finally tracked you down by getting in touch with the cruise director of the ship where we met you. We're on this ship because you are on it! Could we go somewhere quieter where we could explain?"
Katie and Matt looked at each, completely puzzled. Matt answered, "I don't know why we're so important, but, sure. Our suite is down one deck and we can talk there. I assure you, you have piqued my curiosity!"
As they entered the suite, Matt exclaimed, "Wow, this is nice! You've moved up in the world! Our stateroom is nice, but this is luxurious!"
"Yeah, I was able to negotiate a really good deal. Katie's act is extremely popular and is in demand. Now, what on earth is going on?"
It was Tony who explained. "Ok. We have a real problem. We were married three years ago. A year before we met you. We both want kids, probably several of them, but nothing has happened. We finally decided that something was wrong and we both had medical checkups. Everything seemed to be fine - viable eggs and plentiful and potent sperm, but still nothing. We even went to...what was that specialist title?"
"A reproductive endocrinologist."
"Oh, yeah. In any case, the only thing that came out of all of this was that they thought that our principle problem was tension. Maybe you'll recall that Katie hypnotized Jane last time for just that. She just couldn't relax and tension was causing all kinds of physical problems - couldn't sleep, continually having eating and digesting difficulties, losing weight, etc. No one could help and she was getting worse until you had three or four sessions with her and she's been fine ever since. She's still in good shape except when she's fertile and we're trying to get her pregnant. We tried another hypnotist but no result. So, we've tracked you down and chose this cruise because you are on it and that she will be fertile during it!
"Oh, Katie, I can't tell you how much I hope you'll be able to help me!" Jane actually began to cry as she blurted out, "I just don't know what I'll do if I can't have a baby of my own!"
Katie, of course, was immediately sympathetic. "Come on, Jane, don't cry! If your problem is tension and not being able to relax, I should be able to help. We were able to deal with the same type of problem last time, so I don't see any reason that we can't do it again. Look, we have our on-stage act this evening and, if you want, we can get together afterwards and talk about it."
Jane's face brightened up immediately as she managed to gasp out. "Thank you so much! I'm at my wit's end from worrying, but I really have confidence in you. That other hypnotist was supposed to be very good, but I never could let myself go with him. We booked this cruise because I really thought that you could help."
"Well, this is a first for me - someone taking a cruise just because of me! We have two performances tonight, 7:00 for the crowd that eats late and 9:00 for those who eat early. Why don't we meet in the buffet at 10:30 and we can set up a schedule.
When they were alone, Katie was still amazed that the other couple had taken a cruise just to see her. "Heaven's, they've probably paid over $5000 on this trip, hoping that I can help them. Of course, they will be enjoying the cruise, but I seem to be the real reason. That's weird! Still, people spend thousands in efforts to have babies and I should be able to help. Both of them were really good subjects that last time and, as I remember, they both went under easily when I used my regular post-hypnotic trigger word. I should have no problem lowering her tension level." She paused, and, getting no response, looked up at Matt and saw him staring at a piece of paper in his hand. "What's that, dear?"
"It's a note that Matt handed to me as they were leaving. Here, you read it."
"The information I gave you is not completely true. The problem with our having children is far more serious than Jane knows. While I hate to impose on you even more, I really need to talk to you privately as soon as possible. She has an appointment in the beauty parlor in twenty minutes. I will stop by your suite as soon as she leaves. If you can see me then, I would be very appreciative. If not, I'll try to see you another time at your convenience.
Tony"
"What on earth could this be about? If it's more serious than he said, what could I do about it? I can hypnotize her and try to work past her hang ups, whatever they are, but I'm no doctor!"
"Well, we have nothing urgent to do this morning, so let's wait to hear what he says. We do really like them and if he has some way that we can help, we'll see what we can do."
They didn't have long to wait for, shortly, Tony appeared at their door and, as they sat down, he began to talk. "As I said in my note, Jane and I have a serious problem, one that, I'm afraid, hypnosis is not enough to solve. Her debilitating tension that I described is very real and, if you can improve that, it would be a major step forward. That mental problem is real and, of course, can make impregnation highly unlikely. However, our real problem is physical.
"Our doctor sent us to the reproductive endocrinologist because he was suspicious that something more than psychological problems was involved. The specialist ran a bunch of tests and determined that something called 'cytoplasmic incompatibility' was our problem. It appears that I could get other women pregnant and other men could get Jane pregnant, but my sperm won't work with her eggs! My sperm actually ruins the egg by attacking the coating that covers it. It's rare, 1% or less, and they don't have a cure.
"I talked with the specialist privately, and Jane doesn't know about this incompatibility and it will kill her if we can't have a baby ourselves. We can't even use in vitro fertilization because it's the same sperm. The doctor suggested using a sperm donor because she would still carry the baby, but I don't think that she could accept that if there was any other possible alternative. Suddenly, I had a brainstorm, a way for Jane to become pregnant in a manner that would eliminate all of her problems!"
Up to that point, they had kept silent except for appropriate expressions of shock and sympathy. It was then, however, that he threw a bombshell which was met with stunned, open mouthed, silence.
"Please hear me out before you blow up and throw me out of the room. One of the main reasons that I agreed to join this cruise and find you two is that I want Matt to impregnate Jane while she thinks it was me!"
The initial shock wore off and Matt was the first to react. "Are you out of your mind? Why on earth would you want your wife to become pregnant by another man and, even if you did, why me! You really hardly know me!"
Katie started to join in but Tony put his hand up, stopping them both, saying, "Let me explain. God knows, I understand that the whole idea is bizarre, but, while I don't like it - I hate it, in fact - I'm suggesting this for Jane. Why you? We're almost the same height and build, same color eyes and hair and neither of us has any outstanding facial features. Nobody could ask why does that child have blue eyes, why is his nose or ears so big, etc. We have that picture Jane took of the two of us side by side, showing our physical similarities, which is partly why I thought of you. I also know that we have the same British genealogy. I know from the last time we were together, playing basketball, that we are athletically similar. In other words, we could never get a sperm donor that was a better match."
Finally, Katie chimed in. "You obviously are right in terms of physical compatibility and, knowing Matt, you hardly could do better in getting a donor. However, a sperm donor, as I understand it, ejaculates into a test tube and the sperm is placed in the recipient's womb. All very impersonal. Now, we have no test tubes, no laboratory, so I have to assume that you are suggesting, to put it bluntly, that Matt have sexual intercourse with Jane and get her pregnant in the traditional way."
Tony, obviously, was abashed in hearing Katie baldly describe precisely what he was proposing. "Well, yes, that is what I meant. Believe me, it is not easy for me to come in here and tell you that I want Matt to screw my wife, but if that is what is needed to give her what she so desperately wants, so be it!'
To Matt's considerable surprise, Katie continued, "How would you propose that this would occur? Have Matt come into a darkened room, get in bed with Jane and, as you said, screw her without her knowing that it wasn't you? It hardly sounds like a workable plan."
"No, that obviously wouldn't work. I really hadn't gotten much past broaching this highly unlikely idea, anticipating having it being rejected - maybe in anger. In the back of my mind, of course, was the idea that you could hypnotize her in some way to make it work. I know that this sounds like some wild-eyed, crack-pot idea, but I guess that I'm as desperate as she is, but for a different reason. It's an insane idea, and I would if never even consider it if I could think of anything more reasonable."
During this discussion, Matt was staring at Katie in amazement for she was actually discussing this "wild-eyed, crack-pot idea" with equanimity rather than rejecting it out of hand. If it would be a big deal if Tony arranged for his wife to be fucked by another man, it logically would be an equally big deal for her to permit her husband to do the fucking. Somehow he just felt like a spectator as the discussion went on. He was really speechless when she ended the conversation by saying, "Right now I don't know how I, or we, feel about the entire situation and I certainly don't know how it would be carried out, but we'll talk about it and see you at the buffet later."
As Tony left the room, Matt looked at Katie in consternation. "What on earth are you doing, hon? I'm sure that you can get her to relax and remove a lot of her tension, but that's all that you can do! There's no way that you could hypnotize Jane and get her deep enough that she would let me fuck her and, even if she would, you wouldn't let me do it! It would have been kinder to have let him down right away."
"I really don't know. I feel so bad for her, actually both of them. And he loves her enough to let another man get her pregnant because she wants it so badly. Wouldn't you like to fuck her?"
"Oh no you don't! I know a trick question when I hear it. Anyway, I feel bad for them, too, but it just wouldn't work and, man, could we get in a lot of trouble if we tried! As you say every show, you can't make someone do something that they really don't want to do - they would break out of the trance - and Jane damn well wouldn't want me to fuck her and knock her up! I do respect Tony though. It takes a big man to even consider such a sacrifice."
"Ok, that was a trick question in a way, because I already know the answer. If you said 'yes' you would expect me to be upset. If you said 'no', you obviously would be lying. The odd thing about this is that I know that the answer is 'yes,' but it doesn't bother me! After we saw Janice Johnson naked, we did a lot of talking about what it would be like to touch her and, maybe, have sex with her. That was just wild speculation, but thinking about it really turned both of us on. Well, we didn't really have sex with her, but we certainly touched her! I didn't mind you touching her; in fact, I liked it, even when you felt her pussy. When Tony first mentioned you screwing Jane, instead of feeling jealous I had that same reaction! I don't understand myself at all, but for some reason, the idea excited me!"
"Wow, that does amaze me! Ok, yes I would love to fuck her! But how would you feel if I did knock her up?"
"That's what really shocked me! The chance that you would get her pregnant sent a wave of heat through me! For some ungodly reason, that thought really thrilled me. I can't understand it or defend it, but that is what happened."
"My god, that certainly changes things! All right, I'm bowled over! I'm really going to have to work on comprehending and absorbing that, but even if that is your attitude, it still doesn't solve the problem of hypnotizing Jane to the point that she would accept the suggestion that she let me fuck her. You fooled Janine Johnson by stopping her from seeing me, but Jane would damn sure know that it wasn't her husband on top of her, fucking her!"
"And that is what I'll have to change! For years I've intellectually worked on scenarios in which I could get a person to overcome their mental hang ups. In this case, there is no way that Jane would go along with Tony's plan. At least I don't think so. She would want her husband to screw her and get her pregnant - so I'll have to figure a way to make her think that you are Tony, her husband! That is going to be a challenge! However, fortunately Jane is what we call a "fantasizer" which will really help.
"Almost everyone can be hypnotized, but the ones who go into the deepest hypnotic trances are people who fantasize a lot - which may mean getting immersed in, or getting lost in, books, movies, TV or just day dreams. It doesn't mean sexual fantasies although those don't hurt. What's important here is that under hypnosis they experience what are called hallucinations. Remember, I told you about negative hallucinations that permit them to be instructed to not see things directly in front of them which is why Janine couldn't see you. Open hallucinations, on the other hand, permits the hypnotist to suggest that they do see things - such as Janice seeing a red bathing suit or, I hope, Jane seeing Tony instead of you! This will be a challenge, but I think that I can do it.
As would be imagined, the discussion went on for some time, particularly covering the difficulties and dangers (e.g. Jane coming out of it at the wrong time). They had to leave the subject to prepare for the evening performance and to schedule some group meeting and a few private sessions to which they were already committed. They were tired and a bit harried when they finally met Jane and Tony at the buffet after the show. Still, they were reenergized as they talked to them, for this new challenge also represented real fun. They were able to get Tony alone and he confirmed that he was completely committed, had no second thoughts and told them to do what was necessary to carry out the plan.
As he said, "Obviously, I'm not happy about this situation or tricking Jane this way, but I'm going to treat this, as much as possible, as just a different form of artificial insemination. Matt, you have no romantic relationship with her; she certainly isn't doing anything wrong, so all we're doing is placing the sperm inside her using a different method of delivery. At least, that is the way I'm trying to picture it - but it's hard to do, of course."
"All right," Katie replied, "we'll assume that we will go on with this. First, let me say that I've never tried anything like this, but Jane is as good a person to work with as we could find. There's what is called the Stanford Scale of Hypnotic Susceptibility which measures the vulnerability of patients to hypnosis, and, on that scale, Jane, fortunately, is very susceptible. As I told Matt earlier, she's a "fantasizer" and that's why it worked so well with her last time. If the subject responds to hypnotic suggestions, it is generally considered that hypnosis has been 'induced,' and what we need is to create a deep hypnotic induction and convince Jane that Matt is you because there is no way that she would let any man but her husband have sex with her."
"That part really worries me too. If she became aware of what was happening and that I set up this whole business, I don't know how she would react, but I do know that it wouldn't be good. You're the expert and I'm not questioning your ability, but how will you be sure that she's in a deep enough trance?"



"Well, that's not a silly question for you to ask considering the obvious danger for you. Frankly it's a matter of experience in evaluating the depth of the hypnotic trance. Oh, you can look at specific things like fluttering eye lids which means they really are in a condition similar to REM sleep - or rapid eye movement - or, usually, the eyes get redder from extra blood flow, etc. In other words, there are physical signs you can look for, but, as I said, it more just experience in gauging the depth of the trance. I'll know and if she's not deep enough, we won't risk it.
"Now, this may be embarrassing, Tony, but I will need to know of anything you do or don't do that would break or strengthen the trance that she, I assume, will be in. Any pet phrases, any physical thing you do in fore play - whatever. I definitely have to know about anything that would deepen the trance or, more important, anything that would be jarring and break it. Think carefully about that and give me a list of whatever you can come up with."
The following day Katie began the sessions with Jane to, as Jane believed, overcome her tension and nervousness. Jane told Katie that the doctor had given them a test kit which was supposed to warn up to four days in advance when she would be most fertile and that sperm deposited in her womb any time during those four days would be viable and waiting for the egg to be ready. On the basis of her normal cycle, that most fertile time would be around the sixth, seventh and eighth days of their ten day cruise, giving plenty of time, she hoped, for her anxiety issues to be addressed. Katie, however, was all too aware that Jane's fecund schedule left her only about three days to develop and apply a scheme by which Jane would see Matt as her husband!
As expected, Jane "went under" easily and deeply, and Katie addressed the issue of her tension and occasional panic attacks which were genuine, but, more important, she was also able to insert a post-hypnotic suggestion that would make it easy to trigger her trance-like state at almost any time by saying the phrase, "jasmine." Why "jasmine?" Just a word she liked and she frequently used.
The day after a stage performance was always busy. The group meeting (mostly to stop smoking or lose weight) scheduling was handled by customer relations and were quite routine. However, meeting and preparing passengers who were willing to pay for the quite expensive private sessions required Katie to interview and evaluate their problems. Fortunately, she was able to keep her mind on the clients and their problems, but the rest of the time she was consumed with the challenge she faced with Jane.
Several times in the next two days she used the "jasmine" trigger to put Jane in the hypnotic trance and reinforce her hold on her. On two occasions, she told her that the next man joining them was her husband. The first time was when she and Jane were alone in one of the whirl pools and she saw Matt approaching. As Matt joined them, she said, "Hi, Tony. Come on in."
Jane smiled at Matt and, when he sat down beside her, she leaned against him and, obviously, accepted him as her husband although nothing was said. Clearly, the test had worked and Jane had seen what Katie wanted her to see. When, shortly afterwards Katie saw Tony approaching, she simply said, "Oh, here comes your husband, Jane responded to Tony as she had to Matt and saw no contradiction.
The following day, Katie went further. At lunch, while Jane was in the restroom, she asked Tony if he and Jane ever did anything sexy in the pool. He, somewhat embarrassedly replied, "Yeah, if no one is nearby, I'll get behind her and grab her by her tits under the water and pull her back against me. Or, if she's talking to someone, I like to disconcert her by slipping my hand down into the back of her pants under the water and playing with her while she tries to ignore me. Actually, she sort of likes that as long as she's sure that no one can tell what I'm doing, but she won't admit it. It definitely makes her nervous, though."
"Ok, big test coming! We'll risk trying one of those today." That afternoon, they all went into the pool and Tony, as Katie directed, moved away from them while Matt stayed beside Jane. Katie moved in close to Jane and, after softly speaking the trigger word "jasmine," told Jane that her husband was beside her. Katie then backed away and began a regular conversation while, as planned, Matt put his hand on Jane's waist and, then, slyly, slid his hand down inside of her bikini pants.
It was immediately evident that Jane was a bit twitchy, but she made no effort to pull away and attempted to continue the conversation. The final confirmation that they had passed the test was when Katie stopped talking and swam across the pool. Jane twisted away, pulling Matt's hand out of her pants and said, with mock anger, "Tony, stop that! What if Katie had seen what you were doing!"
Shortly afterwards, Katie swam back, released Jane from her trance after instructing her to forget the whole episode. When they were alone, Katie asked Matt, "Were you really feeling her? I couldn't see anything, but I assumed that you were?"
"Gods, yes! Her bikini pants don't really cover much, so I had my hand all the way down to her cunt. I actually had the tip of my finger in the hole. Then, I pulled back up between her ass cheeks and even probed her asshole. I went back down and back up several times, cunt to ass, before she pulled away. I could tell that she was nervous about risking being seen, but there never was the least bit of opposition - in fact, she was pushing back against my hand most of the time. She certainly thought that I was Tony!"
"Well, I guess that confirms it. The triggering word works perfectly and she definitely will recognize you as Tony if I tell her to. I really thought that this would work, but her reaction proves it. I'll admit that I'm still a little queasy about how she'll react when you're screwing her, but it should work. Damn, I never dreamed of doing anything like this, but it's really exciting - certainly more so than working to stop someone from smoking! This whole business is making this cruise one of the most, maybe the most, interesting we've been on!" She looked up at Matt, grinned, and continued, "I think that it's safe to say that it's going to make your top ten!"
"Well, it's already that high! Janine was the first woman that I've touched since we started going together in college, so she's up there. If this works out and I actually fuck Jane, this will be top ten all time, not only on a cruise!" He paused a moment, his expression becoming more serious. "Look, based on what has happened and your control over her, I think that I probably will fuck her. My only real concern right now is you. This is a fun game, an adventure. You're enjoying exploring a new side to your...well, power, I guess. How are you going to feel when you actually see me fucking her? How will you feel afterwards when you come down from the high you're on? This caper is exciting and fun, but will you feel remorse afterwards?"
"Well, obviously, you never can be absolutely certain about something like that. Predicting future feelings is iffy, but right now I seen no reason for a negative reaction. In fact, I'm looking forward to watching you take her. God knows, I don't understand why, but that's the way I feel. Once I'm convinced that she believes that you are Tony, I could look away or, probably, leave, but, unless my feelings change at the time, I want to watch, to be part of it. Maybe I'm just a voyeur. I don't know. I certainly was excited when I watched you feel Janine. Whatever, we're going to go through with this, with Tony's blessings, and I have no qualms about how I'll feel."
"Ok, we'll go with that. Now, what about Tony. Do you think he will want to be there?"
"No, I asked him about that this afternoon and he made it crystal clear that he had absolutely no desire to be present. He said that he couldn't stand it! You know, as I said before, it's a real sign of his dedication to, and his love for, Jane that he proposed this and is going through with it. I have tremendous respect for him."
"I certainly agree with that and I certainly hope that it works out for the two of them. They're facing a very difficult situation if she doesn't get pregnant!" He grinned, irreverently, adding, "I'll be doing my best for them!"
"Oh, I don't doubt that for a minute! You will selflessly make a gift of your sperm and, graciously, deposit it right where it will do the most good. Pure altruism! However, there is one more problem with this that we haven't discussed. I've fought temptation for us to use hypnotism for sexual reasons since we were with Janine and I thought that I had won the battle. Now, here we are planning for you to fuck another woman. It's for a very good cause, but the danger is there. I talked about opening Pandora's Box and I'm worried that this might do that for us. Frankly, if it weren't for this rare, maybe unique, circumstance, I wouldn't do it. I really am concerned about the future. I'll say, right now, that I want this to be a one-time thing!"
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The following morning, when Katie and Matt arrived for breakfast, they found Jane squirming around in her chair, too excited to sit still. The news just burst out of her as she whispered to Katie! I tried a test this morning and it showed that I'm approaching my fertile period! And I wasn't the least bit nervous!" She giggled as she added, "Tony is going to have to work hard for the next four days! I'm going to wear him out!" Matt was let in on the news and breakfast took on a festive air, although closer scrutiny of Tony's reaction revealed that his enthusiasm was considerably less than Jane's. The reason for that might seem obvious, but it turned out that a new problem had cropped up.
When Katie managed to be alone with Tony, he explained the difficulty. "That stupid test the doctor gave her! It shows that she will be fertile within four days, which, in itself would not be a problem, but she, naturally, remembered that the sperm can wait for the egg and still be effective up to four days - which the doctor explained is why a woman may get a surprise pregnancy. She doesn't bother to use protection several days before her fertile period because she thinks that she's safe and, when she does start using it, it's too late because the sperm is already waiting inside! Women having affairs get caught that way.
"Anyway, we've avoided having sex so we will really be ready when the time comes. My real reason for holding off was to make sure that none of my damaging sperm would be in her when we try to get her pregnant. Now, I'll have to convince her to wait another day or, if you are ready Katie, Matt will have to start with her a day early."
"I think that I can get her deep enough tonight to think that Matt is you, or I can try to suggest to her that it would be best to wait another day. However, I, of course, can't order her to wait without risking her revolting against my control - actually, my influence. Surprising enough, it's easier to tell her that Matt is you than it is to suggest that she not do something she really wants to do. I suppose that I could put her to sleep and tell her that she already had sex, but that's iffy."
"Look, I don't want to blow this! I've already committed myself to having Matt screw her, and, while I'm not thrilled about it, if you think it's safer to go ahead with sex tonight, I'll just have to accept it. Really, I guess four rather than three nights won't make it any harder. If you think that you are ready, let's go for it."
"Ok. You're committed! Now, this may be difficult, but I need to know anything that might startle Jane and cause her to sense that something is wrong. That means that I need to know if you have any...well, regular, I guess, foreplay activities that she will miss if Matt doesn't do what she expects or react the way she expects." Tony was obviously hesitant and, probably embarrassed, so she continued, "Look, you have to treat me like I'm your doctor and tell me things that I know are intimate and hard to talk about. Remember that I'm a trained therapist as well as a hypnotist and talk to me that way."
"You're right, of course, but it's very personal. All right. When we're in bed, ready for sex, we start with kissing and me fondling her tits. She always takes the next step and goes down and takes my cock ...my penis ... into her mouth and sucks it until it is really hard. Then, she moves back up for a few kisses. After more fondling, I run my hand down her body and between her legs. I play with her vagina for a little time and then move down to the bottom of the bed. She raises her legs and I move down between them, play with her a bit, kiss her clit and begin licking her cunt.
"When she finally begins to move a bit, I shift up onto her and she reaches for my cock and puts it into herself. I try to get high enough on her to make sure that I'm hitting her clit. Then we just move together. I try to hold back until she starts bucking up against me and, then, I go off myself. Usually, I come down on her and kiss her before lying beside her and holding her. We don't talk while we're screwing. Afterwards, there's no real pattern of behavior. That's it, I guess. There's no set length of time for anything and I don't think that any slight variation would bother her. We're not that rigid."
"No pet names or anything like that"
"No."
"Very good. There were a few things there that might have caused a problem if Matt had done as he and I usually do. Every couple is different." She looked up at Tony from the notes she was taking and saw his woebegone expression and felt a strong surge of sympathy. "Look, Tony, I know that this is very hard on you and I understand your feeling because I am in somewhat the same situation. Remember, I have to be right there while my husband, frankly, fucks another woman. I don't dare not be there in case something goes wrong. I honestly don't know how I will feel at the time!
"I'm going to try to see it as nothing more than a therapy session to help my client. There's nothing between Matt and Jane - it's not a sexual rendezvous. I'm certain that Matt will enjoy it and I expect that Jane will too, but as far as she is concerned, it is you with whom she is having sex. In reality, it is not a whole lot different from her lying on an examination table and having a technician inserting a tube full of sperm into her uterus to impregnate her." She sort of grinned at Tony as she added, "Of course, this is a different kind of tube!"
"Damn, Katie, I never even thought about it being your husband and how you would feel about him screwing Jane! I guess I was just thinking of you and Matt, as professional people who could help solve our problem. Good god, how could I have been so self-centered? Look, if this is too much of a sacrifice or is going to cause you trouble, I'm certainly am willing to drop the whole idea!"
Katie reached over and squeezed his arm, saying, "No, Tony, Matt and I are determined to help. But, you need to stop beating yourself up over what really is a gift that you are giving to Jane. She'll never thank you for this gift but, as the years go by, if she gets pregnant, you'll know that you gave her that child just as much as if you had been the one who had intercourse with her. It is you who is making the sacrifice and you will never get credit for doing so.
"Now, I'm going to see Matt and we'll discuss this information and create a sort of script to make sure everything goes as planned. I told Jane that we'll meet you after our show tonight - probably about 10:30 again. When you're ready, the four of us will go down to your stateroom so I can, supposedly, make sure that she is relaxed and calm before you have sex. When she's under, you should leave and wait for us to join you after we're finished. Damn, that sounds so clinical! Anyway, if everything goes well, I'll leave Jean asleep until you get in bed with her. She should be very relaxed and happy and remember the two of you having a great time trying to get her pregnant. I know that this is going to be difficult for you, but we'll hope that it will pay off in the end."
"Well. I'll survive a few days of this, Jane will have no memory of it, and, if it works, our lives will be much enriched by it. I've agonized over this for some time now, and I'll be fine. I'm going to try to treat it as if Jane is having a medical procedure, as you suggested, rather than having sex. I'll wait for you in the Sports Bar, watching whatever game they have on."
So, at 10:30, the two couples met at the buffet and talked a while before going down a couple of decks to Jane and Tony's stateroom. There, Katie promising to make sure that Jane was in a properly non-nervous state, used her trigger, post-hypnotic, word and sent her into a deep trance. As arranged, Tony quietly left the room and began what undoubtedly felt like an interminable wait. Katie called Matt over and said, "Here's Tony, Jane, why don't you give your husband a nice kiss to show that you are relaxed and ready to make love."
Without a moment's hesitation or question, Jane reached up to "Tony" and, embracing him, did just as Katie had suggested. The first test was passed! Giving a deep but concealed, sigh, Katie announced, "Well, you two have things to do so I'll leave you alone. Jane, when you are finished, you will be very sleepy. You'll doze off until awakened as Tony gets back in bed with you. Then you will waken, feeling very good and optimistic about being pregnant. You will be happy and satisfied. You will then go back to sleep and wake up tomorrow morning, still feeling happy and optimistic. Now, when you hear the door shut, I will be gone and you will see only Tony. You will undress and act just as you always do when you're ready for sex. Everything will be the same and everything Tony does will be what you expect and want." With those last instructions, Katie went to the door, opened and shut it, staying inside, of course.
As soon as she heard the door shut, Jane started to undress and both Katie and Matt watched intently as she stripped down to her panties and bra. She went up to Matt and kissed him, saying, "Good heavens, honey, I'm really hot! I don't know if it's just not having screwed in a week or if it's a real chance of getting pregnant, but I'm hot! Come on, let's get started! We both can't fit into that little shower - I'll go first." She obviously was not up tight!
Katie turned to Matt and said, "Get your clothes off, honey. You're on! And from what she looks like in her panties and bra, it's even better than expected. Now remember, stick with the script. We don't want you doing anything that might surprise her."
Matt undressed, put his clothes on the sofa, and stood there, naked, his cock at half-mast as he waited for his "wife" to come out of the bathroom. The lights were still on full as the door opened and Jane was completely revealed for the first time. It's amazing how different a woman can look nude as opposed to having even minimum clothing on. Sometimes, of course, bras and/or panties can enhance the view by disguising flaws or inadequacies, but, other times, as in this case, less is more. Her breasts appeared larger as they bobbled up and down, making her erect nipples an eye-catching enticement. The aureoles weren't large, probably an inch and one-half in diameter, but the nipples, themselves, projected out like dark pink finger tips, demanding attention.
In addition, at the base of her stomach was a neat triangle of dark, curly hair, a very feminine feature which pulled the eye from those breasts to the cunt area below. The impact was such that Matt's half-hard cock rose to full mast immediately. He and Katie exchanged an arched brow "wow" look as he hurried into the shower. Katie followed Jane with her eyes as she pulled down the covers on the bed, dimmed the lights and lay back awaiting her husband. She had a very peculiar feeling as she thought that in a few minutes, her own husband would be joining this other woman in bed, intending to impregnate her! She admitted to herself that she wasn't quite sure as to how she would react when the act was taking place before her, but she felt a wave of heat go through herself as she watched her lie down.
As Matt came out of the bathroom, his cock had softened as he was faced with the reality of fucking Jane, particularly with Katie there witnessing the adulterous intercourse. Having an audience to such a personal activity was stressful enough, but with the audience being his wife, there was a different element of pressure. Oh, they had discussed the whole situation in minute detail and she was directing the entire event, but he knew that abstract discussion and reality are not the same things. Consequently, he looked, hesitantly, at Katie as he moved toward the bed. Happily, he received an encouraging smile and air kiss from her.
Reassured, he lay down beside his eager "wife" and soon lost himself in sexual fervor. Remembering the script, he lay quietly with Jane, fondling her breasts and tweaking her nipples. Jane took the lead, leaning over him to exchange kisses while she ran her fingers over his chest. She pushed her tits firmly into his hands as she squirmed against him. The feeling of her warm, soft body touching his removed any remaining hesitancy caused by Katie's presence. He was tempted to be more aggressive, but remembering Tony's instructions, he waited for her to take the lead.
That happened pretty quickly as her fingers left his chest and delved downwards, ending at his rigid cock. Pulling away, she lightly kissed her way over his stomach and, finally, her lips joined her fingers. She kissed the tip, slipped the head into her mouth and, then, engulfed the rest and began moving up and down. One thing that Tony had neglected to mention was that Jane did this to him in order to bring his cock to full erection, but this time she quickly discovered that "Tony's" cock didn't need help - it was already stiff and ready! However, this was not enough of a difference to cause a problem - actually, to her it meant he was as eager as she to get her pregnant!
It was almost too much for Matt as he felt her lips on his cock and he saw her head slowly bobbing up and down. The feeling itself was great, but the real threat to holding back was the realization that this was Jean Fletcher down there sucking him, not Katie. Another woman, a married woman, completely nude, was lying beside him with his cock in her mouth. Fortunately, he was not so lost in the pleasure of the moment that he forgot the circumstances and, as a result, he was able to dampen down his natural reaction. In addition, it appeared that Jane recognized the danger and pulled away to avoid provoking an explosion. She slid back up beside Matt and, after a brief period of fondling her tits and sucking her nipples, he ran his hand down through her pubic hair onto her cunt.
She immediately spread her legs as he briefly stroked the lips and teased her clit. She obviously didn't need more foreplay as she began to move against his hand, actually humping up against it. Matt moved to the bottom of the bed and, as she drew her knees up almost to her tits, knelt between her legs and began lightly licking her cunt. She was extremely wet and open and began undulating, pushing against his tongue. That, as Tony had said, was the signal that she was ready to be penetrated and Matt did just that.
He moved up over her, placing his hands on the bed beside her, he brought the tip of his cock up to her cunt. She took the shaft in her hand and placed the head at her opening and he entered her in one thrust. She was so well lubricated that there was no need for a gradual penetration and they were immediately moving together, passionately. This was no gentle sexual intercourse - this was fucking!
Jane had been almost fully aroused before they even started, anticipating the normal sexual pleasure with the allure of pregnancy adding as fuel to the fire. Matt was no longer concerned about a script: he was in an attractive woman - not his wife - and was really lost in the pleasure of driving his cock into a receptive cunt. For both of them, all that mattered right then was sexual gratification and the drive toward orgasm. They were totally oblivious to the third party to this adulterous relationship - Katie!
As her nude husband had walked toward the bed where an equally nude woman awaited him, Katie had been ambivalent. On the one hand, the idea of her husband fucking another woman - right in front of her - generated a reasonable amount of...well, if not jealousy, certainly a considerable amount of uneasiness. Balancing that was her professional feeling of gratification that her plan to control Jane in this intimate situation was working out well so far. She really was committed to arranging Jane's impregnation for the best of motives, but, as the couple on the bed began their sexual endeavors, her marital concern vanished and her professional pride gave way to an unexpected reaction to the erotic activities taking place before her. Already aroused by watching Jane's nude body, her excitement mounted.
Hardly aware of the transition as it occurred, sexual excitement took the place of those feelings and she became mentally, if not physically, a part of the arousing behavior on the bed. Instinctively, she moved closer to see more clearly. As Jane moved down and took Matt's cock into her mouth and began sucking, Katie, rather than being jealous, silently and spontaneously urged her on and the chant, "suck him, suck him, suck him" ran through her mind in time with Jane's bobbing head.
As Jane and Matt changed positions and he began stroking her cunt and fingering her clit, Katie's hand moved to her own crotch through the Capri pants she was wearing. Not getting the feeling her own cunt demanded, she unfastened the waist band and slid her hands in over her panties. That still not being enough, she pushed the pants and panties down - the loose pants falling to the floor, followed by the panties. This was done without really thinking and, again, unconsciously, her fingers found her clit. She watched, engrossed, as Matt leaned in and began licking and probing with his tongue, causing Jane to start the undulating described before.
As Matt pulled back and Jane raised her legs as he prepared to mount her, Katie moved in closer and, momentarily, saw Jane's open cunt. From the side, she peered in and saw Jane's hand grasp the cock and insert it into herself. The connection was made and, in the dimmed light, Katie could see Matt's cock as he pounded in and out. Katie was far too close not to have been seen under normal conditions, but Jane, as instructed, knew that no one was in the room and Matt wasn't looking back. So, as the fucking took place, Katie stayed there, a foot away, enthralled. Her eyes followed every move, but her fingers worked frantically between her legs as she vigorously masturbated beside the fucking couple.
The action became more and more intense as Matt's hips drove harder and harder, becoming almost a blur as he forced his cock as deeply as possible into Jane. She was equally lost in the action, surging upward, meeting his inward thrusting. Katie was standing, half squatting as both hands worked between her legs, finger-fucking herself while pulling up on her pubic bone as she put pressure on her clit.
Jane came first as she raised her hips off of the bed, jerking upward and writhing against the plunging cock. Matt was only a stroke behind as he drove in one last time and welded himself against Jane's cunt as they ground against each other, his cock embedded it's full length in her as he ejaculated his sperm as deeply as possible where it would wait for her egg to appear. Breathless and overcome by their exertions, they collapsed, Matt slumping down over her as their heartbeats gradually dropped to normal levels.
Beside them, Katie also had a very satisfying orgasm, her hips flexing back and forth, ending with her pelvis surging forward, jerking spasmodically against her gripping hands. She held that position, lost in the aftermath of a tremendous climax. Suddenly, she came to and, shocked and embarrassed, reached down and pulled up her panties and pants and moved away from the bed which had been the site of that exhilarating sexual performance. Fortunately, no one was there to see her crimson face as she stood there, stunned and appalled at her unbelievable behavior. She hadn't known how she was going to feel when she saw Matt fuck Jane, but never had she even conceived of her actual reaction. This was a revelation about herself that was going to take some serious thought.
After recovering sufficiency, Matt moved off of Jane and lay quietly beside her, letting the excitement of the last few minutes drain away and the real world descend upon him again. Suddenly, he became more aware of where he was and what he had just done, and the question of Katie's reaction loomed large. He lay there, still completely naked, of course, beside an equally naked woman that he had just fucked. Despite knowing that she had planned the entire episode, he knew that his performance was far more than she might have expected. That had been no pro forma or routine bout of sexual intercourse he had just shared with Jane. If Katie had expected him to go through the motions, be involved and aroused just enough to come inside of her, she might be upset. However, as he pulled away from Jane, who was now lightly sleeping as instructed, and looked, apprehensively, up at his wife, he was relieved to see her mouthing the word "wow" just as she had when they first saw Jane nude.



Matt dressed and they silently left the stateroom, leaving Jane sleeping, waiting, like the fairy tale princess, to have her one true love come and wake her. Little was said between Katie and Matt on their way to find Tony except for Katie exclaiming, "That was quite an experience! She stayed under the whole time and," grinning, "we, particularly you, certainly accomplished our goal! We've got a lot to talk about."
"Yeah, but now I have to face Tony after I just fucked his wife!"
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They found Tony sitting in the sports bar, idly holding an alcoholic drink of some kind and staring blankly at a screen on which some kind of game was being played. Certainly, he would have been totally incapable of describing either the drink or the game. He jumped when Katie touched his shoulder and he came back to earth. His blank stare gave way to a harried and conflicted look as he realized that his wait was over.
"Everything is fine, Tony. Jane is asleep down in your room, waiting for you to wake her up."
With a grimace on his face, he turned to Matt and, hesitantly asked, "Did...did everything go ok. Did you...did you...damn it, did you screw her?"
Matt, very uncomfortably replied, "Yes, but she thought it was you. As Katie planned, she's sleeping and will wake up knowing that you might have gotten her pregnant." Then, lying in a good cause, "Remember, it was just a physical act for me, no real excitement, just enough involvement so that I could put the sperm where it needed to be,"
It was apparent that that little lie had the desired effect and Tony's face brightened. "Well, it seems weird, but, thank you. Now, I'll go and see her."
Katie gave some final instructions. "She's asleep and you sliding in bed with her will waken her. She won't be aware of any time having past, so be prepared to act as if you had finished having sex with her just a few minutes before. Nothing was said between them and nothing different was done, so there will be no problems there. Just act in the way you always have after sex. Try to remember anything she says that might be significant, particularly if she remembers anything she shouldn't. I doubt that there will be anything, but we'll go over it all tomorrow. Frankly, I'm pleased and, I'll admit, surprised and relieved, that there seemed to be no questions in her mind that Matt was you."
Tony left to join Jane while Matt and Katie continued ruminating about their very successful experience. As she watched Tony leave, she commented, "You know, that went much better than I feared. I half expected that Jane would, at least partially, come out of her trance enough for me to have to intervene, but it didn't happen. She accepted you as Tony right from the start and never wavered. It may have been that she was so concentrated on getting pregnant that you not being him was not an issue. You did everything just right – just as she expected – so there was nothing to trigger an alarm. In addition, you worked her so well that being fucked drove everything else out of her mind. That's why I had her go to sleep immediately – so no awkward inconsistences would come up when she was not 'in heat.' Anyway, you certainly had a good time!"
"That is the understatement of this year! I was really startled when I saw her come out of the bathroom! I knew that she had a nice enough figure, but it was much better than I had expected. Very nice tits and that neat parch of hair was the topper – very feminine and intimate. You know, I understand why women shave part, maybe most, of their pubic hair off because of their minimal bikinis, but I'll never understand why some men like to see a grown woman look like a little girl by having it all shaved off. Matter of taste, I guess. Anyway, when I got on the bed with her and started feeling her, I was as hard as I've ever been. Then, when she went down and took my cock in her mouth, it was all I could do not to come immediately. If she had stayed there sucking for much longer, I don't think that I could have held back!
"Boy, she was hot, too! When I felt her cunt and went down on her, I was shocked at how wet she was! There was absolutely no need for foreplay and, when I entered her, I slid in to my balls with no difficulty. That was one slick pussy!"
"Well, she's been building up to this all week and my removing any tension from her probably left her completely free to enjoy being fucked. Most important, though, she obviously never had a moment's doubt that you were Tony. In terms of controlling her perceptions, this was a complete success. Just think, you'll be able to fuck her for the next three days trying to knock her up – with her husband's approval! Reluctant but approving!"
"This is hard to believe! You know, that may have been the wildest sex I've ever had. It was just that – pure sex with no real personal involvement. I like Jane, but, up to now, she has been nothing more than a casual friend, so, when I was in her, I really wasn't, mentally, at least, fucking her, herself. She was just a willing cunt that I could use and enjoy. I was just totally lost in the physical pleasure. Maybe the realization that she was a married woman and that I might be making her pregnant was in the back of my mind, somewhere, but it wasn't a conscious motivation. I know one thing, though. I came as hard as I ever had and I was as deep into her as I could be, so right now she has active sperm waiting for that egg to appear!"
"It certainly looked that way! Still, for me at this moment, the most important thing is that my control worked and, when she's really fertile, there should be no problem giving them what they want." Looking at him with a big grin, she added, "As I just said, you can look forward to at least three more times with her – maybe more!"
"I can't wait after tonight! I had some of the same qualms that you did when we started. Now I can enjoy anticipating the next time. What about you? You don't seem to be uptight about me having her – even as hot as I got with her. How do you really feel? This certainly was not a normal situation. Did it bother you at all?"
"Surprisingly, no. Actually, I'm not surprised that I feel nothing bad about all of this. I didn't expect to feel any jealousy, and I don't. After working with Jane the last several days, I saw the whole thing as a professional challenge – getting her to accept you as Tony and having you fuck her. I saw this as a non-personal thing in which we were doing something to help them with their goal of getting her pregnant and I assumed that you would enjoy your part of the effort. Why on earth wouldn't you? The fact that you would physically be inside of her wasn't an issue – it certainly wasn't a threat to me or our relationship. That's just the way it worked out and I have absolutely no negative feelings about it.
"However, there is one major, actually unbelievable, surprise that did occur. Rather than standing back in my professional 'above-the-fray' attitude, I was shocked to find that I got extremely excited in what was happening and, mentally, at least, I was part of the entire affair. When she came out of the bathroom, completely naked, I had the same startled realization about her figure that you did and, instead of just admiring her, I got really, really hot! Unbelievably, it flashed through my mind that I wanted to feel her! I didn't think of having sex with her, but I had this urge to feel her!"
"Wow, that is something! I remember, of course, that we speculated at first about how wild it would be to feel Janice Johnson's tits – which it was – but this sounds like a lot more!"
"Oh, it was a lot more. When you were in the shower and she was walking around the room naked, getting the bed ready, and then lying down waiting for you, I couldn't take my eyes off her and it wasn't casual admiration of her body. Damn it, I had a real sexual desire to go over and lie down with her! Then, when you came out and lay down beside her and the two of you started kissing and you feeling her breasts, my pussy probably was as wet as hers."
"My god, this is unreal! You never thought of doing anything with Janice other than feeling her, just saying how nice her tits were and commenting about how firm they were. This sounds like a lot more than that!"
"No there wasn't anything serious with Janine, but I was really into it this time. I just stared, almost hypnotized myself as she sucked you, mentally urging her on. I had the funniest feeling as you went down on her. I can't say that I wanted to be doing that instead of you, but I certainly wasn't repelled by the idea as I would have expected. Then, when you prepared to get on her, I moved in right beside you – I knew that she couldn't see me – and looked at her pussy and your cock. I watched as she took your cock and placed it at her hole and helped you get into her. I was there the whole time you were fucking her and, occasionally when you pulled out, I could see your cock wet from her cunt. It's hard to admit this – I actually wasn't going to admit it – but I took my pants and panties down and played with myself while you were fucking her! I had a tremendous orgasm at almost the same time you did!"
Matt just sat there staring at Katie, his mouth literally hanging open, his mind frozen, as he tried to absorb her shocking statement. Finally, the gears engaged again and he was able to exclaim, "Wow, talk about surprises! You've never expressed the slightest interest in sex of any kind with another woman! I just can't picture you acting like that! You came right up to the bed and watched me fuck her? And went off? This is almost beyond belief!"
"Tell me about it! If you're shocked, think about me! Now, this may well be a one-time thing and won't happen again. The situation was unique – watching my husband, with my help, fucking another woman right in front of me. Maybe it was seeing the sex act live a few feet away that caused my reaction, like seeing a live porn show. I just don't know. However, I've studied enough psychology that I accept that sexual urges and desires are involuntary and can surprise and shock us when they unexpectedly emerge. What we do about those urges and desires is something else, however.
"Self-control, our ideas of morality, etc. can cause us to restrain ourselves, but the desire will still be there and people often feel guilt because they 'shouldn't' have those feelings. I have no feeling of guilt and I am very curious as to why I was so unbelievably aroused this evening. To the best of my recollections, I never have had any bisexual urges before and this may just be an aberration that won't reappear. Tonight was, obviously, a very different circumstance, and, frankly, I won't be bothered either way. I will tell you, however, I that I never remember being more aroused that I was tonight!"
"Well, this certainly makes tomorrow night's activities even more interesting. I can fuck Jane without any real concern that she will wake up and scream when she realizes that it's not her husband in her and we may discover that my very straight wife is at least somewhat bisexual! I can't wait!"
The following day was a busy one, leaving little time to ponder the questions raised last night. The ship was "at sea," meaning that all passengers were on board. Katie and Matt had two group sessions scheduled plus several private appointments which kept them busy. Nonetheless, they had an encounter with Jane and Tony who joined them while they were having breakfast. Jane hurried up to them, effervescent and eager to talk about her experience last night.
"Oh, Katie, you're wonderful! I wasn't the least up tight or nervous last night!" Glancing slyly toward Tony, she blurted out that, "We had a wonderful time and I'm sure that Tony put a lot of stuff in me to wait for my egg!" She giggled and continued, "Every time I say my 'egg,' I feel like a chicken!" Giggling again, she added, "This egg will take nine months to hatch! Tony will have to crow like a real rooster! Won't you, honey?"
Tony, obviously flustered – understandable considering the situation – replied, a bit ruefully, "I think handing out cigars is the classic way of announcing a birth for men. I don't smoke, so I may use email or something."
Jane, on a high that was destined to last the rest of the cruise, never even noted her husband's less than animated response to her enthusiastic account of the previous night's activities. "Katie, I know that I'm being a nuisance, but everything worked so well for me last night. Would you be willing to come down and...well, I guess, reinforce my non-nervous state? I felt absolutely no tension after you left last night and it just made everything perfect."
"Don't worry, honey, I'll reinforce it every night. Tension free guaranteed!" Then, leaning over to her ear, pseudo-conspiratorially she whispered, deliberately loud enough for the men to hear, "And, if you decide to have any afternoon rendezvous, I'll be of service then, too! Now, we have to go – I have a group session in a half-hour."
As Matt and Katie left the other couple, they talked about how weird the situation had been at the table. As Matt said, "All I could think of as they walked up was that I had fucked her last night! I looked at what she was wearing and thought that I knew exactly what she looked like under her clothes. I didn't exactly gape at her, but it was hard to react to her the way I had before!"
"I know just what you mean! When I looked up and saw them coming, I pictured her coming out of the bathroom naked and how sexy she looked! I'll admit that my reaction...no, to be honest, my physical attraction to her last night caused me to have a very different feeling about her as we were talking. I think that we acted naturally enough and she was so high that she wouldn't have noticed anyway! On the other hand, Tony obviously was very uncomfortable although he tried to hide it."
"Yeah, that was pretty obvious. Not as enthusiastic as Jane probably expected. Is there anything you can do to make it easier for him?"
"I've been thinking about that, and I may give it a try. If I can be alone with him a few minutes this evening, I may suggest something."
The conversation ended there as they had to concentrate of their other obligations, but Jane and Tony were in their thoughts throughout the day. They had arranged to meet later that evening and around 11:00, they sat talking in one of the many bar lounges before getting to the night's real entertainment. With the previous night's success, there was considerably less urgency and concern. It was more a feeling of postponing something to anticipate and savor it more. Even Jane didn't feel the pressure to get started since she was now certain the Katie could wipe away the tension that kept her childless. Katie, herself, was more relaxed since her "suggestion" that Matt was Tony had worked so well. Matt was enjoying the moment, relishing what was coming.
The only one not anticipating the coming event was, of course, Tony. He tried his best, particularly when with Jane, but his normal buoyant good humor had a cloud over it. He was sitting there, having a casual conversation while in his mind, torturing him, was the realization that, in a short time, his wife would be taken away to be fucked and bred while he waited, impotently, to join her when the deed was done. No matter how he tried to console himself that it was best for her, it was not a good feeling.
Fortunately, that gloomy feeling that depressed him was about to be eased, somewhat. Matt was able to steer Jane over to a railing overlooking the deck below where a dance contest was taking place. Meantime, Katie, while talking to Tony, was able to trigger his post-hypnotic state and ease his mind. As she told Matt later, "I really didn't say anything new. I just repeated over and over that it was just like a medical procedure with no personal relationship. I even stressed the idea that for you it was as if you were masturbating, hardly even aware of her as a woman. I added that it was like a prostitute who had no interest in the 'john' who was fucking her. I drummed those ideas into his mind, suggesting that he shouldn't be concerned any more than he would be when she had a pelvic exam from a doctor. When I brought him out of it, he clearly was less morose and actually smiled a bit – not really cheerful, but not miserable."
"Gods, you think that he bought all of that? If so, you're even better than I thought!"
"Well, part of it comes from him really wanting to believe it. He would like it to be that way and I merely strengthened the ideas that were already in his mind."
"Whatever, he certainly didn't seem as depressed. He actually half smiled and said 'good luck' when we left. That makes me feel better."
"Me too."
The three of them, Jane, her ersatz husband "Tony" and her therapist, Katie, entered her stateroom and Katie gave her the same instructions as the previous night, but added one new item, "You are all alone with Tony and any touches on your body will be by him. You will react the same way to all touches and feel no difference among them." This was repeated several times with Jane's vocal acquiescence. Her "suggestions" firmly embedded in Jane's mind, Katie presumably left the husband and wife alone.
Obviously, that was not the case and Katie merely stepped back as Jane began to undress. Matt looked at his wife with a surprised questioning look on his face, enquiring about her additions to Jane's instructions. Nothing had been said about doing anything different and he was, naturally, curious about what it meant. As Jane went into the bathroom, Katie gave him a wry grin in response to his quizzical expression and said quietly, "I know. I should have said something, but I hadn't made up my mind. I think that I want to feel her boobs! And, damn, maybe her pussy! I don't really understand myself, but I really want to! I won't get in the way and she shouldn't notice a thing."
"Ok, that's fine with me as long as you are sure that she's under deep enough."
"She certainly should be and I'll be there – obviously – if she reacts wrong. Damn it, the idea excites me and I want to know if I actually get anything out of touching her. Feeling her may do nothing for me sexually, but this is a good time to find out!"
"Fine, go for it! Now, let me get my clothes off – I know that fucking her will do something for me!" He quickly stripped his clothes off and just before Jane came out, he made an offer to Katie. "When she comes back up after sucking me, I'll kiss her but instead of feeling her tits, I'll hold my hands off of them and, if you want to, you can feel them. The same thing with her cunt if..."
Before he could finish his sentence, the bathroom door opened and a smiling, eager Jane came out. Seeing "Tony" standing there, but blind to Katie, she embraced her "husband," wiggled her lower body against his semi-hard cock, and enticed him to bed with, "Let's make a baby, honey! I'm really ready tonight!" Reaching down, she grasped his cock, which was now no longer "semi" anything, and playfully pulled him toward the bed. Matt dutifully followed!
Katie had the most unusual reaction to the whole situation. When Jane had appeared, she had that same sexual urge toward her, something she never had had for another woman. The lights were still on full, so Jane's "charms" were blatantly displayed as she came into the room. Her tits, probably a firm B-cup, quivered as she walked, their pink nipples standing erect, demonstrating her excitement. Down below, the neat patch of hair covering her pubic mound emphasized her nudity and her femininity. That wave of sexual curiosity that had flowed over Katie yesterday returned and she felt urge to touch her.
However, when she watched Jane embrace Matt and seductively writhe against him and hold his cock, she felt a totally unexpected flash of what could only be jealousy! That was odd after she had watched the complete act of sexual intercourse in which they had been as intimate as possible, but, afterwards, she concluded that the difference was the casual intimacy with which Jane acted. Even so, it was a surprising reaction.
At almost the same time, she felt a somewhat less surprising feeling of embarrassment as she heard Jane's very personal appeal to the man she thought was her husband. It was the type of moment that should be private, one that showed affection and intimacy that should not be spied upon. As a therapist, Jane was trained to hear intimate secrets and not be affected by them, but this was personal and really made her uneasy as she watched and listened. However, like the flash of jealousy, this feeling was soon banished by the sexual activities that followed, but Jane had a much greater feeling of guilt from hearing those brief words than she did from those more immoral activities. She could ruminate about those issues later, but now she would watch Jane and Matt in the basic act of fucking.



On the bed, the two of them were engaged in the preliminaries, lying together, kissing and fondling, readying each other for the next step. Their motivations were different – Jane was making love with her husband with the ultimate goal of becoming pregnant. For Matt, that ultimate goal was the same, but lust, not love was the impetus, the incentive. He was sexually aroused and preparing to screw a lovely woman. It was that distinction that effectively quelled Katie's jealousy when she analyzed her feeling later.
Under the circumstances, it is not surprising that it was only a short time before Jane pulled away and, moving down the bed, leaned over and took the head of "Tony's" cock into her mouth and began a slow up and down movement with her lips locked around the shaft. Her hand played, lightly, with his balls, matching the rhythm of her sucking. Bit-by-bit she speeded up until her head was bobbing up and down, stopping only when Matt's motions told her that if she continued, the sperm she wanted in her womb would be shot into her mouth.
She moved back up beside Matt and, as yesterday, he began the final stages of foreplay before mounting her. This time, however, he looked up to see if Katie were ready to participate. He saw her naked below the waist, leaning over to replace his hands on Jane's tits. That night she had worn a skirt without panties, and the skirt was on the floor beside the bed. Her fingers had been busy on her clit while she watched the erotic scene build up before her and whatever hesitation that she might have had was gone.
Secure in her confidence that Jane would be unaware of the difference between hers and Matt's hands, she, without hesitation, cupped and fondled those tits. They were soft, yet firm and resilient. The nipples pushed up against the palm of her hand, erect and rubbery like pencil erasers, though much larger. It was a very sensual feeling that sent a wave of heat that seemed to center, somehow, in her cunt. Jane had touched female breasts before in her anatomy courses and in her clinical training, but this was very different. Those occasions were impersonal and detached and the breasts, themselves, interesting only as parts of the entire body. She had, of course felt Janine's breasts and they had excited her, but that was not in a sexual situation.
This exploration, of course, was far from impersonal, the difference being its sexual and illicit nature. As has been said many times, it is the mind that is the principle sex organ of the human body, for everything else is controlled by the mind. For Katie, seeing Jane's breast on the examining table, perhaps being checked for lumps, would have had no erotic impact. Seeing that same breast on the bed in that intimate situation was very different. This part of the human mind is fortunate for doctors who see hundreds of breasts (and vaginas) in their practice still can be aroused by a single pair in a romantic situation – even if it's a pair he previously handled professionally in the office.
In any case, Katie fondled and squeezed Jane's tits, even risking tweaking her nipples lightly. Katie was close to losing herself in the excitement of the moment, particularly when Jane responded by pushing the breasts up against her hands. Her concentration was broken, however, when, thinking that it had gone on too long, Matt touched her hands and nodded downwards, indicating that it was time for him to proceed with the main event. That brought her to her senses and she pulled back out of the way, giving him room.
This time, Katie was right there as Matt ran his hand between Jane's legs and watched closely as he stroked her cunt lips and teased her clit. He moved down to the end of the bed and Jane automatically raised and spread her legs, permitting Katie to peer in at the exposed and very aroused cunt. The lights had been dimmed somewhat, but not as much as the night before and she could see the lips pulled back and glistening from the moisture seeping out. She had seen and felt breasts in her training, but this was her first experience in viewing a vagina and, obviously, her first was one ready for intercourse.
Her inspection of that intimate area was brief, however, for Matt almost immediately blocked her view as he moved in, licking between the cunt lips and sucking and flicking the clit with his tongue. Once again, Katie had her hands between her own legs, massaging and putting pressure on her own clit as she watched Jane being brought toward orgasm. As Jane began flexing upward his mouth, Matt recognized that she was ready and raised up and shifted forward and prepared to mount her.
Once again, Katie had a clear view of what was now a very aroused cunt, literally gaping open and ready for penetration. Her head moved down to bed level as Matt shifted position and she saw his cock moving like a spear toward the opening. Jane's fingers reached in and helped it find its target, and the two merged into one. Once and awhile Matt pulled back enough that she could see, briefly, the shining shaft before it plunged in again.
As the intensity mounted on the bed, her fingers played faster and faster on her cunt while she stared at the fucking couple. As her excitement mounted, she was actually panting as if she, herself, were being screwed. However, any noise she made would have been lost in the wet "slap, slap, slap" as crotches smacked together, the "oh, oh, oh" gasps from Jane and the "ugh, ugh, ugh" grunts from Matt.
The culmination, of course, came when, with a gasping groan, the two locked themselves in orgasm, grinding against each other to prolong the intense feeling of completion. Beside them, their half-naked observer stood, spraddle-legged, frozen in position, her hand gripping her pubic bone and cunt as she, too, climaxed. On the bed, the couple slumped down together, gasping for breath, all energy gone and their hearts beating at an alarming rate. There was real proof that sex is excellent aerobic exercise!
Katie was the first to recover and, as she reached down and retrieved her discarded skirt, she watched the recuperating figures on the bed. There was her husband lying between the limp, spread legs of the woman he had just fucked to a massive orgasm during which he had shot millions of sperm into her receptive uterus. Jane's arms had come up embracing him and hugging him to her as she quietly expressed her love for him. Once again, Katie, despite knowing that the love was meant for Tony, she still felt out of place watching what was a tender moment not meant for a voyeur.
That feeling passed quickly, of course, as she donned her skirt, she watched closely to be certain that Jane's reactions matched her hypnotized instructions. That they had was confirmed as Matt pulled away from her and she just lay back on the bed, obviously well satisfied. Nothing further was said as she smiled up at her "husband' and quietly turned sideways and went to sleep, awaiting his return. As Katie and Matt prepared to leave the room, the looked back and saw a lovely sight – much like in the famous painting The Rokeby Venus by Diego Velazquez as she lay on her side. The flow of her body, particularly the curve of her hips, was extraordinarily feminine – and lovely!
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Very little was said as Katie and Matt went to free Tony from exile in the sports bar. The only significant exchange between them was when he looked at her with a conspiratorial grin and arched eyebrow and commented, "No panties?" She grinned back, hugging his arm, "It seemed more convenient!" When they got back to their suite, however, the conversation was considerably more effusive.
Katie was first, saying with relief, "She certainly was under tonight again. I assumed that she would be, but things can happen. If anything, she was hotter tonight than she was last night. You two went wild when you were in her! I don't think that you have ever pounded into me the way you did into her tonight. I'll bet that her pussy will be swollen by tomorrow!"
"You're right! She was ready right from the start and stayed hot the whole time! For me, though, you contributed a lot to the excitement. When I looked over and saw you naked below the waist, I swear that my cock got 50% harder! I really didn't expect that."
"Well, I was embarrassed when I told you yesterday that I had my pants down and went off. I got over that when we talked about it and, since I knew that I would do it again, I just decided to make it easy. You know, I have such mixed emotions about all of this. I can't help but feel that we're taking advantage of Jane and what we're doing is just not right, but I balance that by knowing that she's getting what she wants and isn't being hurt. Anyway, as I said, I knew that I was going to...well, masturbate, I guess, while I watched you fuck her, so I decided to be naked down below. I actually thought of being completely naked, but I decided that that was too much."
"Damn, you looked sexy and I think that you might as well go the whole way tomorrow night. She won't see you and no one else is there, so, why not? Now, the important thing! Did you enjoy feeling her tits?"
"God's, I don't know of anything I've ever done that quite matched the feeling I got when I put my hand down and cupped her breast and felt her hard nipple against the palm of my hand! I was really afraid at first that my smaller and softer hands might make her uneasy despite my instructions, but there was no negative reaction. Oh, it felt good as I squeezed and fondled them and, even, tweaked her nipples. Her boobs really are nice -- so firm and resilient! The ones in the clinic were nothing like hers. They were even better than Janine's. I would have loved to have taken her nipple in my mouth, but the position was awkward -- reaching across you that way. Still, even without that, just feeling her boobs really turned me on! Of course, I'm sure that the situation and the illicit nature of what I was doing made it more exciting. I loved it!"
"Yeah, I could see that and I hated to stop you, but my cock told me that I needed to get on with what we were there for."
"Of course. I don't know long I would have stayed there if you hadn't brought me back to reality. One really good thing about tonight: I was able to get right down low and I got a very clear view of her pussy when she drew her legs up. I could see her entire pussy and I was shocked at how open and red it was. It's the first time I've seen another woman's pussy when it was aroused, so I have nothing to compare it with, but it was obvious that she was hot and ready!"
"She certainly was ready and, as you said, she was wild later. I'm sure that a large part of her arousal is the result of both her urgent desire to get pregnant and your having removed the tension that limited her. I doubt that she reacts this way every time she and Tony have sex. I guess that it's too bad that he isn't having an opportunity with her when she's like this, but I'm certainly reaping the benefits!
"Before I forget it, there is one other thing. When you quit feeling her tits, I ran my hand down through the hair and felt her clit and cunt before I moved down between her legs, just as Tony said that she would expect. If you want to feel her cunt tomorrow night after playing with her tits, I don't see any reason that you couldn't. I doubt that she would notice anything unusual down there if she didn't react differently to your hand on her breasts."
To her shocked surprise, Katie found herself blushing as she hesitantly replied, "I...I thought of that when I saw your hand go down over her stomach. I can't believe myself, but the idea of feeling her pussy excites me. Damn, my first roommate, Cathy, was a lesbian but I never had the least desire to touch her! Our friends, Julie and Susan are lesbians and, to me, they are just that, friends and nothing more. They visit with us and stay in our guest room just like any other couple and I never even think of them sexually! Yet, here am I, hot and bothered about feeling Jane's boobs and, probably, her pussy."
"Well, you're the one who took all of those psych courses and did all that clinical work, so you're bound to analyze and worry about your motivations. My simple evaluation is that you're in a very sexy situation and are reacting in a completely normal way. I suppose that, professionally, you should stand aside, mentally, watch me fuck her and, clinically and coldly, judge how well your programing works without getting personally involved. However, we're not in a lab. You're not standing behind a one-way glass wall watching anonymous subjects perform sexually!
"In the privacy of a bedroom you're standing a foot or so from where your husband is fucking a very attractive, naked woman! That could infuriate you or not mean anything to you -- or you could just be curious about what she feels like. Or, maybe, you're having latent desires surface. Put your professional, inquiring mind aside and quit analyzing yourself! You'll probably never be in a situation like this again, so, if, for whatever reason, you want to do something, do it! You can psychoanalyze yourself later!"
Katie sat there for a few minutes, absorbing Matt's emphatic statement, and finally replied, "I know that you're right, and when we were in their stateroom, I was really excited and my only concern was being careful so she wouldn't be disturbed by my different hands. When I saw you feeling her pussy, I wanted my hand to be there. However, that was then and this is now, and feeling her like that bothers me because it seems perverse, something I really shouldn't do. 'Should' and 'shouldn't' -- terms that dominate our lives. Anyway, tomorrow night I'm certain that 'should' will win and, afterwards, I'll reason, or rationalize, out an explanation that will make it ok."
The following morning a bubbly and happy Jane, followed by a less enthusiastic Tony, tracked them down at breakfast. It was an odd grouping in terms of their trains of thought. Jane was over the top in her optimism. As she confided to Katie later, her test that morning showed that she was either already fertile or soon would be so. "The strip showed that the egg has left my ovary or is going to soon." She giggled, "I still feel like a chicken when I say that! Anyway, you've done wonders. I felt absolutely no tension last night again and everything was perfect. If I get pregnant and it's a girl, I may name her Kathleen!"
Katie has the most unusual reaction, real joy as she shared that moment with Jane, combined with a feeling of guilt as she thought of what she had done and what she contemplated doing. However, her guilt was leavened by the realization that, she hoped, Jane would end up with her greatest desire.
Matt had no more than a twinge of guilt. Maybe that was so because as some (feminists, particularly) would say pejoratively, "Just like a man." Actually, it was more than that because he knew that he was doing just what she needed. In reality, however, right or wrong wasn't in his mind as he looked at her. Running through that mind was the picture of her lying naked on the bed. He thought, "Damn, I fucked her two nights in a row and I'll do it again tonight!" Looking at her, he pictured her bare tits, her triangle of pubic hair -- everything. In addition, he had the tantalizing picture of Katie feeling another woman. He had no room for negative thoughts.
Tony was the only one who really had to feign happiness and excitement as they sat there. He was not one of those men who was aroused by the idea of another man having his wife. Knowing that Matt, sitting across from him, had fucked Jane twice and was going to do it again that night -- even for the best of reasons -- was depressing. Fortunately, Katie had eased it for him by helping him to see Matt as a sperm provider, not a lover.
However, he had another problem. Here he was on a pleasant cruise with his loving wife -- and he hadn't been able to screw her himself. She was being fucked, lovingly telling him how good it had been last night, unknowingly rubbing the proverbial salt into the wound. When lying beside his wife his cock was hard, but her cunt was off limits. Still, he did his duty and tried to match Jane's happy attitude and succeeded surprisingly well when they were together.
Four people sitting together but with each looking at the same events in a very different way. However, they each tried to meld their own feelings with those of Jane and the result was a rather jovial atmosphere at their table. Actually, of course, they all had the same ultimate goal, getting Jane pregnant, but coming at it from different directions.
It was a busy day for Katie and Matt. They were approaching the end of the cruise and they had their last stage performances and several group or private sessions. They each admitted, however, that the session that was on their minds was the one with Jane that night. Katie had to force herself to concentrate on her professional duties, but, in idle moments, the question of her own unexpected behavior and desires continued to disturb her. Still, when they met Jane and Tony after their second performance, she acknowledged that she definitely was looking forward to doing more herself.
The three of them left Tony (this time to attend a Beatles music review in another bar) and went to his and Jane's stateroom where Katie did the usual reinforcement of her tension-relief suggestions and left "Tony" and Jane alone. Of course, that was Jane's view of the situation. Actually, of course, the post-hypnotic suggestions strengthened the belief that Matt was Tony, but, since that was pretty fixed in Jane's mind, Katie stressed that she should not be troubled if Tony's hands on her felt different sometimes.
After that, things progressed much as they had the previous two nights with Jane and Matt naked on the bed indulging to sexual foreplay. The only obvious difference from the past was that there now were three nude bodies involved. Katie, this time, had been fully dressed when they came in, but her bra, panties, blouse and skirt lay on the couch while their owner fondled Jane's tits.
It looked as if it were orchestrated as Matt pulled away as he kissed Jane, leaving room for Katie's hands to replace his on her breasts. He lifted up, taking his lips from Jane as Katie bent down and sucked a nipple, keeping Jane's entranced mind from wondering how he had two mouths. Their movements weren't preplanned or choreographed, but they worked together well, actually grinning at each other as they traded positions.
Their maneuvering ended when Jane began moving down Matt's body, ending as she rested on left her elbow, leaned down, engulfed his cock with her mouth and began lightly sucking. She usually did this to bring Tony's cock to full erection, but, under the circumstances, such help wasn't needed. He lay back and enjoyed the feeling, restraining himself from getting too excited. However, for a moment or so, they almost had a catastrophe as he suddenly felt his balls being fondled and squeezed.
Katie had been fascinated as she got down facing Jane and saw her own husband's cock going in and out of her mouth. Her eyes followed it closely as it slowly disappeared and then emerged, shiny with Jane's saliva. She had expected Jane to use her free right hand on his balls, and when she didn't this time, she surreptitiously slipped her own hand in, and, watching Jane closely, cupped his balls and almost caused an eruption! Happily, he brought his automatic reaction under control and, for a few minutes, had the sensation of having two women pleasuring him.
For Katie, sharing her husband's cock and balls with another woman sent a jolt through her own system and what had been a combination of curiosity, adventure and sexual arousal suddenly morphed into pure sexual excitement. She put her other hand down on her clit and was would have gone off if it had continued much longer. Before that could happen, however, Jane lifted away and moved up alongside of Matt, and her arousal was dampened down.
She managed, with Matt's cooperation, to feel Jane's tits again, but, very shortly, Matt started running his hand down over her stomach. As he reached the hair, Katie touched the back of his hand and, accepting her message, he lifted the hand, letting her take over. It felt as if her own cunt were twitching as her fingers, caressingly, slid through the light, fluffy hair and, delving down, felt another woman's clit for the first time. Some of the curiosity came back, overlaying the sexual urges, as she explored Jane between her legs.
Her fingers went past the clit and dipped between the lips and sank into the open hole. The lips were already pulled back and were very well lubricated, so the finger went in the whole way with no difficulty. She actually finger-fucked Jane a few strokes -- although she never thought of it in that way -- before pulling out and feeling over the whole area. This experience didn't last long as Matt began to get up and Katie, reluctantly, had to move aside.
However, by this time, after all that she had done, she was confident that Jane wasn't going to be aware of her presence without some major mistake. Therefore, when Jane raised and spread her legs for "Tony," she had no hesitation to moving down with Matt and peering closely at the open cunt. Yesterday she had a good, but short and distant, view between Jane's legs, but today she moved within a foot and stared fixed at her bared crotch. The lightly haired outer lips were completely drawn back, exposing the deep red-colored inter lips that surrounded the hole that was the opening into her body. Her clit was also on display and, almost involuntarily, Katie reached in and lightly stroked that small projection.
She was there for a full thirty seconds, entranced by the view, but her concentration was interrupted by Matt's hand on her shoulder urging her to make way. She pulled back and her head was replaced by his as he leaned in and began the licking and sucking that Jane expected. His head blocked Katie's view, of course, but she could hear the liquid sounds as Matt's tongue stimulated Jane until her hips began the undulation motions that indicated that she was ready for the real thing.
As Matt moved forward on his knees and prepared to enter Jane, Katie was down on the side again and watched closely as they came together. Once again she saw Matt's cock at its maximum rigidity projecting out toward the cunt hole as Jane reached down and grasped the cock with her fingers and placed it at her opening. Actually, her help was totally unnecessary since she was so open that the blind cock-head couldn't have missed the hole, but the superfluous assistance was symbolic of her eagerness to be taken.
That symbolism wasn't wasted on Katie and she felt a new surge of excitement as she saw Jane's fingers drawing Matt's cock into herself. She knew, obviously, that Jane was accepting "Tony's," cock, not Matt's, but the intimacy of the act still affected her. She watched closely, and as the fluid "slap, slap, slap" of their bodies came together mounted in speed and vigor, she, as before, matched their intensity with her fingers on her own cunt. Then, at the last moment, wanting to be part of it, she moved closer and, with her other hand, reached in and cupped Matt's balls and began squeezing them in unison with his plunges into Jane.
Jane was already humping up at Matt as she orgasmed and the additional stimulation from Katie's massaging his balls sent him over the top and he ejaculated deep into her recesses. They ground together for a few more moments and Matt slumped down between Jane's splayed legs and lay there. Katie's fingers brought her off at almost the same time and, momentarily, she collapsed on top of the other two.
However, before Jane's clouded mind could become aware that there were too many bodies on her or touching her, Katie managed to recover her equilibrium and pulled away. Now, with her own mind cleared of the sexual fog, she stepped back, looking at the two, exhausted nude bodies, and was...well shocked is probably too strong word ...maybe bemused might be better. She honestly couldn't understand her own behavior or how she could be so overwhelmed by sexual arousal from seeing her own husband fuck another woman or, more importantly, why did that arousal extend to her own sexual interest in that same woman's body!
Her introspection was interrupted as Matt pulled away from Jane and got to his feet, leaving Jane lightly asleep, waiting again like a fairy tale princess, for her prince to come and waken her. Matt looked at Katie and said, quietly and somewhat sheepishly, "I can't believe I got that carried away at the end! Your magic fingers worked wonders on my balls! I don't know when I've come so hard."
Katie felt a bit awkward herself after her role in the whole episode and simply replied, "That was wild and I think that we have a lot to talk about later. Let's save it for then, but that was a real experience for both of us." They didn't say anything about it at the time, but the both were very conscious of standing there completely naked, looking at the thoroughly fucked naked woman lying quietly on the bed.
Neither could think, right then, of why that was true since they had been in virtually the same situation just last night. The real difference was that they had moved past the situation in which Matt was "impersonally" fucking Jane with Katie acting as professional observer to ensure that the hypnotic suggestions held. After tonight's activities, that scenario had changed to one in which there was at least a modicum of three-way sex even if Jane was unaware of it. This no longer could be seen as a relatively benign helping of a friend or client. There was now the question of where is this going to go.
They went to the venue where the Beatles retrospective was taking place and listened to a fairly decent version of "Hey Jude" with Tony before sending him down to wake his princess. They then retired to their suite where their discussion was, largely, focused on Katie's actions and her surprising interest in Jane as a woman rather than a client. Actually, much of their conversation was a continuation of what they had talked about the previous night.
Matt made that point when discussing his own reaction to her participation that night. "As I said before, I don't remember any time that I've been that hot or came as hard as I did tonight! Obviously, fucking her was exciting, as you would expect, but the thing that put it over the top was you! Playing with my balls while I was in her was the final trigger, but that was only part of it. I watched your face as you were feeling her tits and, particularly, when you kissed and sucked her nipples. You were really into it -- a lot more than just curiosity! The same thing when you got your hand on her cunt. When she had her legs up and you were between them looking at her, I almost had to pull you away! It was very sexy watching you and if you had touched my cock then, I might have gone off before I got into her!"



"This whole situation is bizarre! I'm beginning to think that we both are weird! I'm shocked that I get hot from watching my husband fondle, kiss and fuck another woman! Then, unbelievably, I get even hotter from touching and feeling that woman as well as the voyeuristic excitement of staring between her legs. Now, you tell me that it excites you to see me doing those things! It all sounds so depraved and degenerate! Nonetheless, it is what it is. I certainly don't understand my behavior, but I obviously cannot deny that I'm sexually attracted to her. No, that's wrong. I'm not sexually attracted to Jane, herself, but to her body!
"Neither of us has any romantic interest in her as a person. I think that I, probably we, would have the same reaction to any pretty, well-build, naked young woman lying on that bed. In some ways, that makes it more depraved. If either or both of us had a strong romantic feeling toward a woman, sexual interest might be expected. I don't know. Actually, your actions are, I think, perfectly normal. She's an attractive young woman who is taking an active part in the screwing and you're taking advantage of her, but for a very good reason. Of course you get excited and enjoy it. I can't claim any of that!"
"Oh, come on! Don't be so hard on yourself! In your therapy training you certainly learned that everyone has urges and desires, some of which might be questionable. You're just surprised to find that you get pleasure from feeling Jane. A lot of women would be appalled if they had to do that, others would love it. What difference does it make? You're not a lesbian, but maybe, as we said yesterday, you could be bisexual. Maybe you would enjoy having sex with a woman or maybe you just like the tactile feel of a nice firm tit. I say just put aside this self-analysis and enjoy what may be a unique experience."
"I agree with all of that, yet I feel this little niggling guilt from my professional conscience that says I shouldn't take advantage of someone under my control. Still, as you say, Jane isn't being harmed in any way and I can't deny my reaction to her. I loved feeling her and when I ran my hand through the hair down into her pussy, the feeling was unbelievable. Then, even more -- and this still shocks me -- I couldn't pull my eyes off the pussy, itself. I actually could see right into the hole! I don't know exactly what I was expecting, but it was fascinating!
"I've seen pictures, of course, but Jane is very neat. The graphic pictures in our texts show many pussies as fleshy and, well, ugly. Unlike most of those pictures, her lips are symmetrical and were spread open so my eyes went right into her. Even in the relatively dim light, the lips seemed to glisten. And I could actually see why the clit is referred to as 'the man in the boat.' That little nub standing up in its own little lips! I reached in and touched it and she sort of pushed up against my finger -- I liked thinking that I had caused her to do that. I wish that I could have stayed there longer and, maybe used my fingers more, but you had to move in because she was ready for you to lick her."
"Yeah, I knew that you were entranced -- funny thinking that a hypnotist was in a trance -- and would like to have stayed there longer, but I figured that we didn't want to risk her becoming aware that we weren't following the usual timing. Now, here's an interesting question that I thought about briefly at the time. Would you have liked to be the one that licked her? I actually thought of pushing your head forward toward her to find out how you would react."
"Oh, I don't think that I've gone that far! I'm shocked that I've done what I've done, but that would be too much more! With me it's still curiosity and exploration, new and exciting, and I really enjoy touching and feeling her with my fingers. However, using my mouth and tongue would be a real sexual commitment on my part, a commitment to, I guess, bisexuality. That is a big jump from just playing around with Jane's body, not even Jane herself! However, I will say that there was nothing about her pussy that turns me off. However, looking and feeling are exciting, but enough."
"Ok. Well, we have one more night with her and she should be at her peak condition to get pregnant according to her test. Actually, I doubt that she really needs another injection into her cunt. If what the doctor told her is true, there should be enough sperm waiting for an egg to appear that a new supply is not required. However, I can probably be induced to put that new supply into her as a gesture of friendship!"
"Oh, I don't doubt that you'll make that magnanimous effort despite getting absolutely nothing out of it for yourself! The soul of generosity!"
"And you will standby, equally altruistic, making sure that Jane is having her wishes carried out! It's good to be part of such a virtuous couple! One thing, though. If you told Jane to not be surprised if "Tony" moved more slowly tonight in foreplay, you could take longer in your own exploration of her cunt without it seeming strange to her."
"Oh, honey, that's a wonderful idea! I'll have to figure out just what to say! Who knows when, if ever, I'll have other tits and another pussy to look at and play with!"
Jane was her usual effervescent self, confiding in the others the fact that she ovulated last night according to the test and that it was most likely that impregnation had taken place because of the sperm already in place should have done the deed. To make absolutely sure, however, she and Tony would "work" doubly hard that night. Tony's smile was almost a grimace as he tried to share her enthusiasm.
However, that afternoon, when they were alone, she asked Katie to come down to their room. Once there, she confided in her that she was feeling very nervous. "Everything was fine last night -- in fact, it was very good. Tony often is a bit rushed, but last night he took longer and was gentler on my breasts and pussy. I like it when he plays with me softly that way. Actually, I think that we've both gotten into the habit of worrying more about getting me pregnant than love-making. Anyway, as I said, everything was fine last night without any of that tenseness that apparently was keeping me from conceiving. However, I think that seeing the fertile indication on the test has really hit me and I'm panicky. Damn, look, my hand is shaking!"
She literally was quivering as she sat there and, without hesitation, Katie leaned over and whispered "jasmine" in her ear and she immediately went into her usual post hypnotic state. Her first task was to soothe Jane's tenseness and anxiety which really only required the repetition and intensifying of her previous suggestions. Then, for about a half-hour, she reinforced the idea that the man who would be with her that night would be Tony, but with very important additions.
Jane had just indicated that she liked to be played with in a gentle, more romantic way which fit right into what Katie and Matt has discussed earlier. Katie built on that, suggesting that Tony's hands would feel soft on her breasts and over her body. Seeing Jane docilely accepting her suggestions, a bit nervous herself, went further. "Tony's hands will feel like a woman's as he caresses you. That will feel perfectly normal and won't seem strange. You'll love feeling those soft hands squeezing your breasts or tweaking your nipples. You'll love those hands on your body and your pussy. They'll be Tony's hands but they'll feel as soft as a woman's." Finally, she added, "Sometimes Tony's lips will feel like a woman's, but they will be Tony's and that will seem normal. You will see that it is Tony kissing you. Tony's body may feel different against yours sometimes, but that won't bother you."
She repeated these things over and over, sinking them deeply into Jane's entranced mind until she felt confident that the conditioning was sufficient. Everything was going as planned, but, as they left the room and went up to relax on the sun deck, Katie had a funny feeling about the instructions that she had implanted in Jane's mind. It suddenly hit her that she had just spent a half-hour or so with Jane and at least three-quarters of that time was indoctrinating Jane so that she would accept her hands and lips without uneasiness.
That was more time and concentrated effort than she had spent on getting Jane to accept Matt as Tony! She had, previously, subconsciously at least, continued telling herself that the appeal of sexual contact with Jane was little more than casual interest and curiosity. Now, she was forced to face up to the fact, almost like an epiphany, that the sexual contact was now her real motivation. It also reactivated the twinge of guilt that had bothered her before when she was concerned about taking advantage of Jane. The guilt was there, but she quickly squelched it, easing her conscience by rationalizing, once again, that Jane wasn't being hurt. In fact, Jane was being given a much stronger sexual experience than she normally had with Tony. For Katie, morality, and professional ethics, took a second place to the desire she had to play with Jane's body.
The four of them left the dining room that evening and sat on the deck, talking about their shore excursions and events on the ship, but all were well aware of more momentous and interesting activities which were coming later that night. Actually, the conversation was somewhat desultory as each of their minds was cluttered by thoughts having nothing to do with travel experiences. There were no comments about sex, but that was what was in the front of each of their minds. Jane, her nervousness abated by Katie's calming words, appeared to be relatively placid, just sitting there sharing a pleasant conversation. Inside, however, thoughts involving a test showing maximum fertility dominated, leaving her restless, wanting time to pass faster like a kid on Christmas Eve. She couldn't wait to be screwed, not for the sexual pleasure but the potential pregnancy.
Katie actually had much of that same impatience as time slowly passed. For her, unlike Jane, it was the sexual desire that ruled her mind. She was surprised at herself as she realized just how eager she was. She had quit trying to fool herself and had admitted that it was pure sexual desire that ruled her thoughts. She was startled to realize that she was feeling a surge of anticipatory excitement in her cunt. Yes, she had been hot watching Matt fuck Jane and, later, feeling her herself, but that occurred at the time when the action was taking place. Here she was sitting having a casual conversation and she her mind was focused of the sexual contact she would be having with Jane in bed!
Things were simpler for Matt and Tony. Matt, of course, was looking forward to one, last opportunity to fuck Jane. Interestingly enough, however, he, in the back of his mind, wondered about Katie's intentions. He had been excited as he watched her play with Jane and he was curious about what she would do that night. She had told him that she had programed Jane to accept her fondling and kissing without questioning it, and he was looking forward to seeing how far she would go, particularly with touching Jane's cunt. Watching his wife with another woman, even if Jane was unaware of who was touching her, really fascinated him.
Tony, of course, was the only one not looking forward to the sexual activity soon to take place. He was doing pretty well, thanks in part to Katie's influence, in seeing the fucking of his wife as an almost impersonal penetration to provide sperm injection to make her pregnant. Obviously, there was no way that he could completely believe that, even with Katie's control, but it helped.
However, another reason that he could somewhat accept that the whole process was being somewhat impersonal was that Katie was right there when her own husband fucked his wife. That, he believed, insured that Matt would treat the penetration and intercourse with Jane much as a prostitute treats her 'john.' Providing a service, but only the body in involved. He would have, to put it mildly, been shocked if he had known that his presumed chaperone was an active participant in the sexual enjoyment of his wife!
Here they were, on a luxurious cruise ship, visiting more or less exotic places, using the pools and spas, attending entertainment venues, dining and drinking -- all the things that people yearn for, yet a mundane thing like sex dominated their minds. Of course, the question of pregnancy was part of it and the situation was probably unique, but, still, there were many things they could have done other than just sitting there making conversation. Finally, Jane made the statement they all had been waiting for. "Come on, Tony. The test shows that this is the peak time and we had better make the most of it! You've got some work to do!" Everyone laughed at her candid admission of what she expected, but, doubtless, she would have been shocked if she could have seen into the minds of the others!
So, as they got up, Katie used her "jasmine" trigger and she, Jane and "Tony" headed for Jane's stateroom while the real Tony, frustrated and morose, resigned himself to a long, tedious wait while his wife was being inseminated -- a politically correct word for a much more explicit term and far more exciting action!
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The three of them entered the stateroom and, as Jane expected, Katie said some soothing suggestions to eliminate tension. She supposedly left, leaving Jane and "Tony' alone. Jane immediately embraced her husband, as she saw Matt, and was almost overexcited as she kissed him. "Oh, honey, I know that it's going to happen this time! The test last night and tonight shows that I'm ready! Ooh, I can't wait!"
For Katie and Matt, it was amazingly exciting watching her strip in front of them, actually almost ripping her clothes off to get started. She had undressed in the bathroom the previous nights, but seeing her bra and panties coming off was different. Naked, she hurried into the bathroom while Matt removed his clothes. Five minutes later, the two of them were intertwined on the bed while Katie undressed and prepared to be part of what was going to be, in a way, a threesome.
Things started as they had before, with Katie standing by the bed watching the other two embracing and kissing. Matt was running his hands over Jane's body, concentrating on her tits. After a few moments of this, Katie leaned down and put her hand over Matt's. That had been a signal they had agreed on that told him to let Katie's hand replace his. He pulled back and Katie began fondling and squeezing the tits. It was obvious that her instructions to Jane had taken hold, for Jane clearly was not uneasy because of the differences in the hands and fingers caressing her. In fact, her reaction showed that Katie's suggestion that she would love the softer hands had been accepted. She pushed her tits upwards, obviously relishing the contact. Previously, there had been practically no talking, but she burst out with, "Oh, Tony, that feels so good! Oh, yes, just like that!"
Jane's hands had been on Matt's chest, but now she moved it down past his stomach to his cock. Pulling away from him, and Katie, she slid down to his waist and, bending down, took his cock in her mouth and began a slow, gentle sucking. Katie moved down to the bottom of the bed and watched intently as her husband's cock sank slowly into Jane's mouth and emerged, glistening with her saliva only to be engulfed again. She had sucked Matt many times herself, but it was fascinating to see Jane's ovaled lips around the shaft. As Jane's head bobbed up and down a little faster, she found herself wishing that Matt could go off, allowing her to see the other woman swallow his cum.
Of course, Jane wanted him to cum in cunt, not her mouth so when he began the involuntary motions that said he was getting close, she backed away and moved back up beside him. Katie followed her up and began massaging her tits again and, as Jane responded, began squeezing harder tweaking her nipples. Jane pushed upwards, obviously enjoying the way in which her tits were being manipulated. It was awkward reaching over Matt, so Katie quickly went to the other side of the bed so she could get closer. She began kissing and sucking Jane's nipples, eliciting more favorable reaction.
Then, taking a chance that scared her afterwards, she leaned up and kissed Jane on the lips. Jane returned the kiss with great fervor and the two held the kiss for a full minute. Katie opened her eyes and looked right into Jane's and she suddenly realized the chance she was taking. Her face was right before Jane as they kissed and, equally worrying, her tit was firmly placed against Jane's. It was as if a bucket of water had been thrown over her. In an instance she went from being lost in sexual passion to cold reality. "My, god, what am I doing," flashed through her mind. Her first panicky thought was that she had blown it, but, shockingly, and happily, she realized that her spell continued to work - Jane was seeing Tony's face and feeling Tony's body just as instructed!
Relief flooded through her but, not wanting to push her luck, she pulled back so they no longer touched. She looked over at Matt, who had been watching and fearing an explosion any second. He quickly replaced her hand on Jane's tits with his, doing so lightly so that the transition from hers to his wouldn't be too significant. After a few moments, he left her breasts and slowly began working the hand down over Jane's body, his fingers moving tantalizingly in circles, caressing her lightly. She was moaning softly as small tremors of arousal streamed through her.
Katie's own arousal had returned after the chilling moment passed. She had been shocked out a sort of sexual haze and she was more in control of herself. The shock had not only come from the fear that Jane would become aware of what was going on, but also from realizing that she actually had been lost in that haze of sexual desire! She hadn't expected that! Putting that issue aside for serious introspection later, she had moved back around the bed beside Matt. As the circles on Jane's stomach reached her triangle of hair, she put her hand on his and he pulled away, letting her fingers replace his.
There had been some trimming for her bathing suit, but the hair was moderately thick. However, it was very light and feathery, serving as a very feminine path to her cunt. Katie ran her fingers through it, enjoying the fleecy feeling and becoming aroused again as she followed this path to Jane's cunt. After a moment or two, she moved her hand downward over the pubic mound and began exploring with her finger tips.
She had been there yesterday, but that had been a quick survey, this was exploration. Her fingers encountered the clit and rubbed the little nub which was swollen from excitement. She traced the area around it before moving lower. A woman's external sexual equipment is frequently described as a "slit" because the outer lips, when the woman is not aroused, are closed, hiding the internal passageway. So, fingers running over the area encounter a lightly (usually) haired, soft, dry surface with a crease between them. Katie's fingers didn't find a slit, but, instead, slid into a crevasse, a very moist crevasse.
The outer lips were pulled back, exposing the inter lips and, between them, the opening into the vagina - the passageway leading to the womb (uterus) where Jane's egg waited to be fertilized. Obviously, Katie was not thinking of those things as her fingertip dipped into Jane's cunt. She, instead, became even more aroused as her fingers roamed over the entire crotch, from clit to perineum, feeling that private area of another woman. Her actions were having an effect on Jane as she began moving against those fingers.
Katie was engrossed in that licentious activity and was startled when Matt interrupted by grasping her shoulder and signaling her to pull away. Jane was slowly undulating, the sign that she was ready for more direct stimulation. Matt moved down to the end of the bed and Jane drew her legs up and opened them, exposing everything to view. However, before moving in between her legs, he looked at Katie with a questioning look and, when she hesitated, he stepped back. She had said that she really had been excited yesterday by being able to look in from the side and study Jane's cunt - and even touch her clit - and that she would like to do it again. He was giving her another opportunity to get in close and do so, but this time directly from the front.
It took a moment for Katie to realize what Matt was offering, and then, without hesitation, she moved onto the bed between Jane's thighs and, resting on her elbows, stared, enraptured, at her exposed cunt. Now she could see clearly every element of Jane's sexual organs. Everything she had been feeling and probing was now displayed blatantly before her. She could see the red inter lips glistening with the lubrication that prepare the hole for the cock that was to enter. Above it, the clit was swollen with excitement. Katie paused a second and then reached in and stroked the clit before dragging her finger down between the lips and past the perineum to the exposed asshole.
As she did so, Jane surged upwards toward her and began undulating more steadily as her arousal mounted. Matt took that as a sign that it was time for him to move in. He tapped Katie on the shoulder to get her attention, but she didn't even notice. Finally, he pulled the shoulder hard enough to force her to look around and he whispered in her ear, "Come on, honey. I have to get in there and lick and fuck her! She's ready - and so am I"
It took a moment for Matt's comment to sink in and, when it did, she began to shuffle back on her knees and elbows. Suddenly, she stopped, looked again at the exposed cunt and, suddenly, almost threw herself back inward. To Matt's complete surprise - and to her own as she said later - Katie put her face right up to Jane's cunt and began licking! As Matt moved a bit to the side, he could see that her entire mouth had engulfed Jane's clit and, obviously, she was using her tongue on it. She moved down and this time he got a glimpse of her tongue frantically licking between the cunt lips, absorbing the moisture now flowing out. She continued this almost frenzied licking, even moving downward past the perineum onto the asshole.
The licking went on, her tongue stroking from the clit to the asshole and back up, time after time. Jane was bouncing up and down with excitement while Katie's own hips were gyrating as if she, herself, was being worked on. By this time, as would be expected, Matt's cock was more than ready to fuck and he was seriously afraid that he would shoot all over the bed and Katie rather than in Jane. Reluctantly, he grasped Katie by the shoulder and pulled her back away from Jane's cunt. It took almost a full minute before Katie came out of her entranced condition and realized what was going on.
In the meantime, Matt moved in and slid his cock into Jane's open and wet cunt. Fortunately, he didn't need Jane's help for getting in, for she was so lost in her drive to orgasm that she would have gone off, with or without a cock. The whole thing didn't take three minutes since she was so far along and him so ready when he entered that he erupted deep into her and she met him more than half way.
Finally, it was over - but it wasn't! Matt slumped down on Jane, overcome by the impact of everything that had occurred, not only the fucking. After a minute or so, he moved off of her as she lay there, also exhausted and dozing off as instructed by Katie. That is when a totally unexpected move by Katie happened. Jane lay there, legs still open. Katie looked at her and, not really thinking, just reacting, she threw herself down between Jane's legs and began licking her leaking cunt. She tasted the mixed fluids, the combination of Jane's emissions and the cum that Matt had ejaculated into her, and ground her own hips into the bed in what was at least a mini orgasm of her own
After a minute or two, she managed to pull herself away and get up. She looked at Matt with an expression that would be hard to describe - shock, embarrassment, puzzlement. A combination of these and others. She stood there, looking down, totally baffled at what she had done. Finally, she looked up again at Matt, shrugged her shoulders and answered his unspoken question by simply saying, "I don't know!"
Nothing further was said as each retreated into their own thoughts. Katie's mind was in complete turmoil as she tried to understand what she had done. She really was in a daze, stunned and bewildered. She started to dress, hardly aware of what she was doing. Wearing her bra and panties, she walked over to the bed and looked down at the naked woman lying there. She had been more sexually intimate with that woman than any person in the world other than Matt, and, in some ways, a level of intimacy she couldn't have with him. One thought dominated all others in her confused mind as she looked down at Jane: "How could I have done that!"
Finally, she broke through the spell holding her there and she reached down and pulled the sheet over Jane's nude body. She moved back over to the couch, finished dressing and she and Matt quietly left the room. Passing an empty lounge area, she stopped and, not looking him in the eye, said to Matt, "Let's sit for a moment. I don't want to see Tony just yet. I feel...damn it, I don't know how I feel! I...I can't think! How did I do those things? What does it mean? The one thing that I do know is that I feel guilty! Jane wouldn't have wanted that and I took advantage of her! It was wrong!"
"Calm down, Katie! Sit back and relax! First, you don't know Jane would react. One thing is certain and that is that she got more excited when you were playing with her than when I did it! She was having an orgasm before I even got into her. Regardless of that, you certainly didn't hurt her in any way and she'll never know about it."
"But I shouldn't have done those things to another woman! I...I'm...I'm not a lesbian!"
"Of course you're not! You were in a very sexual situation and you got carried away and did something that you normally wouldn't do! So what? You're a trained therapist - what would you tell a client in a situation like this? Come on now, settle down and let your rational mind operate."
It took a while, but eventually the turmoil in Katie's mind did settle down although she still had severe qualms about her actions, even leaving questions of right and wrong out of the equation. Still, she calmed down enough to go and rescue Tony and send him down to his happy, sexually satisfied, wife. They then went to their suite where they dissected the night's activities.
The first comment came from Matt when he said, "You really took a chance when you kissed her! I was afraid that seeing you up close like that she was bound to realize that it wasn't Tony kissing her."
"Oh, you're right! That was stupid of me and I just got carried away and did it without thinking. I almost died when I looked at her and realized that her eyes were open looking right at me! She apparently was seeing Tony - fortunately. I pulled away immediately, really shocked.
"You were really into it - feeling and squeezing her tits, sucking her nipples, kissing her!"
"Yeah, I was. I don't understand myself, but I was completely lost in it, as if I were the one in a trance. The shock of seeing her looking at me woke me up and scared me, but it didn't last long. I was right back in it when my fingers went through her hair into her pussy. Well, you saw it. You had to pull me away so she could get her legs up. I remember you starting to get between her legs and I moved in instead. I can still recall every detail of her pussy - as if I have a photo of it in my mind. And then, my god, I started to kiss and lick it!"
"Yesterday you said that you hadn't gone far enough to want to lick her. Obviously you changed your mind."
"No, I didn't change my mind - that would mean a rational decision. I didn't decide anything, but something compelled me to lick and suck her. I didn't know I was going to do it, but while I was there it was beyond my control. I kissed and sucked her clit and licked her from her clit all the way to her asshole. I was totally lost in some kind of sexual frenzy. When you were trying to pull me away, I just couldn't stop. I've never had a compulsion like that in my entire life!
"Then, when I watched you fucking her I couldn't take my eyes off of it, peering down trying to see you cock going in and out. When you finished and pulled out of her, I could see her pussy, wet and full of your cum. That same compulsion forced me to move in and lick and suck her again, tasting the combination of that cum and her juices. I still have a hard time comprehending that urge, but I've never been so sexually aroused than I was tonight! More to the point, that was not in the scenario! Tony wouldn't have done that and it might have brought her out of the trance! I was lucky!"
"That was probably the sexiest and the most surprising thing, I've ever seen. Seeing you between her legs was astounding! Would you like to do it again?"
"Gods, I don't know...probably. I think that it's a good thing that tomorrow is the last day of the cruise and they will be leaving before something else happens."
"Do you think that you would like to have sex with another woman after this?"
"My immediate answer is no, but right now I don't know myself as well as I thought I did. Again, it's a good thing they are leaving. I have to admit though, the next cruise starting two days from now is going to be much tamer - and maybe a bit boring after this!"
"Oh, I don't know. There are bound to be some attractive women of couples in the next group. We now know a lot more about how you can influence people!"
"Oh no you don't! No more combination of hypnotism and sex! I compromised my ethics in a good cause and things got a bit out of hand. It worked out well and, in the end, I enjoyed it, but I don't intend to do it again!"
Katie lay awake for a long time that night, running those indelible scenes through her mind and trying to make sense of her actions. "What on earth happened to me? I felt her tits and sucked her nipples and I can understand that because they are nice and feel very good, but why did I kiss her like that? She thought that she was kissing Tony but, damn it, I knew that I was kissing another woman like a lover! I was so wrapped up in it that I didn't even think that she might realize that something was wrong! I really enjoyed feeling her cunt...my god, I called it her cunt, not her pussy!
"Oh, the hell with it! I can picture every detail of her cunt. I licked her and loved doing it, but what was it that compelled me to do it? I hadn't even contemplated doing that. God, was I turned on! I...I even licked her asshole! I don't know how long I would have stayed there if Matt hadn't pulled me away so he could fuck her. Why on earth do I like to watch him fuck another woman? Most of all though, what weird compulsion caused me to dive back in between her legs and lick my husband's cum out of her cunt? Her legs were still open and I could see her messy cunt and, instead of being repulsed, I used my tongue to clean it up! Even weirder, my mind was clear when I did that! I knew just what I was doing! Licking and sucking a freshly fucked cunt and swallowing the stuff, his and hers, coming out. How could I do that? And why!"
This stream of consciousness thinking went on and on as she tried to understand her actions and herself. She didn't come up with answers to all the questions she asked herself, of course, but she accepted the fact that something in herself caused her to do what she had done. However, she never denied that she had enjoyed those things when she was doing them. That, of course, caused another question to arise - would she want to do them again? She had no answer for that either.
The following morning was a bit traumatic when she met Jane and Tony. Last night's activities were still very fresh in Katie's mind and, as she talked to Jane, she couldn't help picture the lewd things she had done with her. Jane, of course, was happy and chipper, full of hope and knowing nothing of that, and was effusive in her gratitude for Katie's help in reducing her tension. It was hard for Katie to react properly because, rationalizations or not, she still had those feelings of guilt. Even leaving out the sex, they had become quite good friends during the week-long cruise and that made the situation worse. Fortunately, Katie's awkward feeling with Jane soon disappeared and she was able to enjoy her company on what was the last full day of the cruise.
Katie and Matt had only one or two private and one group meetings scheduled, so they just lounged around with Jane and Tony and enjoyed the facilities the rest of the day. Katie, however, did have one final session with Jane and, later, a fairly long one with Tony. Answering Matt's questioning looks she merely gave him a wink and said, "Everything is ok. I just cleaned up some loose ends!"



Jane and Tony left to pack their suitcases to have them ready to be picked up for tomorrow's departure, leaving Katie and Matt alone and she was able to satisfy his curiosity. "First, I put Jane under again and stressed the idea that she and Tony had excellent sex in their effort to get her pregnant. I wanted to be sure that the extra thing we - actually I - did last night hadn't caused any weakening in her beliefs. Everything was still intact so all I did was strengthen those beliefs. It was strange being there in their stateroom, looking at the bed and picturing her naked on it! I had the weirdest mental conflict at the time, glad that everything had worked out and that it was over with none of the problems I had worried about, but, at the same time, sort of wished that we had another night with her! Fortunately, I don't have to decide that!
"When I was with Tony, it was more complex. He actually is more subject to suggestions than she is when he is under, and I took a chance which may not work in the long run. First I suggested he employ the softer, gentler fondling that she liked with me. That should make things better for her in the future. Then, more important, I finally tried to blot out his memory of the physical incompatibility that made him unable to impregnate Jane. I told him that their problem was simply her tension and that I had lowered that enough for her to get pregnant. When I finished, he definitely had accepted that. He had to know the real problem while on the ship so that you could be alone with her and to make sure his sperm wasn't in her when you fucked her.
"Anyway, right now he has no memory of the physical problem or of you screwing Jane. I just hope that my post-hypnotic instructions will hold over time. I did implant the idea that he never think of DNA testing. If you did get her pregnant, everything should work out. If not, there will be a different problem. Finally, I built in the idea that if they want more children they will remember my help and will decide to visit us in Miami when she's fertile so I can relieve her tension. I don't know if that will hold, but it's the best I can do. Anyway, we know they wanted several children so maybe you'll get to fuck her again in a year or so!"
"That was a wonderful idea, hon! If it works it will make everything better in every way for them, particularly for him for he really hated having me screwing her. He permitted it because of his love for her, and he deserved relief for his sacrifice." Then, grinning at her, he added, "It certainly would be nice to fuck her again, but I don't think that you're just thinking of me! I have a feeling that, just maybe, you would like to feel her tits and lick her cunt again!"
"You keep your lewd thoughts to yourself! My thoughts were altruistic and pure!" She paused for a moment, then grinning back at him, "Well...mostly!"
The four of them got back together for dinner and sat talking in a lounge, enjoying their last night together. About the only drawback to Katie's and Matt's job was that they didn't have many friends on the cruises. Oh, they were on a quite friendly basis with a most of the officers and staff plus some of the crew, but those were more acquaintances than real friends. Passengers came and went. After every seven or eight nights, sometimes more, the group they had met was bundled off and a new horde came on board. More acquaintances, but rarely friends. Once in a while, friendships formed, as with Jane and Tony, but not often.
So, even leaving sex out of it, it was with reluctance that they said goodbye. They exchanged home and email addresses, wished each other luck and Katie and Matt demanded that they be informed immediately about any pregnancy news. They were going to miss them.
On the other hand, there was something refreshing about wiping the slate clean every week or so. A new beginning. People and clients they hadn't cared for were gone. New faces and personalities filled their audiences and sessions. Both Katie and Matt were convivial and enjoyed meeting people, so casual, ephemeral relationships with new passengers were pleasant.
However, on that last night they reviewed all that they had done in the last week with Tony and, particularly, Jane, and recognized that something basic had changed. It had started when Katie had stepped beyond her normal standards in permitting Matt, and, she admitted, herself, to see Janice Johnson nude. It might well have ended there if she had not, soon after, been presented with Tony's unprecedented request about impregnating Jane. She accepted that challenge with an honest desire to help the couple overcome a cruel physical disability. Of course, as described above, totally unexpected events had occurred with her own shocking participation.
They were on that proverbial slippery slope. For the best of reasons, Katie had loosened her ethical and moral standards and things had gone downhill from there. Pandora's Box had been opened and unrealized sexual interests and desires had escaped - and wouldn't go away. In addition, Katie had discovered that she was better than she ever would have expected in getting a hypnotized person to do something totally unacceptable - in this case, a happily married woman encouraging a man other than her husband to impregnate her! What would come of these things couldn't be known at the time.
However, Matt's view of the future was clear as he complimented Katie on her success, "You did an unbelievable job of controlling Jane. I kept waiting for her to come out of her trance and scream at me and, later, you. She never even gave a hint that she thought that anything was out of the ordinary. And I could see Tony being less upset as you worked at him with that line about fucking her being impersonal. Now, we'll have to see if there is another Jane available on the next cruise for you to work your magic on."
"Matt! I told you that there will be no other Jane! That was a one-time thing and I'm not going to do anything like that again! It wouldn't be right!"
"Come on, honey, just remember how nice it was to feel Jane's tits - and how exciting it was to play with her cunt. Just picture having another naked woman on the bed for both of us to work on? Wouldn't you like to see if you could stretch your hypnosis skills?"
"Now stop it! I'll admit that I would love to be with Jane again, but she's not going to be here. I am surprised and pleased that I was able to influence her the way I did. But I still feel a bit guilty for taking advantage of her, even if it was for a good cause. I can't even excuse my behavior that way because it had nothing to do with getting her pregnant! Oh, all right, damn it, I'll admit that having another woman the way we had Jane would be exciting, but I'm not going to be tempted! So stop it!"
Matt laughed at her and said, grinning, "Oh, I'll stop! But the next time you have some nice, sexy woman in a trance and you can give her a Jane-like post-hypnotic instruction, the temptation will be back."
"Ok, I may be tempted, but I won't do it!"
He grinned at her again, confidently, "We'll see."
About a month later they received an email that Jane's pregnancy was confirmed and about eight months after that a message that Kathleen Jane Fletcher had been born. She was the first of three children, but those are other stories!
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In Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 01, Chapter 1, Katie Thatcher was introduced as a stage hypnotist entertainer performing a popular cruise ship show. More importantly, she is also a trained hypnotherapist who holds group sessions to help with a multiplicity of problems such as ending a smoking habit, losing weight, etc. She also holds private sessions for people with more delicate and personal difficulties. Her husband, Matt, serves as manager and agent. Her role as hypnotherapist led her, reluctantly, into a moderate sexual relationship with Janine and, later, with a more intense liaison with Jane in Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 02. She fears that these actions will put her on the proverbial 'slippery slope' toward using hypnosis to take advantage of clients. While not absolutely necessary, I would recommend reading Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 01, Chapter 1, to provide a better picture of Katie and Matt's backgrounds and of the events referred to in this story.
*****
Katie and Matt stood on their balcony looking down at departing passengers filing off the ship as the cruise ended. Just yesterday those passengers had been highly valued -- providers of money paid in bars, money lost in the casino, money used to buy optional services that not long ago were included in the basic cruise cost. Now, they were hustled out of their cabins early in the morning and stored elsewhere in lounges, bars, etc. until it was their turn to disembark. Finally they were sent off ship to a big terminal warehouse to search for their luggage. By 10:00 AM, they were gone. All this rush to empty the ship and to prepare for the influx of new passengers who will be loved until they are ousted for the next crowd. It's a business and the old is thrown out to make ready for the new.
Katie and Matt, of course, were immune to that expulsion and later watched those new passengers file out of the cruise terminal building, happily smiling and eager to board and search for their accommodations. As entertainers, Katie and Matt were not required to do so, but they regularly pinned ID badges on themselves and aided the staff by walking through, on this ship, the Royal Promenade, introducing themselves and answering questions from the newcomers. This served a dual purpose -- they provided useful information to the new cruisers and also, by introducing themselves, they encouraged people to look for their stage performance schedule. If those people happened to be young and attractive, it wouldn't hurt if they came on stage!
After wandering about meeting people for some time, Katie observed to Matt, cynically, "My, it seems that quite a few good looking women have needed your help! It seems that every time I look over and find you, I see them hanging on your words. Is that just a coincidence?"
"Now, honey, you know that this is a good time to solicit business for the show and the sessions! We need some attractive women to be decorative on the stage! Getting a few of them under hypnosis is good for business."
"Yeah, but what kind of business are you thinking about? Another Jane? Forget about it."
"Why Katie, you hurt me! My thoughts are a pure as the driven snow!" The truthfulness of his statement was somewhat undermined by the licentious grin that accompanied it.
"You're as pure as the big bad wolf! You're also as transparent as glass! Now, if you've trolled for victims long enough, let's go up and get some lunch before you try to seduce any more women."
The cruise was underway shortly with its usual shakedown period during which the ship was explored by those new passengers. Matt, as the manager of their show in which Katie was the on-stage talent, had negotiated a good contract, with their usual excellent amenities, and was anticipating a pleasant summer when on board and visiting new sites when docked.
It was the third day of a 7-day cruise on the Mediterranean, Barcelona to Venice, and the day after Katie had successfully put on their first show of the cruise in her role as a stage hypnotist. The following morning, Matt was engaged in his favorite form of exercise, playing basketball. He had been a competent, but not special, player in college, a 6' 3" shooting guard. He loved playing pickup games on the cruise ships' courts but today he was limited to playing a game of HORSE with the only other player available. He still was a good shooter and, quite easily, had won three straight games and he and his victim, Richard (never addressed as "Dick") Henderson, were drying the sweat off -- it was quite hot in the sun -- and were walking off the court.
After a quick shower in their suite, Matt intended to join Katie in scheduling several private sessions with passengers who had personal problems that they hoped hypnotism could solve. Katie also offered group sessions -- ending smoking, cutting drinking, losing weight, etc., but these sessions were scheduled by the cruise director at set fees.
Actually, these group sessions were at least as important as the stage shows because, like on-shore excursions, they brought considerable profit to the cruise line. In addition to the financial considerations, these sessions were very effective, having a high success rate which led to an excellent rating on evaluation questionnaires. The private sessions, on the other hand, were very profitable for Matt and Katie because the cruise line only charged an administrative fee for handling the payments, while the rest of the negotiated fees were theirs.
As Matt and Richard walked in and headed for the elevators, Richard stopped and asked, "Do you have time for a quick drink before we go down? There's something I would like to talk about." They got their drinks and sat down in a lounge. "Look", Richard continued, "My wife, Cindy, and I went to your show last night and, frankly, I was really surprised. I've been to a couple of these stage hypnosis shows and really wasn't interested, but Cindy wanted to go. I expected the usual...well, phony shows that I had seen before. In one of those, the 'volunteers' were obviously shills or stooges. In the other the hypnotist whispered in my ear telling me what to do and how to act. I went along with it as a good sport, but I hated it.
"As I said, something like that was what I expected last night. Cindy wanted to go on stage and see what happened. All I remembered afterwards was hearing your wife telling us to relax and sometime later, I came to or woke up, feeling very good but vague about what had gone on. It was all over, whatever it was, and we left the stage with everyone applauding. Neither Cindy nor I remembered doing anything special and I suddenly was afraid that I had been doing something embarrassing like clucking like a chicken or something weird. Fortunately, the couple we were with had watched from the audience and had used their phone to record us. There we were, singing a duet and neither of us can sing! Even more unbelievably, we sounded reasonably good! Another person was playing the piano as if he were in a symphony, but he had no piano! I talked to one of the ship's officers later and he said that he's seen her act several times and that your wife is amazing."
"Well, I appreciate your kind statement and," grinning, "I hope you will say that if you're asked to evaluate the show! We move from ship to ship over the season and, even cruise line to cruise line. In reality, Katie, my wife, is not a 'stage hypnotist' like those entertainers you have seen. She's a hypnotist who works on the stage. She actually is a certified hypnotherapist and did clinical work while getting her master's degree. She does her best work in group and private sessions just as she would in an office or clinic on shore. We really enjoy the travel and meeting people, but one of these days we'll probably settle down somewhere and she'll work in a more professional setting. In the meantime, we like this life.
"In any case, I have to leave now, go down to our suite, take a shower and meet several passengers who have some personal problems that Katie may be able to help solve. She likes the show business part of this job, but she really enjoys the problem-solving challenges. People don't take a cruise to have therapy sessions, but it's surprising how many see her stage performance and wonder if hypnosis can help them change their behavior in some way. Of course, most of those people join a group session to try to stop smoking, lose weight or whatever, but some situations are more personal and we have one-on-one meeting with them. Anyway, I really have to go now and start setting up a schedule." He paused and continued, "Look, we'll be eating in the Windjammer [they were on a Royal Caribbean ship this cruise] this evening around 6:00 if you would like to meet her."
"I'd like that very much, but I would like to go further with this right now if you can take the time and treat me as a potential client. As you saw, I'm not much of a basketball player. Actually, my playground is the casino -- poker is my game -- but I came up this morning to meet you personally and ask for some help. Cindy and I have a serious problem and that it is the reason I wanted to talk to you!"
"Oh? Well, sure, this is a surprise, but that's my job. Go ahead. Give me a quick summary of your situation and I'll present it to Katie and she will decide if she thinks that hypnotism can help. If so, we'll schedule a more formal meeting for her to talk to you. She's the professional, I'm just the manager."
"Perfect! This is rather personal, but I guess most of the problems she sees are personal. Cindy and I were married just after graduating from college, both about 21. Our sex life was excellent -- it couldn't have better, in fact. About a year later she got pregnant and had a baby boy. Two years later she had a girl. Now, for many people, having children dampens the libido and sex drops or virtually disappears. That didn't happen to us. Obviously, having kids around and the work involved led to some constraints, but our interest in sex never abated. The kids grew into teenagers, we reached our mid-thirties, but, sexual interest and satisfaction still was a significant part of our relationship. She was an active participant and had no problem initiating sex herself.
"Then she began having physical difficulties with her sexual equipment, saw the doctor and they found a large cyst growing in her uterus. It didn't turn out to be cancerous, fortunately, but they agreed that it should be removed. Since we had no intention in having more children, the decision was made to have a hysterectomy and avoid any future problem. Everything went well, she healed up perfectly, but a different, and, for us, very serious problem, appeared -- she lost any interest in sex! No, that's wrong. The interest was there, but she gets nothing out of it. Her gynecologist checked her over and found no physical problem.
"We discovered later that this really is not uncommon. There are all sorts of explanations, mostly psychological, but knowing that hasn't helped. As you can imagine, this is very difficult for us. We have sex, but, as I say, she gets nothing out of it. She tries to do it for me, but having her lie there just being used or, worse, faking excitement, ruins it for me. With the best will in the world, this has begun to undermine our relationship. We left the kids with her parents and we took this trip, visiting Spain and, now, this cruise hoping that her libido might return in more romantic situations, but it hasn't.
"Suddenly, yesterday, after being part of your show, I had an epiphany. Could your wife hypnotize Cindy and bring back her ability to enjoy sex? I mentioned this brainstorm to Cindy last night and she is more than willing to try anything. She is even more frustrated about this than I am because she wants to feel that sexual pleasure for herself as well as for me. So, that's my, no our, problem. Do you think that it is possible that your wife could help us? Will she be willing to try?"
"Damn, Richard, that is a real problem! I have no idea at all. As I told you, I manage the act and arrange the schedule, but all I know about hypnosis is what I've learned from being with Katie. However, I certainly will talk to her about this and see what she thinks about the prospects. I know that nothing like this has come to us before, but she's really good. Look, I'll go down now and describe the situation to Katie. We have a group session at 11:00. Why don't you and Cindy meet us at the Windjammer about noon and we'll discuss the issue over lunch. If Katie doesn't think she can help, she'll say so, but if there's any chance, I'm sure she'll try."
Matt went down to their suite and found Katie reading on their balcony. After a quick shower and dressing, he described Richard and Cindy's problem and asked what she thought about the chances of helping with their problem.
"I really don't know, but I guess that it wouldn't hurt to try. Which ones were they on the stage last night?"
"They were the couple you had sing a duet."
"Oh, yeah! They weren't bad. They certainly went under easily. About mid-thirties I think. Wait a minute! I remember now! She was the one that had the tits you couldn't take your eyes off of!"
"That has absolutely nothing to do with it! I didn't even remember that when I was talking to Richard!"
"Sure! And I'll bet that the idea of you fondling those tits to get her interest in sex revived never crossed your mind! You never thought of Janine or Jane, did you?"
Matt's face took on a most beneficent and innocent expression. "Well, I'll admit that the thought may have briefly occurred to me in passing, but my real motivation was the genuine desire to help!" However, that guiltless demeanor was quickly undermined by a satirical grin that confirmed Katie's skepticism.
Katie grinned back at him, repeating what had become a mock battle between them, "There will not be another Jane! There will not even be another Janine! I have hammered down the lid on that Pandora's Box and I have pulled back from that slippery slope! I will talk with Richard and your prospective victim, Cindy Henderson, but THERE WILL NOT BE ANOTHER JANE! Live with it!"
The four of them talked over lunch, and things went well. Physically, Cindy's major attractions were, unquestionably, her breasts which, as Katie had noticed, had been the focus of Matt's eyes when on stage. However, seated at the table, Matt and Cindy quickly realized that she was more than just an eye-catching set of tits. Her face and the rest of her body were quite attractive and her friendly personality quickly made this more than just a client-practitioner relationship. She obviously was hesitant and embarrassed to be discussing such a personal problem with two strangers, particularly over lunch rather in a doctor's office, but she was reassured by Matt and Katie's genuine sympathy.
Katie listened closely as Cindy described her feelings and how she had suddenly lost interest in sex, or, at least, the ability to enjoy it. "God knows, I was never obsessed with sex, but I always enjoyed it. If, for some reason we had no sex, like when Richard spent several weeks in the National Guard, I really missed it. I still miss it, but it just doesn't do anything for me! I try to get excited. I...I fantasize...and...this is hard to say...I...I play with myself to try to get things started! Richard tries everything that always has worked in the past! Damn it, nothing happens!
"I...I really thought that a hysterectomy was going to make life better. I would have no more cramping and spotting once the cyst was removed, no more worries about birth control, no more periods! I was going to lose my uterus, which I didn't need anyway, but I would be trading it for the freedom that would mean. I certainly never conceived of losing my ability to enjoy sex -- have my libido vanish! I didn't even know what a libido was! I know that a lot of women lose interest and don't want to be bothered, but, damn it, I want it but nothing happens -- my body just doesn't react. My mind says 'get hot,' but nothing happens! The doctor insists that it's all mental, but I don't see how since the desire is still there! I haven't had an orgasm in at least six months, either with Richard or...or by myself! He has been as sympathetic as he could be. He's tried every way he can think of to help me, but I just lie there like a lump. This is not good for either of us."
She was almost in tears of frustration as she finished that emotional description of what, obviously, was the loss of a very significant part of both of their lives. Some women never have orgasms and they aren't concerned or are not even aware of what they're missing. Their husbands often don't care or don't even recognize that their wives are faking orgasms if those wives even make the effort. In Cindy and Richard's case, losing something that had been important in their relationship made this a major issue. Katie was touched by the impact it had on both of them and, looking to Matt for his approval, decided to do what she could.
"Ok, I honestly don't know if I can be of help, but I'll certainly try. As Richard noticed, my performance on stage is real hypnotism, not the fakery you often see. Some 'stage hypnosis' is much like a 'stage magician' except we all know that the magic isn't real and we know that trickery is involved. Hypnotism is real so people don't realize that the stage hypnotist is often just an entertainer. Those are the acts that Richard has seen. They certainly couldn't help you!"
Matt turned to Cindy and stated, forcefully, "Yeah, not only is her act real, but, as I told Richard, she is a trained professional hypnotherapist and she really helps people in her therapy sessions. She even had a couple take a cruise just because we were on it, because they thought that she could help them! She could be working in an office or clinic, but we both prefer this life."
Katie laughed, saying, "Being called a 'stage hypnotist' is frequently used in a pejorative way and Matt, as my manager, is sensitive about my status. He blows my horn for me so I don't have to! However, he's right about my background; otherwise I certainly wouldn't be able to help you. Cindy, I have a group session scheduled right now, but why don't the two of us get together afterwards and go down to our suite for a while. We can do a little exploring and see if I can come up with a plan to attack your problem. Just remember, I can't promise anything. From what you've said, I agree with your doctor in that this is a mental block, nothing physical, but I'm not a psychoanalyst, just a therapist."
They did meet for over an hour with Matt joining them just as they were finishing up. He was pleased to see smiles on their faces as he came into the room. "You two seem to be pleased. Does that mean that you have made some progress?"
Katie replied, "Yeah, I think that we made some headway. At least I have learned a lot about Cindy that give me possible things to try to get by whatever is holding her back."
"Oh, yes, Matt, she's already helped in that something is being tried! I've just been just hoping, futility, that I would come out of this on my own, but Katie really gives me hope!"
"Remember, though, I haven't done anything yet and I still may not be able to really help!"
"Oh, I know that, but you give me confidence and hope. You're not treating me as some silly woman with no real problem except what she has created for herself! Frankly, that is how my doctor has reacted since there seems to be no physical difficulty. I feel like a nuisance when I talk to him. Even my female gynecologist seems to have that attitude."
"Well, I'll do my best and we'll see what happens."
As Cindy left the room, Matt looked at Katie and asked, "What do you really think? I'm sure that you told her to feel good and so on as usual so I can't tell."



"I think that there is a pretty good chance that I can help her. I put her under right away and build up her willingness to be open with me and she was quite frank about her relationship with Richard -- which seems to have been excellent but has been damaged by a loss of intimacy. I was able to isolate some specific time periods in the past when sex was very good and I'll try to put her back into those periods and see if she gets excited. Overall, I'm optimist.
"She has had the same problem over time that many, maybe most, women have -- they just don't get enough arousal from having intercourse to have an orgasm. They need a longer time to build up, their clit's aren't hit enough, they're not really in the mood when their husbands want sex -- whatever. When sex is new, they overcome those obstacles because they are really hot and ready for sex. But that dies down as time passes. Cindy and Richard have had a good sexual relationship partly because she has been able to use fantasies that help create the spark that gets her over the hump. Of course, both men and women use fantasies, but the physical pleasure of screwing a woman makes them less essential in men in most cases.
"In any case, apparently she has several fantasies that help her get over the final hurtle to have an orgasm, fantasies that always have worked. Unfortunately, since her hysterectomy, they have no effect. So, as I said, I think that the best strategy is to try and send her back in time, mentally, to before the hysterectomy. Then use her fantasies to, if possible, get her to have an orgasm. If she had one, it would prove that her problem is psychological, not physical, and, I hope, we can overcome her blockage. I've got to have her describe her fantasies in detail and see which might be most effective."
They talked about Katie's plans for a while, but for some reason Matt felt that she was less forthcoming than usual and seemed to be bemused or preoccupied. There was nothing specific or concrete, but he just had a vague feeling that she was hiding something or, at least, not answering his questions fully. He didn't push her, figuring that if something was bothering her it would come out later. As it happened, he was right.
That evening, they were in their suite undressing after coming in from swimming and were debating whether or not they wanted to go back up to the Windjammer for a snack. Matt said several things to Katie and got vague answers indicating that her mind was somewhere else. Finally, he decided that he had waited long enough. "Ok, honey, what's bothering you? Wait, don't say 'nothing!' What's the problem?"
As he knew, she had, in fact, been on the edge of saying 'nothing' rather than answering. "Oh, damn it, you know me too well. All right, I did something awful earlier today and I feel guilty and like a hypocrite. I've been so adamant on not taking advantage of clients, saying 'no more Janes!' And then I gave way to temptation this afternoon with Cindy!"
"You're kidding!"
"I wish I were!"
"What on earth happened?"
"Gods, I hate this! She went under very easily and I spent a lot of time establishing a comfortable relationship with her. I had no problem putting her under for she's a real 'fantasizer.'" As Matt knew, subjects who go into the deepest hypnotic trances are people who fantasize a lot -- which means getting immersed in, or getting lost in, books, movies, TV or just day dreams. It doesn't mean sexual fantasies although those don't hurt and, in this case were very useful.
"Once I had her trust and confidence, I began to focus on her real sexual experiences and any fantasies that came from them. I told her that she should be completely free of any embarrassment and that she should talk about those experiences or sexual fantasies in explicit detail. I hoped to find one of those experiences that she still remembered as extraordinarily good and send her back, mentally, and recreate that event. If I could get her to relive such an event and have an orgasm as she did so, her problem might well be solved. That idea just didn't work because she just hasn't had any such extreme sexual experience! She wasn't quite a virgin when they were married, but nothing of significance before then. Sex with Richard has been good, but with no single outstanding occasion.
In the years since their marriage, she has had only one extra-marital sexual relationship and that was limited to some nighttime playing around in a swimming pool. She was using that to fantasize about, but it seems a bit weak for me to work with. She apparently did have some effective fantasies based on that limited action and I plan to explore that to see if it can be enlarged to make it really sexy. However, I left that idea when she described her other fantasy, sex with another woman!
"I'm afraid that the things that I did with Janine and Jane caused my focus to change. I felt a surge of excitement go through me, a surge that caught me by complete surprise and I couldn't resist concentrating on that fantasy. I don't understand it, but I have to admit that I was fascinated as I had her describe a lesbian-type experience in her college days, almost fifteen years ago. She still fantasizes about that experience, so it still arouses her -- and it certainly aroused me!"
Katie hesitated, still flustered and guilt-ridden by the unexpected compulsion that had caused her to violate her "no more Jane's" mantra. Finally, she got the turmoil in her mind sufficiently under control to describe the following events.
*******************************************************************
Katie and Cindy were seated on the couch in the suite, Cindy deep in a trance. She has just said that she had two fantasies that she used to try to get aroused enough to have an orgasm.
"The first one is about playing around in a swimming pool a few years back. Our neighbors had a pool and, particularly at night, there was a lot of exploring going on and I enlarge on that. We never went beyond, well, 'petting' or 'making out,' but I fantasize about going further and it has excited me enough in the past. The other was back in college when my roommate and I began playing around with each other and ended up having sex. I had broken up with my boyfriend and she didn't have one, so we got together. I've never done anything with a woman since, but it always has worked as a fantasy until now."
Katie immediately focused on the second fantasy. That decision to do so wasn't a conscious one, which says something in itself, but, regardless of her own subconscious urges, the questions she asked were, in fact, pertinent in estimating the value of the fantasy. "Tell me about that relationship. How intense was it? That was, what, fifteen years ago or so. Do you still remember details?"
"It was quite intense when we were into it, but it was recreation more than anything else. Judy, my roommate, and I were very close and really liked, even loved, each other as very dear friends. But, neither of us, even when we were having sex, ever thought that we were into women, not men. Neither of us looked at other women and speculated on sex with them. We certainly weren't lesbians. That's sounds weird, but we both loved giving the other an orgasm and that's what I fantasize about -- me lying there and Judy working on me or she lying there and me working on her. It was a long time ago, but I can still recall the fun we had with each other. It always worked before, but, while it still arouses me, I can't get over the edge now!"
"You say you still recall how it felt. What exactly did you do?"
This, obviously, was a very delicate question, but Cindy's trance was deep enough that she answered willingly. "We did everything, but mostly we just used our hands and fingers on our tits and pussies. We always kissed and sucked each other's nipples. Once in a while when we were really into it and had a lot of time, we would use our tongues on each other's pussies. Actually, I truly liked doing that. It really turned me on to be licking and sucking between her legs when she really went off!"
"Think of Judy being with you and playing with you now. Does that excite you? Would you like that?"
"Oh, yes!" She began to breathe more heavily and her face reddened
"Ok, Cindy, lean back and relax. You're at home and feeling sexy and Richard isn't here. You're all alone. You'll hear my voice, but you are all alone. If I give instructions you will follow them without being aware that I have instructed you. You're excited and really want to go off. You start thinking about having sex with Judy. You picture yourself lying on your bed in your dorm room expecting Judy to join you. The idea really arouses you and you go into your bedroom, undress and think about Judy playing with you. Think about it and let yourself go. Don't think of anything except how excited you are and how good it feels. When I day 'go', you will remember what you want to do and will be unaware of anything else until I say the word 'jasmine.'"
Leaving the couch, Katie went over to the door, opened it enough to set the "Do not disturb" indicator in place, came back and said "go." Without the slightest hesitation, Cindy stood up and removed her clothes. As she watched, Katie had a flashback to both Janine and Jane doing the same thing. As the bra and panties came off, she found herself evaluating and comparing Cindy's body to theirs. It was not an impersonal, disinterested appraising of her body, far from it. This was a purely sexual assessment and, as Cindy lay back on the bed, Katie's eyes were focused on the tits that had attracted Matt.
Cindy was in her mid-thirties with two teen-age kids, but she had retained her figure and her body was trim and firm. Those tits were not really large, probably a C cup, maybe a D, but they retained their youthful shape with little sag, projecting straight out. Her stomach was slightly round rather than flat with a neatly trimmed triangle of dark blonde hair at its base. Her legs were slender, her firm thighs showing the benefit of a hated, but effective, exercise bike.
Katie's eyes took this all in as they roamed over all those features and she felt a surge of heat course through her, much as it had when she had seen Jane lying naked on the bed. It was different this time because she was alone with Cindy. However, she not only had seen Jane in that position, she had fondled and played with her, so this wasn't new or as scary. Afterwards, when talking to Matt, Katie was adamant that, consciously, at least, she had no intention of touching Cindy -- she was only going to intensify the fantasy with Judy to try to create an orgasm. It didn't work out that way.
Cindy lay back on the bed, closed her eyes and began fantasizing. Her left hand came up and began fondling her right breast while her right hand moved between her legs and started to massage her clit. Occasionally her fingers left her clit and slid down over her cunt, dipping into the moisture between the lips. After a short time, her legs parted further, her mouth fell open a little bit and she began to pant softly. Katie had sat there, fascinated as Cindy's excitement mounted. Just as she had when watching Matt fondle Jane, her own hand found its way under her skirt and begin stroking her clit through her panties, matching Cindy's fingers.
Cindy gradually become aroused enough to undulate slightly and her fingers moved more rapidly. She bent her knees and drew her feet up, flexing her hips up and down, continuing to finger her clit while moving her other hand down to grip and pull upwards on her pubic bone. However, while all this activity was having the desired effect of really arousing her, which hadn't happened since her hysterectomy, it was obvious that she had reached a plateau and could not get past that point. She was clearly becoming increasingly frustrated as she could not climax.
Whether or not it was her original intention, Katie intervened at that point. She leaned over to Cindy's ear and whispered, "Judy's coming, honey! She's going to help! Relax and let Judy do it. You're in your dorm room and Judy's coming to help!" She paused, letting her instructions sink in, and continued, in a normal volume, "Judy's here now! Look, Judy's here!"
Cindy's frustration vanished and a smile spread across her face as she looked up, saw Katie and exclaimed, "Oh, Judy, I'm so glad you're here! I'm really hot, but I can't go off! I build up but I can't finish! I really need you!" She reached up and embraced "Judy" and pulled her down for a deep and loving kiss. As the kiss continued, Katie began fondling Cindy's breasts, squeezing and caressing them, tweaking the nipples.
Katie finally pulled away, saying, "Just relax, dear. We'll fix it!" She leaned down and began kissing and sucking Cindy's nipples while sliding her hand down over her stomach and through the hair and over her crotch. Cindy pulled her knees apart, opening herself to the probing fingers, and quickly resumed her undulations as those fingers played with her cunt. Katie briefly massaged her clit before moving over the lips to her asshole. She dragged her index finger back up between the lips and inserted it full length into the well-lubricated vagina. She finger-fucked it a few times before withdrawing and concentrating on the clit.
Cindy began moving more vigorously, but Katie wasn't far behind. Cindy had both of her hands up cupping and squeezing her breasts as her lower body was flexing up and down. Katie had her right hand down between Cindy's legs, but her left hand was inside her own panties, gripping her pubic area, putting pressure on her clit. If an observer had been there, he or she would have been witness to a very erotic tableau. Fortunately, there was no such observer -- it would have been extremely embarrassing to each of the participants!
Regardless of that, it was highly successful. Katie didn't reach orgasm, but Cindy certainly did! She not only was aroused, she had a climax! She began more, almost spastic, motions, grinding her pelvis against Katie's hand while gasping out, "Oh Judy, Judy, it feels so good...so good." Her words morphed into mumbles and moans as she finally attained orgasm, surging upwards and holding steady before slumping back on the bed. As she began to subside, Katie managed to get her mind to work well enough to say "jasmine." Cindy, still recovering, relaxed and waited for instructions.
*******************************************************************
As Katie concluded her description of her session with Cindy, Matt just looked at her in stunned silence. "My god, honey, I don't know what to say! Damn, I'm stunned!"
"Oh, you're not the only one! As I listened to myself telling you all of that I could hardly believe what I was saying. My mind has been in turmoil ever since we left the suite this afternoon. I didn't know what to tell you on the spot so I just said that I think that we made some headway. Obviously, we did so, far more than Cindy believes. That's all good, but I feel so ungodly guilty! It's hard to explain, but I could accept everything I did to get her over the hump, but not the reason that I did it.
"I know this sounds silly, but if I had done exactly the same things in an impersonal and professional manner, I would be very happy right now. But my motives were wrong and that makes all the difference ethically! Making it so much worse, I...I...damn it, I want to do it again! Oh, Matt, I feel the same way I did when I was with Jane that last time. I've been afraid of that temptation when we've teased about it and I gave in this afternoon. I'm afraid that I really opened Pandora's Box this time and I can't put the lid back on."
"Come on, Katie! I know that I'm more ethically challenged than you are -- by far! Maybe I'm morally corrupt, but I don't see that any damage has been done. Cindy and Richard will be happy if you've solved their problem. By the way, what did you do after she went off and what did you tell her? She was smiling when you came out of the suite, but she wasn't turning cartwheels."
"When I brought her out of her trance, I did not tell her that she had had an orgasm. It may have been a one-time thing and I didn't want her to hurry to Richard and have nothing happen if they tried to have sex. This did prove what I expected -- her problem is mental, not physical. Regardless of my admittedly selfish motive, I want to build up the effectiveness of that fantasy so that she will get past her mental blockage. Then she can use the fantasy when engaged in regular sex and have an orgasm. Sometimes the physical impact of having sex is enough to send you over the top, but often, particularly for women, it's not enough and a potent fantasy helps. Sex therapists, like Dr. Ruth, encourage the use of such fantasies as aids, especially for long-married couples.
"In Cindy's case, the relationship with Judy seems to have been even more intense than she admitted or, perhaps, realized. I want to work with that. In addition, as I told you, she has that other fantasy based on what appears to have been a relatively innocent playing around with a male neighbor in the swimming pool, so I want to encourage that. Damn, this is a very interesting case for a hypnotherapist and I'm messing it up by getting personally involved!"
"Oh, what the hell, Katie! Just how have you messed it up? Cindy didn't do anything she hadn't happily done before! As I said, Cindy and Richard will be thrilled if you've solved their problem. Their marriage was in trouble and it looks as if you may be saving it."
"I know you're right, but I still have this belief that I should be uninvolved, above the issues, so I can see things more clearly. What I've done toward helping has worked, but I'm afraid that giving into temptation today will make it easier now and in the future to use my hypnotic control for me, not the patient! Giving in to temptation will make it easier next time.
"There's another aspect that is also roiling up my mind, and that began with Jane. Why am I so interested...well, put it this way. I felt Janine more or less innocently. Then, I really got carried away with Jane as you fucked her. I played with her tits and pussy and, even, licked her. I accepted that as just the overwhelming excitement of the whole situation. There was nothing like that with Cindy! I should have just sat there as she fantasied and not gotten involved. If necessary, I could have mechanically used my hand to help her go off. I didn't do that! I participated! I kissed her, fondled her tits, I finger-fucked her -- all while working on my own pussy!
"Even more, and I didn't mention this before -- I wouldn't admit it to myself -- I actually was tempted to pretend to be Judy and have Cindy work on me!" She paused, and with a look of consternation on her face, continued, "I wanted to have sex with her! Remember, I was worried about that with Jane. You asked me if I wanted to have sex with another woman and I said that I didn't think so. Well, now I do and it scares me for some reason!"
"Whoever said that your feelings and emotions have to be rational? You know better than that! You don't have any real sexual attraction to Cindy, herself, any more than you did to Jane! Her body attracts you. You told me years ago that a very common fantasy among women, including yourself, is being with another woman sexually. When we were with Jane you speculated about being bisexual -- well, maybe you are! Enjoy it! I certainly don't mind and, as I told you when you went down on Jane after I had fucked her, it was probably the sexiest and the most surprising thing I've ever seen."
"But I really don't want to be bisexual!!" She stopped and looked up at Matt and saw his amused reaction. "Damn it, stop laughing at me! Ok, I know it's not a matter of choice -- you are what you are -- but that doesn't make it any easier! I should be better able to control myself!" She paused and, with the first genuine smile since they started that conversation, she continued with, "More 'shoulds' and 'shouldn'ts.' They're with us all the time. I just can't believe how things, and I, have changed since that little episode with Janine! It put me on this slippery slope! I can't think anymore. Let's go back up. I could use something to drink after all of this!"
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The following day was 'at sea' and the morning was busy, but the afternoon was open for a private session with Cindy. Katie had major mixed feelings when they started – anticipation and reluctance at the same time. She and Matt had continued their discussion and he had urged her to quit worrying and do what was necessary to help Cindy and, as she clearly wanted to do, enjoy herself while doing so. Katie still was conflicted – should and shouldn't warring in her mind – but if she had been completely honest, she would have admitted that 'should' was going to win. Temptation already had won!
They were seated in the suite with Cindy once again deep in a hypnotic trance as Katie began probing into her other main fantasy. "Cindy, tell me about the fantasy you have about your neighbor in the swimming pool. Tell me what happened that excites you."
"Our next door neighbors had an above ground pool and we often used it with them. It was only about five feet deep, but it was very cooling. We often went into it at night after the kids were in bed. There was a light from their house, but not in the pool itself, so you couldn't see below the surface. They were a nice couple about our age and we had gotten to be pretty good friends. Their neighbors on the other side usually joined in. We would stand in the water or lie on floats. There was a lot of kidding going on, e.g. dumping people off of floats, wrestling around and so on. The neighbor, Lyle, began paying more attention to me and, gradually, began to feel me under the water.
"He was attractive and I liked him, so I didn't stop him. At first he just put his hands under my arms and pulled me around, but soon his hands were on my breasts. When I didn't object, he, as you would expect, became more adventurous. I liked it! It felt good and was pleasantly immoral and exciting. Bit by bit he went further – going under my bra then taking it down, feeling me through my pants and then inside them. I even let him take my pants completely off a few times when everyone else was on the deck and couldn't see us. He started taking his cock out and rubbing it against me or I would hold it. One time, after we left the pool, I put my coverup on and took my suit off under it and when the two of us went into the house to get more drinks, I opened it and showed him, and he felt, everything. As I showed myself and he touched me, I hoped that he would take his cock out and I could see and feel it. He didn't do it, but I've fantasized about that ever since."
"We never did any more than that. It went on for about a year until they moved away. I had no real sexual attraction to him. It was just fun – getting away with something, something that was a bit dangerous, but really relatively innocent. I never told Richard about it, but I believe that he might have been doing much the same thing with Cora, Lyle's wife! There was a lot of quiet time in the pool! However, I have fantasized about it and him ever since. Of course, I picture us doing a great deal more, including fucking!
"Describe a fantasy with him that you use to get excited."
"Well, one of my favorites has me in the bedroom naked after having a shower. Suddenly Lyle comes into the room, lays me back on the bed and fucks me. He finishes in me and leaves. I put my suit on and go out and sit by Richard and watch the kids! Of course, I embellish it with all sorts of detail and make it as shameless as possible. I would never dream of doing anything like that in real life, but as a fantasy, it works!"
"Ok, Cindy, that sounds like an exciting idea, at least an outline, for a fantasy. However, obviously, that would not be enough for you to work yourself to orgasm. Describe a fantasy with the embellishments you mentioned that you would use to arouse yourself enough to go off."
"One of them goes back to that time I just mentioned when he really felt me. Everybody, including the kids, is in the pool and I come over to our house to get some snacks that I had prepared. Lyle comes with me to help collect things and carry the food back. As soon as we're in the kitchen, I open my coverup and show myself to him. He takes the coverup off of me feels me all over and sucks my nipples. Later I find a mark beside a nipple which really excites me and I have to hide my breast from Richard for several days.
"He quickly pulls his bathing suit down, exposing his hard cock and I finally get to look at it in the light. It's much like Richard's, but it's not his! It's a different cock, an illicit cock, and that makes it irresistible. I start stroking it and I feel his hands on my shoulder, pushing downward, and I realize that he wants me to suck it. I drop to my knees and take it into my mouth and start bobbing my head as I suck. At the same time, I reach up and fondle his balls, lightly squeezing them. He holds my head and begins fucking my mouth, gagging me a bit, but I don't mind. I never liked having Richard coming in my mouth, but I welcome Lyle doing so. I gulp down the cum without hesitation, keeping his cock in my mouth until he is completely finished. I stay there, looking up at him and I'm very conscious of being a married woman kneeling at the feet of another man – and I love it.
"We both suddenly become aware of time passing and he pulls me to my feet and I grab my coverup, put it on and we hurry out with the food. Fortunately, no one has noticed how long we were gone. But I'm suffused with a pleasant guiltiness, thinking how shocked everyone would be – I had just sucked a cock, and here I was with Kyle's wife and my husband and with the taste of Kyle's cum still in my mouth. I never include any conversation in my fantasy or any thought of affection, love or anything like that, just sex.
"I don't know what might have happened if Kyle had actually taken his cock out that time I did open my coverup. I had fantasized about actually doing something when I took my suit off and I was really hot, as you would expect, but I doubt that I really could have sucked him, but the idea of doing so still excites me!
"My most complete fantasy with Lyle, though, is one where Richard has taken the kids to a baseball game and I'm all alone. I've been working in my garden and have come in and taken a shower when I hear a knock on the back door. Thinking that it probably is Cora, I throw on a robe and go down. I'm surprised to see Lyle at the door. Cora's in town and he knows that I'm alone. Without saying anything, he grabs me and kisses me and starts feeling me. I respond to his kisses and he soon finds out that I am naked under my robe.
"I protest mildly as he removes my robe and I'm standing in the kitchen nude. I get more and more excited and when I tell him that the family is gone for hours, he turns me toward the stairs and, without protest, I let him take me to our bedroom. I know what is going to happen, and I pull the covers down on the bed as he undresses. I kneel down and briefly suck his cock before he lifts me up and lays me back on the bed. He spreads my legs and I raise them as he leans in and licks my pussy. I'm already dripping wet, but it feels wonderful.
"It's obvious that I am ready, so he comes down on me and I reach down and direct his cock into me. My legs are up and open, welcoming him as he begins to pound in and out of my pussy. It's nothing that Richard hasn't done hundreds, maybe thousands, of times, but this is a different cock, a different man in me! I'm wildly excited and surge upward, meeting his inward plunges as our pelvises come together. Each time we come together, his pubic bone hits my clit, sending waves of pleasure through me. His cock sliding in and out of me creates an erotic rhythm as we match each other's moves. I can hear the slap – slap – slap as we come together and I know that the sound is reverberating throughout the house. This seems to go on for a long time before I feel an orgasm blasting through me. I am still writhing around, pushing against him, when I feel him grinding against me and shooting his sperm deep into me.
"Suddenly, it's over and we slump down and recover from our exertions. I look at his face so near to mind and reality returns. I've committed adultery! This man, not my husband, has had me! His cum is deep inside my vagina! The idea excites me again! Finally, Lyle pushes up, his softened cock pulls out of me and he gets off the bed. I lie there, naked and used on our marital bed as he dresses. When he finishes, I get up and kiss him quickly and he leaves.
"Suddenly, I hear the front door open and my kids' voices as they come in. In utter panic, I grab a blouse and skirt and slip on my shoes. Drawing the covers up over a major wet spot, I fluff up the pillow, glance at a mirror and go downstairs to see why my family is home. Richard comes in just as I get there and he says, "The field was too wet after all the rain we had yesterday so they postponed the game. So, we stopped at McDonald's and came home."
"I think that if they had come straight home, I would have been upstairs in bed being fucked by Lyle! Then, before that shock dissipates, Cora comes to the door and calls in, 'Come look at what I got!" I have no choice and we follow her over to their house and are introduced to a new puppy which Lyle and all the kids are playing with. So, there I am, no bra, no panties and Lyle's cum beginning to trickle down my legs! The man who just had me, his wife, my husband and wet legs – quite a situation and very exciting.
"Almost all of my fantasies about Lyle have those same elements. No romance. Very little, if any talking. Graphic sex and almost being caught. Frequently marks on my breasts. Usually being with Richard after doing something illicit. Usually cum dripping out of me or in my pussy hair. I always make my fantasies as wicked and shameless as possible. They have absolutely nothing to do with any negative feelings about Richard or our marriage. I wouldn't change anything about those. I would never dream of doing anything like those imaginary lewd acts in real life, but, as I said before, in a fantasy, it works!"
"That is a really erotic fantasy, Cindy, and I can see why that would be very useful in working toward orgasm when you needed something more than the physical pleasure of being screwed. I think that we can really work with that! Now, let's go on. Do you have any other fantasies that you use to excite yourself?"
"No, only the ones with Lyle and the other one with Judy. Both have always worked in the past."
"All right, let's go back with the one with Judy. Do you remember that Judy was here yesterday and helped you have an orgasm? Would you like to have her be with you again?"
"Oh yes, I remember! She helped a lot. I would love to have her here again!"
"All right, Cindy. You have been having a problem going off. Judy helped you and after she helps you do it again, you'll remember how to do it. Now, you are all alone, waiting for Judy. You will hear nothing but my voice and you will follow my instructions. You're eager to see Judy and are excited. You will undress and lie on the bed with your eyes closed. You will open them when someone kisses you and you will see Judy. You will be eager to have sex with her and you will have an orgasm with no problem." Katie gave these instructions much as she had yesterday, but paused at that point, but, overcoming her conscience's objections, she continued, "Judy will really help you and you love her and want her to have an orgasm too. When I say 'go,' you will undress and lie down and wait for Judy. When I say the word 'jasmine,' you will return to your present state."
Once again she prevented interruption by setting the '"do not disturb" indication on the door, and started things into motion by giving the command, "go." Cindy immediately got up, stripped and lay down with her eyes closed. Katie looked at her nude body lying there and, after a few moments hesitation, removed her own clothes and, naked, joined her on the bed. Forcing her qualms and trepidations away, she leaned over and gave Cindy the kiss she was waiting for.
This time there was no verbal expressions of joy at seeing "Judy" beside her. Cindy put her arms around Katie and extended the length of the kiss while hugging her close. If that hypothetical observer from yesterday had been there, he or she would have witnessed a very different scene. Yesterday a nude woman lay there as another, dressed, woman was leaning over her, helping her in her struggle to reach orgasm. There was kissing and fondling, but, even when the dressed woman got personally involved and the touching became very intimate, there was still no relationship between them any more than if a masseuse were working on a client and they both got carried away.
This time there were two naked women entwined with each other, kissing deeply as their hands roamed freely over each other. Tits were fondled, pubic hair was run through on the way to cunts which were stroked and penetrated. They were writhing against each other, getting great pleasure from their bodies being together. Unlike yesterday, Katie was never above the fray, never just watching, never just aiding Cindy's drive to orgasm. She was totally lost in her own universe from the start, involved in an experience she had never even envisioned. She had no coherent thoughts – there were just too many new sensations. Emotional and mental overload! She was naked in bed with another woman, having sex with her! Her thinking processes closed down and her mind was lost in the pleasure of the moment.
For Cindy, of course, the situation was completely different. She was in bed with "Judy," her roommate and lover from long ago, the subject of erotic fantasies for many years. Under Katie's control, she was not aware of any physical differences and the body she was fondling was one which was quite familiar. She wasn't lost in a unique experience as Katie was, so she proceeded to work on Judy as she had, many times, in their dorm room.
Pulling away from Katie's lips, she kissed down over her neck to her chest and onto her breasts. She sucked on her hard nipples, lightly nipping them with her teeth. She cupped and fondled one tit with her hand while using her lips and tongue on the other. As Katie found, to her excitement and embarrassment later, she also left hickeys around the nipple, probably deliberately so.
She moved her hand downward over Katie's stomach, following it with her lips. The hand slid through her cunt hair and moved in circles over her pubic bone while she kissed around her navel. Her head rested on Katie's stomach for a few moments while her fingers began teasing her clit and slipping through the cunt lips. She stayed like that, tantalizing and manipulating Katie's sensitive sexual region until involuntary motions indicated her mounting excitement. At that point, Cindy pulled away from Katie's grasp and moved to the bottom of the bed and knelt between her legs.
Katie's mind was still dazed and she was just reacting to the pleasant things being done to her. Somewhere in the background was the realization of what was going on. Once in a while the awareness that a woman was having sex with her cut through the fog, but mostly she was just responding to Cindy's stimulating lips and fingers. However, whether it was thought or instinct, when Cindy moved between her legs, she raised and spread them, offering up her most intimate area to another woman for the first time.
Cindy promptly took advantage of the offer and moved in between the opened legs. She put a hand on each thigh and slid them upwards, meeting at Katie's exposed crotch, and began touching and feeling her sexual equipment. Her clit was already enlarged from its previous teasing and Cindy leaned in and began kissing and sucking it while stroking through the cunt lips with her fingertips. Her finger slid, without opposition, all the way into the well-lubricated hole and finger-fucked it for a short time. The finger came out and slid between the lips back to the asshole where the tip went in briefly before going back up.
After a few minutes of this, Cindy left the clit and moved downward, running her tongue over and between the cunt lips and licking past the perineum to the asshole. She used her tongue there before moving back up again. Her tongue made that trip up and down numerous times until Katie's motions became more pronounced as her excitement mounted. At that point, she concentrated on the clit, flicking it with her tongue while her finger probed her cunt and ass more vigorously, finger-fucking both holes alternatively. Finally, as Katie began humping and writhing in orgasm, she sank the finger into her cunt and put pressure on her clit and pubic bone with her mouth.
Katie held herself arched up, grinding and jerking in orgasm against Cindy before slumping down, exhausted by her expenditure of energy. Cindy stayed between her legs, her head resting on Katie's pubic hair for a few moments before moving up beside her. As Katie recovered and as her breathing and heartbeat returned to normal, the cloud in her mind dissipated and reality surged, back in. Later, she was surprised that she had no negative thoughts about what had happened, but, she didn't. Another woman had thoroughly aroused her and given her a tremendous orgasm and she had no feeling of guilt. Later, the question of bisexuality would resurface, but right then, everything was fine, In fact, shockingly, she had what was almost a compulsion to return the favor – and not only because she wanted to help Cindy with her orgasm problem. She admitted, again later, that she wanted to do what Cindy had done to her!
That urge was intensified when she leaned up over Cindy, kissed her and realized that she was tasting her own cunt on Cindy's lips and face. Rather than repelling her, as she would have expected, it actually excited her. Oddly enough, not a word had been spoken through all of this but, now, Katie pulled back, looked Cindy in the eye and exclaimed, "Oh, Cindy, that felt wonderful!" Remembering that they were back in school and in their dorm room and it wasn't the first time, she added, "I think that's the best ever. Relax and let me do you."
"I loved it too, Judy. Are you sure that you have the energy? We can wait till later if you want to."
Not wanting to engage in too much conversation and risk saying something to weaken Cindy's trance, Katie didn't respond verbally. Instead, she began fondling Cindy's breasts while using her lips on the nipples. She carefully avoided leaving marks that would be hard to explain to Richard, kissing and sucking the nipples while avoiding the flesh around them. As Cindy had done, she gradually worked her way down her body, caressing and kissing as she did so. She ran her fingers through the pubic hair, enjoying the feel of the light-weight fluffy curls, before going past it and contacting the clit with her fingertip.
She had done this with Jane, but the situation was totally different. Then she was excited, but the prime motivation was curiosity. She was doing nothing for Jane, just herself. Now, her goal was to arouse Cindy, to give her an orgasm like the one she, herself, had just enjoyed. She really wasn't thinking about motivation at the time, of course, but later she realized that a change had taken place. Yesterday she was working to help Cindy to orgasm in an effort to solve her libido problem while, admittedly enjoying her own sexual arousal while she did so. It was exciting, but, while they were friendly, the relationship basically was therapist-client.
Today, there was, obviously, far more of a personal involvement. After what had just happened and what she was prepared to do next, she no longer saw Cindy as just a client to assist. The change was mostly in her mind, of course, for Cindy was having sex with Judy, not Katie. Nonetheless, the extreme intimacy affected Katie and, as she moved between Cindy's legs, she felt a real emotional connection.



Cindy raised and spread her legs and drew them up, exposing her cunt to Katie's enthralled eyes. She had seen Jane in the same position with every detail laid out before her, but it had been darker then. In addition, this time she was able to study those details without Matt behind her, eager to get to the main event. She looked carefully at the clit, slightly protruding above the moist folds of Cindy's cunt below. Her eyes traced a path down between the engorged cunt lips into the inter recesses and the hole going into her body. On past that she saw the perineum, and, then, the asshole. For the first time she was able to clearly see what a woman was like between her legs.
That curiosity-fueled observation didn't last long, of course. She reached in and began lightly massaging the clit with the fingers of her left hand, while she stroked through the lips with the index finger of her right. She dipped the finger into the opening for a moment and then slid it backward over the perineum onto the asshole. She paused there momentarily and circled the tip around the closed opening. She continued teasing Cindy's clit while stroking back upward to the entrance to her vagina, sinking the finger into her again. Briefly finger-fucking the cunt opening, she dragged the finger back between the lips to the asshole where, this time, the lubricated tip penetrated to the first knuckle.
The trip between cunt and ass was repeated a number of times, the finger going deeper and the finger-fucking being more rapid and lasting longer. Cindy began moving, matching the rhythm of the probing finger, jerking upward most strongly when the finger was in her ass. Finally, Katie had the finger completely inside and she just left it there, gently flexing the fingertip deep in the passage.
At the same time, she lowered her face in close and began licking Cindy's cunt. She flicked her tongue over, and briefly sucked, the clit before running it through the very moist, swollen lips. She pushed the tip of the tongue as deep into the opening as she could before returning to the clit. Cindy's moves were more pronounced by this time, her hips flexing upwards to meet Katie's licking tongue. It was apparent that the climax was close. Pulling her finger out of Cindy's ass, she moved her hands to the back of Cindy's thighs, pushing against them firmly as she began licking from her asshole to her clit, pausing at each end as she ran her tongue between the lips. Cindy's motions became less controlled, jerking upwards while squirming against the stroking tongue.
As the orgasm began, Katie just fastened her mouth over the clit, frantically licking and pushing hard against Cindy's pubic mound. Cindy was thrashing around so hard that it was almost impossible for Katie to stay in place. When it was over, she released her grip on Cindy's thighs and her legs fell to the bed with Katie still between them, her head resting on the mound of soft hair. Finally, somewhat recovered for her physical efforts and postponing her mental self-analysis, Katie crawled up beside the almost comatose Cindy and kissed her. This time it was Cindy who tasted her own cunt on another woman's lips. It was almost with regret that Katie forced herself to say 'jasmine.'
She sat there for almost five minutes, looking at Cindy's nude body, knowing what she had just done – and what had been done to her – hardly able to believe what her eyes and memory told her. She looked between Cindy's still opened legs and thought, "I was right in there licking her. I had my finger in her cunt and...ass!" She suddenly was aware that she had actually done more to Cindy than Cindy had done to her. She had been totally lost in a sexual enchantment, a non-hypnotic trance that led her to do things beyond her comprehension.
Finally, she was able to get herself together, wash away the evidence of her sexual endeavors and dress. She carefully thought about her next step and prepared her instruction for Cindy. "Cindy, get up. Go into the bathroom and fix yourself up and come back and get dressed." Katie fixed the bed, which quite obviously had been well used, and waited for Cindy. Once again, she had a funny feeling, an indescribable feeling, as the nude woman came out and dressed in front of her – a woman she really hardly knew but with whom she had shared one of the most intimate experiences of her life!
"Cindy, you and I have had a long session of trying to overcome your difficulty in having an orgasm. You just lay there and had a long and effective fantasy about having sex with Judy. Nothing happened here, just you fantasizing. You're sure that you made real progress and feel very good." Katie hesitated, having a strong internal struggle and started down that slippery slope by adding, "You will want to have sex with Richard tonight and feel excitement. You will have a small orgasm which will encourage you. You will want to have another session with me to continue your improvement. None of this will feel strange to you." Katie, putting down a surge of guilt, repeated those instructions until they were engrained in Cindy's mind and then awakened her.
"How do you feel, Cindy? It looked that your fantasy had a good effect on you."
"Oh, Katie, That was wonderful. I don't think that I have ever fantasized about Judy in such detail! I remember things she did to me that ... well, I don't know where they came from, but I must have a mind that is more original than I thought to dream up such a fantasy!" She looked at Katie and, embarrassed, went on, "I feel funny about this in a way. It must be peculiar for you to sit here and watch me lying there having a wild sexual fantasy. Do...do...do I do anything that bothers you? I'm not even aware of you being here, of course, but when I'm out of the...trance, I guess, I'm self-conscious about it."
"Don't worry about it! You certainly are not doing anything to disturb me. This specific problem is a first for me too, but the cure most certainly is to get rid of your mental block and we definitely are making progress. I was going to suggest that since you normally would be undressed when sexually fantasizing you might be less inhibited in that condition. You seem to be doing well, so that may not matter. Anyway, we should look at the schedule and have another session tomorrow."
"Yes, I definitely want to work at it tomorrow for I really think that's it's working! For the first time in months I can feel excitement when I think of sex! Maybe undressing would help if you wouldn't mind."
Cindy left shortly afterwards, full of enthusiasm, and Katie fell into a stupor, her mind a morass of conflicting thoughts and ideas. In the foreground was a bewildering set of images, like a slideshow, recalling the things she had done and the things done to her. She recalled the feeling as another woman made love to her – the feeling of her lips and fingers bringing her to a tremendous orgasm. Then the unbelievable reality that she had more than matched what she had received as she returned the favor. She was there to bring Cindy to orgasm, as she planned, but she recognized that she was doing a great deal more than that.
When she was kissing Cindy and working between her legs, she wasn't doing it to help a client, far from it! She was having sex with another woman, making love to another woman – and completely lost in it. These thoughts and pictures were warm and pleasant and she had enjoyed every part of it. But, alongside of and mixed in with this stream of memories was a darker element. In the background was a menacing wall of guilt. Intermixed with those memories was the realization that she had deliberately taken advantage of Cindy and her problem and had gone far beyond what her ethical standards would permit. She had even arranged for further immoral activities tomorrow!
Shortly afterwards, Matt came in and found her still sitting there, staring blankly at the wall while her mind raced. She jumped, startled out of her contemplation as he spoke, "Hi honey. I saw Cindy going into the elevator and she looked quite cheerful. How did it go?" Before she could reply he saw the rather tremulous smile on her face as she turned toward him. "Uh oh, you don't look happy. Did something go wrong?"
"I talked about being on a slippery slope. Well, I'm on skis going down it! You said to let go and enjoy it and quit worrying. Well, I did! I had sex with her. We went all the way and I loved it. I've been sitting here, my mind chaotic. It seems that whether or not I want to be bisexual, I certainly was that today and the feeling was almost euphoric. But balancing that is a tidal wave, a tsunami, of guilt flooding over me. When she came in, I was determined to act professionally and not get involved personally, but I deliberately told her to have sex with "Judy" and I undressed and got on the bed with her and, of course, I was Judy!"
"Wow, that's something! However, I'm not surprised and I'm certainly not unhappy. I'm sure that she enjoyed it as much as you and, undoubtedly, she is further along toward solving her sexual problems than before you started working on her. You talk about those ethical standards which are there to keep your client from being harmed. How is she being harmed? She's living out her fantasies for heaven's sake! What's wrong with that?"
"I know all of that and...and I think you're right. However, somewhere in my mind is my conscience telling me that I'm rationalizing to get what I want. Well, conscience or not, rationalizing or not, she's coming back here tomorrow and I'm sure I'll do it again." Smiling ruefully, she continued, I guess I'll just have to get used to be, as you described yourself, 'ethically challenged!'"
As would be expected, the conversation went on for a long time with Katie divulging all of the things that had gone on between her and Cindy. Reviewing those actions in explicit detail changed her mood. Describing the things she had done and had done to her brought back the wild excitement and sexual arousal that fueled her plunge into female-female sex. By the time that her review was finished, both she and Matt were hot and ready for their more traditional male-female version of sexual engagement.
Before indulging in that activity, however, there was one more reminder of Katie's afternoon experience. As she undressed and removed her bra, Matt, watching her, laughed and said, "If you're going out and having wild sex orgies in the afternoon, you had better be careful or your husband may get suspicious!"
"What on earth or you talking about?"
"Look in the mirror!"
Katie went into the bathroom and almost immediately cried out, "Oh my god, I don't believe it!" The excitement and embarrassment mentioned earlier was shown on her face as she came out. There on her breast, right beside the nipple, were several dark spots that could only be illicit love marks! "And I was careful not to mark her so the Richard wouldn't know anything and she got me! Another woman put hickeys on my tit! Damn, you're right – my husband might be suspicious! Fortunately, he's not too bright or observant, so maybe he won't notice. Ooh, that makes me feel sexy – come on, fuck me!"
Lying in bed afterwards, Katie grinned at Matt. "Well, I guess that proved one thing! I may not be completely straight, but I'm damn sure not a lesbian! I still prefer a hard cock in me! Like it or not, however, I'm afraid that I am bisexual, at least to some degree. Even after this I am still looking forward to seeing Cindy tomorrow!"
Matt leaned up and looked down at her. Twirling an imaginary moustache and using the evil voice of the old black hat, black caped cartoon-like villain, Snidely Whiplash, leered at her and said, "Sure, and when we're greeting the new passengers next cruise, you'll be right there with me, lusting after the hot women, just waiting to get them in your clutches. We'll both be checking for new victims for you to seduce with your mysterious hypnosis. They'll be in your power and you'll have your way with them!"
Before he was ready for her reaction, Katie gave him a shove and he, literally, was pushed off the bed onto the floor. "Ok, wise guy! I'll use my mysterious power to replace you in bed! You make a lousy Snidely Whiplash. Anyway, I'm not going to be lusting after anyone – I'll leave that up to you. That you are good at! I'm not going to be looking for victims and I have no clutches. However, after making a fool of myself with my 'no more Janes' mantra, I have no intention of saying 'no more Cindys.' I'm not going to be looking for something, but I know that if something like this comes along, I'm likely to give way to temptation."
"See, you're not pure Little Nell either. More to the point, I'm certainly not righteous Dudley Do-Right, so tell me about that other fantasy that Cindy uses, the one with her neighbor. I wouldn't mind working with her on that one! I'm more Snidely than Dudley."
"Well, I won't argue about that! Ok, Snidely, he played around with her in the pool and generally felt her up. I know that you have been fascinated by her tits since that first night on the stage and I'm sure that I could make her see you as him. However, as far as I know, Richard always goes into the pool with her. Regardless of that, the pool is never empty of people and the pool lights are always on if it's night, so standing there feeling her might be pretty obvious! Other than that, I see no problem!"
"I get the picture. Anyway, that's not much of a sexual experience to build a fantasy on. Didn't they do any more than that?"
"No, that's all they ever did, but she has built up other scenarios where he actually fucks her. She described a couple of fantasies in detail that were very erotic, one where she sucks Lyle and one where he fucks her in bed." Katie recounted the elaborate fantasies that Cindy had recounted to her, ending with, "She said that she embellished the mild experience she had with Lyle and, boy, did she!"
"Gods, she may not have had much real experience, but her imagination works well! You did say that she did have an orgasm, didn't you?"
"Oh yes. Actually twice now, once yesterday and once today. I don't think that there is going to be a problem overcoming her mental block if it isn't gone already. That's one of the things I feel guilty about. I'm holding her back just because I want to play with her – actually, after today, have sex with her. However, I did tell her to have sex with Richard tonight and have a small orgasm. I...I want them to see progress, but not think that she's cured. That really wasn't fair of me, but I did it!"
"Any way you look at it, though, they are both getting what they want. She's getting a great deal more."
"I know. I'm going to muzzle my conscience. They have a tour tomorrow in Naples, so she's going to call later for us to make arrangements. With this cruise having only two 'at sea' days, it's hard to fit everything in – as you well know since you do the scheduling! Anyway, we'll be going ashore sometime, just to walk around, but we can be back any time."
"Is there any chance that you can arrange for me to see her? Maybe like we did with Janine? You said that you were sure that you could arrange that she couldn't see me. I'd love to be there when she's naked and when the two of you are together. That would be wild! I really liked seeing you with Jane! With her fantasies about Lyle, maybe I could do something with her!"
"I've been thinking about that. Actually, I was thinking about it this afternoon when I watched her undress because I knew that you would love to see her naked." She turned away, obviously conflicted, as she avoided his eyes. "I...I don't know what to say...I feel so foolish." Forcing herself to turn and face him, she continued, "It's one thing to have you there to see her, but another when I'm having sex with her. I don't mind that you watched me with Jane, even when I licked her. But I'm hesitant – scared, actually – to have you watch me really having sex with another woman!
"Wait, before you say anything. I know I stood there watching you fuck Jane. I got so excited that I joined in. What's the difference with you watching me? Nothing really, but somehow me having sex with another woman still seems wrong while you fucking Jane was perfectly normal. You know that I never had any prejudice against lesbians – god, my first roommate, Cathy, was a lesbian! As you said earlier, our very dear friends, Julie and Susan, are lesbians. I say that I seem to be bisexual, and I've come to accept that! But, damn it, the idea of you seeing me with Cindy changes everything! I'm afraid that I will be too self-conscious, even too embarrassed, to let myself go with her if you're there. I guess that, somehow, the whole business still seems perverted to me, and I'm reluctant to have you see me doing something aberrant!"
Matt stared at her, speechless, for a full minute before exclaiming, "Katie, you never cease amazing me – and not necessarily in a good way! Where the hell to these ideas come from? Julie and Susan sleep in our guest room and, I assume they have sex. Have you ever thought that they were perverted? You do the same thing with Cindy and it's perverted? You described all the things you did with Cindy. Did I do or say anything that makes you think that I disapproved? Didn't I encourage you? Now, I can understand that my being there might inhibit or embarrass you since this is all new – but perverted? You've got to be kidding!"
"Oh, I know all of that and I know that I'm being completely irrational. Just yesterday you said that I think that my feelings and emotions have to be rational and that it was wrong to feel that way. Now here I am going the other way and I'm sure that's wrong too! I don't know why these ideas are messing up my mind! Maybe it's my guilty conscience sneaking in a different way – I don't know. I do know that many people would consider what I'm doing with Cindy to be perverted, but I don't care – and I really know that you don't either.
"Ok, I think that I'll be able to get over any self-consciousness I feel when you're watching, so let's go ahead with it. We'll do the same thing we did with Janine so Cindy won't know that you're there. I still have serious reservations, though, about you doing anything physical with her. I...I guess that feeling her a bit would be ok, but, damn, I don't know about doing anything more. I'm going to have to do some real soul searching about that!"
Cindy and Richard took a tour of Naples and they met Katie and Matt that evening. Katie and Cindy had arranged a session for after dinner and they headed for the suite, leaving Richard to go to the casino. He loved playing poker and Katie had "suggested" that he would like to go there that evening while the session was going on – which is what he wanted to do, anyway – and that they would meet him there later. Matt already had reached the suite and was waiting when the two women arrived. As she had with Janine, Katie already had used the trigger word putting Cindy into a post hypnotic trance and had ensured Cindy that they would be alone. She then released her from that brief post hypnotic trance so that she would act perfectly normal in all other ways.
As soon as they were in the room, Cindy erupted. "Oh. Katie, I couldn't wait to tell you! Richard and I had sex last night and I actually got excited! I actually went off! It wasn't a big orgasm, but it was the first I've had at all in the last six months! I didn't want to talk about it in front of Matt – I really don't know why because he knows of my problem – but I'm thrilled! I'm really hopeful that by the time we get off in Venice that I'll be back to normal!"
"That's wonderful, Cindy! Did you use a fantasy and, if so, which?"
"I used the one with Judy. I started using fantasies about Lyle, the ones I described yesterday, but they weren't working. Then I went back to the best one, the one I used with Judy that was so good yesterday. It worked fine although, as I said, it wasn't a major orgasm.



"Ok, let's start there and maybe we'll work on something with Lyle, too. You said that you thought being nude might help. Do you want to try that?"
"Well, if you don't mind, I think that it might help since I was always nude with Judy. The fantasy about her really seemed to help last night and I would like to make it as real as possible. Actually, when I think about it, I'm remembering what Judy and I did, not really fantasizing as I am when I think about Lyle. With him, I'm imagining things. With Judy I'm reliving something! I've never created new situations with her as I do with him. Actually, my Judy fantasy – I guess I'll still call it that – has worked much better with you here. Somehow it has seemed more real. I can't believe I'm saying this after all these years, but it was so good yesterday that I wish that ...I wish I could actually do it again with her!"
She proceeded to undress, carefully placing her clothes on the couch, unknowingly, right beside Matt who was staring avidly as she stripped. As it had been with Janine and Jane, both Katie and Matt found watching her undress in front of them to be very erotic. It sounds weird, but somehow watching her innocently revealing her body was at least as interesting as seeing her completely naked.
Katie looked at her thoughtfully as conflicting alternatives battled in her mind. Finally, making a decision, she said, "I've tried to make your fantasy about Judy, or your memories of her, however you want to think of it, as real as possible. It appears that my help has been beneficial, but hypnosis can only go so far in enhancing your fantasies without more direct involvement. I think that I have an idea which could make it very real for you, but it would be much more personal. It goes far beyond my normal relationship with a client, but if you really want it, I am willing to participate in reenacting your memories with Judy. Think about it carefully and tell me what you want to do."
"You...you mean that you would take Judy's part?"
"Yes."
"Oh, good heavens, Katie, I don't need to think about it! If you don't mind, please do it!"
"Ok, Cindy, if you are absolutely certain, we will try to make your Judy fantasy more real and, I hope, more effective." Katie immediately put her back into a post-hypnotic trance and said, "Listen carefully. You will pretend that I am Judy. You will know that I am Katie, but you will pretend that I am Judy for the fantasy. I will be Judy and we will be back in your dorm room. You will do exactly what you did with Judy and I, as Judy, will do to you just what she did to you back then. You will make love just as you did then, but it will be more real with me being Judy. We will reenact your fantasy and make it more real. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I will pretend that you are Judy and pretend that we are back in my dorm room. We will make love as if you were Judy but I will know that you are Katie."
"Does any of that bother you? Does doing any of that with me cause you to be concerned or cause you to have any thought that you'll be doing anything that goes against your feelings of right and wrong?"
"No. I like it. It may make my fantasies better and more real."
"Ok, Cindy, we'll go through with it. Lie down on the bed and wait for 'Judy' to join you. When I get back on the bed with you, you will wake up and remember all that I said."
Cindy immediately relaxed and, as instructed, lay back and waited.
Katie turned away and quickly removed her own clothes. Looking at the incredulous expression in Matts face as she deposited her clothes on the couch beside Cindy's, she softy whispered, "I know! I didn't plan this! I intended to have sex with her anyway, but I like the idea of doing it with her knowing it is me. My god, I'm excited! I hope you like the show!" With that, she turned and joined Cindy on the bed.
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That hypothetical observer mentioned before would have seen the same physical acts being committed as yesterday. Two naked women were on the bed together, limbs intertwined, breasts pressed against each other as they shared a hard, passionate kiss. As the kiss continued, their hands explored each other's body. The knee of one was pressed between the thighs of the other, firmly locked against her crotch. Their positions changed and shifted, the kiss was broken off and nipples were sucked and flicked by tongues. It was a perfect picture of two women engaged in love making.
However, if that observer were perceptive, he or she would have noticed a difference from yesterday. Then, Cindy was fantasizing, building on sex-play from years ago. Now she was making love to "Judy" while realizing that this was real, not something recalled from the past. She was still entranced and was accepting the scenario as instructed by Katie, but she knew that 'Judy' was really Katie. The difference between fantasy and reality was evident - she was breathing harder, gasping for breath, her motions less controlled as she fondled new breasts, stroked a new cunt. Of course, she had actually explored Katie's body just yesterday, but she didn't know that. Yesterday they were Judy's breasts; today she knew that they were Katie's! The differences were psychological, but real where it mattered.
Much the same change applied to Katie. Now she was in bed with another woman but wasn't hidden in a fantasy. Today, for the first time, she was having sex with another woman when that woman knew who she was. To a considerable degree, she had lost control of the situation because, after this, her relationship with Cindy was going to be completely different. Cindy had been simply her client, but now she would be much more - lover, perhaps? Those were thoughts and concerns for the future, but, for now, she was completely engrossed in this new sexual affair.
Matt was enthralled by what was taking place in front of him. Two naked women writhing around on the bed, kissing and caressing each other with complete abandon. It was like watching a live porno show, but one of those lustful women was his wife! He had seen her with Justine and Jane, but this was very different. Those had been relatively minor contacts with no real relationship. Now she was completely engrossed in what was clearly a full lesbian-type sexual experience.
On the bed, surprisingly, it was Katie who pulled away from their tight embrace and began to take the lead as she slid down a bit and began aggressively working on Cindy's tits. She kissed and sucked her nipples while cupping and squeezing the breasts themselves. Cindy accepted Katie's ministrations and just lay back and enjoyed the sensations. Her mind was a blank as she succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure she was enjoying.
Katie moved down her body, planting soft kisses on the flesh as her hand drifted down into and through Cindy's pubic hair on the way to her cunt. Cindy opened her legs in welcome and Katie's seeking fingers began teasing and massaging her clit. The fingers went further, stroking over and between the swollen cunt lips. They dipped into the well lubricated hole, lightly finger-fucking it before moving backward and briefly caressing her asshole. This continued for several minutes until Cindy began moving against the fingers. At that point, Katie raised up and moved to the end of the bed.
Cindy opened her legs wider and lifted them, exposing her cunt to Katie's eyes. Katie, of course, had seen that same view just yesterday, but now she took a much less hurried time to study the whole area, concentrating on the deep red opening going into Cindy's body. Just below it was the crinkled, closed asshole and she was struck with how close the two openings were to each other with just the narrow perineum separating them. She stroked the whole area with all four fingers for a few moments and then with just her index finger. She finger-fucked the cunt a few times and then moved the finger back to the asshole and briefly penetrated it with the fingertip.
Finally, Katie leaned forward and began teasing the clit again, this time with her tongue. She moved down further and sank the tongue as deeply into the cunt hole as she could before licking backward over the asshole. She made that trip with her tongue a number of times before returning to the clit. She started finger-fucking the cunt, pulled out and went deeper into the asshole, moving between the two holes until Cindy's ass was completed penetrated. As she had discovered yesterday, Cindy seemed to really react favorably to the anal penetration, so Katie just left the finger in there, wiggling it while moving it in rhythm with the pre-orgasmic motions which were underway.
Those motions became more pronounced as Cindy's hips began flexing up and down and twisting about. Katie put more pressure on the clit, sucking and licking it with her whole mouth engulfing it while she pressed hard against her pubic bone. Cindy's legs began flailing about, her up and down motion becoming more pronounced. Suddenly she surged upward, her hips jerking up and down until, finally, she held them, straining, a good six inches above the mattress in orgasm - and collapsed.
All of this action can be described in a few lines which can be read in a moment or two, but in reality much more time has passed while Katie, as Judy, worked on Cindy. Several minutes passed as she kissed her way down from Cindy's tits, slowly moving to the waist, the stomach, and around the navel before reaching the hair. As her hand dipped between Cindy's legs, more time elapsed as she teased her clit and explored her cunt. The stroking, fingering and licking that followed was a slow, erotic buildup, culminating in an explosive orgasm that drained the energy from Cindy and only a little less so from Katie. They slumped down together, breathing heavily, actually panting, as they gradually recovered.
By the time Katie managed to move back up beside Cindy, over twenty minutes of slowly mounting sexual intensity had dominated their minds and bodies. Another five minutes passed as they lay together, hands running over each other without talking. They were depleted physically, but also mentally, and it took time to recover. Cindy raised up on her elbow and looking down, said, "Oh Katie...oops, Judy...that was wonderful! It was never that good before or so real!" She leaned down and engaged Katie in an intense, loving kiss and, at the same time, began caressing her breasts. It was a long kiss which became more and more passionate.
Finally, Cindy broke the kiss and began a series of soft, gentle pecks around Katie's lips, along her neck and onto her shoulders on the way to her tits. Once there, she kissed and sucked the nipples with occasional nips with her teeth. She sucked on the breasts themselves, interspersed with little gentle bites, all of which would show up later as hickeys - or, more accurately, love bites.
Katie just lay there, basking in the feeling of being physically loved by another woman. As Cindy slowly moved down her body, she wasn't thinking complicated thoughts, just absorbing the pleasure of the moment. However, in the back of her mind was the awareness of what was happening. She felt the nips on her breasts and the excitement of the moment dominated, but somewhere in her mind the thought, "I'm going to have marks there," was buried. It didn't interfere with the pleasure and it wasn't even negative - just an awareness that would resurface later.
The same thing was true when Cindy reached in and began feeling between her legs. There was the overall physical enjoyment which was in the forefront of her mind, but she still thought, "Oh, her finger is in my pussy! She's finger-fucking me. Oh my god, she's putting her finger up my ass! Ooh, put it all the way in! Oh, leave it there!" Cindy did all the same things to her as she, herself, had done to Cindy. Katie had taken cues from how Cindy reacted and concentrated on the things that seemed to excite her the most. Cindy now returned the favor and when Katie reacted favorably to something, she focused on that, such as ass-play.
Inevitably, of course, the overall intensity mounted and, as Katie began the tell-tale undulations and writhing around that presaged her movement to orgasm, Cindy concentrated on her clit - licking, nipping, sucking - all with her mouth clamped over it. She had a hand on the back of each thigh, pushing her legs higher as she put pressure on the clit with her mouth and tongue. Katie, unconsciously, had one of her hands on her own pubic mound just above Cindy's head, pulling upward, applying more pressure as her hips bounced up and down and sideways. Finally, the peak arrived and her hips froze upwards at her climax - and collapsed downwards. Exhausted and sated, she just lay there. Cindy, also exhausted, slumped across her, her head resting on Katie's stomach.
While all of this erotic activity was occurring, Matt was sitting there, his eyes riveted on the two women. He had seen porn videos of female-female sex before but never anything like this. Usually there were two over-endowed women engaged in totally unbelievable phony sex. They would cry out and moan loudly, often their shrieks not even synchronized with their motions. Maybe, even, a sound track added afterwards. This was different! These two women weren't faking anything and, most important, one of those women was his own wife engaged in Sapphic sex - and loving it. He had seen Katie with Jane but that had been an aberration and she had been ambivalent about it. He knew that she had had sex with Cindy yesterday, but, now, it was taking place right in front of him!
Just as Katie had reacted when she watched him fucking Jane, he couldn't take his eyes off of the action on the bed and felt compelled to move in closer. He knew that Cindy wasn't aware of him being there - her eyes were closed anyway - so he was safe behind Katie. When she moved down between Cindy's legs, he was fascinated to watch her licking, running her tongue the full length of Cindy's crotch. He was able the peer in under her chin and was able to see her fingers stroking and penetrating the open cunt. When she pulled away, it was fascinating seeing the lips swollen and spread open, glistening with moisture, revealing the deep red hole leading to the inter recesses of Cindy's vagina. He saw the red nail of his wife's finger sink into that hole and withdraw, slickened with the lubrication intended to help a cock enter.
That same lubrication made penetration easy when her finger briefly circled the asshole and pushed inward a small amount. As her finger moved back and forth between the two holes, it finally was able to penetrate to full depth in both before lingering in the asshole as Katie began to concentrate on licking and sucking Cindy's clit. It was an unbelievable experience to lean in close and watch one woman, his wife, bring another woman to orgasm with her tongue and fingers.
As Cindy had her explosive climax, Matt moved back out of the way, but it soon became apparent that Katie was as oblivious to his presence as Cindy was. The fear that she had had that she would be too self-conscious to be herself if Matt were there when she had sex with Cindy proved to be totally unfounded. As she admitted later, she not only didn't see Matt sitting there, she never even thought of him. She was in another world, a small one that only encompassed the bed that she and Cindy were on and she wasn't aware of anything outside of that little area. If the phone had rung or if a knock had come on the door, the sudden awakening would have been shocking and traumatic for both of them.
Suddenly, as the two on the bed gradually recovered and Cindy began caressing Katie, Matt mentally kicked himself for his lack of foresight - he hadn't set up the video camera to record the show. He had done that for both Janine and Jane, and he and Katie had enjoyed watching the recordings. Moving slowly and quietly to the dressing table, he found the camera, checked that the battery was fully charged, and began "filming" as Cindy moved down Katie's body. He knew that she was unaware of him because of Katie's post-hypnotic instructions, but, not taking chances, he stayed on the couch until she moved down between Katie's legs. At that point, he was able to safely move in behind her.
From that position, he was able to see and record everything that Cindy did to Katie. It was an amazing experience to see his wife's familiar cunt in a completely different light. He watched her spread her legs for another woman and saw her cunt, the lips swollen and engorged with blood and glistening with lubrication. As with Cindy before, the interior was deep red and the hole into her body was open and available. He watched the licking and sucking, the penetration of cunt and ass by Cindy's probing fingers. Finally, he saw her brought to orgasm by another woman, an orgasm so violent that Cindy could barely stay against her crotch until she finished.
Katie's hips fell back down on the bed and her legs flopped down with Cindy still between them. Katie lay there, almost comatose as Cindy finally moved up beside her. The two of them just lay there together, recovering. Katie had sort of a vacuous expression on her face as she was still lost, mentally, in another world. Matt was watching closely and he saw the moment that real awareness returned. They were still lying against one another, cuddled together, one of Cindy's hands cupping a breast, when Katie's eyes met Matt's. There's no way to describe the expressions that flitted across her face, a weird combination of shock, guilt, excitement, shame, smugness and heaven knows what else.
Finally, she looked at with him a chagrined half-smile, half-grin as Cindy snuggled against her, softly saying, "Oh, Katie, that was fantastic! You said that we would make my Judy memories real, but this was better than anything I did with Judy! You're wonderful! I pretended that you were Judy, but I knew that it was you and that made it better!" She leaned up and kissed one of Katie's nipples. "I loved what you did to me - everything - and I loved doing things to you that I never did with Judy!"
"That's wonderful, honey. Obviously I enjoyed it too, but, most important, you'll be able to remember this when you need a fantasy - or a memory - when you're with Richard and can't get excited enough. Now, we'll have to do something to build up you Lyle fantasies. They're really fantasies, not memories as you have with Judy...or me. Memories are good, but the nice thing about fantasies that you can build on them. You can do things in them that you would never do in real life. However, fantasies probably are best if they're based on a real starting point like Lyle feeling you in the pool.
"You've done a good job of building on that in the two fantasies you described to me. However, you said that your Lyle fantasies didn't function at all last night and we need to work on that. We want to open you up to more than just the Judy - or Katie - memories and those Lyle fantasies are good ones. Now, as I told you before, hypnosis can only go so far in enhancing your fantasies, so we need to make those more real so their impact will be greater."
"Katie, I'll do whatever you think is best! You took an over fifteen year-old memory and turned it into what we did this evening. If you, somehow, can make the fantasies I created out of a little making out in the pool seem real, you're more than a hypnotist, you're a magician - but I hope you can!"
"Ok, Cindy, I'll work on it. Now, we're docking in Catania, Sicily tomorrow and Matt and I may go to Mt. Etna. You probably have a tour, too. So we'll both be busy until after dinner again. We'll get together then." They agreed on the arrangements, but just before Cindy left, Katie quietly said "jasmine' and she entered the post-hypnotic state and waited for Katie's instructions. "Cindy, tonight you will remember us working on your Judy fantasy but you will forget about me being involved personally. All I did was help you build up your memory of Judy until you had an orgasm.
"You will only tell Richard that we made progress and that you're sure that it's helping. If you have sex with him tonight, you will have a limited orgasm, not a big one. Tomorrow, you will remember that you want to make your Lyle fantasy more real. Now, you will wake up feeling wonderful and remember how well your Judy memory-fantasy went." Katie put on her clothes to appear that she never had been naked and then brought Cindy out of her trance. She, and Matt, watched Cindy dress and leave and the words bottled up in Matt burst out.
"My god, Cindy! I can't believe what I just saw! I've seen porno films, but you outdid anything in any of them! I knew that you planned to play with her, but I had no idea in the world that you actually were going to go to bed with her. I don't know what to say - my mind's reeling and I don't know what to talk about first! No, damn it, I know what's first. Get your clothes off again! My cock is going to blow up if it doesn't get relief soon!"
Very shortly afterwards, two naked bodies were on the bed again, one male and one female this time, and a very short and powerful fucking was taking place where the two women had had sex not many minutes ago. Actually, there were two fucking sessions separated by a long postmortem discussion of what had happened between Katie and Cindy and what would happen next.
That discussion opened with Matt asking, "What made you decide to let her know that you were involved? You told me that you had pretended to be Judy the other time and it worked well. You had kept yourself out of it and that certainly was safer. You got everything out of it with no personal connections."
"Yeah, you're right. That would have been the prudent course, but...but I wanted to be part of it. I wanted her to know that I, Katie, was having sex with her, not Judy! Why? I don't know, but I wanted it! Wait, I think that I do know why. I think that I wanted it to be real. When I had sex with her and she thought that I was Judy, it was play-acting, me just playing a role. I had all intention of doing exactly what I did yesterday, play that role without being personally involved and with you as an audience. I didn't consciously change my mind, it just happened!"
"Well, whatever the reason, you certainly were into it!"
"Oh, that is true. I talked to you when I undressed, but from then until we were finished and lying there, I had no thought of you or anything except Cindy! I was totally lost in it. I don't think I have ever been more immersed in sex than I was with her. Actually, the last two days with her, particularly today, were examples of pure sex! There's no romance. I like her and we've shared something very intimate which creates a real tie between us, but I certainly don't love her. When they leave the ship three days from now in Venice, I'll miss the sex but I certainly won't be devastated any more that I was with Janine and Jane leaving."
"Maybe there will be some nice replacement in the next crowd!"
"Now don't start that! I'm already feeling guilty!"
He grinned at her, accepting her denial as nothing but a postponement. "I don't know why I didn't think of having the video camera operating! Anyway, I managed to get it and I recorded what she did to you. Since she didn't know that I was there, I managed to get in pretty close and really saw her working on your cunt. What she was doing certainly worked - she knew the right buttons to push. It was unbelievably sexy to see another woman down between your legs. You cunt was completely open and it was amazing to see her finger-fucking you! The thing that surprised me the most, particularly your reaction, was when she got a finger into your ass. You normally don't seem to want action there, but she got all the way in and finger-fucked that, too. Then, when you were coming, she just left the finger in you."



"Yeah, she did some of that yesterday, but not in as much. When I was working on her then, I tried to do to her what she had done to me, so I used my finger on her. My finger went in all the way and she obviously liked it, so I left it in. I did the same thing today and it seemed to trigger her climax. She hadn't gotten into me all the way yesterday but, as you said, she did today. I have no idea why I liked it - either doing it to her or having her doing it to me - but it really did feel good. We...we both licked each other back there and I liked that, too. Weird, but it felt good and was exciting!"
"Well, if it works, it works. I'll have to include that into my repertoire as see if a male finger does as well! Are you going to let her know that you actually were involved or keep it an enhanced Judy memory?"
"I want her to know that I was involved, so I will let her remember it tomorrow. I think that it will be a more powerful memory for her than the old one with Judy. The only reason that I dampened it down is that I didn't want her to appear completely 'cured' if they have sex tonight. That wasn't too ethical, but I did it anyway! More guilt!"
The conversation went on for quite a long time, ending with that second fucking referred to. They were both looking forward to Sicily and Mt. Etna tomorrow, but tomorrow night wasn't far behind in their thinking!
After returning from their excursion into Catania and its majestic volcano, Matt spent some time with paperwork making sure that the cruise director's office had all of the records needed for billing. When he returned, he found Katie relaxed on their balcony. After sitting there hardly talking, Matt finally turned to her and asked, "What's on your mind, honey? You've been very quiet since I got back. Doing some deep thinking? Cindy on your mind?"
"That was an easy guess, wasn't it? She called while you were gone and we're meeting them for dinner and I've been agonizing about how I should handle things tonight. I've been trying to decide what to do about her fantasies - and 'should' and 'shouldn't' come into it again."
"My heavens, I thought that you had given up on that with her! We talked that all over last night and you seemed to have no problem with having sex with her. She liked it and you certainly liked it, I most certainly approve, so what's the new hang-up?"
"Well, there's a new element which I haven't discussed with you. You heard Cindy and me talking about her Lyle fantasies and that they aren't working. She needs those to go along with her Judy memories to provide the excitement that will help when they're screwing and the physical sensation isn't enough - which probably is the normal situation after being married for fifteen years. The question is how to revive those fantasies so they will work for her as they have in the past before her hysterectomy. This is where the 'should-shouldn't' problem arises.
"She and I had sex, me being Judy, two days ago and it seemed to work, for she certainly had an orgasm. I could have left it there or, better, repeated the experience and that probably would have fixed that problem. Instead, I deliberately suggested that we make it more 'real' which is what we did yesterday. To be honest, I did that solely because I wanted her to have sex with me, Katie, not Judy! That was a great big 'shouldn't', but I broke all of my rules to do it! I still feel guilty about doing that, but I'm not sorry I did, and I'm going to do it again tonight!
"Now, back to Lyle. She has two primary fantasies with variations. My problem is how to get them to arouse her again. I think that, under hypnosis, I could go through the fantasies step by step and get them to excite her again just as I did with Judy. There's another way, however, and I've been battling with my conscience ever since last night. I'm afraid that I'm giving in to another 'shouldn't.'
"You heard Cindy and me agreeing that the way to revive her Lyle fantasies is to make them more real. I made her Judy fantasy memory real by having actual sex with her and it became a Katie-Judy memory that really worked. As it happens, all of her Lyle fantasies involve a cock which I lack. Therefore, if we make those fantasies 'real,' the only cock available is yours!"
Matt stared at her, totally speechless, having had no inkling of where Katie's thoughts were heading. Finally, the reality of what she was suggesting soaked in and he was able to respond. "My god, are you saying that I can have sex with her? Maybe fuck her?"
"I can't believe that I'm saying this, but yes. I'm not sure about fucking, but you certainly can do a lot as she lives her fantasy."
"Wow, I was happy just to see her naked and I was going to ask if there was a way that I could feel her, but I didn't even think of going past that!"
"That's why I fought the 'should-shouldn't' battle in my head. I knew that if I even suggested the possibility you would jump at the chance. I'm rationalizing the idea by thinking that it will bring her fantasies to life and help her - actually, help both of them. Anyway, as I said, she has two main fantasies and, if you are willing - that's what I call a sure thing! - we'll do the lesser one tonight and see how it goes."
"I'll check my social schedule and see if I can fit it in! Now, just what is this particular fantasy I'm going to help with?"
For the next half-hour or so, Katie described in detail the fantasy which they were going to work on that evening and she discussed the scenario that they should follow. Matt listened as his role was described and he accepted that part with great enthusiasm. "Being Lyle is not as good as being Tony, but it certainly sounds like fun! I'll do my best to make her fantasy memorable!"
They had dinner with Richard and Cindy and received Richard's effusive gratitude for the improvement in Cindy's libido. "She's not all the way back yet, but she thinks that sessions tonight and tomorrow may bring the full cure. Katie, you're a marvel! I can't believe how lucky we were to choose this particular ship and cruise!" Katie accepted his thanks and praise with grace, but couldn't help speculate on his reaction if he knew what her therapy had entailed and what would be occurring in the sessions tonight and tomorrow! Still, his gratitude eased some of the residual guilt she felt.
After finishing dinner, Richard excused himself to go to the casino. Yesterday, while at the casino when Katie and Cindy were having sex, he had entered a three-day Texas Hold'em poker tournament in which he was doing well. Cindy, as planned, went to their stateroom and got her bathing suit and coverup and rejoined Katie and Matt in their suite - although she wasn't aware that he was there. He watched very closely, very, very closely, as the two women undressed and prepared to put on their bathing suits. Before they did so however, Katie put Cindy into a post-hypnotic trance by saying her magic word, "jasmine."
"Cindy, you will remember all that we did yesterday, including my role in it. You and I made love which made your memory of Judy more real."
Cindy was immediately aware of everything that had occurred between them and responded, "Oh, Katie, that was wonderful! Judy was so long ago and it was fun, but I'll never forget yesterday!" She moved over and embraced Katie and began kissing her. Katie kissed back with great enthusiasm and moved the two of them over to the bed. They lay back on the bed and began fondling and feeling each other. Hands roamed over bodies, squeezing tits, exploring cunts, even probing assholes. Very little was said until Cindy, looking at Katie's tits, gasped out, "Oh my, Katie, did I put those marks on your breasts? They're all over!"
"Yes, dear, you did all of that! I was careful not to mark you up because Richard would have wondered what we were doing in these sessions!"
"Good heavens, I'm sorry! Did...did Matt see them - did he say anything?"
"Of course he saw them, honey, but he knows what we're doing and it's fine with him. Put another one on me if you want to."
"Matt knows about this - about us?"
"Of course he does! This is therapy and he understands that."
"Well, ok, I guess." Suddenly she giggled. "In that case, I'll add a few more marks because it will be therapeutic for me!" With that, her lips fastened on an unmarked spot above Katie's left nipple and sucked vigorously, leaving a new and very obvious hickey. She moved to a similar spot on the right tit and repeated the action. Raising up and looking down at her handiwork, she giggled again and said, "There! He won't be able to miss those! They say, 'Cindy was here!'"
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The two of them continued their sex-play for another half-hour. Tongues teased and titillated, fingers stroked and penetrated. Cunts and asses were probed and finger-fucked. Everything was kissed and licked. Finally, two satisfied women lay there, breathless and happy.
After recovering, Katie got down to business. "This is fun, Cindy, but we need to get back to your Lyle fantasy. You said that you want to make the Lyle fantasies work again by making them more real. Do you still feel that way?"
"Definitely yes! I don't know how you will do it, but those fantasies have really worked well when I needed them and, besides, I enjoy thinking about them. They are lewd and I don't know how I ever came up with them. They are about as far from anything that I really could see me doing as I can conceive of." She hesitated for a moment. "Actually, as you know, my sexual experience is very limited. I fantasize about Lyle because he's the only man, other than Richard, who has felt my pussy since we were married, much less doing anything more.
"Standing there in the pool and letting him feel me and, even, have his cock against me was a major adventure. It's fun to let my imagination fly and dream of things with him that I could never think of actually doing. In fact, as I told you, Lyle, as a person, doesn't appeal to me particularly, but the fantasies do. I really miss getting myself excited as I picture myself doing those forbidden things. Now I lie there on the bed, alone or with Richard, and I start thinking my favorite fantasies - and nothing happens! If you can do something that will bring that excitement back, make it seem more real, god's yes, do it!"
"I think that it would be more real if we change the fantasy and have it take place here on the ship. It would be more up to date rather than years in the past. The events would be the same, just a more interesting location. What do you think?"
"I think that I would like that. Do whatever you have to do to make those fantasies I described as real as possible! You made the Judy fantasy into a Katie fantasy. It felt so real when I used it as a fantasy last night because, of course, it was real. I feel guilty even thinking this, but I wish that you could make my Lyle fantasies real so they would work the same way!"
"Do you mean that you would like to actually have sex with Lyle?"
"Well, since I know that it can't really happen, it's easy to say yes, but, damn it, if he were here, I think that I would say the same thing. It's not Lyle, himself, of course, but if having sex with him the way I did with you would enhance my relationship with Richard in the same way, I would jump at it. Anyway, do what you can to make it as real as possible under hypnotism and I'll hope that it works as well."
"All right, Cindy, relax and sleep." She waited until Cindy clearly was under before asking, "Can you hear me, Cindy?"
"Yes."
"Do you remember the fantasy you had about taking your bathing suit off under your coverup and opening it for Lyle?"
"Yes."
"Now, I want you to remember every detail of that fantasy as you described it to me. Think of every step you take and everything you do. You love everything that happens and would like to make it more real. Does any of that bother you? Does doing any of that with me cause you to be concerned or cause you to have any thought that you'll be doing anything that goes against your feelings of right and wrong?"
"No."
"All right, Cindy, when I wake you up you will forget all of this discussion. You will put on your bathing suit. We will go to the pool area together. I will point to a man and say 'There's Lyle.' You will recognize him immediately. You will also see Richard and Cora and you will join them. At that point you will enter into the fantasy. I will be there, but you will be unaware of me except to hear me. You will get in the pool or whirlpool and be beside Lyle and act as you did at his pool. You will enjoy Richard and Cora being there while you're doing something surreptitious. There will be a conversation, but it won't mean anything since you are only interested in what you and Lyle are doing.
"You will get out when you hear me say to move on with the fantasy. You will dry off, put on your coverup and take your suit off under it. You will be very excited about being naked under that coverup as the others sit around and talk. When you are naked under your coverup you will say, 'I think that I want to get dressed and get something to eat.' Lyle will come with you back here to the suite and you will do all of the sexual things you have fantasied about after being in the pool. I will be here, but you will not be aware of me. When you finish, you will imagine Lyle watching you dress and the two of you rejoin Richard and Cora. You will get a thrill from them knowing that Lyle might have seen you nude when you dressed."
Katie repeated those instructions several time until she was sure that Cindy had absorbed them. She concluded with, "Cindy, when you hear me say 'go,' you will waken and we will go to the pool and you will enter the fantasy when I point to Lyle. When I say 'stop,' you will leave the fantasy and wait for instructions."
Katie turned to Matt, who had been watching her performance in fascination, and quietly said, "Ok, honey, you go up and see if you can find a private place in a pool or, if not, a whirlpool that's empty. We'll be up in a few minutes. Remember the scenario and have fun!"
She waited until Matt slipped out of the room and said "go." Cindy immediately came to, unaware of any time having passed. They put their suits on, Cindy's being more conservative than Katie's bikini - one she thought more appropriate for a 35-year old mother of two teenagers. Still, her figure was far better than the average 25-year old! They left the suite on a mission to reactivate an important fantasy.
They left the elevator and walked out onto the pool deck, each picked up a pool towel and looked around the area. Not surprisingly, they found quite a few people in the swimming pools. It was a lovely, warm night on the Mediterranean as they cruised past Sicily so that was to be expected. However, Matt had found one of the Jacuzzi-like whirlpools available and was waiting beside it. Katie began the show by pointing to him and giving the signal, "There's Lyle." There was an immediate, perceptible change in Cindy's demeanor. There was an eagerness which hadn't been there before as she saw Richard and Cora there with Lyle. It was at that point that their perception of events diverged. Katie saw one thing and Cindy saw and experienced another.
For Katie, everything was rather simple and straight forward. Matt was standing there alone beside a whirlpool that was empty of people. She watched Cindy come up and briefly say hello to a couple of empty lounge chairs while greeting Matt with a sort of coquettish and suggestive smile. Cindy and Matt climbed the steps and sank into the hot, swirling, bubbly water and reclined back on the seats. Katie followed them in. They moved very close to each other and from their position, she assumed that something was going on under the surface of the water.
Periodically, the pump shut off, the swirling and bubbling stopped and the water cleared up. Lyle would reach over and push the button to start the pump for another cycle. During that brief period, Katie saw that Cindy's tits were out of her bra and that her pants were down on her thighs. She managed to catch Matt's eyes for a moment and received a wink and a Snidely-type leer in return. She just sat there enjoying the water until the end of that cycle and the water cleared again. This time Cindy's pants were in her hand and Matt's cock was out against her leg. The mutual fondling went on for a few more cycles, about a half-hour, when Katie leaned over to Cindy and quietly said, "Move on with the fantasy."
Cindy complied with the instruction without being aware of hearing it. Matt, of course, was waiting for that move while enjoying exploring Cindy's tits and cunt as well as having his cock being stroked under the water. They got out with Cindy having a conversation with Richard and Cora in her mind. Moving behind them, she dried off, put on her coverup and, hesitantly, slipped her suit off, ending up naked under it. After walking around a bit, Cindy said, aloud, "I think that I want to go in and get dressed and find something to eat." Matt, as Lyle, was, of course, waiting for that and joined in. "I'm a bit hungry myself. I'll come with you." At that point, the two of them headed for their rendezvous in the suite.
Cindy's view of the events was considerably different for her reality changed immediately after hearing Katie say "There's Lyle." Katie disappeared from her consciousness and was replaced by Lyle who she saw standing by a whirlpool hot tub. She also saw Richard and Cora sitting in lounge chairs next to it. The first thought that went through her head was, "Oh, I hope that they won't want to come in! It's been a long time since Lyle and I were alone in the pool! She came up to them and they exchanged comments which she never remembered later. A bystander would have been amused to see this attractive woman standing in front of two empty chairs talking to a non-existent audience and apparently hearing a response!
She turned to Lyle and asked, "Are you going into the whirlpool now? I think that I would like to soak in the bubbly water for a little while."
"Lyle replied, I was just going in and I would love some company. Neither Cora or Richard is interested."
A very happy smile appeared on Cindy's face as she looked forward to repeating their pool fun. She climbed the steps and sank into the hot, turbulent waters right beside Lyle. Happily, she could see down over the edge well enough to be sure that Cora and Richard were still ensconced in their chairs. Freed from the threat of discovery, Cindy made no protest when Lyle immediately began exploring her "charms," in this case, her tits. Cindy just relaxed and let the exploration proceed.
Cindy was very aware of the lights that illuminated the pool area, particularly those directly over them. When in Lyle and Cora's pool at night, there were outside lights but the pool inself was relatively dark and the water was opaque. Now, the water was swirling and bubbly which hid her body. She felt Lyle's hands on her bra and, then, under it, but she was still hidden from his eyes and he fondled and squeezed her tits. Suddenly, the pump went off, the water quit swirling and bubbling and there, exposed through the now-clear water, were her naked breasts. Both were completely out of her bra which was nothing more than a band around her torso, hiding nothing.
"Oh my god, by breasts are completely exposed!" A surge of heat went through her already aroused cunt as she saw his hand come in and cup her breast as he looked through the water at it. She glanced over to make sure that Cora and Richard hadn't moved and, without planning, raised up from her seat, bring the tits almost to the surface so that they would be more visible. As Lyle reached over to push the button to restart the pump cycle, she was almost giddy with excitement. It was one thing to stand in a dark pool while a man fondled her hidden breasts, but another to be exposed so that he could actually see his hand on her! She loved it!
Lyle, of course, moved onward and very shortly afterwards, his hand was in her pants and, not long after that, her pants were down around her thighs. He had felt her cunt before, but these conditions were so different. The swirling water and the almost effervescent bubbles just made the whole situation feel different. "Oh, my god, that feels good! Damn, I wish I could take my pants off, but with Cora and Richard right there I'd better not! Oh my heavens, he's pushing his finger into to me!" She slumped down until the water was at her chin so she was better positioned for him to finger-fuck her. She actually began humping against the fucking finger just as the pump went off again.
She looked down through the water and saw herself, splayed open as far as she could manage with her pants around her knees and saw Lyles hand. "His hand is right on my pussy and I can feel his finger! I shouldn't do this, but, oh, it feels so good!" As Lyle pulled his hand away to reach the button, Cindy was able to see down through the water at her exposed cunt. Half reclined as she was, she could see her whole body from her tits to her knees. All that white flesh, only interrupted by the triangle of hair at the base of her stomach. Before she lost her nerve, she took her pants off completely so that she could open her legs wider for when his hand came back.
She had never been so publicly exposed in her entire life, and a man, not her husband, was enjoying that view. Rather than responding with her normal shyness and modesty, she relished the exposure and glanced up to see Lyle's reaction to her near nudity. Happily for her new shameless and wicked attitude, he was staring with the lustful expression that suited her mood. Seductively, she smiled at him as she straightened up and, for a moment, raised her tits above the water. She dropped back down as Lyle reached again to push the button before settling down beside her again.
Cindy was shocked at herself as she felt the excitement grow. "I don't believe I did that! I actually showed him my bare breasts in the daylight! I never did that before with him! But, oh, was that sexy! I...I wonder what he's thinking. Thank heavens Richard and Cora didn't come in with us!" Ooh, he has his cock out against me! I wish I could see it and...and...and feel it. Damn it, I...I'm going to feel it!!"
As Lyle started the pump again, he had reached down and opened his trunks and taken his cock out. Moving back in close to Cindy, he started exploring her again while rubbing his hard cock against her leg. His fingers began playing between Cindy's open legs, penetrating her cunt and even, briefly, her ass. He began moving his cock more aggressively against her before grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand against it. Cindy was already getting her nerve up to touch him so he met no resistance and felt her grasp his cock and begin to feel and stroke it.
"Oh my god, it's in my hand! This is awful, but I love it! I'd like to feel his balls, but I...I don't think I'd better do that. I can't believe that I have his cock in my hands! Ooh, he's rubbing my clit. If...if he keeps that up I'll go off. I wonder if he would come if I work harder on it. I don't believe any of this! Oops, I think that the pump is stopping again. Maybe I can see his cock before it starts again!"
The water did stop swirling and cleared up and for a moment, as Cindy peered through it, she saw Lyle's cock with her own hand wrapped around it. I an unexpected surge of shyness and embarrassment at seeing her hand there, she pulled it away and got a glimpse of the bare cock before Lyle turned and restarted the pump. He returned to her side and began feeling her again.
Suddenly, Cindy seemed to hear a voice in her head saying "Move on with the fantasy." She didn't wonder where the voice was coming from or what fantasy it was talking about, but she decided that it was time to leave the water. She moved away from Lyle, pulled her pants on, fit her tits back into her suit top and got up. Lyle made no objection and they joined Richard and Cora on the deck.
Cindy stood in front of Richard and Cora as she dried off, feeling pleasantly guilty over her immoral but exciting behavior in the whirlpool bath. Thoughts of more such behavior roiled her mind, wondering if she could do what she was thinking of. As she talked, she moved behind their deck chairs, put on her coverup and, before losing her nerve, reached under it and pulled off her bathing suit. Hiding it in her towel, she said, "I think that I want to get dressed and get something to eat."
She was thankful that neither of the other two wanted to join her, but was delighted to hear Lyle say, "I'm a bit hungry myself. I'll come with you."
A wave of excitement coursed through her as she realized that her nebulous plan was working out. She didn't know just what she wanted, or would have the nerve to do, but she knew she wanted something more to happen. As they left Richard and Cora, her excitement mounted as she felt the eyes of other people on her as she walked along, completely naked under that short coverup.
She could feel the air between her legs on her barely covered cunt, knowing that she could be exposed by any inadvertent movement. Overwhelmed by that thought, she deliberately bent over when returning her towel, feeling her coverup pulling up over her ass cheeks and exposing her cunt. She had no idea if anyone was looking, but an intoxicating surge of sexual heat suffused her body and overcame any reluctance to take the next step in her hazy plan to do something more with Lyle.
She was literally trembling with arousal when she and Lyle reached her stateroom, wanting badly to expose herself to him. She had imagined doing so ever since they started their little sex play in the pool and wondering how he would react. In addition, ever since the first time she had felt his cock under the water, she had wondered what it looked like. It had felt much like Richard's - the same length and thickness as far as she could tell - but she was curious anyway.
"What will he do if I open my coverup? Do I have the nerve to do that? Would it really be wrong?" These thoughts dominated Cindy's mind as they walked into the room. She hadn't remembered that she had left her bra and panties on the bed when she had changed into her bathing suit and she flushed from a combination of embarrassment and arousal as she saw him glance at them. Seeing them reinforced her awareness that she was naked under her short coverup and a compulsion to expose herself overcame her normal inhibitions and fear. Without making a conscious decision to do so, her hands gripped the front of the coverup and pulled it open, permitting his eyes to feast on her nude body!
Those eyes focused on her the erect nipples on the firm mounds of her tits before dropping downward to the curly hair marking the pathway to her cunt. Here was a virtually naked woman, a married woman, exhibiting herself before him! He has felt everything, even seen most of everything, in the pool, but that had merely been moderately innocent, but this was an actual offer of more. Admittedly, he had fantasized about doing something more, but having it offered was still a shock.
He quickly overcame that natural hesitation and moved forward, embraced her naked body under the coverup and kissed her with passion. Cindy returned the kiss hungrily as his hand began exploring, feeling her tits and cunt out of the water for the first time. He squeezed her tits, tweaked and pulled her nipples, before running his hand between her legs and feeling her very wet, excited cunt.
Cindy's mind was in tumult as conflicting desires washed through her. "I'm naked! He's seen everything! Oh, he's squeezing my breasts - it hurts but it feels so good! My, god, he's pulling my nipples off...oh, yes, feel my pussy...his fingers are inside...oh. oh...ooh! Cindy was writhing against him as he teased and abused her body, responding mentally and physically to whatever he did.
Suddenly, he released her and stepped back as he undid his pants and let them fall to the floor. Cindy was startled when he pulled away, but even more sexual heat flowed through her as she saw him standing there nude, his cock protruding like a torpedo toward her. She was finally seeing what she had speculated about, his rigid cock. She was never able to separate the conflicting thoughts flashing through her mind. What did she want, what did he want, how far should she go - all this overlade with a burning sexual desire unlike anything she had felt before. Still, hanging over all of this was the specter of adultery and what would it mean. She was shocked later when she realized that subconsciously she actually was trying to determine what part of the month it was!



With her mind muddled by sexual desire, the question of adultery and possible pregnancy (which, of course, actually wasn't possible after a hysterectomy), she was mentally paralyzed and open to whatever Lyle decided. She stood there, open and vulnerable and was suddenly aware that his hands were on her shoulders, pressing downward. Like a flash of light, the realization of what he wanted cut through the mental tangle and she suddenly realized, "He wants me to suck his cock!"
She had sucked cocks before (Richard's and one other), but it never had been one of her favorite sex acts, but as she sank to her knees, the idea of taking it into her mouth rekindled the fire that her confusion had dimmed. As he knelt as his feet and looked at the cock inches from her mouth, the thought, almost a chant, ran through her mind, "I'm going to suck it, I'm going to suck it, I'm going to suck it!
That, of course, is exactly what she did. She explored the cock with her eyes, seeing what she had speculated on for months. Then, almost reverently, she leaned forward and took it into her mouth. She was not an experienced cocksucker, but her limited experience and her instincts served her, and Lyle, well. She slowly took it into her mouth a comfortable depth and slowly pulled back, withdrawing slowly with light suction. She began repeating that process, going deeper and gradually proceeding more rapidly.
Obviously, Lyle was the primary recipient of this sex act, but, while Cindy held his cock in her left hand - the one with her wedding ring - to control its path into her mouth, her right hand was hard at work between her parted thighs working on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm as she performed her cocksucking duty.
Lyle started flexing his hips, pushing toward her and pulling back, taking control. Finally, he placed a hand on each side of her face and began actually fucking her mouth as she sucked. At that point, she dropped her left hand down and began fondling his balls, adding to his pleasure. He began driving deeper and harder, the head going into her throat, slightly gagging her as his excitement mounted. At the end, as he ejaculated, the first burst, jetting in, almost choked her but she managed to swallow just as the next spurt gushed into her mouth.
It seemed to Cindy that she was swallowing for a long time, but even after the emissions ended, she continued, lightly holding the shrunken cock in her mouth, caressing it with her tongue until he pulled away. Even then, she remained there on her knees, looking up at him submissively, enjoying the subservient position as he looked down at the married woman kneeling at his feet - a married woman who had orgasmed as she brought another man to his climax in her mouth!
This, of course, was the fantasy that Cindy's had constructed in her mind and one that seemed so real as she lived it. In fact, as she looked up at "Lyle," it was Matt who looked down at her. It was his cock that she had sucked; it was his cum that she had swallowed. It was his hands that had explored and caressed her body, adding the physical presence that made the fantasy so real for her.
Actually, it was real in every significant way. Yes, she had talked to empty deck chairs where she saw Richard and Cora, but they were real to her. She hid her nudity under her coverup from her imaginary husband and Lyle's wife, but she did walk around aware of her near-nakedness, even bending over at the towel bar. And she did get her courage up enough to expose herself to "Lyle." Did it really matter that it had been Matt's cock in her hand and mouth? The end result was a fantasy she had created made real - even if it's subconscious, there is the recognition that the hands on her body, the cock in her mouth are tangible, not imaginary. Her mind later would believe she had enjoyed an exciting fantasy, but, somehow, her body would remember a more palpable experience.
In any case, Matt, as Lyle, reached down and helped her to her feet, gave her a genuine affectionate hug - and Katie said "stop." Cindy immediately left her fantasy and waited for instructions. Both Katie and Matt were a bit overcome from the tension and excitement of this enactment of that extremely erotic fantasy. They both let out a sigh of relief that everything had gone perfectly and, then quietly laughed at both of them having had the same reaction. They mouthed "wow" at each other and Matt reached for his clothes. Before he could put them on, however, Katie dropped down and took his half-hard cock into her mouth and lightly sucked it a few strokes. Getting up, she whispered in his ear, "There, in two women's mouths, one after the other! I'll finish up here and we'll meet you in the Windjammer." Matt agreed, quickly dressed and left.
Katie returned to Cindy. "Go back into your fantasy with Lyle. After helping you up, he watched closely as you removed your coverup. You stood there very conscious that you were completely naked. You picked up your panties off of the bed and put them on while he watched. You liked him watching. Your bra followed and then the rest of your clothes. As you go back up to join Richard and Cora, you are very aware of the taste of his cum in your mouth. In addition, it excites you to be with them since you obviously have changed from your bathing suit while you were with him. He's seen you naked and you've sucked him! You have done wild and sexy things and you wonder if it shows.
"You will remember every detail of this fantasy and it will feel very, very real. You loved everything that you did. When you're using this fantasy, either alone or with Richard, you will remember it as actually having happened, that you really sucked him, and the taste of his cum will be in your mouth again. Do you understand all of that?"
Cindy responded with "yes" and repeated Katie's instructions verbatim. Satisfied that she had covered everything, Katie changed things by saying, "You will remember all those details, but when we're talking about it, you will be sure that it was only a wonderful fantasy and nothing else. But it will still feel very real and very exciting." With that settled, Katie brought Cindy out of her trance and said, "Now, put your clothes on and we will go meet Matt and we'll see how Richard is doing in the casino."
"Oh my god, Katie, that was wonderful! It was so real! That was much more detailed than I had created before." Blushing, she added, "I remember just what his cock looked like and I...I actually know what it felt like in my mouth! Oh, I hope that Richard isn't too tired from our tour of Catania and the poker tonight to want to have sex! I think that this fantasy can add enough excitement to really overcome my libido problem! It was close last night, but this should put it over the top! You are wonderful! Six months with absolutely no sexual arousal. Less than a week with you and I think that I may be over whatever my hysterectomy did to my libido! Richard and I owe you more than we can ever pay!"
They joined Matt and the three of them went to the casino just as the evening session concluded and a happy Richard had just qualified for the final table tomorrow the last day of the cruise. It was an energized Richard who had none of the fatigue that Cindy had feared and there was little doubt that she would have an opportunity to employ her "new and improved" fantasy that night!
As Matt and Katie returned to their suite, he could hardly restrain his enthusiasm. "That was unbelievable! I am stilled awed at the way you are able to convince a woman that I am someone else and have her let me have sex with her! Here I am, no more than an acquaintance with her, and she sits beside me in the water and lets me feel her all over. Then we come back here, she kneels down and sucks my cock - and swallows the cum!"
"Well, a good part of that is because she had created that fantasy herself and she wanted to live it out - at least in her mind. I just substituted you for Lyle who was no one of importance to her as a person except as a starting point. She really did perform though. That really was something, watching her suck you like that. I watched you fucking Jane, but this was at least as erotic! I guess, maybe, it was seeing her on her knees with your cock in her mouth that did it. I know that I would be harshly criticized by feminists for saying this, but seeing her in that position was very sexy - particularly since it was purely voluntary. I had nothing to do with her doing that - it was her fantasy! I just arranged the circumstances in which she could carry it out."
"I understand all of that, but it was a unique experience for me! I've had my cock sucked before, mostly by you, and it's very enjoyable, but this was different. Partly because, I suppose, of a sort of macho or master-like feeling as a man looking down at his slave, serving girl, mistress or whatever. Add to that, I saw her left hand holding my cock, her wedding ring emphasizing that this was a married woman down there. Adding an additional fillip of excitement was the fact that I knew that you were watching."
"I can certainly understand why those things would make it special. However, regardless of your feelings or reaction, the important thing is that she got just what she asked for. She said, 'Do whatever you have to do to make those fantasies I described as real as possible!' I'm sure that she hadn't any thought that it could go this far since, obviously, Lyle isn't on board this ship. However, she was quite insistent that if he were that would have sex with him to have the actual experience on which to base her fantasies. Anyway, it's done and she has her real fantasy and I believe that tonight it will pay off. We'll see tomorrow and, depending on how things worked out tonight, we'll see if she wants to make her bigger fantasy 'real.' Now, what do you think of these new hickeys that Cindy put on my tits?"
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The following day the ship was "at sea" as they headed for Venice and the end of the cruise. Passengers were enjoying one last day while Matt and Katie were busy with final sessions, meeting clients for the last time, etc. They finally got together with Richard and Cindy at lunch and found a couple with all smiles. Their description of the previous night wasn't exactly graphic, but they made it clear that their sexual woes seemed to have vanished. As Richard joked, "I think that you overdid it! Maybe you should see if you can dampen down her libido a bit! I'm going to be too tired to play poker this afternoon!"
Cindy laughed and responded, "Oh, I imagine that you will find the energy!" Turning to Katie and Matt, she continued, "Actually, if Richard could become a professional poker player, I'd probably never see him -- he'd play all night! Here we are on a cruise on a beautiful day at sea, and he's going to be sitting at a poker table indoors! However, back to my libido. Since you are my 'doctor,' I will say that your 'patient' is more than satisfied with your services. Last night I think that my 'cure' was complete! Whatever mental block that my hysterectomy created was completely gone and the sex we had was the best in a very long time!" She giggled and added, "I think that I shocked Richard!"
Shortly afterwards, Richard left to get ready for the afternoon session and Matt went to the Cruise Director's office to check the billing records of their clients, leaving Katie and Cindy alone. They changed into bathing suits, went to the pool deck and found two deck chairs in a quiet area. Cindy had been bursting to talk privately about last night and, as they reclined there, the words gushed out of her.
"Katie, I can't believe it! We started to have sex and I started to use that fantasy about Lyle to...well, get the juices flowing. I got so hot that I couldn't believe it! I felt that I actually had done all the things I had fantasized about -- I swear that I could feel...this is hard to say even to you...I could feel his cock in my mouth! I was feeling his balls, sucking his cock and...and...afterwards I could taste his cum. That taste was in my mouth -- and I liked it! I swear that I came at least three times while Richard was in me."
"You said that you wanted to make it real. I gather that we succeeded."
"My god, yes! I remember every detail, from the things we did in the whirlpool, talking to Richard and Cora, taking my suit off under my coverup -- everything. I...I even remember bending over to expose myself -- damn, I could never do that, but it gets me hot thinking about it! I remember every detail about what Lyle and I did. I even remember the thrill I got by dressing in front of him and then risking having Richard and Cora realize that he might have been there when I changed! It's so real that I can't believe it."
"Well, as I said, you wanted to make it real. Now, is that enough or do you want to make the other one real?"
"I've been thinking about it and I'm sure that I do. Last night it was so real that I felt that I was reliving an actual experience. The truth is that while Richard was showering this morning, I lay there on the bed and fantasied about sucking Lyle. I swear that I could feel his cock in my mouth and taste the cum again. I didn't really have time to go off before Richard finished showering, but I loved it. I think that it would be wonderful to be able to make that other fantasy seem as real as this one. You made my Judy memories seem very real by...by...damn it, I'm blushing...by actually making it real by replacing Judy with yourself. You certainly made me feel that my Lyle fantasy was real and the results last night were spectacular. If you can do the same for me having sex with Lyle the way I picture it, I'm sure that it would be even more fantastic."
"Ok, Cindy, let's go for it. Now, we changed the setting last time from Lyle's pool at home to the whirlpool on the pool deck on this ship. Do you want to go back to your original fantasy in your house, or would you prefer the ship again?"
"I think that it might be more fun to use the ship. It's more glamorous and esoteric. Yeah, this is a much more erotic place to fantasize about having illicit sex! You know, I've never done anything immoral, certainly not adultery, in my life, but you wouldn't believe it from my fantasies. Like last night! The truth is, however, I really liked thinking that it was real. It's certainly nothing against Richard for I couldn't find a better husband. I love him, but imagining me actually sucking Lyle's cock excites me! I'm sure that it would be even more thrilling if a realistic fantasy of being screwed were possible!"
"All right, Cindy, I'll do my best to make your fantasy of Lyle...well, fucking you as real as possible. I'll tell you what, why don't we go down to our suite and explore the situation and, if you like, reinforce your Katie-Cindy fantasy?" Not surprisingly, Cindy thought that to be an excellent proposition and the two women spent over an hour in bed making sure that that her memory of sex with Katie -- a memory, not a fantasy -- was strengthened and made even more memorable!
After indulging in this lesbian-type sex for close to an hour, Katie described to Cindy what she thought was the best way of setting the stage for one more realistic fantasy. "Cindy, this afternoon you should begin packing your suitcases, but not finishing doing so. This evening when Richard leaves for the casino, you should stay behind to finish packing so that the suitcases can be put outside your door later. Tell him that you will join him when you finish. No, tell him that you will come up here and you and I will come to the casino together. Anyway, finish the packing and as soon as it's done, come up here to our suite, wearing your blouse and a skirt -- preferably a short one skirt. I'll let you in and we'll make the final preparations to provide one more major boost to your libido. Does that sound like a good plan?"
"That sounds like a perfect plan!"
Later that afternoon, Katie and Matt discussed the situation in detail with Katie describing his role in making the fantasy real. "Cindy and I went through a rough outline of the fantasy, leaving room for interpretation. Cindy will finish packing suitcases and come up here. As soon as she comes in, I will put her under and the play will commence. You should sit in the lounge near the elevators and watch for her. After you see her come down the corridor, wait fifteen minutes and knock on the door. You will be Lyle again and play out the scenario as I described it. You won't do any significant talking -- no planned dialogue. She'll fill in anything that she would like to hear -- it's her fantasy! When you finish, you will leave. Oh, one more thing. Try to put a big hickey below her left nipple. When you leave, wait in the lounge and we'll go to the casino together.
Time crawled along at a glacier-like pace as it usually does what you're eager to get something started. Finally, however, it was show time and Cindy knocked on the door and was admitted by Katie. Cindy obviously was nervous, but not, as she said, because of any hesitancy about enacting the fantasy. "Oh, Katie, I hope this works as well as the other fantasies! It's hard to believe that it will because I really want it to!"
"We'll hope that it will, honey. Now, your memory-fantasy about Judy and your sucking Lyle fantasy were very real after we worked on them. I want to be very sure that you have no reservations about tonight. Now, one more time, are you ready to make your fantasy real -- to actually have sex with Lyle?"
"I can't wait. If it works as well as it did last night, my worries are over! Do whatever you have to do to make this one as real as the others!"
"Ok, Cindy. 'Jasmine.'" Cindy immediately went into a deep trance and, as planned, Katie began the final hypnotic seduction by saying, "You are alone in your own stateroom. You will not be aware of me. You have packed everything except for the clothes you will wear tonight and those you will wear tomorrow. Tonight's clothes are on the couch, your bra and panties right on top, and you prepare to take a shower. You will proceed with the fantasy as we discussed it. You will live the fantasy with Lyle and be certain that it is real.
"When you are finished, Lyle will leave, and Richard will come back. Matt and I will join you and go with you to the casino and watch the poker. You will remember having real sex with Lyle, but act as you normally would otherwise." Katie repeated these instructions until she was sure that they were firmly fixed in Cindy's entranced mind. Her last instruction was, "Now, you are nude and preparing to take a shower before Richard comes back. You're standing there in the bathroom when you hear a knock on the door. Start your fantasy." Here is the way that it worked out as Cindy lived and remembered it...
*******************************************************************
Cindy was standing in the bathroom, just ready to turn the shower on. She heard knocking on the door, so she grabbed a towel and, holding it in front of her, she went out to answer, thinking, "Who can that be? Did Richard forget something?" She pulled the door open a little way and peeked around it, carefully hiding herself behind the towel. Startled, she thought, "Oh my god, it's Lyle!" A myriad of thoughts tumbled through her mind as she let the door open farther and asked, "Lyle, what do you want? Is Cora with you?"
"No, Cora's in the hairdresser's and Richard is playing poker, so I came to see you!"
A wave of excitement flowed through Cindy for she has thought of being alone with Lyle, wondering what would happen, what she wanted to happen. "You can't come in. I was just getting ready to go into the shower and I don't have any clothes on."
"Lyle pushed the door further open, saying, "That's perfect! I want to see you without clothes. I know what you feel like from the pool and I've peeped at you, but I want to see everything." As he said that, he ignored her less than determined efforts to hold the door and came into the room.
Cindy backed up, confused by conflicting feelings and emotions. She was a married woman who had never had any extra-marital experience except for the relatively innocent petting in the pool. On the other hand, she had fantasized a bit about doing more, but that was only fantasizing and she never thought of actually doing anything. But, here she was, almost naked in front of another man and she felt sexual heat growing in her. Grasping her towel firmly, she said, "Lyle, this is not a good idea. You had better leave. Richard could be back any time. Anyway, I'm a married woman and Cora is my friend!"
"Ok, but let me see you first. Drop the towel!"
"I...I shouldn't do that."
"Come on, Cindy! I've felt you and you've even held my cock. What difference is it to you if I see you? I'll leave afterwards. Come on, you don't need that towel!"
Cindy was conflicted. She really wanted to drop the towel and expose herself -- she really wanted to!! -- but she was well aware that it would be dangerous. Would he actually leave? More important, did she want him to leave? She never actually answered the latter question because without consciously deciding to do so, she let the towel fall and stood there, completely naked.
His reaction was all that she could have wished. He stared at her with obvious admiration as his eyes ran over her body, flattering her with his sincere approval. Included in that admiring stare was another element -- lust! The danger that Cindy had recognized in dropping her towel had been real and it was about to overwhelm her.
Lyle stood there, stunned for a moment, somewhat surprised that she had acquiesced so easily. Almost immediately, however, he recovered and moved forward, took her in his arms and kissed her vigorously. Whatever qualms that remained in her vanished and she returned the kiss with enthusiasm. His hands began roaming over her body and she obviously welcomed the exploration.
She clearly was immersed in the excitement of the moment, her fantasies being realized. Flipping the cover aside, he lowered her onto the bed, squeezing her tits while kissing and sucking her nipples. One hand went down over her stomach, through her hair and between her legs. He found a very excited, very wet cunt showing her arousal. He pulled away from her, got up and removed his clothes and came down beside her.
Cindy was lost! Whatever hesitation there had been was gone. Her legs were open to his fingers as he felt and probed her. When he kissed and sucked her nipples, she pushed her tits up toward him. His lips kissed and sucked the flesh around the nipples and the thought of marks briefly crossed her mind and made it even more exciting. She joined in the exploration, reaching down and stroking his cock and fondling his balls. He pushed her head down and, shortly, his cock was in her mouth. In every way, Cindy was an active participant and she was as suffused with lust as he was. It was just that -- lust! None of this was driven by affection, love or anything but sexual arousal that needed to reach a climax.
Finally, inevitably, there was enough foreplay and they were driven to the next level. Lyle moved to the end of the bed. Cindy automatically drew her knees up and spread her legs and Lyle mounted her. His cock sank full depth into her well lubricated cunt and they began a powerful session of adulterous intercourse, i.e. fucking! The room was filled with the slap-slap-slap of their bodies coming together combined with the grunts and moans forced out of them by their exertions. They were too hot for it to be prolonged. Lyle's cock pounded into Cindy's cunt and she surged upwards up at him with matching vigor. This was not a slow buildup of passion. Instead, it was a frantic, uncontrolled process of reaching for climax.
As they approached that point, they ground against each, Lyle seemingly trying to force his cock in further than it would go, and Cindy humping upwards, welcoming the battering her cunt and pelvis were taking. Their orgasms were not precisely synchronized, Lyle suddenly welding himself against her and ejaculating deep into her cunt. That seemed to trigger her climax and she surged upward, holding herself tightly against him until, suddenly, it was over and she slumped back down, in a stupor.
Lyle lay on her between her limp legs, recovering his breath and energy, before pushing off of her. With his sexual desires sated, he suddenly was all too aware that an irate husband might return at any time. He quickly donned his clothes and saying only "I'd better go," he hurried out of the room, leaving Cindy lying, spraddle-legged on the bed.
She lay there for some time before she returned to reality. Suddenly, she jerked up, thinking, "My god, he fucked me! That was awful -- adultery -- but ooh, it felt good! Lyle had me naked and took me! I've got to hide this from Richard and Cora. I'd better get this place in shape. The bed's a mess. I don't believe it, he fucked me!" Forcing herself to her feet, she remade the bed as best she could, covering a wet place which was a dead giveaway. Looking around, she realized that everything else was ok and thought, "Now I damn sure need a shower before Richard returns!
That thought had barely formed in her mind than, with a tremendous shock, she heard voices in the corridor, outside their door. She clearly heard their room steward saying to be sure that your suitcases are out by 11:00 PM so they can collect them. Her heart almost stopped as she heard Richard's voice replying that his wife was finishing the packing right then.
It a state of complete panic, Cindy looked for her clothes. She grabbed her bra and frantically put it on, her tits barely in the cups. "Oh my god, where are my panties? They're not there! Oh my god!" Not having time to search, she quickly grabbed her skirt and stepped into it and pulled her blouse on just as Richard used his key card and came in. Despite being mentally flustered and rattled, Cindy managed to pull herself together enough to, with surprising aplomb, say, "Hi dear, I'm just finished. All we have to do is put the i.d. strips on the suitcases and put them out in the corridor."
"Wonderful. Come on, it's almost time to start playing again. We're down to three of us at the table now! Aside from anything else, this is going to pay for the whole cruise! I saw Katie and Matt in the lounge and they're coming, too. Oh, here they are. Look, I'll hurry alone and get settled and you three can follow."
So, as far as Cindy was concerned, she had narrowly avoided a catastrophe, but was forced to head to the casino with no panties under her short skirt. Somehow, that made it all more embarrassing and more exciting. It made her shameless behavior even more outrageous. "What on earth happened to my panties? I know that I put them right with my bra when I took them out of the drawer, but they damn sure weren't there! I had to have those because all my others were in the suitcase except the ones I'm going to wear tomorrow. I feel so exposed! It does feel sexy, though.
"At least Richard didn't come while Lyle was fucking me! My god, that's scary -- we could have been caught! I don't believe it, Lyle fucked me!!" She walked along with a jaunty stride, feeling her short skirt flaring out around her, thinking, as she gaily chatted with Katie and Matt, "Wouldn't they be shocked if they knew that I had just been fucked and am naked under my skirt? Oh, I'm glad that I couldn't find my panties!"
Her mind continued jumping from one thing to another as they walked alone, her thoughts immersed in the unbelievable chain of events which she was experiencing. Suddenly, as the three of them neared the casino, she suddenly became aware of a new sensation -- Lyle's cum had begun seeping out of her cunt onto her upper thighs. As they joined the gallery standing around the poker table, she could actually feel it start to run down her leg. In her unentranced mind that would have been appalling and reprehensible, but under hypnosis it sent a surge of excitement through her.
"Oh my god, it's running down my leg! I can actually feel it moving! Damn, how much did he put in me? I can't believe this -- I'm a married woman, naked under her skirt with another man's cum running down my leg while I stand here with friends watching my husband play poker! How depraved and wicked can I get? I've never been so excited in my entire life!"
So, all of the elements that she usually included in her fantasies had been included in this new, very real version -- no romance, little talking, vigorous sex and almost being caught. A wet cunt with cum dripping out and, although she didn't know it yet, a mark on her breast! It was a fantasy that would serve her valiantly in the future but, of course, it was more, it was real!
*******************************************************************
All the time this fantasy was being acted out, Katie, in reality, was right there in the room. She watched as the scenario they had planned played out before her eyes. Matt, as Lyle, came into the room and found a naked Cindy. When Cindy exposed herself to Lyle, it was Matt that enjoyed the view and, subsequently, fucked her on the bed. He left and Cindy heard the non-existent voices and imagined Richard almost catching her in the midst of adulterous sex. Matching Cindy's original fantasy, Katie had taken her panties, leaving her naked under her skirt.
As they approached the casino, Katie stopped them in a side lounge and gave Cindy more instructions. "When I say 'wake up,' you will be aware that we worked on making your fantasy seem real. You will remember everything that happened with Lyle and it will seem incredibly real. There will be things that will make it more real than you expected and you will be aware of those things when you are back in your stateroom, but not until then. You won't say anything to Richard about what may have happened." As Matt stood watching, she repeated these instructions until Cindy was sufficiently programed.



The three of them, Cindy, Katie and Matt, watched the rest of the poker tournament. Richard, unfortunately finished second, but his winnings did pay most of the cost of the cruise -- and he had enjoyed himself tremendously. Of course, his biggest win was having Cindy's sexual desire back. Whether he would have approved of the cure is questionable, but he certainly would reap the benefits.
Richard joined the other three and they walked through the Royal Promenade to one of the many bars for a celebratory drink for both the poker success and the reanimation of Cindy's libido. As they walked alone, Cindy still entranced, was well aware of the moisture on her legs which had actually flowed down past the hem of her skirt to her knees. Somehow, in her fantasy, that just enhanced the experience.
By that time, of course, the flow had stopped, but when they sat down at a low table in the bar, she stretched her legs out and she made no effort to conceal the evidence of her adulterous behavior. As she crossed her legs, she was very aware of the glistening moisture visible on them. It made it all the more exciting and added to her shameless sexual behavior which was an integral part of her fantasy. Sitting there with a wet cunt, no panties and wet legs was very satisfying. It was a pleasant conclusion to a very profitable trip -- fulfilling and gratifying in totally unexpected ways.
However, the trip was over and, as they finally separated and Cindy and Richard started to head for their stateroom for their final night on board, they prepared for the inevitable goodbyes. However, while Katie and Matt almost always said their goodbyes the last evening of the cruise to avoid the disembarking crowds the following morning, this time Katie asked, "What color are your departure tags? Oh, you're late getting off. Why don't we meet you for breakfast in the Windjammer about 8:30 and say goodbye then?" At the last moment, as they were separating, Katie, unobtrusively, whispered "wake up" in Cindy's ear, bringing her out of her trance.
When Matt and Katie got back to their suite, he asked, "Why did you suggest meeting them tomorrow. We usually don't do that."
"Well, we have to have breakfast anyway before the Windjammer closes down and we normally go up by 8:30 on these days. However, I have another reason -- I have something to return to Cindy!" She went over to bureau, reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of panties. "I hid these while the two of you were screwing. Her fantasy called for her not to have panties on afterwards so," she giggled, "your cum would run down her legs! That makes her feel really wicked in her fantasies!"
"That's funny! This was quite an evening! I still have a hard time believing that I got to fuck her. Having her suck me yesterday was wild, but she was really into it tonight! It's weird, though, having you there as an audience. Obviously, it didn't affect my performance. I still had qualms when it started, but, obviously, they went away fast once I was into it...and her!" As would be expected, that post-mortem went on for some time.
Two decks down, Cindy was having different thoughts about that performance and the entire fantasy. As she and Richard had entered their stateroom, she was excited about having sex on their last night on the cruise and seeing if this sexual fantasy would give an even bigger boost to her libido. She remembered every detail of her tryst with Lyle, accepting that it was a fantasy, and being exceptionally aroused by it. For her, the entire trip, even before the cruise, was intended to revive her ability to enjoy sex, and her affair, if you would call it that, with Katie and the extremely real-feeling in her other fantasy seemed to have done so. She expected that the more extensive fantasy they had worked on this evening would do even more.
The sex last night had been excellent and her sucking fantasy had provided just the enhancement she needed. She knew that she had not had any real sex, only a fantasy, since last night with Richard and was anticipating a triumphant sexual ending to their trip with him tonight. He had turned on the TV to the channel that showed the ship's location and was commenting on the weather predicted for Venice. Thinking about the weather, she removed her blouse and bra and reached for the fastener on her skirt. As she did so, out of nowhere a weird thought came to her as she started to remove it. "Gods, I never got to take a shower after Lyle left! Oh, good heavens, my panties must be here somewhere!"
Her immediate reaction was, "What on earth am I thinking, that was just part of the fantasy, but...but...where are my panties? They're not on me!" Suddenly she remembered the feeling of cum running down her legs and she hurried into the little bathroom. Dropping her skirt, she checked herself, she saw a residue of something on her legs, all the way down to her knees. Even more, as she felt between her legs, her hair was matted and stiffening.
In a daze, she looked at herself in the mirror and was shocked to see a large mark just below her left nipple, a mark that could only be a hickey! It hadn't been there this morning, but it certainly was there now! That was the final bit of evidence. She stared at the mirror, staggered as she realized what might have happened. "My god, have I been fucked? I told Katie to make it real and maybe she did! Did she actually let Matt fuck me? It had to have been Matt! I remember, in the fantasy, walking around the ship without panties and with Lyle's cum running down my legs! Where's my skirt... oh, good heavens, look at that! It's covered! That's cum! I was fucked!!
"Katie said that there will be things that will happen that make it more real than I expected. This certainly this is even more real than what I did yesterday. Oh, my god, was that real, too? Did I actually suck a cock last night? I did have that taste in my mouth!"
She stood there, stupefied, with her mind bewildered and befuddled as she asked herself questions that couldn't be answered -- or, perhaps, more accurately couldn't be answered in the way they should be. One clear thought forced its way through the muddle as she remembered Katie's last question before the fantasy began. "Are you ready to make your fantasy real -- actually have sex with Lyle?" She knew that she had said yes to that question!
She took a long shower; vigorously scrubbing away the evidence of what she increasingly believed had been adulterous sex, almost certainly with Matt. As the shock ebbed and her mind cleared up, she concluded that the evidence of having had real sex with Matt was overwhelming. However, that shock was quickly replaced with another one -- she saw it as adultery, but she was not wracked with guilt as she would have expected! In fact, a feeling of elation surged through her as the thought, "It was real, it was real!!"
She slipped a nightgown on, primarily to hide the explicit mark on her left tit, and went out to meet her husband with a relatively clear conscience. Katie had been in control, Matt had done the deed, and, technically, she had been exploited while entranced. However, Cindy never considered hiding behind that technicality. She accepted that she was complicit in her adulterous behavior. Almost certainly, if Katie had asked, "Would you like to have Matt to fuck you and, then, build a fantasy on it for later use," she would have said no. Happily, Katie hadn't asked the question so bluntly and gave her what she really wanted.
The result was Cindy coming out of the bathroom with her virtue a bit tarnished, a conscience burdened with just a bit of guilt, but a libido thoroughly revived, promising years if satisfactory sex with her much-loved husband. A win-win situation -- nothing really lost, but a great deal gained! The sex that night was outstanding, boding well for the future.
The following morning was one of those bittersweet times for Cindy and Richard, looking forward to seeing Venice and going home, but sad to have the cruise end. This, of course, was particularly true of Cindy -- no more sex with Katie and no more actual sex with "Lyle." She had become extremely close to Katie, of course, but her relationship with Matt was extremely intimate physically, but was just normally friendly otherwise. She didn't know just how to relate to him as they all got together for breakfast.
As they sat there eating and talking, Richard was, again, exceedingly appreciative of Cindy's amazing success with Cindy's libido and promised to look them up if in the future she had a relapse! There was laughter at that, but, throughout the conversation there was an undercurrent among the other three. Cindy exchanged some knowing looks with Katie, communicating that she knew what had gone on. She blushed and glanced away the first time Matt's and her eyes met. Later, she was able to smile shyly at him as they exchanged a far more personal look.
Katie and Cindy had a few minutes alone as they went to the restroom together. First, Katie said, "Here, Cindy, I have something for you." She reached into her purse and pulled out Cindy's panties, smiling as she added, "I think you lost these!"
Cindy returned the smile and, with a knowing look, replied, "I wondered where those went! I had to walk all around the ship without them. Where on earth did you find them! Thank you very much for returning them!" With that, she put her arms around Katie and they exchanged a long, passionate kiss that would raise some eyebrows if they hadn't been alone.
"Katie dear, I don't know how to thank you for everything -- and I mean everything!! I told you to make everything real and you did! I realized when I undressed last night that what had happened was not just a fantasy. I...I assume that it was real both nights and that Lyle was Matt."
"Yes, dear, both nights. When you and I were so good together and a real experience worked so well, I decided that making it all real would be best for you. I wouldn't have done it except that you actually seemed to want it!"
"You were right and I couldn't be happier. You saved our sex life and, maybe, our marriage because we were both so frustrated. Oh, it's been only a few days, but we've become so close! I'm going to miss you so much!"
"I'll miss you too, of course. You have our Miami address and we would love to have you come down and visit us. I'm sure that Matt would really love that!" The last was said with a big grin.
Cindy grinned back. "I'm sure of that! I'm also sure that I would love to see you and 'Lyle' again!"
They rejoined the men for final goodbyes as Cindy and Richard headed for their departure station. There was one slight difference from the usual pro forma peck on the cheek between Cindy and Matt. It was firmly on the lips and she whispered, "Thank you for everything, Matt. You made a perfect Lyle and I loved it!"
Matt looked after her as they left, confounded at what had just happened. Turning to Katie with a perplexed expression on his face, he asked, "What was that all about? Does she know that I was Lyle and had sex with her? Did her trance fail somehow?"
"Let's go down to our suite and I'll tell you about it." They made their way down to the corridors where the housekeeping staff was underway with preparing staterooms for the new passengers who would soon be embarking. In their suite, which would receive only the normal daily cleaning, she continued. Yes, honey, she knows that you were Lyle and that you fucked her. I set it up so that she would figure it out. She had no panties on, she would remember having cum running down her leg and she would see the hickey you put on under her left nipple.
"When we were talking about it, it was pretty clear that she wanted an experience that would really work for her, long run. When she and I had sex and she knew that it was me, it worked perfectly. She accepted it with no qualms and I was certain that she would have the same reaction after sex with you. I don't know if her desire was conscious or subconscious -- I think clearly it was the latter -- but I was certain that she actually would love real sex with 'Lyle' as she had had with me. So I arranged real sex and let her know that is was, in fact, real."
"Boy, you took quite a chance! What is you had been wrong and she was upset?"
"I didn't think that it was likely, but I was prepared to say the word, put her into a post-hypnotic trance and have her forget her suspicions. It wasn't too dangerous. Actually, the only real danger was her being upset and her telling Richard last night, but I instructed her not to do that. As close as she and I had become, I didn't worry about that. I've gotten to know her quite well the last five days -- my god, it is only five days! -- so I wasn't really worried."
"Yeah, it is surprising how close you can get to someone in five days, yet you can know others for years and still they are just acquaintances. Of course, for you, having sex with her did help!"
"That's true, of course, and now, after five short, busy days, they're gone. This is really a weird life we live. We get close to people like them -- actually, with her -- and, as I said, they're gone, and we start another seven-day chapter with a whole new crowd of anonymous passengers. Then they will be gone, replaced with the next group. It actually surprising when we do get close to someone and hate to see them go."
"Well, Katie, sex certainly helps. We had Janine and then Jane and, now, Cindy. We've had quite a few cruises where we said goodbye to those interchangeable passengers, some we knew, most we didn't, and they quickly dropped out of our memories and were replaced by the next, equally faceless group. On the other hand, Janine, Jane and Cindy are indelibly recorded in our minds and they made those three cruises, out of the many, memorable. It would be nice if more of our cruises could have those personal relationships that make them enjoyable and exciting."
"Hold it, Snidely! I know right where you're headed. Everything you said is true, but I am not going there! Yes, Pandora's Box is not only opened, it has been destroyed. I most certainly was wrong when I said, emphatically, 'There will be no more Janes.' I will not even say that there will no more Cindys. You said that I would succumb to temptation and, obviously, you were right. I won't even say that it won't happen again. My ethical and moral standards have been stretched beyond anything I could have imagined!
"However, I do still have those standards, even if they have been seriously damaged. I am not going to use hypnosis solely for my or your sexual pleasure. For all three women, I was solving a serious problem -- particularly Jane and Cindy. Yes, I probably went too far and got myself, and you, too personally involved -- much too personally involved, particularly me! However, if a similar situation should occur again, I'll confess that I most likely would give way to temptation again. What I will not do is pick out, or most likely have you pick out, an attractive young woman and put her in a post-hypnotic trance just so you, or we, can have sex with her!!"
"Well, as I said before, I'm not Dudley Do-Right, but I'm not totally bereft of standards or morals, so I certainly accept what you say. Actually, I would be shocked if you said and meant anything else. Putting them under just to have sex with them wouldn't sit well on my conscience either." Then, grinning at her, he added, "However, if every now and then you 'suggested' that a client should remove her top or wear one of your non-existent red bikinis in private, I could live with that!"
"You're incorrigible!"
"Right! And who knows, there may well be future clients who have problems like Jane's or Cindy's. You did them a world of good and I'm sure that you wouldn't deny another person the benefit of your talents! Make their lives better!"
Finally grinning back at him, she responded, "You don't quit do you? You're persistent if nothing else! But, as I said, I'm making no more pronouncements. What will I do if someone like another Jane or Cindy comes along and they have a problem? I'll answer that question when it happens! We'll see.
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In Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 1, Chapter 1, Katie Thatcher was introduced as a stage hypnotist entertainer performing a popular cruise ship show. More importantly, she is also a trained hypnotherapist who holds group sessions to help with a multiplicity of problems such as ending a smoking habit, losing weight, etc. She also holds private sessions for people with more delicate and personal difficulties. Her husband, Matt, serves as her manager and agent. Her role as hypnotherapist led her, reluctantly, into a moderate sexual relationship with Janine and, later, with a more intense liaison with Jane in Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 2. She fears that these actions will put her on the proverbial 'slippery slope' toward using hypnosis in sexual relationships with clients. She was correct in that fear and in Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 3, she and Matt have just such a relationship with Cindy. While not absolutely necessary, I would recommend reading Cruise Ship Hypnosis, Part 1, Chapter 1, to provide a better picture of Katie and Matt's backgrounds. Reference to events in Part 2 and Part 3 will also be referred to in this story.
______________________________________________________________
Katie and Matt stood on the deck and looked at the harbor at Barcelona receding behind them as they began a long, repositioning cruise that would end 15 days later in their own home port of Miami. It was October 26, the end of the summer cruise season in the Mediterranean and time to travel to the United States and begin covering the Caribbean.
This was their first day on this Norwegian Lines ship which they had joined in Barcelona. As with a typical repositioning cruise, most days, ten in this case, would be "at sea." The only ports of call would be Funchal, on the island of Madeira until reaching Philipsburg, St. Maarten and St. Thomas in the Caribbean. With so many days on which all the passengers would be on board and needing to be entertained, Katie would be scheduled for more stage appearances than usual, but her real workload would be group and private sessions in which her hypnotherapy training would be in demand.
Her first show as a "stage hypnotist," basically an entertainer employing volunteers to amuse the audience, came on the second night out and, as usual, was well received by that audience. Also as usual, Katie's showmanship and obvious hypnotic ability brought a surge of interest in the group sessions in which she addressed passenger problems and habits – smoking, weight loss, fear of public speaking, etc. In addition, there were always passengers who had personal or confidential problems which necessitated private meetings. People normally don't take a cruise as a self-improvement program, but a surprising number of passengers suddenly realize, or hope, that a little hypnosis might make habit changing painless while enjoying a cruise vacation. Happily, some, like Janine, Jane and Cindy, find life-changing results instead of just a pleasant cruise!
The following day, the ship arrived at its first port, Funchal, Madeira, to be followed by six days at sea before reaching Philipsburg Saint Maarten of the Netherland, Antilles on November 5. Katie and Matt, in their tourist mode had booked a tour, "Madeira's Breathtaking Beauty" and were waiting on a long concrete dock for their bus to arrive. As happened all too often, Katie was recognized from her stage performance, but, this time, it was a bit different. An attractive woman introduced herself as Millicent, or Millie, Anderson and saying, "We're almost neighbors. My husband, Jeff, and I have a cabin five doors down from you and we noticed you in the hall when we moved in. We couldn't believe it when we saw you on the stage last night! We just loved your show!"
Begrudgingly, although she didn't show it, Katie responded graciously, "Thank you Millie. That is very nice to hear. This is my husband and manager, Matt, and I am Katie. We can't wait for this tour – we've heard that the mountains are beautiful!
The bus arrived and Katie internally groaned as Millie took the seat across the aisle from her. However, it happily turned out that Millie was very pleasant and didn't want to talk about hypnotism – a major virtue! When they stopped at a small town where hand-made wicker baskets were created (a main product of Madeira), they became quite friendly, just two tourists together.
They watched from the windows on a bus traveling on roads too narrow for oncoming traffic (if there was any), oohing and aahing as they saw magnificent peaks and frighteningly deep valleys. This was followed by a hilarious ride in a wicker "toboggan" towed and guided by two men down the steep curving streets of an older part of the city. By the end of a very pleasant day, they were bonded together like old friends.
Katie and Matt, discussing their day that evening, agreed that Millie's presence had actually enhanced their enjoyment. As Matt said, "It's nice to have someone who doesn't act like a groupie. Jeff was very quiet, though. Hardly said anything."
"Yeah, I noticed that. Of course, Millie talked enough for both of them. She did try to get him involved, but he soon went back into his shell. Just a real introvert, I guess. I really like her. This is a long cruise, so it will be nice to have someone different to talk to. Of course, they're passengers so they may have friends with them. It really was a nice free day, but tomorrow, the group sessions begin. I've got notes from several people who are interested in private sessions, too."
The following day, Katie was sitting alone in the Garden Café Buffet after lunch when she looked up and was pleased to see Millie approaching the table. She smiled and said, "I'm really pleased to see you. Sometimes you meet people on these ships and they disappear afterwards. Matt and I were talking last night about we enjoyed being with you yesterday."
"Oh, I'm so glad! I felt the same way, but I didn't really want to impose because I know you have onboard duties now."
Katie smiled at her and replied, "Well, that's true. The line requires me to conduct a considerable number of sessions in which I try to use group hypnosis to help people give up smoking, break other habits – oh, a long list of things. It's very profitable for management. I also have private sessions for more delicate situations. Matt is working over the schedule now and I'll probably have something later today. Right now, it's just pleasant sitting here relaxing before duty calls."
"Yes, I saw about that this morning in the daily schedule....what do they call it...oh yes, the "Free Style Daily" That's a silly name! Jeff and I thought that you were just a stage performer – oh, I don't mean 'just,' but apparently you do more than perform."
"Oh yes, I know what you mean – 'just' a stage entertainer. Well, unlike many of those shows, my hypnosis is real and I am a certified hypnotherapist. I'm also in show business as a stage hypnotist. I could be in an office or clinic, but we like the surroundings and travel. I don't know how much longer we'll stick with it, but it's good for now."
"Well, that's what I heard this morning. I went down to Guest Services and inquired and they were effusive about your services and showed me an amazing list of recommendations from passengers on this line and several others. I was very impressed. I...I probably would have been hesitant to approach you yesterday if I had known."
"For heaven's sake, Millie, don't be silly. I'm really glad to see you!"
"Oh, thank you. Anyway, I don't want to impose on you because of how friendly you were yesterday, but I don't know where to turn and I had a wild idea that maybe hypnosis might help solve a very serious problem that Jeff and I have. This...this is very difficult to talk about, very private but...but we need help!"
"Heavens, Millie, if it's that serious a problem, let's move to a quieter place to discuss it. Matt is busy right now, as I said, so our suite is empty and quiet, so let's go there."
Arriving there and settling down on the couch, Katie, started the conversation, "Ok, Millie, describe your problem to me and I will let you know if it is something that I might help solve."
Millie responded with a tremulous smile. "Ok, Katie. Actually the real problem is with Jeff. We've been married for five years and two years ago we decided that it was time to start a family. I went off the pill and we just assumed that I would soon be pregnant, but it just didn't happen. Over a year went by and, worried, we were checked out in a clinic and were relieved that there seemed to be no physical problems. Still, nothing happened despite our efforts. Finally, we saw a specialist and she said that we were just trying too hard, putting too much pressure on ourselves.
"That, of course was reassuring and we tried to relax, but still nothing. Now, things have gotten much worse." Millie's eyes started to water at this point as she tried to continue. "We...we went to Italy...and...and relaxed in the romantic countryside and, now, this long ocean cruise...and," bursting into tears, "...and Jeff can't get hard! At first, everything was fine and we would start making love, but when we started to have sex, his erection would wilt. Even when I tried to stimulate his...his cock by hand or mouth, it just stayed limp!
"It's nothing physical. We saw a very sexy show in Rome and he was hard as a rock while he watched and we both were optimistic. However, as soon as we started to have sex, it went soft! Since then, he can't seem to have an erection at all, even at a show like that! Yesterday we went up to that upper sun deck and several women were topless, which usually arouses him, but nothing happened! It's all mental and I know that he can't help it, but he's touchy about it and I'm irritable despite trying to be supportive and optimistic. We're snapping at each other. He...he hasn't been inside of me this entire trip! We're both so frustrated and just see no solution!"
All through this difficult discourse, tears of frustration were running down her face as she futilely tried to control her emotions. Katie, of course, was very sympathetic – empathy with other people's problems is, of course, a major motivation for becoming a therapist. "Stop crying, Millie. I think that there is a good chance that I can help Jeff lower the tension that probably is causing his erectile dysfunction.
"It is unbelievably easy for a man to have problems like that. Unfortunately, sometimes all it takes is one failure to perform to put doubts in his mind and those doubts feed on each other. We rarely think of it this way, but sex is much harder for a man than a woman. All she basically has to do is lie there. If she isn't aroused enough to have an orgasm or, for that matter, doesn't even enjoy the act, it doesn't really make a difference in terms of procreation – the basic sex act can be carried out and pregnancy is possible. If the man can't hold an erection and ejaculate into a woman, nothing will happen.
"For most men, particularly when they are young, erections are automatic and the biggest problem is being embarrassed by having an erection at the wrong time. But if he's with a woman and suddenly he can't get hard, it's humiliating. Then the next time he's ready to have sex, the fear that it will happen again causes it to happen. Telling him not to worry, that it really doesn't matter or that he's probably just tired or maybe he had too much to drink – or any other soothing excuse by the woman he is with – doesn't really help because, to him, it really does matter! Actually, the well-meant sympathy probably will add to his humiliation. Once the fear of failure sets in, failure is almost inevitable. Men will even start avoiding being in sexual situations when he will be expected to perform because of that fear.
"In addition, when a couple wants children and nothing happens, what is normally a very pleasant, exciting experience can become work – the goal being pregnancy, not pleasure. That's probably was what the specialist meant by saying that you were just trying too hard. The pressure and tension builds up as does the fear of failure.
"It does sound as if it is purely mental, but the mind really determines these things. As I said, I think that there is a good chance that, under hypnosis, I can help with restoring his confidence. No guarantees, of course, but I'll certainly try. Now, I don't remember you being on the stage so I assume that Jeff was not either. The first thing we'll have to do is make sure that you two are susceptible. Why don't you talk to Jeff, explain what I've said to you and call me later if you want to go on with it."
That evening, after a telephone confirmation, Millie and Jeff Anderson arrived at the suite to consult with Katie – Matt being thoughtfully absent. Jeff was obviously embarrassed by discussing his very personal problem, particularly with someone he still saw as an entertainer. "When I was in college, I worked part time with a hypnotist and, bluntly, he was like a stage magician. He used misdirection and mental slight-of-hand rather than any mystic power to influence his volunteers. Millie says that you are different...what was that...oh yes, a hypnotherapist. Frankly, I'm still skeptical. In the first place, can you really hypnotize me and, if so, what effect will it have?"
Katie smiled at him, disarming his somewhat belligerence attitude by replying, "Frequently stage hypnotists are, in fact, like stage magicians and some are quite good at it, simulating hypnotism through talking, using peer pressure from the audience on volunteers, using cues from the reactions of those volunteers, and so on. Actually, that takes a considerable amount of skill. Others are out-and-out frauds – using shills as volunteers, for example. I am a real hypnotist, but I claim no mystic power to 'control' people like the old comic strip character, Mandrake the Magician, who gestures with his hand and his victim is in his power.
"I am a trained therapist who uses hypnosis to help my clients. I don't know if you can be hypnotized, but I expect that you can. I don't know if I can help you with your problem, but I'm willing to try. As I said when I discussed this with Millie, fear of failure feasts on itself. In addition, putting pressure on yourself can cause failure. All I can do is try to reduce tension and that self-induced pressure."
"Well, there is no doubt that I have a problem and it appears that Millie was right about you. I'm always skeptical when I hear of people being in therapy – lying on a couch while a psychiatrist sits there taking notes about your childhood, sexual hang-ups, or whatever. You're not making big promises and you sound as if you understand my problem. I still doubt that I can be hypnotized, but I'm willing to try."
As usual, Katie used the progressive relaxation technique and, without further discussion or warning, began with, "Let's see how things go. Before we start you need to be relaxed. Close your eyes and concentrate on your breathing, make it nice and even so you can hear my voice clearly."
About an hour later, Katie joined Matt where he had been reading outside the Garden Café, i.e. the buffet. He looked up, smiling, and asked, "You were with them quite a while. How did it go?"
"Very well, actually. I used the relaxation inducement and they both went under very easily. It turns out that he is a fiction writer, two books published, so he certainly is a fantasizer as we use the term. They travel a lot and, as many people do, postponed having children to keep their lives free. When she was 28, they decided that it was time to start a family, but nothing happened in the next two years although there seemed to be no physical problem. They were checked out by a specialist, but she found nothing wrong and said that they were just trying too hard, putting too much pressure on ourselves.
"That advice didn't really help, for as each fertile period went by, the tension obviously went up. Millie is badly depressed, of course, but the pressure has really hit Jeff and he can't perform. As he admitted, sex became a burden rather that a pleasure. Just too much tension and, after a while, when he got into Millie, he couldn't climax. Now, he can't even get an erection! You can imagine how that affects him. And, naturally, neither really blames the other, but tension between them is inevitable. Anyway, I'm going to see him alone tomorrow afternoon and see what I can do to."
"Do you think you'll be able to help?"
"Well, I hope so. I'll try to release some of his tension and remove some of his fear of failure. I'd like to have something to focus on rather than just trying to build up his confidence. I think I'll try to use what is called 'regression' as I had planned to do with Cindy [Cruise Ship Hypnosis Part 3]. I'll try to mentally take him back to a specific time when his equipment worked properly, either with Millie or someone else, and let him re-experience that success.
"Do you think that that will work?"
"To tell the truth, I sort of doubt it, but it might. It's used in what's called forensic hypnosis when, for example, the police use it to get forgotten information from a witness. It works best when you have a particular event, like an accident, to remember a detail about. I need an experience, not a bit of information, but I think that it is worth trying. I thought that I might try their honeymoon. I'll think of something."
Matt grinned at her, saying, "Well, if that doesn't work, you might have to be less professional and more basic!"
"What do you mean?"
"You want him to have an erection, right? What causes a man to get hard? Looking at something, or someone, sexy!"
"MATT! Are you suggesting that I should get him hard? I'm a professional hypnotherapist, a married hypnotherapist, not a sexy showgirl – or whatever!"
"Right, you're not either a 'whatever' or a sexy showgirl, but you certainly have the figure to cause a man to have an erection if he saw it exposed! A glimpse of tit – or even cunt – might get him hard!"
"That may well be true, but he's not going to see either my tits or my cunt! Can you imagine what that would do to my reputation, much less what Millie would say! You're out of your mind!"
"Hold on, I'm not urging you to show anything or even recommending it, but it probably would work! From the time he is first aware of girls, a boy's greatest ambition is seeing what's hidden under her clothes. A young man's cock will spring to attention at almost anything, maybe a peek at panties. As you get older, it takes a bit more stimulation, but the principle stays the same. Anyway, you would just tell him to forget what he saw. Reputation still clean! Besides," grinning again, "imagine what people would think about you're relations with Jane or Cindy. Wow! Scandal!"
"Ok, ok, you're right about that, but I'll stick to my professional training, even if my professional ethics have become rather flexible."
The following afternoon, Katie joined Matt for a group session on giving up cigarettes after her meeting with Jeff. "How did it go, honey? Did you get anywhere? You look a bit frazzled."
"I am frazzled! I found out something that changes the whole picture and I'm not sure what, if anything, I can do about it to help him. Let me get through this session and we can go down and talk about it."
An hour later, in their suite, Katie described her meeting with Jeff. "I used 'jasmine' and put him in the post-hypnotic trance and he went under very easily. As I told you, I was prepared to try and find a past sexual event that I could use to arouse him. Before doing that, however, I wanted to find out how he saw the current problem. When he was in a trance yesterday, his reactions didn't seem quite right, but I couldn't focus on anything in particular. This afternoon, on a hunch, I asked him if anything specific was worrying him about getting Millie pregnant. I was trying to find out if he honestly wanted kids or was this more Millie's desire. The real problem emerged.



"It turned out that when he was examined, he produced plenty of sperm and that sperm was potent. If it reached a fertile egg, it certainly could combine with it to produce an embryo. The problem was that his sperm was, as the specialist described it, 'lazy.' Instead of swarming through her womb eagerly seeking an egg, they were lethargic. If they contacted an egg, they certainly could impregnate a woman, but the odds were against it since the sperm probably wouldn't reach the egg.
"In the regular monthly cycle, an egg leaves the ovary, goes through the fallopian tubes and enters the uterus, or womb, at the top. The sperm comes in through a small opening in the cervix at the bottom of the womb. In a normal situation, the sperm wiggles upward eagerly to seek the egg. In Jeff's case, they are just too 'lazy' to complete the trip. However, as the doctor said, 'It's a million to one shot, but the odds are also awful for winning the lottery, yet someone always wins. Keep trying!'
"Jeff knew about the problem, but Millie didn't – still doesn't. He was trying desperately hard, putting as much sperm into her as possible to improve the odds. The pressure and tension have gotten to him and he just can't function. I feel so bad for them. Millie couldn't stop crying the other day and he is desperate, mostly, as he sees it, for failing her."
"Well, of course you feel that way – that's the caring that drives you when people come to you in those private sessions. That quality makes you good in helping your clients, but it darn sure puts you in difficult situations when you try to help. I remember how shocked I was when you agreed to help Tony and Jane by having me impregnate her! [Cruise Ship Hypnosis Part 2]
"Yeah, I know, but I really want to get him to the point that he can, at least, start screwing Millie again and hope that he wins the lottery! In any case, after hearing him dolefully describe what was the real problem with him not being able to have sex with her, I returned to my original forensic hypnosis plan. I did find one occasion that stood out and focused on that. He was in the national guard and was activated and spent six months in Afghanistan. When he came back, they apparently had a record setting night of sex.
"It was actually a bit embarrassing – and, I'll admit, a bit exciting – to hear him as he recalled verbally what they did that night. He was really aroused and, maybe, had an erection. Now, this is where it really gets embarrassing. I actually thought of having him undress or, at least, take his cock out and masturbate. But, even more, I recalled what you said about how he might react to see me showing something. I wondered that if he saw something it would put him over the top! I thought of showing my tits or....no, damn it, I really thought of stripping completely!
"If he was thinking of that night with Millie and saw me naked, it might be enough to trigger a climax which I could use later to boost his confidence. I can't believe that I actually thought of stripping in front of him, but I know I did. I probably never would have thought of it if you hadn't mentioned it – and I remember how I reacted with such shock when you mentioned it! I feel like such a hypocrite! I don't believe myself!"
"Oh, for heaven's sake, Katie, don't over react! You didn't do anything wrong!"
"No, but what if I had done it – stripping naked in front of another man? Wouldn't that bother you?"
"Why on earth would it bother me? My god, you've watched me feeling Janine and fucking both Jane and Cindy? You encouraged me because it was just physical with therapy as its goal. If you standing there naked served your professional goals, it certainly wouldn't upset me. I wouldn't be concerned even if you had actually helped getting him off. That would not make you a 'whatever,' as you delicately put it, and it definitely would not make me jealous! Who knows, you might even enjoy it."
"Well, I have to draw the line somewhere and I think that's it. The idea of stripping like that is so unprofessional that even my compromised ethics are offended, so I don't think that I'll go that far. Still, I don't know where I'll draw that line, but your support certainly helps. Regardless, I have some hope in making progress toward improving his sexual performance. However, that won't overcome his physical problem and get Millie pregnant – hypnosis can't do everything. Still, their lives certainly would be better for it. I'm supposed to see him tomorrow afternoon and I'll get a better idea of what the prospects are."
"They do seem like a nice couple and he's very pleasant. I don't know if I told you, but we're about the same size and both were guards in college so in the pickup basketball games, we usually play against each other. We really battle, but he seems very friendly. It's funny how you can play for or against someone or work with someone and never know they have personal problems. It was sort of peculiar playing today knowing about his erection problem. I hope you can help him."
"I'll do my best!"
That ended their conversation about Jeff's problem and they went on to other topics. However, it was evident to Matt that the subject was still on Katie's mind. That he was right was shown after lunch the following day. Their group and private sessions had been mostly concluded until interest would be rekindled by the next stage performance. They were quietly reclining on deck chairs at the pool when Matt looked up from his book and asked, "Didn't you tell me that you had a session scheduled with Jeff at 1:30 this afternoon? It's almost that now."
"Yeah, I told him to meet me at our suite. I guess I had better head down."
There was nothing startling about that except that Katie was dressed in a quite brief bikini. Matt looked up at her and commented, "If you intend to get his attention, you certainly are dressed for it. Just what the professional hypnotherapist would be expected to wear to a consultation with a client with sexual hang-ups! Are you redrawing your line?"
Katie blushed profusely and looked away. "Damn, I...I don't know! I really don't!" Looking more directly at him, her face troubled, she continued, "I've been thinking about this ever since we talked yesterday. I really think that putting him in a trance and concentrating on that homecoming experience is my best hope for success. I know that thinking about it arouses him, but taking the next step to have him get an erection and actually....well, climax is the problem."
"So you're going to provide some 'eye candy' to put him over the top!"
"Damn it, yes – if I have the nerve."
"Just looking may not be enough."
"That's just what's worrying me. I've pretty much have convinced myself that....I can't believe I'm saying this....showing my tits...and maybe my cunt, too... is not a really big deal if it is what is needed. You don't seem concerned and that's important, but what if it isn't enough. Should I do more? Could I do more? My mind is a mess!"
"Look, you're not going to be happy with yourself unless you do everything necessary to address the issue. Some things may be unprofessional, but if it works as therapy, that is your goal. Your therapy may be unconventional, but it has worked in unusual cases in the past, so thrust your instincts and do what you think is necessary. And enjoy yourself while you're doing it!"
"Oh, gods, you're wonderful! I...I think that that was what I needed to hear! I'll try to limit my participation to exposing myself, but....well, we'll see. I do want this to work. Thank you honey!"
As Matt saw his wife walking away, her barely covered bottom swaying as she walked, he thought, as he turned back to his book, "Honey, I have a feeling that you're going to get more involved than you plan." If he could have seen into the suite not long afterwards, he would have observed his prediction coming true.
Jeff was waiting at the door and, as she came down the corridor, she was aware of his eyes roaming over her body. As she stepped into the room with him, she suddenly became aware of a weird, unexpected feeling. Instead of being a fully dressed therapist seeing a client, she saw herself as a semi-dressed woman with another man in what basically was a large, well-appointed bedroom.
She was, of course, wearing a very brief but quite respectable bathing suit and there was no suggestion of anything but a professional relationship, but conversations with Matt had given her a very different perspective on how that relationship might progress. Recalling his comments, she suddenly changed her plans on how to proceed.
Using her reinduction word, 'jasmine,' she put Jeff into a post-hypnotic trance, but rather than returning to his memory of returning home from Afghanistan, she asked, "Think back to when you were in high school. Do you remember any time that really stands out sexually? A time that excited you more than any other? Was there a time that gave you an erection whenever you thought of it again?"
Jeff sat there on the couch facing Katie, with an out-of-it look on his face as his mind moved back through the years. "Yes, there is one time that was amazing, the first time I really made out with a girl. I was just 16. I had never seen a bare breast and certainly had never felt one except through clothes. My family had a big above-ground swimming pool and during the summer all the neighbor kids used it. One of them was Jennifer....gods, I don't remember her last name.... was about a year older than me and I managed to fool around with her, 'accidentally' grabbing her by her tits as fellows do. Pretty soon I was just feeling her under the water."
"I assume that you had an erection while you did it."
"My god, yes! My problem was trying to hide it anytime I left the water!
"One day my folks were out, it started to rain and all the other kids went home, leaving me alone with Jennifer. We went into the house, dried off and started making out. We ended up in my room and I was in ecstasy."
"Did you screw her?"
"No, we didn't go that far. Actually, I never considered it and I don't think that she did either. Good thing – she probably would have been knocked up!"
Katie sat there, her mind in turmoil as she tried to decide what to do – or actually, tried to get up her nerve to do what she felt was necessary despite her ethical and moral qualms. She was in the same place as she had been when took the role of Judy in one of Cindy's lesbian-type fantasies. [Cruise Ship Hypnosis 3, Chapter 1] Girding her loins, as they say, she prepared for an immoral and unpleasant experience, but one she believed would start Jeff's recovery.
"Jeff, I want you to relax and remember every detail of your experience with Jennifer. Think about how excited you were. Remember playing around with her in the pool and afterwards. The two of you go up to your bedroom. How excited are you?"
"I've never been so excited! All I have on is my bathing suit and my cock is so hard that it is sticking straight out through it. We're kissing and as I'm squeezing her tits I push it into her stomach and she reaches down and grabs it. I almost go off."
"Ok, Jeff. Listen carefully. Take off all of you clothes except your shorts."
Without hesitation, Jeff stood up and undressed, standing there wearing but a pair of white briefs. Katie was pleased to see that he was in quite good shape – it made things easier for what she intended. She continued with her instructions as she set the stage. "You are 16 and you have just entered your bedroom. Your bedroom is exactly like it always is. Are you there? "
"Yes! I'm in my bedroom and I'm standing by my bed."
"All right, you have just left the pool and have dried off. You and Jennifer are alone and you've been feeling her. Remember how hard your cock is and how excited you are. When you turn around, you will see Jennifer standing there in her bathing suit. You will recognize her immediately and continue your sex play with her and do everything that happened that day that you told me about. You are 16 and you will relive that experience. You will guide Jennifer so she will do what you remember so that you can have that experience. Do you understand what you are to do?"
"Yes, I understand. I will make out with Jennifer and do what we did then."
"Ok, when I say 'go,' you will forget all of this conversation and be in your bedroom with Jennifer. When I say 'jasmine' again, you will stop and wait for me to talk. Go!"
The thought, "What on earth am I doing," flashed through Katie's mind as Jeff turned around and embraced and starting kissing her. In addition, she felt his inexperienced 16 year-old hands begin to maul her breasts. More importantly, from her therapist point of view, she felt the hard shaft of his cock against her stomach, proving, beyond a doubt, that his current-day erectile problems were purely mental. She actually had known what she was doing, of course, but the reality was still a shock. Still, playing the role she had, reluctantly, arranged for herself, she reached down and grasped the cock as Jeff had described his memory of the experience.
At that point, Katie was tempted to get out of the situation by saying 'jasmine' since she had proved the point about the erection but she forced herself go on because she needed him to remember ejaculating as well as getting hard. She resigned herself to completing the whole experience as he recalled it, secure in the knowledge that it was just a make-out session with no screwing involved.
A 16 year-old boy is not really interested in kissing and thoughtful love-making when, for the first time, he has an almost naked girl to explore. The first task is to remove that "almost." Very quickly, Katie's bra was pushed down and her bare tits explored. Shortly afterwards, the bra was gone, followed by her pants. His shorts followed, dropped on the floor on top of her pants. Then, for the first time in many years, a naked Katie found herself on the bed with a naked man other than Matt.
Jeff's hands were everywhere, exploring "Jennifer's" charms with great enthusiasm. Her tits were fondled and squeezed, her nipples were sucked. His hands ran through her cunt hair and his fingers explored the mystery between her legs. He found the hole into her and slid his finger in deeply, automatically finger-fucking her although he didn't know the term. The most surprising thing, and, in a way the most disturbing thing for Katie later, he found her to be well-lubricated, making entrance easy.
At first, her mind seemed almost disassociated with what was happening to her body. Mentally, at least, she was a disinterested observer, watching how her test of Jeff's response to her nude body was working out. Things were quite satisfactory. Jeff had placed her hand on his cock when they lay back on the bed, and she obligingly stroked it, pleased with the proof of his virility. She was surprised, however, by unexpectedly becoming aware that she actually enjoyed the feel of it in her fingers. She even, for the first time, actually looked at it and was quite comfortable with what she saw.
It was about that time that the feeling of being that disinterested observer went away. As his fingers fondled her tits and then slid over her stomach, through the pubic hair, over her clit to the lips of her cunt, she felt a wave of unanticipated arousal flow through her. Involuntarily, her legs opened wider, welcoming his exploration. Thus, his finger found a wet, open gateway into her vagina. A first for him and surprise for her!
A much bigger, more significant surprise awaited her. As his exploration and finger-fucking excited her, her hand moved more rapidly on his cock, bringing him closer to what was the object of her plan – him having a climax. She was pretty much lost in the unexpected pleasure his fingers were bringing her, actually undulating and writhing against his hand, when he pulled away abruptly. To her bemused mind, it seemed that no time had passed until she suddenly opened her eyes and saw his cock before her face.
She looked up and saw his frantic expression as he demanded, "Kiss it, Jennifer, kiss it." Stunned by the sudden turn of events, Katie started to say "What?" As her lips parted to speak, he pushed forward and several inches of cock were in her mouth! He didn't fuck her mouth, just put it in and began ejaculating. She was absolutely stunned, shocked into immobility by this totally unexpected act. She finally reacted and jerked back, receiving the last couple of spurts, one near her left eye, the other in her hair.
A full thirty seconds went by before the shock ebbed away and she managed to say "jasmine." Jeff immediately slumped back and lay there quietly waiting for instructions. Her mind still befuddled by the startling turn of events, Katie hurried into the bathroom. Looking at herself in the mirror, she saw a glob of cum beside her eye, already beginning to run down her cheek. She hurriedly washed her face and rinsed her mouth out before going back out where Jeff waited. She didn't think about it at the time, but later, when running her reactions through her mind, she realized that she had not been appalled or revolted by her cum-covered face!
She returned to the main room and looked at Jeff's naked body lying on the rumpled bed. She looked at the now-flaccid cock that had been in her mouth a few minutes ago and she was embarrassed to realize that her survey was only partly professional. Yes, she was thinking that his erection and ejaculation had been a step forward in solving his erectile dysfunction problem, but there certainly was a personal interest in getting it hard again.
She put on a coverup and sat on the couch for a couple of minutes, planning her next move. Finally, she said, "Jeff, listen carefully. You will remember masturbating while thinking about your experience with Jennifer. You will remember having an erection and climax and will be very pleased and relieved. You will know that I watched, but you will not be embarrassed since I am a professional helping you. My only role was encouraging you and you appreciate my help. You will tell Millie that you had a therapy session under hypnosis and that you feel that you're making progress. You will make no mention of anything physical."
She repeated those instructions several times until she was certain that they had been assimilated. She concluded with, "When I say 'wake up,' you will remember those things and be very encouraged. Now, get dressed."
When he was finished putting his clothes on, she was on the verge of waking him from his trance, but at the last moment, her professional and feminine side merged as she asked him, "What were you thinking as you saw me coming down the corridor toward you? Did you see me just as your therapist?"
"No, I was looking at you thinking how sexy you looked in your bikini. I was wishing that I could see you without the suit."
"Did that thought have any impact on your cock?"
"Well, I didn't get hard or anything like that – it was just didn't last long enough – but there definitely was a reaction to you."
"Ok, Jeff, forget that I asked about that...but remember the reaction you had to me. Wake up!"
"Wow, that was quite an experience! I guess that proved that my difficulty is completely mental! I'll try to think of that when I'm with Millie. Of course, I still have the pregnancy problem, but if we can have sex, at least she'll know I'm trying. Look, I know that you are a professional therapist, but I hope this isn't embarrassing for you as I.....well , I guess the word is fantasize in front of you."
"Don't worry about it Jeff. It's unusual but it certainly didn't trouble me. We definitely made progress and maybe we can build on it tomorrow."
After Jeff left, Katie called Matt and asked him to come down to the suite. The portable ship phones worked on the ship channel, looking like cell phones but operating more like a walkie-talkies and not really secure, so she didn't say anything more. However, since she hadn't rejoined him on the pool deck, Matt was prepared for something more than a casual report on a simple, ordinary therapy session.
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As Matt came into the room, he saw his wife standing there, wearing a pool coverup, but he saw her bikini lying on the bed, so, obviously, she was naked under it. She had a tremulous smile on her face as her husband took in her changed attire and a rumpled bed – straightened up but not pristine as a room steward would have left it. Looking back more closely at Katie, he saw something that caused a wry smile as he commented, "It looks like you got more than you expected!"
"I...I certainly did! I thought that I could control things – and myself – better than I did. I planned to find something to excite him and, probably show my tits, but that would be all. No, to be honest, I intended to show them and...and maybe my cunt. When I wore my bikini to this session I wanted to excite him to see if I could to get him past his trauma."
"Ok, tell me what happened?"
"All right. Damn, I don't know how to start!"
"Try from the beginning!"
"Wise guy! Well first, as I came down the corridor, he was waiting for me and my bikini worked because he was really checking me out and, when I asked him about it later when he was in a trance, he said that he did feel something. Anyway, we talked a bit. I put him under and prepared to send him back mentally to that homecoming time. Suddenly, I remembered something you said about young men having erections all the time. I knew that, of course, but I hadn't thought of applying it to this case. I decided to ask him if he remembered an earlier sexual event that was really hot and immediately he described a time when he was 16 and was playing around with a girl in a swimming pool. The two of them were left alone and they ended up in his bedroom.
"I asked him if he had screwed her and he said no. That's when things went wrong...no, not wrong, just further than I had expected. I decided to play the part of Jennifer – the girl –figuring he would see my tits and, probably, feel me a bit but I wouldn't risk putting myself in a situation where he would try to go all the way. I know I said I wasn't going to do anything like that, but it seemed like a good idea at the time. I had just come to the conclusion that you were right that talking wouldn't be enough.
"Well, he started kissing...and feeling me...and, damn it, this is hard...somehow one thing led to another and we were naked on the bed together. He had his hands all over me and...and he put my hand on his cock which was really hard! He kissed my breasts and sucked my nipples and, finally, worked on my cunt. I must have been aroused because I was wet enough for him to get in and finger-fuck me! I hate to admit it, but I was really hot and was stroking his cock as he did it.
"And then something totally unexpected occurred, something I never conceived of happening. Damn it, I was supposed to be involved in that situation just to get him over his blockage, and I wasn't even paying attention to him except what he was doing to me! I was lost in my own reaction and had no idea about how ready he was. Suddenly, he pulled his finger out of me and moved around and I had absolutely no idea what was happening – I was really lost in my own pleasure. Really, I wasn't thinking at all, just reacting. My eyes must have been closed or I was looking away because, suddenly, I was aware that his cock was right in front of my face. He wanted me to kiss it, but as I opened my mouth to object, he put it right in!
"Before I could react, it was deep in my mouth going off! My mouth was full before I could jerk back, pulling it out. The rest shot on my face. I was finally able to get my mind working and said 'jasmine,' ending it. I managed to recover and went into the bathroom and washed my face. I was really shocked so I sat down to think and recover. I had him get dressed, told him that he had masturbated to orgasm and that everything had worked well. I told him to forget my role in it. He left feeling very optimistic and with an appointment for tomorrow. That's it!" She looked up at Matt, hesitantly, waiting for his verdict. She had gone far beyond anything she had envisioned and was honestly concerned about how he would see her unbelievable behavior. "How do you feel about it? Are you upset?"
"No, dear, I am not upset. I didn't know just what you would get into or how far you would go, but I expected something like this. I didn't think that there was any way that you could get him aroused enough to get hard and go off just by talking and having him remember past exploits. Some physical contact was inevitable – at least that was what I expected. On a personal basis, as I told you, I am not the least bit concerned about what you do for – or with – Jeff any more than I was concerned with you having sex with Jane or Cindy. I told you to have fun with it and I meant it."
Katie exhaled the breath she unconsciously had been holding as she felt tension flow out of her. "Gods, that's a relief! I knew that you said that, but thinking and reality frequently war with each other."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"As usual, yes and no. Overall, since you approve, the answer is yes. I'm really surprised at how hot I got. I wouldn't have expected it but I enjoyed the kissing – it excited me when we started. He really worked my tits over, kissing and sucking my nipples. He was very rough and I'm sure that I'll have bruises tomorrow. However, I'll admit that I actually enjoyed the roughness while we were in it. When his finger was in me, I was actually moving with it. I had my legs spread so he could work on me.
"Having his cock in my mouth was different. I didn't expect it and it was in and shooting before I even had time to understand what was happening so I got no real pleasure out of it, but neither was I nauseated by it. You know that I don't mind cock sucking, but this wasn't that – my mouth was just a receptacle! I'll add one thing. If the volume of cum could determine the likelihood of getting a woman pregnant, Millie should be knocked up! He certainly shot a lot into my mouth and on my face!"
"Did you swallow it?"
"Oh, yes. I was barely able to – there was a lot – but I just didn't think. Fortunately, his cock was not in far enough to gag me, so it went down easily. I can't say that I enjoyed that part of it, but once I was over the shock, everything was fine."
"Well, I'm glad that, overall, the experience was enjoyable. Take your coverup off and let me look at those tits. Oh, yeah, they have been worked over. I see at least three places where it looks like fingers squeezed and left marks and, without question, there are three or four marks which look like hickeys! Look at yourself in the mirror!"
"Oh my heavens, he did leave marks. I'll have to hide my tits from my husband for the next few days! As I said before, fortunately he's not too smart!"
"Yeah, that's a problem women have when they indulge in such licentious activity! Actually, if your husband is taller that you, he might see other things that could create suspicion."
Katie looked at him with a puzzled expression as she couldn't see any telltale signs. "What do you mean? I don't see anything."
"Well, if you bend over and look in the mirror at your head, you might find something questionable!"
Still mystified, Katie did as instructed, resulting in, "Oh my god! How did that get there?" Nestled in her hair was what could only be a drying stream of cum ending in a glutinous glob on the crown of her head.
"How did that get there? As a wild guess, it may have shot out of a cock, cleared your forehead and had a crash landing in your hair. Just think, without an observant and complacent husband, who is smarter than you think and who, with his taller stature, saw that sign of your shameless and dissolute behavior and informed you of it, you could have walked around all day revealing that scandalous activity!"
Katie's face was crimson as she hurried into the bathroom and sponged the offending mass from her hair. "My god, complacent husband, you're right! I had no idea that he had put that there – well, obviously I didn't know! Talk about being mortified!" Recovering her sense of humor somewhat, she continued, "When I have future affairs I'll be sure to have my generous, loving husband check me out before I appear in public!"
As would be expected, the conversation about this surprising turn of events went on for some time, with Katie doing much of the talking. "What I really don't understand about all of this was my reaction. I'll admit that, regardless of what I said before it started, I was excited about the idea of letting him see my tits and, maybe, my cunt. But I had pictured me standing there stripping like that showgirl I mentioned, while he, as an appreciative audience, would get hot and have an erection. That would be a major step in helping him.
"Instead, with his memory of Jennifer revived, I got carried away. Believe me, I never consciously decided to have any level of sex with him, but one thing led to another. I never stripped for him – I simply don't remember when my bikini came off! It's all jumbled up in my mind. The kissing, feeling, losing my suit all happened, of course, but they just happened and they all ended up with me lying naked in bed with him. I was really lost in it. I'm going to be completely honest in this. When he took his finger out of me and moved down over me to put his cock in my mouth, he probably could have moved over me and put it in my cunt instead!"
"Wow, I guess you were lost in it! That part is a surprise. If you had gotten hot and decided that you wanted to do more – well, I could see that, but it's hard to picture you that carried away!"
"Exactly! God knows, I'm not some 17 year-old school girl like Jennifer, not some innocent ingénue overcome by the hero in a novel. I'm a happily married woman who has plenty of good, loving sex. I've even enjoyed sex with a couple of women. I like Jeff, he has a good physique and is reasonably attractive, but that, obviously, doesn't explain my behavior. It certainly wasn't sexual technique – a 16 year-old boy, mentally, groping my breasts and fingering my cunt! For god's sake, by all logic I should have been clear-headed in my role as a therapist, reluctantly permitting his sexual exploration as means to an end!"
"Well, I'll admit that I don't understand it either, but it is what it is. Something triggered sexual arousal or, maybe, pure lust in you. Obviously, it had little or nothing to do with Jeff, himself. I'm not going waste time analyzing motivation or psychology for I don't think that matters. You're the therapist so you can handle that part of it.
"I remember how shocked you were the way you got carried away with Jane and, later, Cindy. You couldn't understand why those women aroused you, but they did. Now you find a man that does the same thing. As I said with Jane and Cindy, enjoy it! It appears that your libido is just stronger than we knew! The question is, do you want to do it again?"
"Yeah, I know that my reaction is something like the way I reacted with Jane and Cindy, particularly with Jane. And, as you said, this really has nothing really to with Jeff. Would I like to have that same feeling again? Well, yes, of course, but that probably is impossible. I think I was just overcome by the unexpected situation and if I were with Jeff again, I would know what was coming so it would be different, less startling and I wouldn't get lost in it the way I did this afternoon.
"On the other hand, I'm still...I don't know what word to use... 'haunted?' ...no, 'unnerved?'... maybe...by how vulnerable I was. I honestly think that he could have fucked me if he had tried! Tomorrow I may use the same memory and actually have him masturbate rather than me getting physically involved. If he gets hard and goes off, that's all that matters in terms of banishing his fear of failure. The real goal here is to help him fuck Millie and remove the tension between them!"
"All right, that sounds as if it might work. Just remember that I'm fine with whatever you do." Pausing for a moment, he continued with a grin, "The real goal, as you said, is improving things for both Jeff and Millie, but, remember, it is ok for you to enjoy your work!"
The following morning after finishing a group session, Matt turned to Katie and said, "I think that went well. Everyone I talked too seemed to feel that the therapy is working. Look, I have to get a few more forms filled out. You're probably tired after the stage show last night and this group session back this morning! Go on up and get a drink and I'll join you for lunch. At least you're through for the day – oh, wait, you're seeing Jeff at 2:00 aren't you."
"Yeah, but I'm just going to sit there and let him do the work." Grinning, she continued, "Although I guess a man wouldn't call it work!"
As they sat down at the table an hour later, Matt commented, "You look a little upset. Is something wrong?"
"Yes and no. I was talking to Millie after I came up. It turned out that Jeff had an erection last night, but as soon as he started to do something with her, his cock just wilted again and he wasn't able to do anything. Still, I'm encouraged in that, obviously, yesterday's session worked in that he got hard with her for the first time on this cruise. It's a big step and I'm really pleased that my plan to overcome his problem by using past successes to give him confidence seems to work. I had no idea as to how to progress when we started and, since we're only half-way through the cruise, there's plenty of time left to move forward.
"However, while Millie understands that, she was crushed by being all revved up last night to finally have sex but then to have nothing happen. Worse, she will be fertile before the cruise is over, probably at or just after St. Thomas and she desperately wants to have sex by then. I told her that there will be another opportunity a month from then, and she recognizes that, but she's convinced herself that this is the time. It's irrational, but she planned this whole trip around getting pregnant.
"I feel so sorry for her, for them, actually, because even if his erectile dysfunction is solved, he would still have to win the lottery to impregnate her. I can't make his sperm more vigorous through hypnotism! But I, at least, want to give them that very remote chance! They are such nice people and this problem is really causing tension between them. When he was screwing her regularly, particularly during her fertile period, the failure to get pregnant was a problem they both faced. Now, even when she understands his problem and doesn't consciously blame him, she can't help but feel resentful."
"You know, there is a real problem you have with operating on a cruise ship. Working on shore, you would see a client in an office or clinic. You would have an appointment, diagnose and treat him or her and say goodbye until the next appointment. Here you see them in our suite, the pool, the dining room. Sometimes they become friends rather than just clients – and you have a personal desire to help your friends. Look at what we did with Jane and Cindy. Would you do those things if you saw them only in the office?"
"Oh, I know that you are right, but it doesn't change things. Darn it, they are friends and I really have to help Jeff so they'll both be as happy as possible even if they can't have kids! I'll try the Jennifer memory again with me out of it again this afternoon and return to the homecoming event if that doesn't work!"
"Now, I don't want to be negative or a wet blanket, but I just don't think that having him lie there and remember or fantasize about his experience with Jennifer is going to get what you want. He'll probably get hard and quite possibly go off, but I don't believe that will make things work with Millie any more than it did yesterday! It worked well yesterday because, to him, Jennifer was actually there – he could see her and feel her. As a result, his reaction was natural, just what happened years ago. If you took Jennifer's place again, you probably would get the same reaction – and I'll bet you would enjoy it again!
"In the same way, if you use the homecoming memory with him just 'jacking off,' you'll get the same effect – an erection, ejaculation and no carryover. On the other hand, if you would take Millie's role in that homecoming scenario, it might work then and, later, with her."
"Gods, Matt, I don't want to go that far! I might get fucked!"
"Yes, that would be a real possibility. However, I wonder if you could do something like when you made Janine see and walk around nude in that imaginary red bikini. What did you call it...?"
"Open hallucinations."
"Yeah, that's it! Could you make him think that Millie was with him? Janine could see and feel the material of that imaginary red bikini. Could you have him feel and see Millie that way?"
"That certainly is something I never thought of. I'll have to think about it, but...no, I don't think that it would work. I think in a post-hypnotic trance, I could have him see her and probably feel her and her responses would come from his mind – but how could he get on her and screw her – I just don't know. Would there be so many things that just didn't fit together that he would break out of the trance? Anyway, you may well be right and the Jennifer thing, with or without me, won't work, but I want to try it. If it isn't going anywhere, I may experiment with an imaginary Millie and see how it goes. This is becoming very complicated, but I really want it to work somehow!"
Matt was reclining in a deck chair, reading a novel he had stored in his Ipad. It was an intrigue and adventure story that he was wrapped up in, and he jumped when his phone rang beside him. Glancing at the time, he realized that it was after four o'clock and that Katie's session with Jeff had run very long. As she had the last time, she merely asked him to come down to the suite, but, again like last time, a strained quality in her voice told me that she was uptight and nervous. Since he had expected Katie to come back and join him at the pool, he knew something unexpected had happened.
As Matt opened the door and walked into the suite, the first thing he saw was his wife standing by the bed wearing the same short coverup she had worn yesterday and, as yesterday, obviously naked under it. She was standing erect, but her body language gave the impression of cringing as she looked at her husband.
Her face was sort of crumpled up, almost as if she could cry at any moment. Her expression would be impossible to describe in a few words, but the single element would be fear...no, not fear...more like concern or foreboding. The first words she spoke explained her apprehension as, with a quiver in her voice, she said, "I've been fucked!"
Now, no matter how cool, laid back or blasé a man is, walking into a room and hearing his wife say "I've been fucked," is likely to be disconcerting, at least. He may be stunned, furious, crushed or, in some cases, aroused. He could lash out at her, go after the man involved, talk of divorce or any number of human, particularly masculine, reactions to being betrayed. Or, considering the circumstances, he could do what Matt did – embracing and reassuring her and, oddly enough, consoling her for the guilt she felt.
"Calm down, honey! It's not a big deal! I rather expected if you did the homecoming regression to get things going. I assume that that is what happened."
You could almost feel the tension gush out of Katie like the air out of a balloon as he spoke. "Oh, Matt, I felt so guilty and so afraid that you would be upset – or even angry! I know that you said that whatever I did would be ok with you, but there's a difference between a theoretical possibility and reality. Gods, I said that yesterday, didn't I?" Stepping back, she reached up and kissed him, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. "I was so worried after we finished and I realized what I had done! I'm so relieved! As I've said so often, you're wonderful!"



After a few more minutes to permit Katie to recover from her uncertainties and anxieties, Matt released her, saying, "Now, let's sit down and you tell me exactly what happened. I have a pretty good idea, but I want to hear the details and what the result will be."
"Ok. You're right about what happened. As I had planned, I started with the Jennifer incident with me staying out of it. I had him undress and lie on the bed and we started working through his recollection of that day with her. I tried to get him to relive the things they did the way I got Cindy [Cruise Ship Hypnosis 3, Chapter 1] to relive her experience with Judy, her roommate. Remember, Cindy played with herself and got really hot, but couldn't climax. Jeff had the same problem – his cock got hard and he was excited but, no finish.
"I'll tell you, that was a weird experience, watching a naked man masturbating – oh, I've seen you stroking your cock to get ready for sex, but this was really different! The problem was that he obviously was getting more and more frustrated and when someone gets upset or agitated during hypnosis, he can break out of the trance with bad results. I thought of joining in as I did yesterday, but, instead, I brought him out of that regression and replaced it with her homecoming memory. That's where...where I got involved and...and...damn it, got fucked! I'll try to remember the detail." As Katie described it, it went this way.
*******
Katie sat on a chair by the bed, looking at the nude man lying there. His aggravation or frustration now gone as his entranced mind no longer was focused on sex with Jennifer. He was quietly waiting for the next instructions, technically, suggestions, from the hypnotist. Her mind was in turmoil as she debated with herself on her next step. Actually, she knew which was the next step, but she wasn't sure that she wanted to take it.
On the one hand was the desire to help a man, a client, who had a real sexual disability. She felt a professional obligation to do what she could to solve the problem that brought him to her and which she had undertaken. Even more, he was part of a couple which she really liked and wanted very badly to help. On the other hand, she was genuinely afraid that acceding to that desire and professional obligation would put her in real peril of doing something that she was reluctant to do.
Finally, she made the decision that she had known that she would make because she could think of no way out. Looking up at Jeff, she asked, "Do you remember the day you came home from Afghanistan? Your unit arrived home and the wives, including Millie, were waiting. The two of you drove home and came into your apartment. Go back to that time. Remember the apartment and Millie. You are alone in the apartment with Millie. Are you there?"
"Yes, our apartment on Elm Street. I'm in the living room. I've lived in the barracks near Bagram Air Base near Kabul for five months and being back here with Millie is wonderful. I'm home!"
"Millie is there! Do you see her?"
"Yes! I'm looking at her."
"Remember everything you did that day with Millie. What are you going to do next?"
"I'm going to take her to bed and make love to her – the first time in over six months!"
"All right, Jeff, listen closely. When I say 'start,' you will see and feel Millie and do everything you did then. You will hear yourself and hear her responses in your mind without speaking. Everything will be as you remember it. You will enjoy it very much and have complete sexual intercourse with her. You will retain the feel and pleasure of being in her, an intense memory that will come back whenever you're making love to Millie in the future. When I say 'jasmine,' you will stop and wait for me to speak. Start!"
Katie tried to cover any eventuality, but she was still concerned about Jeff reacting properly to an imaginary Millie. That turned out not to be a problem, but another problem emerged. Jeff was deeply entranced and, in his mind, was back in his apartment, alone with his wife. He saw only one person, presumably Millie, and embraced and kissed her. That person was Katie!
Later, in retrospect, Katie admitted that she should have prepared better. She was concerned as to whether or not Jeff would recognize that the imaginary Millie that she intended for him to see and feel was just that, imaginary. Somehow she hadn't thought of him focusing on her as Millie. So, suddenly and without preparation, she found herself being hugged and kissed. That innocent activity quickly morphed into fondling, then undressing and, finally, to naked sex play!
A recording of that scene would have been fascinating – a naked man with his cock fully erect, embracing a fully dressed woman with a shocked look on her face. That look vanished as the kissing started and 'Millie' succumbed to the passion of her 'husband.' It was much like the situation with Jennifer. Katie's mind seemed to be bifurcated – one half was aware of what was going on, but only as an observer. The other half was totally lost in the excitement of the sexual experience as it developed.
Her clothes were coming off rapidly as Jeff frantically pulled at them. Her shirt lost two buttons as his fingers fumbled to get it open. She reached back and unsnapped her bra, eager as he to get her tits out. Her skirt fell to the floor and she dropped back onto the bed as he stripped her panties from her. In less than a minute, there were two naked figures writhing against each on the bed.
What followed was hardly what one thinks of as "making love." Jeff had six months of bottled up sexual desire to expend and he had a woman, his wife, to use it on. His hands roamed all over her, his lips sucked and nibbled at her nipples and the flesh of her breasts. The squeezing would undoubtedly cause bruises and the sucking and nibbling would show as hickeys, but that was no hindrance.
The mauling and marking of her tits would have caused protests from Katie in a normal situation, but, somehow, in the moment, the discomfort, even bursts of pain, was swallowed up in overall excitement. When his hands went between her legs, they automatically spread open, welcoming the exploration and penetration One, then two fingers dipped into her open cunt while the knuckle of his thumb ground against her clit, causing her bottom to lift up from the bed to maximize the contact and pressure.
While her 'charms' were being explored and manipulated, Katie's hand was firmly wrapped around Jeff's cock, mostly just grasping it, but occasionally stroking it. When Jeff pulled back and pushed her head downward, she didn't hesitate to take it into her mouth and begin lightly sucking it while her hand began fondling his balls which were now drawn up and hard. Unlike the time with Jennifer, she was actually sucking, not just having it in her mouth.
However, like that first time, Jeff was nearing climax when she started and his motions and her sucking quickly became more vigorous. This time, Katie knew what was coming and prepared herself. When the explosion started, she locked her lips around the spurting shaft and let him use her mouth like a cunt. Ready for the inundation, she managed to gulp down the cum as it surged in, swallowing without difficulty.
Suffused with the stockpiled passion and desire fueled by six months of deprivation, Jeff's cock retained its rigidity as he pulled it out of Katie's mouth, ejecting one last stream onto her chin as he did so. Without hesitation, he moved down between her legs and prepared to enter her. At that point, for a fraction of a second, reality slashed through Katie's sexually clouded mind and the thought, "He's going to fuck me!" brought clarity and concern. Whether or not things would have been different if she had had more time to think she'll never know, but, regardless, she didn't have that time. In the blink of an eye rationality was gone, replaced by a surge of overwhelming sexual heat.
Her legs were up and spread, her cunt was oozing with lubrication and the lips were open, waiting for penetration. The cock moved down and in, and she was lost – and taken! From that instant, she was an active participant in adultery and loving every second of it! The cock was in and, like a well-oiled piston, began plunging in and out. Each 'in' was matched by an upward surge of Katie's pelvis, each 'out' causing a slight drawing back. Their actions were well coordinated, a natural rhythm going back through the history of mankind – and probably before.
After having a climax in Katie's mouth, Jeff's ammunition was depleted and it took time for his balls to be restocked. The pounding was no less, the sexual desire still there, but there was no race to orgasm. It was a longer, less frantic and, perhaps, more enjoyable bout of sexual intercourse with his initial passion exhausted.
For Katie, it was different. Yes, she had sucked his cock and had been fondled and explored, but those things had just built a fire in her, not even temporarily satisfying her lust – which is what it was. This was not love-making, this was pure sex. Consequently, when she was penetrated and the fucking actually began, she was already on the road to orgasm. She wasn't thinking of Matt, the stigma of adultery, her professional function as a hypnotherapist – she just wasn't thinking! While Jeff rhythmically fucked her she had two, maybe three, mini-orgasms, reaching a peak, squirming and grinding upward against Jeff's pelvis and then subsiding and building up again.
Finally, the grand climax approached as the in-and-out cycle became faster, the plunges in more vigorous and rapid. Instead of the straight inward drive, Jeff's hips rotated a bit as he surged in with a slight pause as his pubic bone ground against Katie's, hitting her clit more directly. The sexual pleasure grew for both of them and the rhythm vanished in an explosive, uncontrolled paroxysm. They writhed against each other and Jeff sent a flood of cum surging against Katie's cervix, filling her vagina to overflowing.
For a moment they stayed in that position, still welded together, as the completion overcame them. Then sated, they just collapsed, Katie's legs flat and splayed open, Jeff lying heavily on her. They lay that way for a full minute, both almost comatose, until, like a tidal wave, reality washed away the cloud in Katie's mind and she thought, "Oh my god, what am I doing?"
The real world descended on her. She was naked in bed with a naked man, not her husband, lying half over her! That man had just been inside of her, fucking her! In addition, that man was coming to as she was and he actually was beginning to move slowly against her. He was insatiable after six months! At last, Katie was able to get her mind clear enough to say "jasmine!" Immediately – fortunately – Jeff reacted and lay back awaiting instructions.
Katie managed, with difficulty, to extradite herself from under him. That her mind wasn't quite operating clearly was shown that she didn't just tell him to roll over off of her! Actually, her mind was completely jumbled, chaotic and confused with thoughts swirling around making it difficult to think clearly. "How did I get into this? Why didn't I say 'jasmine' when he was about to enter me? Oh my god, he fucked me! How will I explain this to Matt? I knew better than to get involved in the homecoming event!"
Intertwined with these self-condemning questions and thoughts was an awareness that she had been lost in the sex – and had really enjoyed it! She still felt a tingle when she thought of the extreme orgasm she had just experienced. She might rue it, she might feel guilt, she did shutter a bit at the thought of facing her husband, but she would never deny the pleasure she had that afternoon.
Finally, after almost five minutes of this introspection, Katie forced herself to put those thoughts away for a while as she returned to her current situation. She forced herself to her feet and looked back at the naked man who had just fucked her. Disciplining her mind to the task at hand, she stepped away from the bed and said, "Jeff, go into the bathroom, take a washcloth and wash your cock and around it and then come out and get dressed."
She grabbed her pool coverup and put it on and waited for him to emerge while she formulated the instructions she needed to give. Regardless of her personal problems, the afternoon's activities were perfect for her professional goals and she had high hopes that her own sacrifice – if you could call it that – would infuse Jeff with the confidence and ability to restore his and Millie's love life. So, as she watched Jeff dress, she forced herself to keep her mind on all the contingencies she needed to cover. Finally, she began.
"Jeff, you have had a long, very successful session with me, Katie, mentally reenacting your homecoming sex after leaving Afghanistan. I want you to remember everything as if it actually happened. It felt very, very real. You distinctly recall having sex this afternoon, but you know that it was all in your mind. Real or not, it made your memories of your return from Afghanistan sharp and clear, as if the sex just happened today. It started with an erection that came without you thinking about it – it just happened naturally. Do you remember that?"
"Yes, my cock was very hard after not seeing Millie for all that time. I didn't think about it. It just happened."
"That is what will happen now when you are with Millie and are having sex. You will have an erection without thinking. Remember what it was like when you entered Millie's vagina today. It was automatic and natural – part of the normal process of having sex. You were hot and ready and you didn't think about it. The thought of not staying hard never crossed your mind. Do you remember that?"
"Yes, my cock went into her cunt without me thinking about it, like it always did."
"Do you remember how good it felt inside of her?"
"Yes, it felt wonderful! My cock in her cunt felt perfect. I loved fucking her!"
"Your cock was hard, you entered her without thinking and you had intercourse ending with coming inside of her. It was all natural and there were no negative thoughts of any kind. Do you remember, in detail, all of that?"
"Yes!"
"All right, Jeff, fix those memories in your mind. When you are having sex with Millie from now on, you will have those memories to guide you. If a negative thought occurs or there is something that causes doubt to enter your mind, you will recall these memories to reassure yourself and any performance issues will vanish. It will be just as it was as it was today, automatic and natural and very satisfying."
For the next fifteen minutes, Katie repeated those instructions until she was certain that they were engrained in Jeff's mind. She was almost certain that the process would work for the instructions were exactly what Jeff really subconsciously wanted to hear and believe. There were no opposing desires to complicate things. One thing was certainly obvious – fucking Katie, although he didn't know that it was she, had created a strong mental picture of him at his best, sexually. If doubts seeped in, recalling that performance would be a great defense.
As one final bulwark to defend his ability to perform, she "suggested" that the thought of screwing Millie for the purpose of impregnating her would disappear while having sex. That thought was the real root of his problem and banishing it while having sex should remove much of his tension.
So, with Jeff's entranced mind sufficiently indoctrinated, Katie briefly made him unaware of her state of dress – or undress – and woke him from that trance and sent him on his way, happy, full of confidence and gratitude and unaware that he not long before had thoroughly fucked her and, as she stood there, his cum was slowly beginning to seep from her cunt.
For twenty minutes or so, she had been concentrating on Jeff and his sexual problems, but, as he departed, she was face to face with her own issues. The clarity in her mind, which had permitted her to construct the web of instructions for him, disappeared as the ramifications of her afternoon activities flooded in. She had committed adultery, a term that never had had much importance as she heard and read about it, but suddenly was a major, personal reality. How did she feel about it for herself? More important, how would Matt feel about it? How would Millie feel about it if she knew – she had asked Katie for help with her husband and, now, shockingly, that husband had fucked Katie!
These and other thoughts swirled around in her mind, many illogical, causing her to stand there in a quandary, unable to do anything but stare at the door as Jeff left. Several minutes later, her mind still in a jumble, she looked at the clock and shocked, she thought, "My god, it's been over two hours! I was supposed to join Matt at the pool! What am I going to say?"
Forcing herself to do so, she grabbed her phone and called Matt and, simply asked him to come down to the suite. She couldn't bring herself to say anything more, but she knew that he would know that something had happen and, probably guess what. She just stood there, dreading his arrival, when she suddenly, shockingly became aware of something else – Jeff's cum was leaking out and running down her leg!
In a panic, thinking of greeting her husband with another man's sperm dribbling from her cunt onto her leg, she dashed into the bathroom. Grabbing the damp washcloth that Jeff had used, she swished it over her thighs, scrubbed her cunt briefly and hurried back out to greet Matt as he came through the door. That, in some way was the final, humiliating straw, leaving her embarrassed, mortified, guilt ridden, chastened and who knows what else as Matt opened the door and saw his wife!
She stood there with that indescribable expression on her face as she forced herself to confess, "I've been fucked!"
*******
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After hearing that graphic description of his wife's adulterous afternoon, Matt was surprisingly buoyant. He put his arms around her in a firm embrace, saying, "Damn it, honey, that was quite an experience! As I told you before, I sort of expected something like this so I wasn't shocked. Also, also as I told you before, it doesn't bother me a bit.
"Look, I fucked Jane, but there was no guilt because there certainly was nothing between us. She thought that I was Tony. I, for practical purposes, could have been screwing an anonymous prostitute. The same thing with Cindy – to her I was Lyle and to me she was just another female body. Well, to be honest, she was more than that, but you know what I mean.
"Jeff believed that he was fucking Millie, not you, and you, as I thought might happen, got in over your head in helping your client overcome his problem. It was just a physical event, with no mental intimacy between you. I would be far more upset and jealous if you were exchanging a loving kiss or, even, surreptitiously holding hands than what you did with Jeff! So, let's just forget that altogether. Leaving nonexistent guilt out of it, how are you feeling now?"
"Much better! However, as I listened to myself talking, I'm still totally shocked! Look, right now I really want to go up to the pool for a while. I need to just soak and think and put all of this into perspective." She had been nervously standing and pacing around as she talked, too uptight to sit down. As she got out her bikini and removed her coverup to put it on, Matt began laughing at her. Startled, Katie looked at him questioningly as if to ask. "What's so funny?"
Matt just pointed and, looking down at her thighs, Katie was startled and then joined him in laughing. "Oh, good heavens, I mopped everything off just before you came in! He must have put a quart into me!" They looked at each other, amused, as Jeff's cum continued to slowly stream down her leg. For Katie, it was both embarrassing and funny and it acted like a catharsis for her as she headed for the pool, more light-hearted than she would have expected.
For the next hour she leisurely swam around the pool and lolled on a deckchair replaying the afternoon event and her reactions to it. There was little conversation – none about that event. The same was true at dinner. Finally, when they retired to their suite and were lying in bed, it was time for a postmortem. "Ok, honey, you've been ruminating about your afternoon tete-a-tete with Jeff for hours now. What conclusions have you come to after all that deep thinking?"
"I don't know if 'conclusions' is the right word – analysis might be more accurate. The biggest thing is that I am totally shocked at myself. I still have a hard time coming to terms with the way I've gotten lost in sex the way I have. It happened with the Jennifer memory when he fingered me and came in my mouth. I avoided that this time when we tried the same memory – I stayed away from him. But, when he was frustrated and, I feared, going to pull out of the trance, I went ahead with the homecoming scenario.
I knew the danger and thought that I was in control. I intended to try the open hallucination technique and hope that he would accept an imaginary Millie as being real. I just wasn't prepared enough and I certainly should have given him time to see the imaginary Millie – really have him focus on her before anything really started – maybe have him sit with her or something to make her more real to him. I don't know if it would have worked, but instead I jumped into it right away without thinking it through. As a result, he didn't see the imaginary Millie that I wanted him to see, and, when he turned and saw me, I became Millie to him. He grabbed me and started kissing and groping me.
"Still, there was no reason for me to react as I did. I have no idea as to why it happened, but I was overwhelmed! He was already naked and I helped him strip me. I was as eager as he. It was a weird mental situation where I was completely lost in the action, but, at the same time, was aware of what I was doing. It's hard to admit this, but I knew exactly what I was doing when I sucked his cock. I remember wanting it, actually sucking and playing with his balls to get him to go off. The idea of pulling back when he started to come never entered my mind – I have absolutely no idea why!
"The only time that the idea of stopping things was that moment that I knew that he was going to enter me. My mind actually cleared up and I could have said 'jasmine' and ended it, but I didn't. I can't say that I decided to let him fuck me, but I certainly didn't stop it! I simply find it almost impossible to believe that I could be so overcome by what can only be called 'lust' that I could be carried away like that!"
"Well, facts are facts and you have to recognize that a very hot woman has hidden behind the upright, moral professional façade all these years! I have to admit that I am somewhat jealous in that I have never been ravished by the sex fiend hidden inside of you all these years!"
"Ok, wise guy, I'll ravish you later tonight and see if you survive!"
"I'll look forward to it! Now, back to reality. I'll admit that I am surprised – an understatement – at your behavior. In sex or anything else, getting carried away, being out of control, just isn't you. On the other hand, this is a unique situation. You're involved in getting a man sexually excited and able to perform, not in an office but in a bedroom. Maybe this sexual environment or milieu has made your mind sexually vulnerable.
"I don't know and, frankly, I don't care about the cause. I know that it really was not Jeff, himself, that got you so hot, just as with me, it really wasn't Jane. We can forget about that part of it. The simple truth is that you've been fucked, you obviously enjoyed it, so, the question is, do you want to do it again?"
"Yeah! Obviously, that has crossed my mind. The simple truth is that I don't know. I'm ambivalent. Having you neutral on the subject – and you've convinced me that you're not concerned – I'm sure that I would enjoy doing it again although it wouldn't be the same. This afternoon I was overcome and into sex before I had time to decide yes or no. If I did it again, I would have to decide positively that I was going to have sex with another man – real adultery and that word still has power. That might be difficult.
"This is what I came to while analyzing the situation. If the homecoming scenario – and me being fucked – worked and Jeff performs with Millie tonight, that will end it. My decision will be simple and, honestly, I will be pleased. I really hope that it did work and I will have made both of them happy. That will satisfy me professionally and personally.
"On the other hand, if it failed again or is only partly successful, I definitely will try again with the same memory or something else, with the very sincere effort to help them. That might, probably would, involve me having sex with Jeff again and I almost certainly would enjoy it. However, I have no major urge or compulsion to be with him again and, as I said, I hope that they are successful tonight. Happily, it's basically out of my hands without me having to make a decision!
"Now, enough of all of this talk of Jeff and Millie – let's get on with the ravishing!" Katie was grinning as she rolled over toward Matt, speculating, "Now how does a woman ravish a man?" Suddenly she began giggling at a new thought. "Hey, this is a big night! For the first time in my life, and maybe the last, two different cocks are going to enter and come in my cunt! It should be commemorated in some way! A trophy or something to really remember the event!"
"I know! I'll reward your sinful, adulterous behavior with a resounding spanking of your nice round ass! I'll turn it nice and red and you'll certainly remember it for a week – at least!"
"Bully!! This is a significant historic event and should be treated with respect! Just for that, you will have to do the ravishing!"
The following morning, Katie and Matt were finishing breakfast when he got up to leave, reminding her, "I have a basketball game at 9:00. These days at sea mean that the courts are busy. The rest of the cruise they're empty. Oh, here comes Millie. You'll find out if you succeeded."
Katie looked up and saw Millie coming toward her with her breakfast tray, her face beaming. "Good morning Millie. From your smile I have a feeling that everything went well last night!"
"Katie, I can't believe it! Things couldn't have gone better! Jeff has been so down throughout this trip! As you know, nothing has worked sexually and I had almost given up trying because I knew how awful he felt about his failure. It was really bad the night before last when...when he seemed to have overcome his problem and it...well, his cock...just got soft at the last moment. That was awful and I was dreading it happening last night, but it didn't!!
"Katie, he stayed hard and was very vigorous and I could feel him explode in me! I was so worried that I didn't go off myself, but I don't care! I'll be forever grateful to you for whatever you did to cause the improvement. I just hope that it's permanent!"
"That's wonderful, Millie. I think that I finally found something to trigger his confidence. That was the big thing, reminding him how things had been and I was able to convince him that nothing physical was stopping him from performing. As I told you before, the male psyche is surprising delicate in sexual matters. In sports, school or almost anywhere else, if he fails, his ego may be hurt, but he thinks he'll get it or them the next time. He may recognize his limitations and accept defeat.
"But, one failure in sex, one time he doesn't have an erection when he should, is devastating. Having a female, lying there open and ready and he can't get hard – embarrassing and humiliating! Again, as I said before, fear of failure can lead to failure and pulling out of that vicious circle can be very hard or, even, impossible. I'm thrilled that I may have broken that circle and restored Jeff's confidence. But, men are not machines and things happen so, if necessary, I can add another boost, but I think he may be over it."
"I really hope so! The most importance thing right now is that I will be fertile on, probably, the 6th or 7th, Thursday or Friday, and Jeff will be able to put his sperm in my pussy! I've had a dream several times that I will get pregnant on this trip and I believe it will happen. I've heard that dreaming the same thing like that has meaning and I think that it does! That's the reason, in part, that I was so desperate when Jeff couldn't get in me. Oh, this is wonderful"
"Well, a word of warning, Millie. Getting pregnant can be hard, so don't get your heart set on it happening right away. In any case, don't place a major emphasis on getting pregnant when you're talking to Jeff. That adds tension to him, and you definitely don't want that! Have sex for the fun and excitement and he'll do his part. Enjoy making love, not babies, and the sperm will go where it needs to go and a baby may come from it."
"You're right and I know it, but I want a baby so bad that...that... I don't have any words to describe what it means to me. However, I won't even mention my fertile time to Jeff and, if what happened last night continues, I believe that I will be pregnant when we leave this ship!"
Sometime later, Katie was reclining on the pool deck, quietly relaxing. The group therapy sessions were finished, there would be one more stage performance the day after they left St. Thomas and her last private session seemed to have been completed since Jeff had recovered. Except for that last stage show, she would just be a pampered passenger for the rest of the cruise. It was now November 3nd, tonight and tomorrow night at sea before Philipsburg, then St. Thomas, two additional days at sea and, finally, she would be home in Miami on November 9th.
She looked up as Matt joined her. "Hi, honey, how did the game go?"
"Very good. A real workout." He looked at her and grinned, saying, "It was interesting at first playing basketball with the man who had thoroughly fucked my wife last night even if he didn't know it! I forgot about that pretty quickly, but it was different!"
"It's funny, but I had the same sort of reaction when I was with Millie. Here she was, in effect, thanking me for letting her husband fuck me! That faded away almost immediately, but I couldn't help but think how guilty I would feel when talking to the wife of a man with whom I was actually having an affair. That would be hard, I think – particularly if we were close friends!"
"Yeah, that would be interesting. Anyway, if she was thanking you, it must have worked."
"Good heavens yes. It seems that he was as eager and effective as he was with me! Very, very successful and she is over the moon about it. Of course, that was only one time, but I see no reason to think that it won't continue. If a problem starts to come up or," giggling. "go down, the homecoming memory should fire up and get him going again. I'm really pleased with the way it worked."
"Well, you have every right to be proud. Your plan for tackling a very difficult problem and, apparently, restoring an extremely important part of his confidence and self-respect and, at the same time, removing serious friction in their marriage, worked!" Then, grinning again, "You achieved what you were after, but it was a sort of Pyrrhic victory, wasn't it? You won the battle, but at great cost! There's no reason to let him fuck you again! All that wild sex that you could have had is all gone! You won and lost at the same time!"
"Yeah, I'm devastated! However, I'll hide my disappointment and not let my regrets weigh me down too much. Now, at least, I won't have to worry about finding a way to sooth my conscience about what would be pure adultery despite any rationalization! Regardless of all of that, I am really satisfied with the way things have gone. I wasn't even sure at first that I could help them but I did, so," grinning back at him, "I'll bear my personal loss with fortitude!"
"Very admirable!"
"I thought so. Unfortunately, while I was able to solve one problem for them, the other problem is still there and, psychologically, may be worse. Millie is firmly convinced that she now will get pregnant on this cruise. She has had several dreams in which she is pregnant and has convinced herself that they are a sign that it will happen. She is certain that Jeff's sperm shooting into her over the next week will do it.
"I'll tell you one thing. He put enough sperm into me yesterday to overwhelm any egg. Even knowing his sperm's physical problem, if I weren't on the pill, I would be very concerned right now! I dread the thought of how she will react when nothing happens again. Devastated is not strong enough a word to describe it."
"You can't do anything about that, of course."
"No, and there's no way to even soften the blow. We've gotten very close in the last seven days. We've shared her very serious problems and I've really gotten to know and understand her. There are over four thousand people on this ship, but, as usual, one or two become friends. Most of those friendships are ephemeral, but some go past that and that is the case with Millie. Oh well, as you say, it's nothing I can help with."
The rest of the day, Katie seemed preoccupied. Unlike Matt, she was reading a real book, not a tablet, but the book was in her lap most of the time as she stared at nothing. When Matt looked at her, he felt that he could almost see the gears in her mind twirling as she sat there, deep in thought. They had dinner that evening with Jeff and Millie and it was obvious that he was more cheerful and talkative than previously. The real difference, however, was Millie. She was positively ebullient, bright and lively, obviously on the top of the world.
Oddly enough, it was Katie who was less involved in the conversation and somewhat inattentive. Probably, Jeff and Millie saw nothing different, but Matt had seen that look before when she had a problem that was troubling her. She was like a bulldog, searching for a solution, so intent that she occasionally lost contact with her surroundings. Oh, she wasn't impolite. She talked and was social, but Matt knew that her real attention was somewhere else.
When they, finally, were back in their suite and her mind was still elsewhere, he decided it was time to intervene. "All right, honey, what is it? Something has been bugging you all day. Let's have it!"
"Is it that obvious? Well, I've been thinking about Millie and how crushed she's going to be when she gets home and her dream of being pregnant doesn't come true. I know that she's been disappointed before, but this will be much worse." Katie looked away, not wanting to face him with a proposal that would stun him. "I've been thinking that there is a way to help her make her dream actually come through!"
Matt looked at Katie with unbelief on his face. "I hope you don't mean what I think you mean! It would be insane among other things! Are you actually proposing that I get Millie pregnant?"
"It worked with Jane and they have a little girl which Tony never could have given them! Millie is dying to have a baby and there's no real chance that Jeff can impregnate her. The doctor said it was a million to one shot, like winning the lottery. It could work! You're the same size, the same built. You're both athletic – even play the same game. You're both healthy, intelligent, the same complexion. His eyes are brown and yours are blue, but hers are blue."
"My god, you have been thinking about this in detail! Yes, physically we're about the same, but that's not the issue! I questioned the whole idea with Jane, but Tony wanted it and, I'll admit, it worked out. This is completely different! Good heavens, I like Millie and I feel bad for her, for Jeff, too, but the whole idea is crazy – and dangerous."
"It wouldn't be dangerous. They both are very susceptible and in a deep trance it would work well. Remember, with everything I did with Jeff, the only time there was any problem was when I tried to use the Jennifer memory without being a part of it myself. Look, I feel funny about doing this, but I know how badly they, particularly Millie, want a baby and this is a way to give it to them. Believe me, it's taken a whole lot of soul searching for me to suggest this."
"Yes, I'm sure that you did a lot of soul searching with your heart, but probably not with your head. Let's apply some logic by looking at the problems. First, it was Tony's suggestion so he cooperated by quietly waiting in that sports bar while we had Jane in our suite. He asked no questions about where she was while I was screwing her. Second, Jane cooperated with being hypnotized because she wanted her tension reduced. What excuse would there be to hypnotize Millie. Third, you are probably thinking that we could get Millie in our suite when she would be fertile and that would do it.
"Let's look at that logically. It certainly wouldn't be that simple. As Tony's doctor said, sperm can stay in a woman's uterus at least four days and still be viable. With Jane, I fucked her all four days to maximize the chance of getting her pregnant. During that time, Tony didn't screw her so his sperm and mine wouldn't fight in an effort to get to her egg. Even if Jeff's sperm is 'lazy,' it would be in the way. From the amount he put in you, it probably would block mine even if they didn't fight. How would you arrange for Jeff not to screw Millie for four days so there would be no conflict?
"Of course, you would also have to have an explanation or make some arrangement for Millie being with me each night during those four days while Jeff was celibate! That wouldn't be easy, even if it were possible."



"Actually, I thought of most of those things and I think that we could work around almost all of the problems. You're right, of course, about Jeff being the biggest obstacle. We'll have to figure some way to solve that. I obviously would have no difficulty with hypnotizing him and I could have him believe that she was doing something legitimate during the day, but that wouldn't keep him from wanting to screw her, particularly at night.
"Isn't this something? Before I got his erection problem fixed, he couldn't get into her so there would no cum in her. You could have safely screwed her with no blockage or anything, but explaining a pregnancy would have been a bit difficult. Now, when it would be ok for you to give her what she wants, he's in the way! When he's in a trance, I probably could convince him that he already had screwed her even if he hadn't, leaving her to you, but it wouldn't be safe. I wouldn't want to risk doing that or giving either of them false memories. Sooner or later there could be a contradiction between that memory and reality. Remember how Janine had that conflict and began to doubt the red bikini?"
"Yeah, that's why I got to play with her! You're right, though, about the ironic situation with Jeff. It's funny in a way. You fixed his problem when he fucked you and made it possible for him to get into Millie and fill her with cum – which is what you wanted. That meant that he wouldn't fuck you again and put the cum in you – your Pyrrhic victory! Now, that victory and success is causing you trouble because you don't want his cum in her!
"Now, before we go any further with this insane discussion, I want to make one point clear! You are talking as if I had agreed to this wild idea – which I damn sure have not! You say 'we' could work around the problems. There is no 'we.' This is your brainstorm. You figure out how to keep his cum out of Millie. You figure out how to keep him from missing her if she were with me. You figure out how they both would believe that he had screwed her and gotten her pregnant. Then, leaving ethical and moral questions aside, which is a whole other issue, I'll consider this beneficent but crazy idea of yours! Generosity and altruism are virtues, but reality is reality!"
"Ok, wise guy, I'll do it! The idea may be crazy, but we can do it! We! Now, I'm thirsty. Let's go back up and have a drink and I'll start thinking. We are going to make Millie's dreams come true!"
Nothing further was said about that "insane" and "crazy" idea that night, but it was obvious that Katie was still engrossed in solving the puzzle as her mind wasn't on breakfast as they ate the following morning. There was little conversation until, as had become the routine, Millie joined Katie as Matt left for another workout on the basketball court. Millie was buoyant as she more graphically indicated that Jeff had been amorous and successful last night and that her prospects for motherhood looked good.
Katie tried to be as enthusiastic about everything and was, of course, gratified at how well her therapy work with Jeff had gone. She was both happy and sad for Millie – happy for her joy now, but that joy mitigated because of the almost inevitable devastation coming with another failure to become pregnant. Suddenly, however, an idea began percolating through her mind – something that she normally would have rejected out of hand, but just might provide a road to Millie's goal. First, she had to square it with herself before broaching it to Matt.
It was after lunch when the time came. They were back in their suite when Katie began. "Wait a minute before we go back up, Matt. I've been thinking..."
"Really, I hadn't noticed! I think that you said about twenty words at lunch and I doubt that you could tell me what you ate! I had sort of a hunch that you were deep in thought, and I have an idea about what!"
"Ok, ok, you're right. I wasn't paying much attention. And, of course, you're also right about what I was thinking about. I was talking to Millie this morning and she was bubbling along about how well things went last night including a comment about how embarrassed she was about the condition of their sheets when the cabin steward changed the bed. She was giggling when she said it, not really embarrassed at all. I was laughing with her, but thinking that I knew from personal experience how much stuff Jeff produces.
"At that point I thought of a way that my 'insane and crazy' idea might work. Whether or not we, and I mean we, should do it is completely up to what you think about it. I can't believe that I'm going to suggest this! One of the principle obstacles we talked about was how to keep Jeff from putting his sperm into Millie so that it wouldn't block or conflict with yours. My solution is to have him put it in me, leaving Millie's cunt empty for you to use!"
Matt stood there, amazed, as he stared at his wife who had just proposed what by almost any normal standard would be considered to be outrageous. Katie waited, literary holding her breath, as she waited for her husband's reaction to her shocking proposal. He didn't immediately respond, just looking at her with a blank expression giving no evidence of what he thought of her proposal.
Finally, he spoke, "That just might work! It actually might work! If he thought he was fucking Millie, it would eliminate him as a problem. He would be much better off than Tony was because he wouldn't be sitting there knowing what was happening to his wife. Plus, of course, he would get to fuck you again although he wouldn't know that! And if she thought that I was Jeff, she would be perfectly happy, just as Jane was.
"Honey, if you are this desperate to try to get Millie pregnant and you are willing to let Jeff fuck you four or five nights in a row, I think it would work if you can get them both in a deep enough trance!"
"Well, wait, that's not quite all! What do you think of it from your position? What do you think of having me, your wife, being fucked all those times? I hesitated to propose this because, while you weren't concerned by that one-time session with Jeff, this would be me deliberately going to bed with him. He wouldn't know it was me, but I certainly would know that it wasn't you! I talked about the issue of adultery before!"
"We've been through this! The physical thing doesn't bother me one bit, whether it's technically adultery or not. Besides, I'll be with Millie at the same time. Just drop that aspect of it from your mind. If you were having an affair, even if he weren't actually getting into you, I would be furious – and crushed! If you were mooning over someone, seriously fantasying over another man because you weren't happy with me, I would really be hurt! I would be jealous. The physical act of you having Jeff's cock in you with this motivation just doesn't trouble me! Now, how were you planning to carry out this benevolent enterprise?"
"Actually, once I thought of a solution to the main problem, the rest was easy. Their stateroom is just down the corridor. I think that the best plan would for you to go there pretending to be Jeff, and him coming here. When we see them this evening, I'll put them in a post-hypnotic trance and tell them to come to our place at bedtime. At that time I will make her see you as Jeff and have him see me as Millie. Actually, we're going to see them at the pool later today and I'll test to see if that will work.
"Anyway, tonight you will accompany Millie to their stateroom and Jeff will stay with me. When we're finished, you two will exchange positions and they will think that they were together all along. I'll have to work out the details of how I will instruct them, but it should work. The only real danger point is her coming out of the trance for some reason and I wouldn't be there to handle it.
"That's why I stayed with you while you screwed Jane. She stayed under with no problem so I'm more confident now. In any case, this is safer since Millie will be expecting to be having sex while Jane was supposedly just having her tension relieved. Millie certainly won't be doing anything going against her beliefs or desires."
"Ok. I still think that it's insane and crazy to do this, but your plan should work. We could debate whether it's right or wrong to do something like this when neither of them will be aware of it, but I'll go along with you on it. You've gotten to know Millie very well and you're making a major decision that you are sure will make her, actually them, happy. Better this than months of disappointment and failure and what that would do to both of them."
The conversation went on for some time, working out details and procedures. Later that afternoon at the pool, Katie triggered post-hypnotic trances in both Jeff and Millie as the four of them sat in a relatively private area. Taking Millie aside, Katie was able to discover exactly what she and Jeff did when having sex. It was important that Matt do the same things that Jeff did when they were having sex. It would be bad if Matt licked her cunt and Jeff never did that, for example! Actually, it turned out that they indulged in oral sex, both ways, and not doing it might have seemed odd. Such a contradiction could lead to everything unravelling. Happily, nothing alarming turned up and Matt was prepared for what she would expect.
That taken care of, Katie was ready for the next, crucial, step – making sure that Jeff would accept her as Millie and that Millie would recognize Matt as Jeff! She sat beside Jeff and told him that she was Millie, repeating it several times. Jeff had seen her as Millie in the homecoming regression, so he accepted that statement with no hesitation. She did the same thing with Millie, causing her to see Matt as Jeff, taking longer to make sure that the instruction was absorbed with no mental conflict.
For the next hour, Jeff was with Katie and Matt was with Millie with no suggestion of a problem or any uneasiness. As a result, Katie was almost certain that Jeff and Millie were completely accepting of their new "spouses," but, because this was so critical, she decided to have one more significant check. The four of them walked through the pool area toward the stern of the ship. There, where evening movies were shown in an open amphitheater, two jacuzzi-type hot tubs were located and, as Katie had hoped, both were empty at that time.
She led the other three to one of them and, before entering, she gave Jeff and Millie some specific instructions. Taking Millie aside, she said, "Millie, you are going to go into this whirlpool with Jeff. You will be all alone and he will be very amorous. You will feel the same way. Nobody is around so you don't need to worry about being seen. You will be very happy to be with Jeff and want him to be excited for tonight. You will not be aware of any inconsistencies in his usual behavior. Have fun! Now, go in with Jeff."
She watched as Millie took Matt's hand as he helped her up the steps. Turning to the real Jeff, she gave him much the same instructions except urging him to be aggressive in working on "Millie." She then led him up the steps and settled down in the water across from the other two. Giving a conspiratorial smile at Matt, she cuddled up against Jeff and welcomed his exploring hands.
Millie and Jeff were certain that they were alone with their spouses in a relatively romantic situation and they were ready to take advantage of the situation and, encouraged by Katie's "suggestions," things heated up quite rapidly. With no protest from Millie, Matt began fondling her tits through her bikini top and, with her enthusiastic cooperation, soon pushed the top down and, not long afterwards, off. Jeff was just as eager and Katie's tits soon were also bare.
Matt and Katie wanted the other two to each have the same memories of their trysts in the hot tub so they watched each other closely. When one party did something, the other immediately did the same. For example, when Matt surreptitiously indicated that Millie was playing with his cock, Katie promptly slid her hand down to work on Jeff's. When Jeff lifted Katie above the water and sucked on her nipples, Matt did the same thing with Millie.
The most extreme act was initiated by Jeff when he raised up enough out of the water, revealing that his cock was out of his pants, and he pulled Millie's head over to take it in her mouth. Matt was surprised and, he admitted, startled to see another man's cock go into his wife's mouth and see her start to suck! She was only a few feet away and he could see every detail. He watched, fascinated, as her head began to bob up and down, Jeff's cock sinking in and slowly pulling out.
Breaking away from his frozen position, he took his own cock out and raised up, matching Jeff's position, and, without resistance, drew Millie's head down. She immediately engulfed his cock and, in no time, she and Katie were busy cock-sucking. How long this would have continued or how far it would have gone will never be known because a group of people came down the long steps and headed for the whirlpools.
Neither of the women saw or heard them because they were quite busy but, fortunately, Matt did. He pulled Millie away and said, "Company coming!" In his hypnotized state, Jeff, with his back to the interlopers, didn't hear him, but Katie did. Cocks were put away, bras were found and put on in a frenzied rush and everyone was presentable just in time. Still, both women were flustered and embarrassed as the two mismatched couples headed up out of the amphitheater.
Finally, the crisis over, they were all laughing about their close call and Katie was able to release Millie and Jeff from their trances. Without any transition problems, they fell in with their real spouses with continued good humor. They arranged to meet later and separated at the suite with Millie and Jeff going on to their stateroom.
Matt collapsed on the bed, looking at Katie and, grinning, said, "God, that was close! I almost didn't see them! I was concentrating on you two sucking – actually watching you while she sucked! That was unreal!"
"Do you think that they saw anything?"
"I really don't know, of course, but they were well above us when they started down the stairs leading down to the bottom of the amphitheater. I doubt that they could see any details but there's a pretty good chance that they saw something going on! It doesn't really matter unless they recognized you and you hardly looked like a sophisticated stage performer that they would remember!"
"Yeah, I guess it wouldn't matter, but, boy, what a shock! There I am, concentrating on sucking Jeff's cock and I hear you're warning! Talk about a panic! But, it turned out ok, and there seems to be no doubt that it should work tonight. Both of them accepted the switch in partners without a qualm, even with the turmoil at the end. And their memories of what they did in the water should be exactly the same.
"One question, though. I've seen you with Janine, Jane and Cindy, so watching you with Millie was interesting, but certainly not an issue. What about you seeing me with Jeff? You've never seen another man feeling me, much less doing more."
"Considering the circumstances, it didn't bother me at all. Actually, it was sexy and fun more than anything else. I started feeling Millie first, getting her tits out which was really nice. Her tits aren't as big as yours, but they are really firm and her nipples were really hard! It's funny, but one of my first thoughts was how much you would enjoy feeling them! Anyway, I watched as he did the same thing with you and seeing your tits out in broad daylight with Jeff's hand fondling them – damn, that was sexy.
"The thing that put it all in perspective, though, was when I caught your eye and you winked at me! We were a team working for the same goal – and having fun! It made feeling her tits right in front of you more exciting, just as it had been with Janine. However, I was startled when Jeff pushed up out of the water and you immediately put it in your mouth and started sucking. I hadn't expected that and seeing you actually doing it, voluntarily and without hesitation, sort of, as I said, startled me for a moment.
"I just sat there, staring almost a minute as I saw you enthusiastically sucking his cock. Finally I broke out of the stupor I was in, raised up so my own cock was out of the water, directed Millie's head to it and she began sucking as avidly as you were. Her mouth was working hard on me and I was watching you perform. The wild circumstance might well have ended with me shooting into her mouth – which might have created a problem unless Jeff also came – but then I glanced up and saw that crowd coming down the steps!"
"Thank god you did! Talk about embarrassment and humiliation! You know, I was so intent on what I was doing, that I barely heard you. I don't know what it is, but for some reason, when I take Jeff's cock in my mouth, I just get carried away! As you know, cock-sucking has never been something that really turns me on in the past, but it certainly works with Jeff. I know that it's not because of him, per se, but I can't deny it. I don't doubt that I would have stayed there until he finished if we hadn't been interrupted. Maybe it's just so outrageous that it excites me.
"Anyway, I'm relieved that you were not upset by seeing me with Jeff and, of course, thrilled and elated that it should work with Millie and Jeff tonight!" She paused, thought for a minute and, then, smiled up at him. "I feel really good about this. It goes against all the ethical standards I've held for years – using hypnosis to control my clients sexually. Morally, it's a sin – deliberate adultery, planned ahead without being overwhelmed by circumstances and lust.
"Despite those negatives, I'm convinced that this is the right course. Tonight, Jeff is going to fuck me and you will fuck Millie! I'm sure that we will enjoy it, but that is secondary to the ultimate goal of getting Millie pregnant. Now, with that out of the way, let me describe what Millie will expect you to do in bed tonight! We'll draw up a script so you can play the role of Jeff in this drama!" She grinned as she added, "It's a nice fat role and I'm sure that you will give a 'boffo' performance!"
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The evening was much like those that had gone before – dinner, attending a comedy revue, a snack and a drink in the buffet and, finally, heading to their rooms for the night. As the got to the suite, however, things changed. Instead of saying good night and heading down the corridor to their stateroom, Jeff and Millie heard Katie's usual inductive word, 'jasmine" and submissively entered the suite, something they frequently had done before.
This time was different, however, as Millie moved to beside Matt and Jeff beside Katie as their earlier instructions were reactivated. Katie concentrated on Millie, deepening her acceptance of Matt being Jeff, trying to remove even the slightest doubt from her mind. Finally satisfied, she gave some last instructions. "You and Jeff will go down to your stateroom. You will be very happy and look forward to having sex. You will have sex with Jeff and enjoy it. Everything will be the same and you will not be aware of any differences in love making. It will all be good and you will be very satisfied.
"When you are finished and Jeff gets up, you will doze off and stay asleep until he comes back and joins you in bed. You will awake and remember a wonderful session of sex and feel very good with no desire for sex until tomorrow night." She repeated these instructions several times until she was certain that they were absorbed. For safety's sake, she added one last instruction. "If for any reason, something seems wrong or just not right, you will immediately go to sleep until you hear my voice."
Turning to Matt, she said, "That should protect you from her coming out of the trance if she is really disturbed. It's unlikely, but if she does seem to be bothered by something and goes to sleep, just give the signal and wait for me to come down. Ok, go and do your duty and enjoy yourself with another Jane. When you finish, ring our phone and we'll come down as soon as we're ready. Gods, just think of all the times I insisted that there never would be another Jane, and here I am setting it up! You never know!"
After hearing that final comment, Millie and Matt, aka Jeff, left the suite and headed down the corridor to "their" stateroom. Matt had been there before, but the room took on a different aspect. Before it had been just another stateroom, but now it was a bedroom in which, soon, he was going to have sexual intercourse, i.e. fuck, with a woman, a married woman, with whom he had no previous intimate relationship. Most men are somewhat nervous or apprehensive when entering a woman's bedroom for the first time – particularly a married woman – and Matt was no different. However, that uneasiness quickly ebbed when Millie immediately undressed, presenting him with a surprisingly attractive naked body!
She was six inches shorter than Katie's 5' 9" height, and her breasts were a little smaller, but the whole package was quite nice. Her breasts were firm looking with nipples erect in line with her expectations of sex. His eyes dropped to the neat, trimmed triangle of hair at the base of her stomach and he felt his cock rise as he anticipated the pleasure of her hidden cunt.
The difference between a married woman nude before her husband as opposed to standing before a lover is quite interesting. In front of a lover, she will often be, or pretend to be, shy and modest while, at the same time, preening a bit – provocative and demure at the same time. A married woman, with her own husband, will be matter-of-fact. He's seen to all before! That described Millie's straightforward preparation as she lay back on the bed, eagerly ready for sex after the futile weeks of the past and blissfully looking forward to impregnation to occur in the next few days.
Matt was in a different situation, of course. As he lowered himself down next to her, his cock was rigid with arousal. She thought that he was her husband of many years – he knew that she wasn't his wife! It was another woman who he was seeing nude for the first time! She had a new body for him to explore and penetrate. He fondled and squeezed her breasts, kissed and sucked her nipples. His hand slid over the stomach, through the light, curly hair and found her clit before going further delving between her cunt lips into her slippery vagina.
Millie was quite amorous, still relieved and excited by the revival of their sex life with Jeff's new-found virility. It was almost like a honeymoon with everything having a feeling of newness. She snuggled up against him, reaching up for a kiss as his hands explored her. Feeling his hard cock against her hip, she grasped it, just holding it as the kissing continued. Then, following her normal procedure as she had described it to Katie, she pulled away from Matt and began moving down his body.
Taking his cock in her mouth, she began a light, gentle sucking while fondling his balls. This was not a quick effort to get him off, but, instead what was almost making love to his cock. She was good at it, a practice which had been a big part of their sexual repertoire for years. She took it into her throat without gagging, pulling out tantalizingly before plunging back down. Gradually, she speeded up, her head bobbing up and down more rapidly as Matt's arousal grew. Her fondling of his balls became less delicate as they hardened with his excitement, squeezing them in unison with her sucking mouth.
The only sounds in the room were slurping sounds and Matt's hoarse panting. The bobbing motion mounted until, suddenly, the cock exploded, sending spurts of cum into Millie's mouth and down her throat. She stayed there until the last drop was swallowed, happy to have a hard cock in her mouth again after weeks of Jeff's inability to get hard.
Normally, after such an explosive climax, Matt would have been depleted and require time to recharge, but the erotic situation with another woman permitted him to still be half-hard when Millie finally pulled away. She moved back up beside him and, following the pattern normally followed by Jeff, Matt began to concentrate on her tits, particularly her nipples. Recalling the marks left on Katie's tits when Jeff had worked on them, he made a point of leaving two or three small "love marks." He then worked down her body, kissing as he went, ending with his hand between her legs exploring her cunt. When her movements indicated that she was ready, he moved to the bottom of the bed. She, anticipating his actions, drew her legs up and spread them open, welcoming him to her cunt.
It was a neat cunt, the lips symmetrical and lightly haired. It clearly was aroused, both the outer and inner lips pulled back. Even in the dim light, he could see a sheen at the opening, showing that she was wet and prepared for him. Without hesitation, Matt lowered his head and flicked his tongue against the little nub of her clitoris, bringing an upward surge of her hips and an exhale of pleasure from her mouth.
Moving further down, he stroked his tongue through the spread lips of her cunt all the way past the perineum to her anus and back several times before beginning to actually lick her. Moisture was seeping steadily from her vagina, causing the lips to be slippery as his tongue penetrated the hole. Moving back to the clit, he licked and sucked it while inserting one and then two fingers into that well-lubricated opening.
After a period of finger-fucking, he withdrew the fingers and, with that lubrication, gradually slid one fingertip into her asshole, causing another upward surge from her hips. Her reaction showed her obvious approval, so he slid the finger completely inside, impaling her. He alternated between licking her clit and cunt while finger-fucking her ass until her motions indicated that she was ready for the next step.
He quickly pulled back, moved up over her and sank his cock into her gaping cunt. He sank in full length immediately as she arched up to welcome the penetration. He began to fuck her, plunging into her, his pelvis hitting hers with each blow. He was high up on her, her clit being struck by his pubic bone, sending waves of pleasure through her with each inward jolt. She surged up at him, writhing against him in the throes of a long pre-orgasmic build-up.
The only sounds in the room were the slap, slap, slap as they came together and the moans and gasps caused by the mounting pressure and strain as they built up to a massive climax. Matt's inward plunges became shorter and faster, Millie's upward surges more urgent until, suddenly, the peak was reached and they fused together, grinding against each other. Streams of cum, laden with his active sperm jetted into her vagina, against her receptive cervix, heading for her womb. And then, suddenly it was over and, like a balloon losing its air, they collapsed, slumping down together, sated and exhausted.
Two full minutes went by as they lay there recovering their breath and having their heartbeats gradually lowering to normal. Millie lay under Matt, his weight flattening her until he got the energy to lift himself and roll over beside her. "Ooh, that was wonderful, dear!" she said. "I'm so happy that we're working together again – and just in time, too! I just know that it's going to happen this time."
Matt didn't want to risk anything by talking any more than he had to – although Katie had assured him that it would be ok – so he just leaned down and lightly kissed her and got up. With a happy smile on her face, Millie just lay back and quietly fell asleep. Matt dressed and, using the regular room phone dialed the suite, let the phone there ring several times, delivering the message that his "duty" had been done and he was ready to be relieved.
Down the corridor in the suite, things had progressed along much the same lines. As soon as the door has shut, Jeff began undressing. Unlike Matt, he was quite comfortable and confident since he was in his own stateroom. Instead of being with a different woman, he looked over and saw his wife, Millie, removing her clothes. There were a few innocuous comments exchanged, but his focus was on the main event. He was still thrilled at his returned sexual prowess and was eager to fuck is wife. He wasn't think pregnancy, just sex.
Katie was in a very different mindset. She was getting ready to go to bed with a man who was not her husband. Yes, she had had sex with him before, been fucked by him before. However, when that happened, she had been in it without making any decision and she was in a dazed mental state the whole time, but it had happened. She had stood before her own husband with Jeff's cum trickling down her thighs, visible proof of her infidelity. Still, this was different. Last time she was playing a role to help a client and, unexpectedly, had ended up being screwed.
Then, her clothes had simply vanished – she wasn't even aware of them coming off. Now she was standing there, removing her skirt and blouse, unsnapping her bra and sliding her panties down her legs. Instead of those clothes ending up scattered across the floor, they were carefully folded and placed on the couch. It was a very strange sensation, stripping naked in front of another man, watching him doing the same thing in front of her.
Yes, he had seen it all before and explored all of it and, then, fucked her but, as said before, she had been in that dazed condition with, really, no free will – saying yes or no wasn't an option. So she could take solace in knowing that she had just been swept away and wasn't really at fault. Now she had no fig-leaf to hide her sin. She was naked and prepared to commit adultery with a clear mind. An outsider might say, "Big deal, he's fucked you before!" However, for Katie it was a big deal psychologically, for that had always been a barrier that she never expected to cross.
She had fought that battle in her mind before she proposed her plan to help Millie and, fortunately, she was given little time to think about it at the moment. Jeff embraced her and pulled her down on the bed and the time for worrying was past.
There was some kissing, but most of the initial action was Jeff working on her tits. She still had marks and hickeys from the last time, but he was not as rough as then – he hadn't been away from her for six months this time – but her nipples were thoroughly kissed and sucked. His hand found her cunt and, without thought, her legs spread to give him access. It was if Katie had two minds, one becoming lost in the pleasure of being fondled and caressed, the other standing aside, watching the action and recalling the planned, or expected, steps that Jeff and Millie followed.
It was that second part of her mind that pulled her way from the pleasure she was feeling from Jeff's erotic handling of her body. Couples who are long together tend to have their love-making fall into patterns which is why Katie had quizzed Millie to discover what Jeff would do and expect in return. Matt had followed the steps that Katie had laid out for him with Millie, and now it was Katie, herself, who would follow those guidelines.
Consequently, she disengaged herself from Jeff's arms and slowly moved downwards until her head was level with his cock. She already had been holding the cock, but now she began stroking it while, for the first time, really looking closely at it. It was about the same size as Matt's and, in general had no particular characteristics to distinguish it from any other cock. She had had it in her mouth twice, but this different. Both other times it had just happened without thinking when her mind really was in a haze. This time her mind was clear and she was well aware of what she was going to do – she was going to suck his cock and swallow his cum!
She could see that the head was shiny with pre-cum as she lightly kissed the tip before engulfing it with her mouth. She moved her hand to his balls, cradling them in her palm and gently fondling them. They were already hard so she began tenderly squeezing in unison with her sucking. She would take the cock deeply into her mouth, delicately sucking as she pulled back. Gradually she accelerated the speed with which she sucked, matching his increasing excitement.
His balls were rock hard and she squeezed more firmly. His cock was reaching and entering her throat as he pushed against her face. He was on the verge of ejaculation and she took him as deep as possible as the first jet of cum blasted into her, shooting into her throat before she pulled back to avoid choking. She continued playing with his balls as cum filled her mouth, gulping it down between spurts. Finally, when he slumped back, depleted for the moment, she pulled the half-hard cock out of her mouth and swallowed the residue before moving back up beside him.
Looking back at the event later, Katie was surprised at her reaction to sex with Jeff. Couples get into a routine basically because the things they do works for them. On the other hand, as in this case, someone else doing those same things as part of a plan is really acting, following a script. So, Katie knew that after some foreplay, principally Jeff working on her tits and fondling her all over, she would be expected to go down and suck his cock – which she had done before. She had expected that she would be playing a role while the important action would be down the corridor between Matt and Millie. Bluntly, she was keeping Jeff busy while Matt worked on impregnating Millie.
Physically, she had enjoyed being caressed and massaged as Jeff worked on her, but while it was intimate, it really was impersonal. When she moved down to Jeff's cock, she had expected to clinically work to bring him off, but, for her, it would be mechanical. Oh, of course, she had sucked him before, but that had been a weird situation in which the homecoming scenario swept them both up. Now, she was the professional therapist with a clear mind doing an obligatory, and equally impersonal, service.
However, as she pulled back from the cock she had just sucked, she was shocked to realize the she had really been turned on by what she had just done! From the moment she had looked at his cock close up, she had lost that neutral participant feeling and actually had, once again, lost herself in what she was doing! It wasn't a rote sucking as a prostitute would do – she was into it!
She had been excited by what she was doing! She had enjoyed the feel of it in her mouth! She had enjoyed the feeling of his balls as she fondled and squeezed them! As his excitement mounted, unbelievably, she had wanted him to come in her mouth! When he came, a surge of sexual arousal had gone through her, close to an actual orgasm of her own!
So, what had started for her as a physically enjoyable but basically detached sexual episode had morphed into something much more. For the first time, an emotional element had been added to the evening and the clear thinking part of her mind closed down and the lustful part took over and she, once again, had become lost in the sex. As she moved back up and snuggled close to him, the goal of impregnating Millie faded into the background as sexual desire dominated her mind and body. She just stopped thinking and just reacted.
Consequently, when Jeff worked his way down her body and moved to the bottom of the bed, she automatically, unconsciously, raised and spread her legs, opening her most intimate area to his eyes and fingers and shortly, his cock. First, however, he did to her what Matt was doing to his wife, Millie – kissing and licking her clit. Katie responded with a surge upward, welcoming that very intimate caress with fervor. He stayed there, flicking his tongue over that very sensitive organ, for a short time before sliding downward to her aroused, open cunt. He licked the well lubricated lips and sank his tongue as deep as possible into the open hole of her vagina.
Then, as Matt was doing at about the same time to Millie, he slowly inserted his finger completely into her asshole and finger-fucked it in rhythm with his cunt licking. Anal activity like that was not a significant part of Katie and Matt's sexual activity because she had never particularly enjoyed it. Katie had done some penetrating of Cindy's ass and Cindy had returned the favor, but it was incidental, not really finger-fucking. However, for whatever reason, this time it really struck a chord and Katie began humping against the probing finger, not quite climaxing, but indicating that she was ready for the major penetration.
Jeff raised up, shuffled forward and, as he mounted her, his hard cock sank deep into her well-lubricated channel. He supported his upper body on his hands, while her wide-spread thighs permitted him to force his pelvis against Katie's, his pubic bone hitting her clit as he plunged into her and began to pound in and out of her cunt. Her pre-orgasmic motions continued as he thrust into her. As he drove in, she shoved upwards, welcoming the blow against her crotch. They fell into a rhythm, pulling back and coming together again, neither really thinking of the other – actually hardly thinking at all as their arousal mounted.
Jeff's inward plunges became shorter and more urgent, his hips twisting a bit as he tried for more contact. Beneath him, Katie was thrusting upward harder, matching his more rapid pace, writhing against him when they made contact. Finally, his moves became almost spastic as he welded himself against her, pushing into her as if he were trying to drive right through her. His cock ejaculated, sending floods of cum deep into her as he ground against her.
At the same time, her hips were elevated off the bed and she was jerking up against him, maintaining contact as she reached her own climax. Her feet were flat on the bed, supporting her torso, her pelvis jerking upward before, finally, holding still. It was as close to a mutual orgasm as you could find and they held together, lost in their own moment of bliss – and then it was over! Katie's legs gave away and they spraddled open as Jeff's arms couldn't hold him and he slumped down on her.



They lay like that until Jeff recovered sufficiently to realize that he was flattening "Millie" under him and rolled off to the side. They lay there in that moment of post-orgasmic euphoria, their minds blank, unthinking. For Katie, she was still in a stupor brought on by a surprisingly...no, shockingly... intense bout of sexual intercourse. She had known that she was going to be fucked. After her previous session with Jeff, she had anticipated enjoying it. What she had not expected was her complete immersion in it, being overcome by it!
She had no real feeling for Jeff, certainly no romantic feeling for him. He was just a nice guy, a client with whom she had become a friend – a client and friend with whom she previously had shared an inadvertent sexual experience. As said before, tonight her real purpose was offering her cunt so that Millie's would be available for Matt, not having a passionate experience which still consumed her.
She had, to put it mildly, gotten a great deal more out of tonight's sexual encounter than she would have dreamed of, and, as she began to come down from her high and reality reemerged, she lay there, bemused and baffled by her reactions. As these perplexing thoughts ran through her mind, she was suddenly startled by the phone ringing. It wasn't loud, but it jarred her out of her contemplations and back into the real world. Once again she was naked in bed with a naked man, not her husband! She had things to do!
She turned to Jeff and said "stop," and, as previously instructed, he lay back in a trance, waiting for her instructions. She quickly donned her usual coverup and, not wanting to take any more time than necessary, she told him to dress and come with her. No more than five minutes after hearing the phone ring, she and Jeff joined Matt, Seeing Millie quietly sleeping and Matt's confirmation that everything had gone well, Katie gave Jeff his final instructions.
"Jeff, undress as you always do when getting ready for bed." Jeff followed directions, carefully putting his clothes away and stood there naked just as he had been minutes before. She continued with, "When I say "wake," you will wait one minute. At that point, you will remember getting up from the bed after having sex with Millie because you heard the phone ring. You will get back in bed with Millie. You will remember every detail of the sex you just had with Millie. If you and she have any differences in remembering those details you will ignore them as unimportant. You had very good sex and you will remember it tomorrow as being excellent and very successful."
She repeated those simple instructions, making sure that there was no questioning or doubts, said "wake," and she and Matt quietly left the room. Fortunately, there was no one else in the corridor for Katie would have been embarrassed by being clad only in a brief pool coverup this late at night. Surprisingly, she hadn't even considered the brevity of her clothing when she had hurried to Jeff and Millie's stateroom a short time ago. As they shut the door to the suite, she commented, "Gods, I should have put something else on, but I was so eager to get this finished that I never thought of it!" She giggled and continued, "What would people think if they had seen me coming out of our place with another man, dressed like this, and then have seen me returning with my husband?"
"Since I am properly dressed and you obviously are not, they probably would believe that you had just had adulterous sex with that other man and had been caught by me, your husband! That certainly would be what they would think if they saw what I see – a stream of what can only be cum running down your leg again!"
"Oh, good god! I hadn't even noticed! I didn't even take time to go to the bathroom after you rang the phone! Wait a minute." Rejoining him a few minutes later, she half-laughed, saying, "That's embarrassing. I can't believe how much stuff he puts out. I thought that I had swallowed so much that the amount in my cunt would be less, but he surprised me again! I thought, before, that he put out so much before after storing it up after six months, but there's no change. His sperm may be lazy, but it seems that his body wants to make up for it in sheer volume!"
"That may be, but he had better be careful if he has an affair. Your cunt was filled to overflowing – you obviously had been fucked. Look at you now, both tits still covered with marks from before with several new ones added! I saw two or three 'love marks' on Millie, so that is apparently a normal situation for them! I added a few myself, because you said that she sort of expects them, but I was afraid to put as many on her as he put on you. Actually, she may expect more than I did!"
"I wondered if she had hickeys. I sort of assumed that she would the way he worked on my tits. Remember, I could barely hide them under my bikini top after the last time! You're right though – if he fucked another woman, she certainly would have to hide her tits from her husband. Of course, he might be more careful with another woman. He thought that I was Millie, so he wasn't concerned about marking me.
"Ok, back to the main event. I assume that everything worked with her. She was quietly sleeping when we got there, so it appears that you had no problem."
"No, everything went well! She saw me as Jeff the whole time and undressed with no hesitation. I followed the script as planned and she reacted in exactly the way we expected. She has a very nice, firm body, even better than you would expect from seeing her in her bathing suit. I'll have to take a camera tomorrow night and take a few pictures of her."
"Yeah, you also should set up the video camera so we can watch you in action the way we did with Jane and Cindy. I'd be interested in seeing that. Come to think of it, you'll have to set it up in here too so I can watch myself being fucked! You'd probably be interested in seeing your proper, professional wife in action! Damn, I can't believe I said that! I've been fucked twice and I'm talking about doing it again and having it recorded!"
"Obviously, your part of this went well, too."
"Yes, it did. So well that I still can't believe myself! Honey, I had every expectation of lying there and enjoying his screwing me, but it was much more than that! It went just as I expected at the beginning, kissing and fondling, particularly my tits. When the appropriate time came, I did what Millie indicated that she would do. I moved down and starting sucking his cock and playing with his balls. Suddenly, it was like a switch turned on. I really wanted to suck him and have him go off in my mouth! I don't understand it, but from that time onward, I was lost in it with no reservations!
"I wasn't thinking of Millie, I wasn't even thinking of you! I was into it! He did come in my mouth, and I gulped it down – and I had to gulp it to keep from choking. When he went down and licked me, I almost went off. You know that I don't normally like fingers in my bottom, but I even liked that...no, more than just liked it! Then when he got on me and penetrated me, I swear that I was in something just short of an orgasm the whole time. It was really intense and ...I...I don't know what word to use. Whatever, my orgasm was as powerful and passionate as I can imagine! When I came it was euphoric, as good as I've ever had!"
"Wow, that was quite an experience! I certainly enjoyed fucking Millie, but nothing like that! As I said before, a very hot woman has hidden behind your upright, moral professional façade all these years! I just hope that I'll be able to keep up with this explosive libido that you've been concealing all this time!"
"Yeah, you may have a problem! Seriously, though, I'm shocked at myself. If I were really attracted to him or had some romantic or personal interest in him, I might understand getting this aroused, but I have none of that! I wasn't even particularly hot when we started! Well, if we continue with this, I'll be with him...let's see, today is Tuesday, November 3rd. Millie said that she would by fertile by Friday, the 7th. That means four more days! Wow, that's a lot!
"They normally don't have sex every night – they're not newlyweds on a honeymoon – but they certainly will those four days. We're at sea tomorrow, at Philipsburg on Wednesday, St. Thomas on Thursday and at sea Friday. So, they will be off the ship two days, but she may push to have afternoon sex when we're at sea and she's fertile. We have a show on Friday. This could get complicated!"
"Don't forget, this insane and crazy scheme was your idea. If you turn into a nymphomaniac over the next four days, it's your own fault! Now, quit worrying about it. The real question is how did it go tonight. Physically, it obviously went well. I was Jeff and you were Millie and there seemed to be no hang-ups, personally or sexually. Will it hold up over night?"
"Well, we'll see tomorrow. I'm not too concerned since they both, supposedly, had the same experience, one they have regularly." As would be expected, their conversation, comparing their respective experiences went on for some time. Finally, Katie stood up and, stretching said, "Come on, let's go to bed, I'm sleepy. That was a lot of tension and exercise! Oh, damn it, I'm still dripping!!"
The following morning, as usual, Millie joined Katie for breakfast. Katie had been confident that her post-hypnotic instructions had worked, but, nonetheless, she was relieved to see a big smile on Millie's face as she sat down.
"I gather that things went well again last night."
"It couldn't have gone better! As soon as we left you and got back to our cabin...oh, darn, I still call it a cabin instead of a stateroom! Anyway, as soon as we got there we started and we had the best sex in years! Jeff seems to be completely over his difficulties. I probably shouldn't be so explicit, but he got into me easily and came in me with no problem! I should be fertile in two or three days and he's going to make me pregnant, I just know it!"
"Now, don't go overboard, Millie. Don't get yourself so certain that you'll be horribly depressed if it doesn't happen this time."
Millie's face suddenly was sad and troubled. "No, Katie, if it doesn't happen this time I'm going to give up. I've been beating myself... and Jeff... up over this for nearly three years now. I suppose we could try artificial insemination, but that's very expensive and I just don't like the idea. Maybe we'll think of adoption – I don't know." Then, she brightened up and smiled, "But that doesn't matter! I just know that this is the time!"
"I certainly hope so, and I'm very pleased that everything is working well."
"It surely did! Funny thing, though. We did the things we always do, our routine I guess, but we agreed that it felt a little bit different – better if anything. I think that maybe all that time when we couldn't have sex made it fresher or something! Jeff wasn't as aggressive with my tits – he always leaves me marked up, bruises sometimes, and he didn't do as much of that this time. He didn't think that he did anything different but he said that he'll try to be less aggressive if I liked it better.
"He noticed one thing in particular. I think that I used my mouth – here I am being graphic again – the same way I always do, but he said that it was the best ever! He couldn't say what the difference was, however." She paused, giggling, and went on. "That's when I gave him the bad news! I'll do it again tonight, but no more on the cruise! From now on, every drop in going to go into my pussy until," another giggle, "he knocks me up!"
The conversation went on for some time, occasionally salacious, mostly centering on the main thing, actually, almost the only thing, in Millie's mind. Hearing her say that all that mattered to her right then was getting pregnant had the virtue of, if nothing else, removing any residual concern in Katie's mind that she and Matt were doing the right thing. She hadn't really felt guilty, but there always were those niggling thoughts about morality, ethics, etc.
As she said to Matt later, "You know, I had the same concerns about this that you did earlier. With Jane, at least her husband asked us...well, you, of course...to get her pregnant. This time I took it on myself – playing god, deciding what was best for them, using hypnotism to take advantage of her desires, however you want to express it – but I honestly believe, after talking to her today, that I was right! I can't believe how it dominates her thinking. You'd better knock her up after all of this!"
Grinning at her, Matt answered, "I think that you are almost as eager as she is! Believe me, I'll work hard at it – I'll work my cock to the bone!" Then, more seriously, "Look, I had some doubts about this at first, of course, but my doubts were based on figuring out how it would work, not the end result. All kidding aside, if she gets pregnant, they'll both be happy. If not, they'll be no worse off. Anyway, it's obvious that your hypnosis worked, so I'll be less concerned the next three...or is it four?... nights."
"Three for sure, maybe four, depending on when she's sure we hit her fertile period."
"Well, I'd be lying if I didn't say that I'll enjoy fucking her. I like her and she has a nice figure and apparently I won't have to be afraid that she'll wake from her trance and scream! What about you. Are you looking forward to being with Jeff again?"
"It's hard to admit this, but the answer is yes! It's extremely arousing physically and I don't have to worry about any emotional complications. I can be completely free to enjoy that physical pleasure without any real interaction with him. Since you approve, I think I've erased my concern about adultery, unfaithfulness and things like that. Well, not really, I guess, except in a case like this. But I've certainly have moved away from my attitude before we did anything with Janine – for better or worse!"
Later that evening at dinner, Jeff commented that, "It's going to be strange tomorrow walking on land after six days at sea. I wonder if we'll notice anything."
"You may," Matt replied. "The ship is so stable that people aren't even aware that the ship does move, roll a bit, unless the ocean is really rough. Without even thinking about it, they've adapted to that ship movement and sort of stagger when, of course, the land stays still. It goes away quickly. What are you going to do?"
"We are going on that helmet dive thing in the morning and maybe the Butterfly Farm after lunch. Have you been on the helmet dive? Millie's rather apprehensive."
"Yeah, I don't think that I'm going to like being underwater with some kind of helmet on me!"
Katie reassured her, "Don't worry. You're down fifteen or twenty feet. The helmet just rests on your shoulders and has an air hose to the surface. You just walk around. They have phony things like a wreck which are lame, but the fish are nice. Actually, It's kind of fun. The butterfly farm is unique and I think that you would enjoy it. It's also interesting to go from the Dutch side to the French side of the island. It's quite different. We'll probably just stay on the ship or walk down Front Street and shop a bit."
"What about St. Thomas? We have tickets to go to Magen's Bay Beach."
"Well, if I were you, I'd try to change that. They describe it as one of the twelve most beautiful beaches in the world. Whoever did that survey never visited Florida or dozens of other places – it's narrow and, really, is just a mediocre beach. It's like you are on a lake, not an ocean shore."
At that point, Jeff commented, "It's really fascinating listening to you two! You know all these places, you've been everywhere. I really envy you."
Matt leaned back with a speculative look on his face and observed, "You know what? As Katie was talking I was thinking that we sound like tour guides or travel agents! We know St. Maarten, the Dutch side, and St. Martin, the French side of the island. We know the streets in St. Thomas as well as well as the scenic areas. The same thing is true for most of the other islands we will visit again this winter on Royal Caribbean. We've been all over Europe. It's been very good and interesting, but there are significant drawbacks in a pretty rootless life. She and I have been talking for some time about how long we're going to do this before we settle down."
Millie sat up straighter and said, "I'm sure that there are drawbacks, but from my, and Jeff's, perspective, it sounds delightful to be travelling full time on luxury cruise liners, living this life and seeing exotic places. Now, I think that we had better go back to our stateroom and get ready for tomorrow!"
Katie replied, "That's probably a good idea. We'll go down with you." As Jeff and Millie led the way to the elevator, she grinned at Matt and quietly said, "Well, time to go to work!" She received a conspiratorial grin in reply as they followed their friends to their separate "work places!"
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Five days later, November 9th, Katie and Matt stood on their balcony looking down at steady line of passengers disembarking. Fifteen days ago they had stood in that same spot with the ship docked in Barcelona, watching those same passengers coming on board. Then they had just moved into their suite, and, now, in Miami, they were leaving it. Their possessions, personal and professional, were ready to be moved off-ship, go through customs and be transferred to their condo.
"Come on, Katie, there are a lot of people we want to say goodbye to before we go ashore and you'll never be able to spot them from here."
"There's no real rush and we want that mob to get out of the way first. Anyway, I told Millie that I would watch for her so that they could take a picture of us waving to them. I think that we'll be able to pick out that florescent pink top she has on – oh, wait, there she is now, just coming down the gang plank! I told you I would see her. Wave!"
A few minutes later, having dutifully waved and been waved to and photographed by the ant-sized pink blob far below, they departed the suite for the last time, with Katie saying, "That's probably the worst part of this job, meeting people, making friends and a week or two later saying goodbye. I'm really going to miss them!"
"Them or Jeff," Matt replied with an impish look.
"Don't be silly – I really mean Millie! We ate breakfast and, usually, lunch together and the two of us got very close and – don't be cute – quite intimate. You know what I mean. It's nice to have a real woman friend like that. Now, before you get that Snidely Whiplash sneer on your face, I'll probably miss the sex with Jeff – I'm certainly not Little Nell, if I ever was – but that's not missing Jeff, himself!
"Even now, I hardly can believe it! I had sex with him five nights in a row and two afternoons and you had Millie those same five nights and the afternoon after St. Thomas! You had both Janet and Cindy before, but this was my first time – and five nights in a row, seven times over all including the afternoon and the homecoming reenactment! Damn, I hope you knocked her up and made it all worthwhile!"
"Oh, I think it was worthwhile regardless of that – you had an experience which we never dreamed of you having and I think that was good. However, I'm with you in hoping she is pregnant." Looking at her with that Snidely leer she referred to, he added, "I certainly worked hard and did my best!"
"All right, wise guy, let's go say our goodbyes and go home. Truthfully, I'm eager to see the recordings of you working so hard! I'll admit I'm a bit hesitant about watching Jeff and me – I know that I'm going to be shocked and embarrassed!"
Later that day, sitting in their high rise condo with its floor to ceiling windows and magnificent views, Katie sighed, looking up at Matt. "Every time we come home to this, I can't believe it! We have three bedrooms, three full and one half-bath, on the corner of the building so we see both the city and the bay! A million dollar condo with a million dollar view, yet we spend so little time here. We're here now before we join a Caribbean cruise, another period before we head back to Europe. Maybe a total of two months a year!'
"You've got a point, no doubt about it. It's funny though. We came to Miami planning to get a small apartment for under $100,000 for our layovers, and ended up with this. A massive housing recession all over Florida, proving that one person's disaster is another person's opportunity. A big, beautiful unfinished tower with no buyers, almost bankrupt, virtually giving away apartments to anyone with money – and we bought one! It's hard to believe we paid half of what a one bedroom on a lower floor with no view sells for now!"
Well, it's beautiful, but, speaking of views, what would you think of watching one of the recordings. Let's see what Millie looks like on a large screen TV. I suppose that you'll be involved, too!"
"Now, who's the wise guy? Let's go into the bedroom – it's more comfortable and otherwise convenient!"
Matt inserted the "memory stick" into the USB socket on the TV and, reclining on the bed, said, "We'll look at you and Jeff second – you're the main feature!" The video started when the motion-activated camera came on showing Matt and Millie standing in the stateroom and immediately starting to undress. Katie felt a guilty voyeuristic excitement surge through her as she watched Millie removing each item of clothing. It was like peeking into a bedroom window, knowing you shouldn't watch that private moment, but too fascinated to look away. This was completely different, of course, but she still had that "I shouldn't be seeing this" feeling.
Of course, she did watch, staring intently as the bra and panties came off and she saw Millie completely nude. "Oh my, she is little but she does have a nice figure doesn't she? Very nice breasts, bigger looking than I expected. Look how hard her nipples are! Boy, she's ready for sex. Oh, wait, I forgot, this is the night we left St. Thomas, November 6, the first night that she figured that she might be fertile. I'm sure that she was far more eager than previous times. Think, we're going to see you fuck a fertile woman and maybe knock her up right in front of us. Wow! "
Turning her eyes to look at the image of Matt, playing the part of Jeff, she started to laugh. "From the look of that thing sticking out in front of you, I have to say that she is not the only one who is ready!"
"Oh yeah, that's true! The first night I had been concerned about the trance holding so I was a bit hesitant. After that, when I was more certain that there would be no problem, I went with the program! Look at her figure – in good shape, nice tits, eager and," grinning, "not my wife! You can't beat that combination!"
"Gods, you are Snidely Whiplash, aren't you! Look, she's coming back from the bathroom...look at her tits bounce. I loved watching both Jane and Cindy walk around nude and see their tits bounce and quiver. Ooh, that's sexy...she's so much shorter than you are and she's on her toes to kiss you...and your cock is poking into her stomach. Damn, I wish I could have been there watching the way I was with Jane and Cindy."
"It most likely was a good thing you weren't there – you would have wanted to join in."
"Yeah, you're probably right. Still, I would like to be able to move around and see all sides. Ok, here we go, the main event!"
The picture on the TV became their focus as the lovers – if you could call them that – lay down on the bed and continued the kissing and fondling. It was obvious that Millie was the aggressor in the kissing. Matt, as Jeff, was on his back with Millie leaning over him, her hand running over his chest before groping downward to find his cock. His left arm was around her, his right hand was busy cupping and squeezing her breasts while he was returning her kisses.
Her hand began stroking his cock, and shortly, she began working her way down his body, kissing it as she did so. She took the cock into her mouth and began slowly, tantalizingly, to suck it. She gradually increased the speed of the in-and-out motions while fondling his balls. Matt began moving with her, pushing upward as her mouth sank down on his cock, dropping back down as she pulled back. His motion became more forceful as she bobbed her head more rapidly.
Suddenly, as he obviously was approaching a climax, Millie jerked back, admonishing him with a knowing smile, "Oh no you don't! That goes in my pussy, not my mouth!" Those were all the words of any consequence in the whole episode – certainly the only ones loud enough to hear clearly. Getting pregnant definitely overruled mere pleasure! Pulling away, she slid up beside Matt and lay back against his shoulder, and, as he said later, he was on!
After a few kisses and a little sucking on her nipples, he worked down her body just as he had done with him. His hand slipped between her legs and began fondling her cunt, his fingers sliding over her clit and between the lips, briefly penetrating her. Her legs parted and raised slightly, welcoming the intrusion, her bottom already lifting up in arousal. He continued teasing her this way for a couple of minutes before moving to the end of the bed.
Millie immediately pulled her legs up and opened them widely, exposing everything between them to "Jeff's" eyes and, unknowingly, to Katie's as well. Unfortunately, the light, while quite sufficient for the camera to record the sight, was too dim for a detailed view. However, it was bright enough to reveal that the lips were already pulled back enough to expose the dark hole going into her body.
Matt felt and fingered Millie's cunt before leaning in and using his tongue on her clit and probing the opening. As he had done before, and Jeff had done to Katie, he lubricated his index finger and sank it into her asshole, finger-fucking it while continuing to use his tongue. Millie's motions became more pronounced until it actually became hard to stay at her clit. At that point, Matt pulled away, shuffled closed on his knees and mounted her.
His cock was absolutely rigid as he pushed forward, found the opening and slid in. Lubrication was pouring out of her, removing any need for a slow entrance and he sank in full-length in one surge, their pelvises slapping together. That slapping sound filed the room, slap...slap...slap. As the arousal grew, it became slap...slap...slap until the climax approached and it became slap..slap..slap.slap.slap!
That noise was accompanied by grunts, moans and ugh, ugh, ugh as, finally, Matt rammed hard against Millie, grinding against her as he sent a flood of impregnating sperm deep into her vagina, sending it against the small opening in her cervix and into her womb! At the same time, Millie had been thrashing against Matt in orgasm before holding herself rigid against him, a receptacle for the jetting cum. At last, passion and energy exhausted, they slumped down together and just lay there, satiated and unmoving.
For Katie and Matt watching the recording the finish was anti-climactic. As instructed, after a few minutes of cuddling against "Jeff," Millie quietly went to sleep as Matt got up and stopped the recording, ending the show.
Back in the condo, there was complete silence for a minute or two as they absorbed what they had just seen. Finally, Katie reacted. "Wow, that was quite a performance! I've seen you fucking both Jane and Cindy, right in the room with you when you did it, but this was at least as powerful for me. Maybe it's because we're seeing it on the big TV picture. Of course, a significant part of it was seeing Millie naked – that was very sexy. Another big part of it, though, was knowing that she was unprotected and tonight was the night she thought that she was fertile. Just think, we may have a recording of the actual impregnation!"
"That does add something, of course. However, if Tony's doctor was right, and he certainly should know, there was enough sperm already in there waiting for her egg to take care of knocking her up." He interrupted himself, laughing, saying, "I will always remember Jane saying that that when she talked about her eggs, she felt like a chicken – funny! Anyway, I also screwed her the next day, twice, actually, when we were at sea. God knows, I put enough in her those four days to knock her up – maybe give her twins! Which day did it doesn't really matter."
"One baby probably would be enough. You're right about giving it every chance. Five times over four days and without any competing or blocking sperm from Jeff causing a problem. You know, in some ways that afternoon session on that Friday – November 7 – was the most fun of all. It was so different with the drapes open and the daylight pouring in. It was such a different atmosphere. The four of us came down from the pool, still in our bathing suits and separated in the corridors. Just as if we were married, Jeff and I came into out suite, stripped off the suits and just flopped down on the bed together.
"It was such an extemporaneous thing with no planning. Two couples who had gotten hot and had just left the pool for no other reason than to come down to fuck – pure and simple. Well, simple but not so pure since I was with Jeff and you were with Millie in their stateroom! Still, I had a real feeling of freedom and daring. The middle of the afternoon, recreational activities going on, people walking through the corridor, and we came down that corridor and just split up like wife-swapping honeymooners. I remember exchanging grins with you as we separated."
"Yeah, that time was different. There was more of a light-hearted, fucking another woman just for the fun of it, feeling. Part of it was that we had agreed to leave the drapes open. I specifically remember the complete exposure as I held her legs up and open, seeing every minute element of her cunt in the bright light. In addition, I'll swear that there is something in what we discussed the other day. Their minds may be hypnotized and see what they are told to see, but I honestly believe that their bodies recognize that things are different and respond in a different way!"
"Frankly, I agreed with you. For me, the biggest evidence of that is the way I have responded to having his cock in my mouth and the way I've reacted afterwards. Something tells my subconscious mind that it's a different feeling cock and I react strongly to it. What I don't understand is why, if that is true, I don't reject it as I certainly should! Well, I'm not going to go into that now – maybe it says something about me that I don't want to know!
"There's one more thing about that afternoon that I meant to talk about but I never got around to. Having sex with them that afternoon, specifically Millie's role in it, is an excellent example of the limits of hypnotic control. You may be able to influence decisions. You may be able to trick the subject into doing something questionable, but you can't instruct them to do something they really don't want to do or to stop them from doing something they really do want to do.
"You know that after I set up a scenario with a client, to have them follow instructions I give them, I always end with something like, 'does doing any of that cause you to be concerned or cause you to have any thought that you'll be doing anything that goes against your feelings of right and wrong?' I want to make sure that nothing has been asked of them that will cause the trance to fail.
"In this case, you'll remember, a big concern was keeping Jeff from coming in Millie's cunt, so every night when I gave her directions, I told her that after sex she would go to sleep until Jeff got back in bed with her. Then I would say that she should wake up and remember a wonderful session of sex and feel very good with no desire for sex until tomorrow night. In other words, no afternoon sex with Jeff! That worked fine until that at sea day after St. Thomas when it ran up against her own desires!
"That morning she said something about wanting to have sex in the afternoon because she didn't want to miss a chance to be inseminated, but for some reason the idea made her nervous. Obviously, my directive conflicted with her own desire. I quietly put her under and tried to reinforce my "suggestion," but she became very agitated and I had to back off. That's why I changed the schedule and we had the afternoon sex. It was not as extemporaneous as it seemed. If we hadn't done that, they would have gone back to their stateroom and she would have insisted on being fucked or, worse, reject the control I had over her and wreck the whole program!"
"I was going to ask you why you made the change, but I just assumed that it was a spur-of-the-moment decision. Well, it certainly worked out."
"Yeah, but after all of the things I've managed to get three women to do, one might think that once you get a person in a trance, they are in your control sexually. That simply isn't true. Janine, Jane, Cindy and, now, Millie each had a need that coincided with a desire for sex in some way. It made it possible to 'instruct' them, but definitely not beyond their own limits, what in their own minds was acceptable. The real challenge for me in all of this was to find a way to guide them, not actually to order them!"
"Well, I've said all along that you are very, very good, and I guess your success is proof of that. And, while you're a long way passed the ethical limits you professed before Janine, you've certainly have made Jane's, Cindy's and, we hope, Millie's lives better."
"I honestly believe so, and opening Pandora's Box hasn't had the deleterious effect I feared when all of this started! It's an odd thought, but I wonder how Millie would react if she saw this recording we just watched if you actually did get her pregnant, particularly if she knew the facts about Jeff's limitations. As desperate as she was to have a baby, I have a feeling that she would say 'Thank you!' Who knows, but I really hope that it worked!"
Grinning at her, he commented, "Well, I did my very best. I slaved away, as I said before, working my cock to the bone in an altruistic effort to give her a baby. I spared no effort or commitment, all this without any appreciation expressed by the woman to whom I rendered this service!"
"You're a saint!"
"Right! Now, back to the current business! We've seen the first of the double-bill. 'Impregnating Millie,' starring Millie and Matt – hey alliteration, I hadn't even thought of that – rated X. Followed by the main feature, 'Hypnotic Adultery,' starring the famous hypnotherapist Kathleen Thatcher, in her debut, and her lover, Jeff Anderson – also rated X."
"Funny man! Well, at least you give me top billing. Now this was earlier, the second night, November 4th, right?"
"Yeah, we had to figure out how to set up the camera in their room during the day without them being aware of it – it had to be operating when Millie came in. We had to wait for the right time without interrupting the regular pattern with them. Setting it up in our place was easy, of course, so we did it right away. Ok, 'roll um!'"
The recording began somewhat differently from the first one since there were four people in the room. It showed Katie reinforcing previous instructions to Millie and Jeff, followed by Millie and Matt departing for their own assignation. Then, without preamble or conversation, Katie and Jeff undressed. It was immediately evident that the relationship between the two was less intense. The principle difference was the lack of urgency on Katie's part. Millie definitely had been the eager one in the previous action, but, in this one, Katie let Jeff take the lead. When Jeff put his arms around her and soundly kissed her, she responded, but without the eager passion of Millie.
"Pause it a moment, Matt. This is the one thing that worried me a little bit about Jeff staying in his trance. Think of the difference in height between me and Millie – with Millie he would be bending down to kiss her. She's 5' 3'' and I'm 5' 9". When he kissed me when we were standing up, he certainly didn't have to reach down as far. The same thing when we're in bed – my body is longer against him. In addition, my tits are bigger. Still, the difference in height was the potential trouble spot, but it obviously didn't bother him."
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I was very aware of her being shorter and having to bend down to her. I also noticed in when I was moving down on her – it was a shorter trip. Of course, as far as she was concerned, I was just the right size – in all ways!"
"Cute – Jeff was the right size there, too. Anyway, the difference in height didn't bother Jeff, so my concerns vanished quickly. Ok, go ahead."
As the recording started again with Jeff and the Katie on the TV undressing, the live Katie commented, "This is both embarrassing and exciting at the same time. Watching myself stripping in front of another man makes me feel funny. Seeing him doing the same thing is weird. I know that I did it before with Jeff, but seeing it is a whole new experience! That's me naked there, not some anomalous actress in a porn film. Gods, I don't know if I'll be able to watch myself being fucked!"



Regardless of that professed fear, her eyes were glued, figuratively, at least, on the television picture as she stared at "the famous hypnotherapist Kathleen Thatcher" performing in what was, by any standard, an X-rated video! Performing definitely was the right word, because she certainly wasn't acting!
It's amazing, in a way, that two separate couples can be doing almost the same thing, the same acts, when having sex, but the impression one gets from watching them is different. It's like watching a porn couple and an amateur couple. The porn couple is more professional, works together proficiently, but, while the amateurs may be awkward and uncoordinated, it's just more interesting because it's real.
The two couples, Matt and Millie and Katie and Jeff, were amateurs and were doing the same thing in the same order. Both were passionate and really 'into it,' but, somehow, Katie's and Jeff's performance seemed closer to lovemaking as opposed to just having sex. It would be hard to point out the difference – it was just a feeling, not anything specific, but it was there.
Matt and Katie watched in fascination as they, for the first time, watched her lying naked in bed with another man. Jeff's hands were concentrated on her tits, caressing, fondling and squeezing them with ardor, interspersed with kissing and sucking her nipples.
Matt turned to Katie and commented, "Boy, he really did work your tits over. No wonder that Millie thought that I wasn't as rough as she was used to."
"Yeah, you can see why I had so many marks on me. He really was rough – it didn't actually hurt and, in a way, it was exciting to have him so turned on, but it was over the top. Millie liked your approach better and, fortunately, he toned it down afterwards. You know, I think that he may have been sub-consciously aware that he was working on different feeling and different sized tits because he marked me more that he had her. As I said, he did temper his enthusiasm after Millie said she liked being handled more gently – thanks to you!"
While Jeff's hand continued to, more or less, maul Katie's breasts, her hand had grasped his cock and the two of them lay there working on each other.
"You certainly have a good grip on his cock! It looks as if you're really into it!"
"It's funny, but I was well aware of what I was doing. As he kissed and played with me, my hand just gravitated to his cock and I grabbed it. It wasn't that I was so hot that I wanted to feel it. It was more that it was against me and holding it was the natural thing to do. However, once I did have it in my hand, I liked holding it. Look, I'm stroking it and I know that it felt good. It's very much like yours and, as I recall, felt about the same, but, of course, it wasn't yours and that added a spice to it.
"Now, here's where I follow Millie's pattern and move down to suck it. My god, that seems impossible – here I am lying beside you, my husband and I'm going to watch myself suck another man's cock! Look at me! I'm actually embarrassed and blushing as I watch! More to the point, I remember that this is where everything changes for me! Up to now I'm enjoying the sexual excitement, doing forbidden things, but I'm playing a role, watching myself perform. I wonder if the difference will show!"
The fact is, the difference definitely did show. Very conscious of that pattern set by Millie, Katie pulled upwards from Jeff's embrace and began a slow movement down over his chest, lightly kissing as she did so. Her hand had continued the slow stroking of his cock as her head came closer to it. Grasping it in her fingers, she held it upright and kissed around the head, letting her tongue come out, teasingly flicking it over the tip where pre-cum had begun to seep out.
She opened her lips and took the head in while swirling her tongue over it before slowly engulfing the shaft and taking it into her mouth. She began that same in-and-out motion that Millie had applied to Matt's cock in the first video. At the same time, her hand moved from the cock to his balls. They already were hard as she cupped them, delicately squeezing them in rhythm with her sucking.
She took more and more of his cock in until the tip went past her mouth into her throat. It didn't gag her as it went in and came out without hesitation. His cock wasn't exceptionally long, not like porn star and fantasy-type equipment, but it plunged in deeper than her mouth alone could handle. The cock, already hard seemed, somehow, to stiffen even more. Her hand on his balls squeezed harder, as his hips began moving, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth and throat.
It was at this point that the difference Katie referred to began to be apparent. Somehow, as she sucked and Jeff became more and more aroused, she lost that "going through the motions" and "role playing" attitude and became personally involved – she became lost in what she was doing and just quit thinking! This was not really unexpected, of course, it having happened when she had had sex with Jeff before, but on the recording it was real and it was if a switch had been thrown and a different Katie had appeared.
It was almost like that old movie, "Deep Throat" in which Linda Lovelace could only have an orgasm when cock-sucking because, it turned out, her clit was in her throat, not between her legs! Katie's clit was where it belonged, but something about sucking Jeff's cock seemed to have a similar effect! That she was totally lost was shown when it became obvious that Jeff was on the verge of coming, Katie, unlike Millie in the first video, continued working – her motions on the cock speeded up, her fingers gripped his balls and squeezed harder.
Suddenly, the inevitable happened, and a flood of cum inundated her mouth, much shooting directly down her throat before she could pull back enough not to be choked by it. She sucked greedily, swallowing each emission as it jetted into her receptive mouth. When the flood subsided, Katie kept the somewhat diminished cock in her mouth until the last remnant was gone. Even then, she used her tongue to remove any slight residue that remained before moving up beside Jeff.
If there had been an outside observer there watching this pornographic scene, he or she would have seen a mixture of facial expressions. Jeff's was ordinary, what one would expect on a man having good sex with his wife. Katie, on the other hand, was a perfect picture of a woman lost in passionate sex. Her face was red from exertion and excitement and she was breathing rapidly, almost panting, as she gradually came down from a sexual high. Her mouth was slightly open, her eyes bright as she looked up eagerly at Jeff. However, this was not a loving countenance – it was more the embodiment of lust. She was vulnerable, ready to be taken by any man and Jeff happened to be the lucky one.
On the other hand, the two people on the bed in the condo watching this exhibition were immobile. It was almost as if they were the ones entranced. If you were to categorize their expressions, the words shocked and stunned would have to be used. You could throw in astonished, astounded, stupefied, flummoxed, flabbergasted and a myriad of other synonyms to describe how they reacted to what they had just seen. They sat there staring at the TV, speechless, each in their own closed world, hardly aware of the other. To use a word appropriate under the circumstances, they were mesmerized!
There was no time to recover, however, as the action on the video continued. It was Jeff's turn to be the prime actor in the performance and he returned to Katie's breasts, concentrating on her nipples as his hand moved over her stomach, through her triangle of hair, snaking down between her legs and, as she spread her thighs wide, began stroking over and between the lips of her cunt. She began moving, undulating, almost immediately, indicating her readiness. Without hesitating, Jeff rose up and moved down between her legs and, as she raised them, he put a hand on the back of each thigh, pushing them higher and more open.
Unlike Millie's and Jeff's stateroom, the lights had deliberately been left on brighter and every detail of her crotch was vividly exposed. Her excitement or arousal was graphically displayed as both the outer and inner lips gaped open, revealing the passageway that Jeff's cock would soon invade. The lips were crimson and glistening with the copious flow of lubrication coating them.
That fluid had already reached her asshole and Jeff had no trouble sinking his finger deep into her and began finger-fucking her ass as be began using his tongue between the lips and probing the hole of her vagina. He alternated between licking her cunt and flicking his tongue over her clit, causing her hips to flex upwards against him.
She began to move more vigorously, surging upward to get more contact, obviously in the throes of at least a mini-orgasm. At that point, Jeff pulled his finger out of her ass, raised up over her and, moving forward, sank his cock, rigid again, deep into her with one push. The fucking began!
This was not to be a long fucking session. Katie was well on the way to orgasm as she was penetrated and, while Jeff had already come once, he was more than ready again. Maybe the intensity of Katie's reactions helped trigger his climax, or maybe it was something else. Jeff's mind knew that he was fucking his wife, Millie, but did his body somehow recognize that this was a different cunt and spur him on? We'll never know, but his plunges in and out of Katie mounted in vigor and tempo.
Katie's legs had been around Jeff's hips at first, but as her arousal mounted even higher, she planted her feet close to her hips so that she had more leverage to flex up and down, arching her body upward so that the hips were well off of the bed. Her pelvis began jerking up against him as he came in harder and harder until, suddenly, the climax hit and she just stayed there, grinding against him.
At almost the same instant, Jeff surged forward in that moment of ecstasy when he ejaculated deep into Katie. They held against each other as the relief of orgasm blotted anything else out of their minds – and then they just lost all energy and they slumped down, their ardor quenched.
That hypothetical observer would have seen a static scene. On the TV, the two recently engaged in the extremely passionate sexual encounter now lay there, side by side, all energy depleted, in a sort of stupor. They were innervated, their faces blank, without expression. The two on the bed watching the show were much the same, overcome by the shocking performance they had just watched. The show was over, but it was almost as they were also in a stupor, waiting for something to awaken them.
That something came in the abrupt ringing of the telephone in the suite, announcing that the sexual activity between Matt and Millie was finished. It was a jarring noise that caused three of them, the Katie in the video and the two watchers in the condo to be shocked back to reality. Jeff just lay there entranced, like Millie in the other room, waiting for Katie's instructions.
In the video, Katie was jolted from her lethargy as she rejoined the real world. Her face still had a dazed expression and it was hard to throw off the cloud that enveloped her mind. Reluctantly, she shrugged off the memory of her surprisingly deep immersion in sexual intimacy and came back to earth. She quickly cleaned up in the bathroom, put on her coverup, got Jeff up and dressed and went to join her husband and Millie in the other den of sin. The show was over.
While she was doing these mundane things, Matt and Katie also recovered and started to react. Matt was the first to speak. "My god, I don't believe this! I have never seen you even remotely like that! What the hell got into you – other than Jeff, of course?"
Katie had the most unbelieving expression on her face as she tried to respond. "Matt, I...I don't know what to say! I...I remember being sort of overcome when I was with Jeff – I told you about that – but I...I don't know...I had no idea it was like that! I can't believe that that was me...but I know that it was! I just can't recognize me with that look on my face – I was like a sex maniac or something!"
"You seemed to change when you started to suck his cock."
"Yeah, I know! That's just what happened when I did the homecoming scene and also the first night with Jeff, but I had no idea that it affected me that much. I just don't understand it! I've probably sucked your cock hundreds of times over the years and, remember, I sucked one other one while we were in school, but I never had a reaction like this! I...I do it for you, not to turn me on!"
"Well, it certainly more than just turned you on this time and once you were turned on, you were so hot that I didn't recognize you! I'll swear, when he had your legs up and spread, your cunt was so open that if you had tonsils they could have been seen through that hole! Gods, were you open – an elephant could have gotten into you!'
"Maybe not an elephant, but any of those massive things you see in porn movies could have. Something else, too. This had nothing to do with Jeff! I'm absolutely certain that right then, any man who had been there could have had me! And...and, maybe more than one! I was just a cunt that needed to be fucked! Oh, honey, this was amazing and I never had a feeling like that before."
"What happened the next time? Jeff fucked you four more times after that. Did you have the same reaction?"
"I...I really don't know – probably. Maybe not as intense. I don't know because I had no idea that I reacted that way this time. I do know that it was very good each time, but whether I went this wild... well, I just don't know! I just don't understand it because Jeff, himself, is just a friend and the only reason I had sex with him was so that you could fuck Millie and knock her up. Even after seeing this, I have no desire to do anything with him. This is just something in me and I don't know what it is!"
"Well, as I said a couple of times before about you, a very hot woman has hidden behind the upright, moral professional façade all these years! It turns out that that was a gross understatement! I think that it's a good thing that we watched this after the relationship with Millie and Jeff was over. You might have a hard time going to bed with him after seeing yourself in action!"
"That damn sure is the truth! I really don't like being that much out of control of myself even if the sex is amazing – which it was!"
"One thing we don't know, though. Was there something unique about sucking and being fucked by Jeff, or is this the way you would react if you were in bed with some other man?"
Katie looked at him with consternation on her face, at a loss for words. "Why did you have to think of that? Damn,...I don't know! I can't believe I acted this way with Jeff, so, who knows. It's a scary thought but it's purely hypothetical since I never intend to be in bed with another man again!"
"Oh, I don't know." Giving her his best Snidely Whiplash leer, he continued, "Didn't you say that if Jane and Tony come to visit us for you to "lower her tension" so she can get pregnant again, that you might have to keep him busy while I fuck her? Now you could keep him company in one of our other bedrooms while I do my duty!"
"You know, you're a cruel man! You just enjoy tormenting me with those hypothetical questions to which there is no answer and that you know I will worry about." She stared at him fixatedly and then responded with a grin, "On the other hand, I do like Tony! We'll see!"
Katie and Matt watched their personal porn recordings several times before departing on their next cruise, the western Caribbean out of Fort Lauderdale, but probably the most satisfying thing during their time in the condo was getting a message that Jeff had, in fact, won the lottery and that Millie was pregnant. Both of them were effusive in expressing their gratitude to Katie for making it possible. Oddly enough, Jeff got no appreciation for his stalwart efforts on their behalf! About nine months later Jeffrey Mathew Anderson was born, so he got some recognition.
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One thing that is evident in life is that some people, for whatever reason, have fortune smiling on them. They are born in the right circumstances and things over which they have no control just break the right way. Then, if you add the willingness of that person to add hard work to the equation, you would expect that person to be highly successful in his or her endeavors. Of course, such a person can run into roadblocks and disappointments, but with intelligence and perseverance, they usually win out in the end.
If you were attempting to try to find a person who embodied this combination of fortune and dedication, you would be hard pressed to find a better exemplar than Dwayne Jeffery Anderson, nicknamed Jeff because he never liked Dwayne. He was born into a wealthy and stable family - his father the senior partner in a highly prestigious law firm in Miami and his parents celebrated their 35th anniversary not long ago. No crises, no trauma. He has a twin brother, Don, but they are fraternal twins and don't really look alike or have the same interests. Still, they were very close and there was no sibling rivalry. Don followed their father into law while Jeff ultimately became a software engineer.
He floated through high school with ease, playing tennis and basketball - moderate success as a 6"1" and 175 pound guard. He was reasonably good looking and with this, combined with athletics and excellent grades, one would have expected him to cut a wide swath through impressed girls, but, to their collective dismay, he really wasn't particularly interested. He certainly wasn't immune to their appeal, but his real fascination was everything connected to understanding and working with computers! Inevitably, he entered college with a major in computer science.
One of the best things about enrolling in a selective and specialized major is the people you deal and work with. The classes are small and intense and you really get to know the others. At his university, there was great emphasis on joint problem solving and students just gravitated to others who thought as they did and with whom they were comfortable. Groups were self-selected and tended to become relatively permanent and competed with other groups to find the best solutions to the assigned problems. Consequently, in Jeff's case, every time a new problem was presented, there were four other individuals that he automatically looked to: Janice Sunderland, Rob Simpkins, Chris Edwards and Norm Watson.
I guess that you could call them nerds or geeks although those terms are frequently used in a derogatory way. People think of geeks as being wispy little people, frequently with round glasses with thick lenses, and no interest in anything but computers, software, etc. This group actually would spend Saturday night working on software or an algorithm that fascinated them instead of partying, so I guess that they met the criteria for being geeks! On the other hand, Jeff played intermural basketball and tennis. Norm and Chris spent hours developing extremely complicated practical jokes, while Jan was trying the almost impossible task of minoring in English Literature despite the stiff requirements of a computer major. The only one of them who was a real geek was Rob who just delighted in the most minute details of software writing.
A word about Jan in this basically masculine group. While Jeff became the unofficial leader of the group, it was Jan who, in some ways, was the glue that held them together - or maybe the oil that helped them work as a unit. She was at least as intelligent and productive as any of the rest and had no hesitation in getting her points across in arguments, but she was the one who defused the tension when the inevitable disputes arose. She was only 5' 2" and about 110 pounds but when she spoke, the others listened. She was pretty and cute, not beautiful, and with a very nice figure. She was slim with decent sized breasts, but her personality was her principle asset - people just liked her!
It's funny, but the other three rarely thought of her as a woman and, when they did, it was as if she were a sister, a brilliant sister. Jeff's view of her was different. He was well aware of her as a woman and certainly was attracted to her. In addition, it was clear that she saw him as more than just one of the group. The closest that anything came of that was a few kisses and a little groping at a party. They quickly pulled back from that temptation, both suddenly fearing that it was the wrong path for them. They felt that would be wrong to risk a sincere, deeply felt friendship for the momentary pleasure of a sexual hookup and the inevitable problems that would bring. However, while Jeff became as close to the three men as he was to his brother, he never saw Jan as a sister!
In any case, the five of them became a very cohesive group and when graduation approached, they jointly decided to continue for master's degrees. The impetus was that the university had a program stressing innovation and entrepreneurship, even providing seed money. They had been working on a software project in their senior year which they completed and which was moderately successful when put on the market. With the good fortune that seemed to follow Jeff, the program filled a small hole in a new Microsoft project. To their utter shock, Microsoft purchased it from them for twelve million dollars!
Now, twelve million dollars for Microsoft is equivalent to the change you'll find under a couch cushion and their program disappeared into its maw without a ripple. However it was the start of a very successful career for the five of them. They took a million apiece, returned the university's seed money twice over and invested the rest into their own software company. Three years later it was a growing concern in their own modern building (bought cheaply during Florida's building crisis) with five fulltime employees. They were good at solving software problems for other companies as well as developing several well received projects of their own. By most people's standards they were already rich - that original one million dollar payout ensured that - and more was flowing in. They were good at what they did and their client list, and income, continued to grow.
So, at the age of 25-26, they were well on their way to real wealth, but they were still geeks or nerds in terms of their actual interests. No wild parties, no flamboyant display of their riches. Rob, the least likely of all, had married and he and his wife had a child, but the others remained single and immersed themselves in their work. There were two exceptions to this. One was Jan, a young and pretty woman with more diverse interests (as shown by her undergraduate English minor) who had a more diverse social life - dating but with no serious involvement.
The other exception was Jeff. As their business grew, they had moved from a simple partnership to a LLC, in which they had to name officers and he became the president - a title no one else coveted - and, thus, the public representative of their company. His name and picture appeared a few times in the local financial pages and, of necessity, he attended a number of social events. These were basically boring occasions during which he met people whose names he usually promptly forgot, but there was one such situation in which fortune seemed to be still smiling at him!
He was standing at a deadly cocktail party, a flat, diluted-by-ice, drink in his hand talking to a pompous local official when he looked up and was mesmerized by one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen - THE most beautiful as far as he was concerned! He managed to be introduced to her, finding that her name was Diane Alice Fourey who had a mid-level job at a local advertising agency. He had a brief, meaningless conversation with her before she turned to another guest. It appeared that he had had no impact on her, but he was captivated as he watched her mingle with the crowd.
His infatuation grew in the next few weeks when she seemed to turn up at wherever he went. They had brief conversations which became quite friendly and he began looking for her when he attended an event. Finally, after one of these impromptu meeting she laughed and asked, "Are you stalking me? I seem to see you everywhere I go!"
"No, but I was beginning to think that you were tracking me, not the other way around!" Then, with more aplomb than was normal for him, he wittingly replied. "Anyway, since we always seem to end up in the same place by accident, why don't we take advantage of the situation and have dinner together tonight?"
It wasn't much of a pick-up line, but it worked and one date led to another. Jeff certainly had experience with women, but most of his relationships were one-time affairs with no real meaning. Now he was with a beautiful, charming and beguiling woman. Perhaps it would be more accurate to say "seductive" woman because, in fact, he was seduced! Regardless of the terminology, however, this relationship flowered into love, at least on his part, very rapidly. There was no omen, no premonition, to give him warning, but that long winning streak of good fortune was at its end, although it was almost two years before the axe fell!
There was only one problem that marred this very happy relationship - sex! That, of course is never a small problem, but, in this case, it was not a deal breaker since there was the promise of future pleasure. They had progressed swiftly to the first stages of intimacy before Diane called a halt. They had passed through the groping and kissing preliminaries and the point had been reached where she was lying nude on the bed in his small condo. It turned out that the promise shown by her clothed figure had, if anything, understated the reality.
She lay there, obviously embarrassed by her nudity, but, at the same time, enjoying the rapt attention shown by her potential lover. She preened a bit, her eyes modestly averted, as his eyes roamed over her, taking in the arousing scene before him. Her breasts were firm looking with deep pink nipples projecting upwards, set off by slightly paler aureoles. The breasts were large, but not overly so, perfectly matched to the size of her delectable body. He had seen and felt them before, but now, for the first time, all her charms were on display. His eyes were drawn inexorably downward, over her flat stomach to a neat triangle of blond hair only slightly darker than that on her head. Her legs were modestly held together, hiding the treasure between her thighs, but the promise was there.
Overall, from her beautiful face to her graceful legs and feet, a man could hardly feel more fortunate, or aroused, as he realized that this perfection was there for him. Needless to say, Jeff's cock was rigid with his desire as he came down on the bed beside her. Unfortunately, it was at that point that he was dealt a major disappointment as Diane reluctantly drew a line limiting his pleasure.
Hesitantly she almost whispered, "Wait a minute, Jeff darling. I...I have to say something that hurts me, but I just have to tell you. I don't have much experience as far as sex is concerned. My upbringing was very conservative and...and I did absolutely nothing through high school. I did do a few things in college, but I had a very serious experience that...scared me...and made me...well, reluctant, I guess ...oh, damn it, I'm saying this all wrong. Ok, here's the situation - I'm sort of half a virgin! I know that that is impossible, but that's the way I feel. I've never told anyone about this before, not even my parents! Definitely not my parents - there would have been a swat squad called in!
"I was at a party at a fraternity my freshman year and I had been drinking a bit, but I wasn't drunk. My friends had been teasing me, calling me a prude, among other things, and I had decided to become more liberal now that I was away from home. This guy was kissing and feeling me and...and I got pretty hot...and he got my panties off. I was totally inexperienced and before I realized what he was doing, he...this is hard to admit...he got my legs up and penetrated me with his cock! Gods, it hurt and that woke me up and I was able to roll off the bed and get him out of me. It was just in and out! He didn't really screw me, but he did get in. I grabbed my shoes and ran out, leaving my panties behind.
"I walked home to the dorm, leaving the other girls behind, and I swore to God that no other man would be in me until I was married and that would be the last man to do so! I...I've never been tempted to violate that vow until now. Oh, I want to...I really want to...but I know that I would hate myself and feel very, very bad about us afterwards! I'll...I'll do anything else that you want, but I just can't go all the way! I'm sorry!"
Jeff was, of course, touched by her admission - if she had been screwed it wouldn't have shocked or surprised him or, actually, mattered to him. However, her almost tearful description of her experience and her obvious desire to have sex with him removed any feeling of rejection that he might have had and made having her as a wife even more desirable. There's the old maxim about sex before marriage that is appropriate here: "why buy the cow if you can get the milk free." Well, Diane certainly wasn't a cow but she wasn't giving milk, or anything else, away free! Marriage was the price and Jeff was ready to pay!
However, it must be said that Diane lived up to her promise that she would do anything else that Jeff wanted - as a sample of what marriage would bring. Without hesitation she reached down and grasped his tumescent cock and began lightly stroking it while giving him a high intensity kiss. Breaking away she slid down and, without urging, began to run her tongue up and down the shaft while, at the same time moving her hand to his balls, cupping and delicately fondling them.
The head of his cock was seeping pre-cum and she swiped her tongue over it before looking up at him impishly, saying, "I'm new at this. I hope I do it right!" With that brief comment, she took the head into her mouth, her tongue swirling over it before she gradually went deeper. She slowly took more into her mouth, going down smoothly and lightly sucking as she pulled back. Jeff responded more and more vigorously, lying back and enjoying the sensations at first but beginning to move rhythmically as his arousal mounted.
As his movements accelerated, Diane matched them. She took the cock deeper and deeper until the head slid into her throat. As he approached climax, she plunged deeper until her mouth touched hic pubic hair while, at the same time, her hand began squeezing his balls harder. Suddenly, the inevitable happened and Jeff exploded. The first charge went directly down her throat and she took it without choking, but then she pulled back so that the following jets of cum shot into her mouth. She swallowed with ease, but toward the end she suddenly gasped and choked and a small amount of cum seeped out of her mouth and coated her chin.
Jeff collapsed as his heartbeat and breathing returned to normal. He looked up and saw Diane still kneeling between her legs, a timorous, diffident expression on her face. She had wiped her mouth, but a small drop of cum still clung to her chin. Hesitating, she finally spoke. "I...I didn't expect that. I...I didn't know that you were going to explode like that, but I tried to...to stay there and make it feel good. Did...did I do it all right?"
Now, it is hard to believe that any man would not be aware that he had just been serviced by an expert and very experienced cocksucker. She had taken him deep into her throat without gagging. She swallowed his cum without choking of revulsion. Then, when it was almost over, the last remnants of his discharge caused her to have a patently false choking episode. However, throughout history, besotted, love-struck men have overlooked the most obvious evidence of their lovers' deceptions, even blatant adultery. That was the case here.
Jeff had just enjoyed the best cocksucking of his life, by far, and here was his innocent girlfriend, his cum still on her face, looking up at him, nervous and apprehensive that she hadn't done it well enough! She didn't criticize him for cumming in her mouth without warning. She swallowed almost every drop without complaint. When it was too much and she gagged and choked at the end, she made no protest. She had just proved that she would do everything for him! In some ways this was the confirmation that she was the one for him, his bride-to-be!
Reaching down, he pulled her up to him. He grabbed a tissue and lovingly cleaned the remaining residue from her face, assuring her that she was wonderful and that, in fact, she had done far better than just "all right!" After further affirmation of how fantastic she had been, Jeff proceeded to return the favor.
He fondled and squeezed her breasts while kissing and sucking her nipples. At the same time, his hand slid through her triangle of pubic hair and began teasing her clit. Her legs spread slightly to give his fingers more room and, accepting the invitation, those fingers delved deeper, exploring downwards before returning to her clit. As her arousal mounted and her legs separated further, he rose up and moved to the bottom of the bed. Kneeling between her legs, he reached under her calves and lifted up and outward, seeing, for the first time, that most intimate part of her body.
Unlike her breasts, it would be hard to describe her vagina, i.e. her cunt, as beautiful, but it was as perfect an example as you could find. In so many women, the cunt lips are asymmetrical, one larger than the other or one being pendulous. Diane's was neat. At rest and unaroused, it was a mound of lightly haired, resilient flesh, divided vertically by what is universally referred to as a "slit." When Jeff looked at it for the first time, however, the arousal had already taken place and the lips of the slit had opened like the petals of a flower, revealing the secret opening into her body.
The outer-lips had pulled back, followed by the inter-lips, both a deep blood-red color, glistening with preparative lubrication seeping from the small dark hole that was the path to her sexual center. Jeff gazed at her cunt for thirty seconds or so and then leaned in and applied his tongue, first to her clit and then licking downward. He put his mouth into the open gash between the lips and plunged his tongue as deeply as possible into the wet and welcoming hole. For the next several minutes he explored her crotch, alternating between kissing and sucking her clit with stroking his tongue into and through the channel formed by the cunt lips.
Finally, as she began pre-orgasmic moves, he fastened his lips on her clit while running his fingers through that channel. His well-lubricated fingers slid easily through the area, the tips sinking into her hole as they went by, pausing at the perineum and returning. He caressed her asshole in passing and, briefly, sought to insert a fingertip, but her reaction definitely was negative so he left that area alone.
The reaction at her other hole, however, was unambiguously positive as he sank one and then two fingers in with no problem at all. A combination of licking and putting pressure on the clit and a vigorous finger-fucking of her cunt finally brought a surge of excitement and orgasm to her. Her hips flexed six inches off of the bed and then froze there as her climax was reached. She slumped down and they lay together, sated and relaxed.
That day was extremely satisfying to Jeff, and confirmed his belief that this was the woman for him. He had been charmed by her company before and their sexual compatibility had been delightfully confirmed. She was beautiful and obviously as charmed by him as he was of her - what more could he ask? Well, he could have asked himself about how such an inexperienced woman could perform cocksucking like a pro? Or, he might have wondered how "a half a virgin" whose sole experience was a painful, one time momentary penetration, could have two fingers thrust into her with no discomfort at all?



Those were the questions he never asked, of course, and at the time everything seemed perfect and, as things became more serious, Jeff brought Diane to meet his partners and she was charming as well as beautiful. As might be expected, the partners were impressed, with Chris jokingly asking afterwards, "What or earth can a woman who looks like that see in you? She must be after your money!" Everyone laughed but, in private conversations after Jeff left, that point was made more seriously.
Norm spoke first, commenting, "She certainly is beautiful and has a sexy figure and she seems very friendly and nice. Jeff is head over heels in love with her, but it is all really fast. You were kidding, Chris, but I think that you may be right. Frankly, she doesn't seem to be the type that Jeff would appeal to. He's a wonderful person, but he's quiet, not flashy and flashy is what I would expect to appeal to her."
Jan spoke up, agreeing with Norm. "I agree that she seems really nice and friendly and she obviously dotes on Jeff, but somehow I get the feeling that something is not quite right. Almost as if she is acting - a bit overdone."
Rob laughed at her, saying, "Come on, Jan, you're just jealous! You just didn't like the way she was fawning over Jeff."
"I am not jealous...ok, I'm jealous, but that doesn't change things. I hope I'm wrong, but I still felt that she was acting a part to win us over".
Finally Chris chimed in supporting Jan's view. I was kidding in part about being after his money, but only in part. I talked to a guy in the place where she works and it appears that she is mostly eye-candy. He had nothing really negative to say except that she is very ambitious. She got her current job by playing up to the bosses, but you can't really blame her for that."
"You're right, I guess, but I just don't like manipulative women who exploit their femininity to get ahead. Maybe as a woman myself I can picture her doing that and I don't like it. Anyway, Jeff is our friend and partner and I wouldn't like seeing him conned! However, I do know that any woman who is meeting a guy's friends for the first time is likely to go overboard to impress them, so I'll try to reserve judgment."
The conversation went on for some time with, of course, no consensus about Diane's real goals and intentions. They undoubtedly would have been interested in knowing that the same concerns and doubts were being discussed at almost the same time between Jeff's father and his brother Don. As lawyers, their main topic was the financial aspects if the romance went further. As his father said, "I'm always a bit suspicious about a whirlwind romance when there is a lot of money involved. She is very likable, though, and says all the right things, but I wish that Jeff would slow down and we all could get to know her better before they take the next step. One of the drawbacks of being a lawyer is that you become cynical and suspicious about peoples motives."
"Yeah! Particularly when a beautiful young woman with little money suddenly appears and captivates a rich young man!"
"Exactly! I'm going to take her at face value and welcome her as a prospective daughter-in-law, but I'm going to do my due diligence and take precautions."
There was no slowing down and two weeks later, Diane's finger sported a large diamond engagement ring and a wedding was scheduled. Any doubts were put aside, at least in public, and Diane was welcomed into the family at home and the partnership at work. However, doing that due diligence in the weeks leading up to the wedding, Jeff's father casually commented, "Oh, by the way, I have a prenuptial agreement prepared for you to sign. We want to get that out of the way."
There was a flash of a grimace on Diane's face which cleared rapidly as Jeff immediately insisted, "Oh, I don't need one of those!"
His father laughed, saying, "You've got the wrong idea, son. You don't need a prenup agreement, but Diane does. It's a fact of life that people gossip and speculate. When a man or woman who is of ordinary means marries someone who is wealthy, inevitably the assumption is made that he or she is marrying him or her for their money. The woman often is referred to, insultingly, as a gold digger and I assume that there are equally derogatory terms for men. However, as soon as it is known that a prenuptial agreement has been signed, that issue is cleared up and the gossip ends. I'm sure that Diane would be relieved to get that stigma removed, wouldn't you, dear?"
Diane's mouth smiled, but a close inspection would have picked up that her eyes divulged a completely different message. "Oh, that would work perfectly! I'm sure that there is a lot of jealousy out there because of Jeff's success. I think that prenup would remove any thought that it's only his money that appeals to me - although I'll admit that being the wife of a rich man does have its appeal! I'm proud of him and I'll be able to brag about my husband while spending large amounts of money!" This last was spoken humorously while clinging adoringly on his arm, demonstrating her sincere acceptance of her future father-in-law's suggestion.
"Yes, we're all proud of him. I'm still embarrassed when I think of the times I tried to get him to go into the law where the money was and quit playing with his computer and doodling around with games, programing and such. Now, it's 'my son the millionaire!'
Later, when alone, Diane reluctantly admitted to Jeff that, while she recognized that his father was right and that the prenuptial agreement shielded her from the gold digger gossip, but it still carried an element of doubt about her feelings for him. As she insisted, it wasn't a big deal but it did bother her a bit. Jeff, of course, reassured her immediately and promised that after their newlywed period was past and they were an established married couple, they would quietly cancel that agreement and blend their resources.
That potentially controversial topic settled, the way was cleared and wedding plans were completed. A month later the big event occurred followed by an excellent honeymoon in France. However, the night before the flight to Paris, they stayed in a luxurious suite in a Miami hotel where Diane's semi-virginal status was irrevocably changed. The bride was beautiful, wearing a sheer white peignoir and nightgown that both revealed and hid the charms beneath. Later, she presented a delectable and desirable picture as she, once again, lay naked on the bed. With her marital status confirmed and her oath to God fulfilled, there was no obstacle to her first sexual intercourse.
As Jeff approached her, his cock was, as would be assumed, rigid and prepared for her first real penetration - other than that admitted indiscretion at the fraternity house years ago. Following a considerable amount of erotic and loving foreplay, Jeff finally mounted his lovely bride and his cock slide with ease into Diane's aroused and well lubricated cunt. There was no slow, inch-by-inch insertion as might have been expected for a nearly virginal vagina, no gasp of pain as the walls were stretched for the first time since that brief fraternity experience.
A less besotted and love-struck groom in a similar situation might well have questioned his bride's veracity about her past, but such suspicions never crossed Jeff's mind. If he had speculated about the ease of entry, which he hadn't, he undoubtedly would have assumed that she was so aroused by him and the situation that the normal barriers to penetration were overcome.
Now, it may seem that Jeff was unbelievably naïve and that the signs of her mendacity were too obvious to miss. However, it should be pointed out that throughout human history the ability of otherwise competent and observant men to miss the most obvious evidence of the deceptions and deceitfulness of their wives or lovers is unlimited. Think of Samson and Delilah. Think of the role of Mata Hari and other women spies who successfully seduced men who by nature were suspicious of everyone. In the modern world, reflect on the number of men blindsided by inconvertible evidence that their supposedly loving wives were unfaithful. More pertinent here, think of the number of rich men who deeply regretted that their lawyers hadn't insisted on a prenuptial agreement as their assets disappear in a divorce court!
So, while Jeff certainly was naïve and unobservant, you need to cut him some slack, for seductive women throughout history have trapped far more experienced men in the webs they weave. In his case, he was fortunate that his lawyers, his father and brother, had his back and had protected him with that shield of a prenup. Jeff was young, not naturally cynical, and, despite his wealth, didn't really see himself as a rich man who had to protect himself from charlatans - or gold diggers!
In any case, despite Diane's prevarications and her true intentions, the first year of married life for Jeff was idyllic. She may not have been, actually wasn't, in love with him as he was with her, but she enjoyed sex. Consequently, their honeymoon in France was everything he could want. Being a conniving, greedy woman doesn't mean that she couldn't enjoy being a tourist, particularly since money wasn't an issue. Jeff treated her like a queen and she found his company quite pleasant.
For Jeff, things were perfect: a lot of sex, fascinating sights and experiences, the company of his beautiful new bride - a prescription for happiness. On returning home to Florida normal married life followed the same pattern. She greeted him with a smile and a kiss when they met. She listened to his day's events, agreed with his views and, in general, was the perfect wife. Equally, or perhaps, more important, she was always open for sex and responded eagerly to his endeavors. It was a good and harmonious relationship.
It was the same thing when it came to money. The first significant thing they bought was a new house - his small condo was hardly suited for married life. He let her make the choice and, while it certainly wasn't what he would have chosen - a typical Florida mini-mansion - he accepted it. Set in a sweeping, manicured lawn and a circular driveway, it had the inevitable pretentious entrance opening into a vast, equally pretentious hotel-sized atrium with a twenty-foot ceiling containing a curved staircase that one could picture Scarlet O'Hara floating down in her balloon-type hoop skirt. Diane loved it and its fourteen rooms and six baths! It was ostentatious and Jeff was a bit embarrassed by it when showing to his partners, but it wasn't really important to him. (As Jan privately commented, sarcastically, to Don, "Not bad for a starter home! I can't wait for when she thinks that they need more room and they get a bigger place!")
Jeff also wasn't particularly concerned with the expenditure of money. Diane jokingly had commented that being the wife of a rich man did have its appeal! As she said, "I'm proud of him and I'll be able to brag about my husband while spending large amounts of money!" Actually, Diane was reasonably frugal - well, for the wife of a millionaire, anyway. However, the total she spent per month was considerable, particularly when she was furnishing the house. She retained her own credit card, several local store cards and a bank account from before they were married - the only change being replacing her birth name, Fourey, with her married name, Anderson.
They planned to get joint accounts eventually, but she didn't push the idea for she was happy with the current arrangement. All the bills came to her and she simply turned them over to Jeff's financial manager who paid them without comment. In addition, when she told him that her bank account was low, he, following Jeff's instructions, sent a deposit to fatten it up. By the end of their first year of marriage, that account was over $100,000.00 and growing rapidly! There was no checking up because Jeff trusted her! This was better than joint accounts which would show real totals!
With the house furnished, her largest expenditure was on clothes and shoes. She had an immense walk-in closet and seemed determined to fill it. When they moved in, she hung her clothes in one end, hardly noticeable in the space available. Shopping in the up-scale stores, new clothes were placed next to the old ones and the closet was gradually filled. When married, she had around ten pair of shoes, a collection the soon reached twenty-five. These expenditures were not completely out of line with other women in what was now her financial status, and she loved it. She would look in her closet and compare the relatively small amount of clothes she had come in with and what she now had and gloated over the difference. She was very happy!
However, she was still vexed by that prenuptial agreement that limited her potential position. She tried to delicately bring up the idea of canceling that agreement, but she certainly didn't want to appear eager. In any case, she wasn't as predatory as perhaps it sounds. She had arranged a comfortable marriage with Jeff and had no thought of changing that. She was financially and socially set with a compliant husband that left her free to live as she wished. No job, no bosses to play up to "earn" promotions or raises - just playing the role of a devoted, loving wife!
But, she was playing a role! Jeff was a means to an end, the supporting actor in her life! She was completely self-centered and a realist and she recognized that she might get tired of that role or her acquiescent husband might change when tempted by a new, younger version of herself. She wanted that prenup removed as a protection against any future marital disruption. In the meantime she would play the role while indulging in the opportunities presented.
For Jeff, life was perfect. He loved his wife, loved his work - he didn't even see it as work - and loved his partners as very dear friends! Despite their early questioning of Diane and her motives, they had come to accept that their initial reservations had been proved wrong and, while their contact with her was limited, she had made Jeff happy. One day after a meeting on some legal issues in Jan's office, Don stayed behind to talk. "Jan, may I ask you a personal question?"
Jan looked at him quizzically. "Sure you may, Don, but I may not answer!"
"Good enough. Why didn't you and Jeff get together? I assumed, as I think the others did, that you two were perfect for each other and I was certain that you would end up as my sister-in-law. What happened?"
She looked at him intensely for thirty seconds or more, contemplating whether to answer. Her expression had morphed from curiosity to sadness. Finally, she replied, "That really is a personal question, but, since it's you and I know that you truly care, I'll answer it. Jeff and I hit it off as freshmen and by the time we were seniors, our friendship was a very loving one. But, it was a friendship, nothing more intimate. However, one night after a party we were on the verge of taking the next step. The problem was that we were young and inexperienced and both of us tended to be guided by logic, not emotions. We were at the brink and we both pulled away, fearful that our deep and loving friendship would be hurt if things didn't work out, physically and emotionally.
"I believe that we both expected things to work out between us and, by the time we had our masters and the future looked really bright, we were moving toward being together - I certainly was and I'm sure that Jeff was too. I think that we both came close to breeching the self-imposed wall between us, but we never did, although it was close. I assumed that it was a matter of time. I'm kicking myself for waiting for him to make the move which he came close to doing. We had a sort of date scheduled for my birthday and if he didn't finally get up the nerve, damn it, I was going to do it. Then, Diane swooped in and swept Jeff off of his feet. Look, I have no false modesty. I'm quite pretty and my figure attracts looks, but I'm not a glamorous showgirl and Diane is! I swear that she hypnotized him with her looks, her figure and her vitality! How could I fight that?
"I thought that she was a conniving bitch who was after his money. He was a ripe target with his money and all of the publicity there was about our firm's success. I honestly thought that he would come to his senses and see her for what she was. Then, she voluntarily signed that prenuptial agreement, giving up her claim to his money or his stake in our partnership. They were married, and as far as I can tell, she has been a perfect, undemanding wife for him. Every time I see him he seems very happy and satisfied.
"So, to be honest, I love him and wish that I actually could be your sister-in-law, but I care too much for him not to be pleased at how his life is working out. Am I jealous of her? You're damn right I am, but I'll hide it."
Don reached over and embraced her, saying regretfully, "Ok, honey, I'm just sorry things didn't turn out the way they should have and thank you for honestly explain the situation. I know it was hard to say those things. Frankly, your evaluation of her was exactly the same as mine and I agree that I'm surprised at how wrong we, actually all of us, were." He kissed her on the cheek and left, both regretting what might have been.
As said before, for Jeff, life was near flawless. He begrudged time away from work and time away from Diane, but even that worked out perfectly. He could work from anywhere with his mind, a laptop and the internet, so two or three days a week he would join Diane and do something together- mostly going to the beach. That may seem to be a somewhat pedestrian activity, but it was something that they both genuinely enjoyed. Jeff would work at the office until around 11:00, drive home and pick up Diane and a lunch that she, or, more likely, their cook-housekeeper, had prepared and head for the beach.
It was a beautiful beach, about five miles from their house. It technically was a private beach, with access to it from the parking lots of several resort hotels which maintained it for their clients. The entry to it that Jeff preferred was a path which was almost a tunnel through a thicket of sea grapes, shrub pines and tall grasses. It came out on a wide, long sandy beach, bordered by the shore on one side and a solid barrier of that thicket on the other. The maintenance crew had trimmed the thicket and sculptured it into hundreds of little semi-private alcoves, as they called them, so that you could lay a blanket down and have greenery on three sides and the ocean view on the other.
It was a mile-long beach with several entrances with the only problem a beach-goer would have was finding their own alcove when coming out of the water, particularly if the current and wind had taken them down the shore. This problem had been solved by leaving some areas wild as dividers and by placing different colored trash barrels near different alcoves. Very decorative and efficient and removing any concern about finding their place after swimming.
They settled into a routine: cooler, laptop, beach shoes, books, towels, blanket, etc. piled on a beach cart. Jeff would then drag the cart through the sand, its wheels leaving tracks marking the path to whichever area was empty, leading Diane to laugh, saying "We don't need bread crumbs to find our way, you're blazing the trail!" Jeff's inevitable reply was, "I'm going to get a new cart - one with fat wheels that actually turn in the sand!" He never did.
They would swim for a while and Jeff would jog down the beach and back. Other people seemingly came to the beach on the same schedule and they came to recognize the regulars. Jeff had enjoyed golf frisbee while in college and one of those regulars was a man who had played before. They met regularly and ran each other around with vigorous throws. After this energetic exercise, Jeff and Denise would eat lunch and he would start to do some work on his laptop. However, he inevitably would fall deeply asleep for at least an hour while Diane read a romance novel beside him. It always required a major effort on her part to awaken him. It became a normal part of their routine, something they laughed about together.



The frisbee player, whose name turned out to be Justin Reynolds, seemed to show up almost every time Jeff and Diane came to the beach. Eventually, Jeff introduced him to her and, while she was polite when he was there, referred to him, rather scathingly as a "beach bum" after he left. Beach bum or not, Jeff obviously didn't care and their games continued. A week or so later, as they ate, Jeff told Diane, "You've been wrong about Justin. It turns out that he is not a beach bum at all. He runs a small landscaping business, mostly lawn mowing and he takes off in the middle of the day when it's so hot."
Obviously that changed Diane's evaluation of Justin and she became much friendlier after that. A couple of weeks later when she complained to Jeff that the people mowing their lawn were really careless with their shrubs, he said that he would see if Justin wanted the job. The answer was yes and he even rearranged his schedule so that he would finish their lawn in the morning so that he would continue to be on the beach at the same time. Diane was happy with the condition of the lawn and Jeff was pleased to have his exercise partner still available. In fact, on one occasion when Justin had completed work on their lawn and was planning on joining them on the beach, Jeff suggested that they just take his car and leave Justin's truck at the house until they came back. That became the pattern whenever beach time matched the lawn mowing schedule. Very friendly and convivial.
So, their beach recreation was good, there were no money problems and there were no difficulties of a personal (or sexual) nature as they approached their first anniversary. Oh, there was too much social activity for Jeff - meeting and talking to people in which he had no interest because Diane loved that part of life - but he accepted that as part of marriage's compromises. Basically, however, everything was good.
Nonetheless, as time passed, Jeff found himself disturbed by something, but he had no idea of what. It obviously was nothing of significance because he couldn't even put his finger on it or could even be sure that anything actually was wrong. However, something had triggered a vague feeling that everything wasn't as it should be - but the cause of that disturbance eluded him. It just rested there in his mind like a ghost with no substance.
Then, suddenly one day, that ghost took on corpulence and became very real and very disturbing. They had been with a casual woman friend, really an acquaintance, of Diane's at a social event, something that Jeff hated and Diane loved. He wasn't really listening to their conversation - frankly, he wasn't interested - but suddenly something happened that drew his attention. The woman made some comments about something that she believed in and Diane agreed vociferously, even adding supporting evidence. Jeff was watching her face, and he saw sincerity written all over it.
Suddenly, in an epiphany, that vague feeling of uneasiness crystalized and no longer was hidden back in his subconscious mind. He knew for a fact that Diane disagreed 100% with the woman's point of view, yet he had just seen and heard her give her unalloyed support for that belief. The individual act that evening was not of great importance in itself and perhaps could be excused as common behavior that makes social life more harmonious. However, it brought into focus a problem that he certainly never consciously would have seen as a problem - his home life was totally void of controversy and that he and Denise agreed on everything!
He never had been aware of that as a problem - who would - but he also knew, subconsciously, that things don't work like that in the real world. If she could agree so convincingly and sincerely about something she disliked intensely when talking to an acquaintance, could she do the same thing when talking to her husband? Almost certainly yes!
Jeff tried not to overreact to this revelation, but one of the things that had made their marriage so happy for him was that they almost always were on the same page and thought the same way. Now, no matter what it was, he found himself testing her reaction, trying to measure her sincerity. He was uncomfortable with doing that, but he couldn't help himself.
Things changed as a result although she never seemed to notice. He always, in the past, had been very observant with everything and everybody, but had accepted her at face value as people in love are likely to do. Now he learned to recognize little clues that separated her genuine feelings from what he came to think of as her "acting mode." She always seemed to have enjoyed hearing him discuss his work and its problems, but he discerned that her interest in it was feigned. More significantly, sex diminished when the signs revealed when she was humoring him and frequently really uninterested. Bluntly, he felt that he was being patronized
The result of this more open-eyed evaluation of Diane and their life was the recognition of how little they actually had in common. She loved big parties and events while he preferred smaller, quieter, and more intimate get-to-gathers. He preferred clean, comfortable, modern architecture and they lived in a pretentious mini-mansion with formal, ornate French provincial furniture. It is said, of course, that opposites attract - but that doesn't mean that it necessarily works in a marriage. Still, despite all of these differences, Jeff made concessions and accepted, at least in part, that her acting was an effort to make him happy by agreeing with him and doing what he wanted to do. All marriages involve compromises and he certainly was willing to do so.
So, he spent more time working and less with her. He had worked from home often to be with her - at least nearby - but now his office and his partners had more appeal. She wasn't concerned by that, actually enjoying her other activities and friends when she was freer because of his absence. However, she continued playing the role of loving wife, but did so like an actress who reads the lines perfectly but puts no feeling into the part.
However, things continued harmoniously on the surface, but there were few common interests that they shared. However, there were still a few things that they still mutually enjoy and unquestionably the best of these was one that already has been described - going to the beach. The beach activities were fun and Jeff detected no phoniness in Denise's reactions as they played around. It was genuine pleasure on her part and he enjoyed that increasingly rare feeling of togetherness that had been normal their first year together. Unfortunately, the beach was where the next unexpected revelation occurred!
One of the realities of life is that one thing leads to another. If Jeff hadn't been disturbed by that vague feeling that something just didn't feel right, he never would have had that epiphany that led to him recognizing Diane's acting role in their relationship. Without that new questioning attitude, the next, far more significant disclosure might never have occurred.
It had been a good day at the beach, and it was clear that Diane was enjoying herself just as Jeff was. They had arrived and made their way through the passageway to an alcove. They had swum, Justin had showed up and he and Jeff had a vigorous game, making each other do a great deal of running. Justin left and Jeff and Denise had lunch, after which, as usual, he reclined with the expectation that shortly he would be sound asleep. He started to drift away as usual, but before nature took its course, he began thinking about a possible solution to a software problem that had been plaguing the team.
He undoubtedly would have fallen asleep in a few more minutes, but before he did so, he heard a man's voice whispering, "Can we go now? He's out." Shockingly, he heard Diane reply very softly, "I think so." With that, she reached over and shook Jeff's shoulder rather vigorously. Stunned by this whole episode, Jeff, without really thinking, didn't react. With that lack of response, Denise just said, "Ok."
Now, if in a normal voice Justin had simply asked if Diane wanted to walk down the beach while Jeff slept, he would have quietly dozed off with no concern. It was the surreptitious nature of that brief conversation that sent up a flare of suspicion. He continued breathing regularly although it was difficult to do. If his blood pressure had been taken, it probably would have been off the charts. His thoughts were swirling all over the place, but he never doubted that this was no innocent invitation to a walk on the beach!
Diane got up, grabbed a large towel and she and Justin quietly headed away from Jeff and their alcove without looking back. He stayed in place with his eyes slightly open, wondering what they had planned. He assumed that sex was involved, but none of the artificially created alcoves were really private and there were quite a few people on the beach. A walk to the other end of the mile long beach wasn't really feasible. As the couple moved further along, Jeff leaned out to follow them with his eyes and he saw them suddenly stop and look around. Seeing that they were unobserved, Justin turned toward the thicket and disappeared into it, followed by Diane. Startled, Jeff waited for them to reappear, but when they didn't, he slowly walked to where he had lost sight of them.
Suddenly, it all became clear! They had vanished into one of the areas left wild! He could see, from their foot prints in the sand, where they had gone in. He made no effort to follow them but he listened intently and thought he might have heard voices, but nothing intelligible. He looked around and mentally marked the spot to ensure that he could find it again and went back and lay down and waited. It was almost forty minutes later before Diane returned alone. She immediately glanced over to make sure that Jeff was still asleep. Satisfied, she put her shorts and top on over her bikini, sat and read a few pages in her book, relaxing from what Jeff assumed had been quite enjoyable exercise. She then shook him roughly, finally waking him from a deep sleep - or so she thought!
They packed up and went home with, not surprisingly, very little conversation. Jeff showered and sat alone in his study, trying to assimilate the shocking events of the day. He had discovered that much of her daily reactions, particularly with him, were artificial, but the thought of her having an affair had literally never crossed his mind and he honestly was completely stunned. He was also furious, humiliated, embarrassed, hurt, betrayed and probably other emotions. How does one react to having one's world dissolve around one? What Jeff didn't do was rage at his adulterous wife. He was mostly numb. The question, of course, was what's next!
The following day he was still numb in a way. Somehow he was able to keep his emotions bottled up and he concentrated on exactly what had happened yesterday. He drove back to the beach by himself and located the appropriate spot. At first he saw no opening but, pushing sideways, not straight ahead, he encountered an actual passageway over ten feet long leading to a sandy area, about 8' x 10', hidden in the middle of the wild thicket. Looking at it, Jeff was certain that this was where his wife had been fucked. That made it more real.
He left the beach and, finding the appropriate place on the parking lot side of the thicket, tried unsuccessfully to reach the center. Giving up, he drove into town and purchased a very small, very effective and very expensive wireless security camera. He returned and easily found a spot on a branch where the camera could be solidly fastened and sufficiently hidden while covering the whole area within its frame.
He went into an empty alcove, fired up his laptop and remotely triggered the camera after downloading its software. Immediately, the screen was filled, encompassing the entire 8' x 10' sand floor within the thicket. He tested the zoom and volume control and found that they worked perfectly. Leaving the camera in place, Jeff left and went to his office. He didn't get any work done, but he did a lot of thinking.
The following day started like so many before. Jeff and Diane arrived at the beach, he dragged the cooler cart through the sand with Diane joking, as she frequently did, that is they ever got lost, they could follow the tracks back to civilization. They swam for a while, ending up being pushed thirty yards down the beach by the current and locating their alcove by the color of the nearby trash can, azure blue this time. Diane made her normal comment that the alcove should have numbers on them. Everything was normal. Justin didn't show up which suited Jeff that day - it probably would have been awkward to face him so soon. They ate and Jeff prepared for his supposed nap.
He lay there, breathing as evenly as possible, wondering if anything was going to happen. About ten minutes later, he felt Denise lightly and then more vigorously shake him. With no response from him, she got up and left. Jeff peeked out and saw her joining Justin further down the beach. Show time! Certain that they wouldn't be coming back, he grabbed his laptop and triggered the camera just in time to see Justin slip in through the thicket followed by Denise. At that point Jeff got a surprise.
He expected the two lovers to embrace, kiss and do some preliminary groping and fondling before getting down to the real action. Instead, they were, seemingly, having a casual conversation while Denise carefully spread the towel on the sand. They then calmly undressed while continuing their conversation. Justin just dropped his pants onto the sand while Denise took off her bra and bikini bottom and placed them more neatly on a smooth rock opposite the entrance. There was no hurry or urgency to get together and it was obvious that they were not new, lust-driven lovers.
Jeff sat there, frozen, watching his wife. Actually, he had expected exactly what he was seeing, but expectation and reality were two difference things. His wife of just over a year, stripping and lying naked with an equally naked man, not in a fit of passion but in an established relationship. They were extremely comfortable with each other. When Justin began foundling her breasts, Denise hardly paid attention as she continued talking.
Inevitably, of course, the actions became more erotic as they began what they had come there for. The talking ceased as they kissed and Denise spread her legs, welcoming Justin's hand as it slipped between them. The foreplay didn't last long as both obviously were ready to move to the main event. As his wife raised and opened her legs and Justin mounted her, Jeff's mind involuntarily flashed back to her supposed semi-virginal status when he, himself, first penetrated her.
Ridiculous as it may seem, he, up until that moment, still had accepted Denise's story of her innocence before he and she were married. Suddenly, he saw their total relationship in a new light and the crumbling foundation of their marriage gave way completely. He had held on to the belief that something had happened to cause her to start an affair with Justin, but this was no inexperienced woman having a first affair. He really wasn't thinking - these were not coherent thoughts - but questions about her true sexual past were ready to be asked when his mind functioned again.
At that moment, his mind definitely was not functioning in a useful manner. He sat there on the ground, his laptop on the cooler, watching his wife being vigorously fucked by another man. He saw his wife on her back, her legs wide open and in the air while that man pummeled her cunt. And she was not just lying there being taken - she was giving as well as receiving as she humped up and down, meeting his inward plunges with surges of her own.
Jeff couldn't have looked away even if he had wanted to. It, in a way, was like watching a tragedy taking place in front of you - you want to turn away before the collision, but you just can't. So, he watched without moving as the fucking reached its climax and the lovers held together in orgasm. He knew that Justin was ejaculating inside of his wife, but all he could do is watch.
It was a weird situation as Denise and Justin slumped down, totally depleted by their efforts while, at the same moment, Jeff also slumped down, finally released from the hypnotic pull of his wife's adultery. They all recovered about the same time as Justin rolled off of Denise and they just lay there. Jeff suddenly remembered the remote controls and zoomed in for a closeup, showing Denise's well used cunt. In addition, he hadn't even thought of their conversation, but he raised the volume just in time to hear her say, "l wish that we had time to talk awhile, but I had better get back before Jeff wakes up."
Once again the casual relationship startled him. Without ceremony, they just got up, put on their suits, exchanged a brief kiss goodbye and Denise slipped out through the thicket. Jeff quickly closed down his laptop and rolled over as if asleep. Fresh from her adulterous rendezvous, his wife walked into the alcove, put on her top and shorts and, a few minutes later, wakened her husband, her face with an innocent and loving expression. No one, certainly not her trusting husband, would dream that her bikini bottom was being soaked with another man's cum at that moment! Unfortunately, from her point of view, that trusting husband no longer existed.
Jeff's reaction to seeing Denise being adulterously screwed surprised even himself. Oh, the fury and humiliation was still there. So also were the hurt and the anguish at being betrayed. Added to that was the utter disbelief that he could have been so gullible. At the moment that he got a glimpse of Denise's cunt as Justin came down on her he realized in a moment of truth that he really had been conned. As he lay there, supposedly asleep, he berated himself as he thought of the things that should have warned him. "How in the hell could I have been so stupid! The sad almost-virgin story that kept us from fucking before we were married! An almost virgin cunt that could take two fingers without wincing! A woman who had never sucked a cock giving a performance any pro would be proud of! How easy it was to get into her that first time after we were married!"
It was this self-disgust that plagued him at least as much as the scene he had watched. Oh, he was angry, he was mortified, he would have liked to have struck back somehow, but the oddest thing was that he had none of the rage you read about when a man discovers that his wife was unfaithful. The idea of smashing through that thicket and confronting Denise and Justin never crossed his mind. Even the sense of betrayal, while real, didn't motivate him. He never had been a "turn the other cheek" person, but he also never had been prone to precipitous actions. Thinking and analysis were more his style, but that night, lying beside Denise in bed, he questioned himself as to why he was taking her betrayal so relatively calmly.
In a moment of clarity, it finally came to him. When he watched on the laptop, he saw exactly what he had expected, his wife committing adultery. There was no shocking surprise as many men have had when unfaithfulness is discovered. However, it wasn't the frantic love-making that he anticipated and that, he decided, was the critical component that changed his whole attitude toward Denise. Maybe, just maybe, he could understand being suddenly overcome by physical attraction and have a purely sexual affair. This obviously was not that!
If he had discovered such an affair earlier, before being forced to recognize Denise's role playing, he might have rationalized it away. Maybe! But that was not the case. His feelings about her had already taken a real blow and the basis of their relationship, unknown to her, had been in precarious shape. Suddenly, he was faced with the undeniable fact that her adultery was nothing new and that she was completely comfortable with it. His eyes were finally open to the real situation and the real Denise - gold digger! There was no noise, no quaking of the ground, but, as said before, the foundation of their marriage crumbled at that moment. The only real question after that was how do you go about ending it?



Recalling Denise's comment that she wished that they had time to talk and curious about the depth of her involvement with Justin, he called her when she was expecting him home. "Hi, hon, I'm completely tied up with a big problem and I won't be able to go to the beach today. Look, I'm sure that you are all ready with lunch and everything. Why don't you go ahead by yourself? Justin was going to meet us so you will have company and he can help eat lunch."
"Oh, that's too bad, dear. I hate going without you, but maybe I will this time. I was all ready. Ok, I guess I will and I'll see you at home later."
Jeff couldn't help but add one last comment. "Have fun with Justine and I'll see you at home."
The following day Jeff stopped at the beach and downloaded the video from the camera into his laptop and received a very different picture of his wife's history and motivation in the conversation between the lovers. They came into the rendezvous spot and, as before, undressed and lay down together naked and, as before, fucked enthusiastically. This time, however, they had no need to hurry and they were in a very private area in which Diane felt free to be very frank about her background and her relationship with Jeff. When they started talking, it was evident that they were continuing a conversation started before, perhaps over lunch.
After lying together, recovering, lying together in post-coital intimacy, Denise began to clarify her feelings about the future as she planned it. "Look, let me spell it out. As far as I am concerned, this gig is for a lifetime if nothing bad happens. I'm married to a very rich man who is going to become much richer. He's very intelligent and that's a very smart bunch he works with. Add to that, he's good lucking and in good shape. And he's a nice guy. And he loves me.
"Jesus, when I think of where I was before I met him! Putting out for that fat slob to move up from being just a faceless employee in the office and how many more like him would I have had to put out for to advance higher! This is like heaven in comparison and I don't intend to blow it!"
"What about you. He does seem to be a nice guy - he certainly bends over backward to treat you right. Do you love him at all?"
"What a question! Who can afford that - someone with my background? Look, I used to have morals and principles and they killed me. I was an aspiring actress with, my agent said, good prospects. I tested for a role but the test was the old casting couch. My morals said no and I kicked him in the balls. He got sore balls and I got black listed. My acting career shot, I got a job in an advertising agency and, when I was propositioned the next time I gave in, put out, and got a better job. All I had going for me were my looks and my body! Now I have a much better job."
"Were you really any good as an actress? Agents tell those things to all their clients."
"Oh, I know agents do that, but I had a number of middle-level roles and I had some interest from a couple of directors. I still have several recordings of screen tests and one tape of me actually performing. I was pretty good and had a future, but I blew it by kicking his balls. Boy it felt good, though. However, if I had known about blacklisting I might have let him fuck me. Anyway, as I said, I have a better job, really an acting job, now!
"To ensure keeping this job, there are two things that I can do to make me safe. First I've got to get rid of that prenup his damn father forced me to sign. I need that to protect me from being thrown out if some bimbo catches his eye and he leaves me. Right now I would get peanuts. Second, I probably need to get pregnant. He mentioned starting a family and if I had a baby, it would really lock me in financially. In the meantime, I'll salt away what I can without being greedy enough to cause his finance man asks questions."
"Anyway, your answer about loving him is obvious! Normally, he would be over there sleeping and I would lying here after fucking with you! I'll be sweet and loving with him, do whatever he wants in bed and look forward to being back here fucking with you again. You're my type, but, unfortunately, you're not rich!"
There were other things said and there was cock-sucking and more fucking, but these comments were the real eye-openers. What little residual desire to stay with Denise remained was washed away by the things she had said. Perversely, from her position, she made absolute sense - but, so does the excuse for robbing a bank: "I needed the money!" So, giving Denise time to express herself had strengthened the need for a divorce. There certainly was no mitigating information evidence there.
Deciding to end something like a marriage is one thing, actually doing something is another. He watched two more episodes of his personal porn video, starring his wife Denise and her lover. Actually, as porn it was rather exciting to watch a live sex show and, while it was his wife, that wasn't a factor since, to him, that relationship was dead. He had seen her have many orgasms for over a year, but it actually was interesting to watch her as an observer. These sessions were recorded with the idea of needing evidence, but he hadn't yet gotten to the point of seeking legal advice. He was hesitant about asking his brother, but he was resigned to doing so soon. However, a week after the first incident, it was taken out of his hands.
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Jeff was sitting at his desk with two large monitors on, his desktop and keyboard active and waiting for input, but he was just staring, sightless, at nothing – just as he had for the last five days. Suddenly he was startled out of his dazed-like stupor when Don walked in and said, "Hi, Jeff."
With difficulty, Jeff brought his mind back from wherever it had been and finally replied, "Oh, hi Don. I haven't seen you in over a week. What brings you up here today – do we have a legal problem?"
Don looked puzzled. I'm here for the meeting that was called for 10:00 AM. It's 10:00 AM and I'm here on billing hours."
"Damn, I think that you count billing hours if we say hello in the street. Anyway, I don't know anything about a meeting. There's nothing on the schedule so..."
Before he could go on, he was interrupted by Chris as his four partners came into the room pushing chairs from the conference room and closing the door behind them. "You didn't call a meeting, we did!"
"What is this, a coup? Am I being removed as president?"
"Gods, no! Who wants that job. No, this is not even a business meeting, so, Don, you won't get paid. All right, Jeff, you've been sitting in here for nearly a week, hardly talking to anyone, just staring into space. Obviously something is really wrong with you."
Jan spoke up, saying, "Look Jeff, we're your family and we all love you. We've never seen you like this and we're not going to leave you stewing alone in here without doing anything we can to help you. We know that you won't ask for help, but you're getting it anyway!"
Jeff was choked up for a moment, really touched that they had seen his behavior and were going to rally around him, whatever the problem. "Ok, ok. I can't tell you what it means to me that you arranged this, even dragging my brother into it. You're right, of course. I have a very serious problem and I do need your help – moral support for it has nothing to do with law. Sorry Don.
"You may or may not have deduced that I have a marital problem, but that is what it is. When I started dating Denise, most of you congratulated me because of her physical attractions. However, when I got serious about her, I heard direct and indirect references from all of you about her attraction to my money, not me. Unfortunately, it has turned out that you were completely right, but I didn't realize it until just recently. Happily, thanks to my dad and Don, she signed that prenup agreement and the gold digger fears vanished, but, unfortunately, they were accurate.
"We were married and it was perfect. She was as beautiful as ever, of course, but the best thing was that we seemed perfect for each other. We never disagreed; we liked most of the same things, and differences that were there weren't really important. She was supportive of everything I proposed and expressed her pride in me as a husband at every opportunity. She was even reasonably limited in her expenditure of money – no complaints there. It genuinely was a perfect marriage as far as I could tell.
"However, that very perfection seemed too ideal and for some months just the slightest bit of unease crept into my mind. I couldn't put my finger on anything, but it was there. However, a few months ago, just after our first anniversary, Denise was talking with an acquaintance who expressed some outlandish opinions and Denise agreed, very sincerely, with everything she said. Then, as they separated, they embraced, declaring their friendship and respect for one another. Women do that sort of thing and a social statement of affection like that doesn't mean a thing, but I knew, and I mean knew, that Denise really didn't really care for that woman and that she detested everything that she had just agreed with!
"So what? Well, first, I detest that kind of two-faced phoniness and, far more important, I've seen that intense look of sincerity when she has been agreeing with me! The thought just descended on me, like a landslide, that maybe we always agree the same way she agreed with that woman. She was so agreeable that it made me uneasy and I started testing her. She didn't pass and I began questioning the honesty of her approval about anything I did, even sex. Then, something far more damaging occurred.
"I was ready to doze off at the beach a week ago and I heard Denise and Justin whispering together. I pretended to sleep and they went down the beach and slipped into one of the thicket areas. Obviously, I had an idea what was going on. The following day I put a security camera in there – there's a nice sandy place to lie on – and recorded it on my laptop. They undressed like old lovers, lay down and screwed. They didn't talk much, but the second time I recorded them she casually commented about marrying for money, not love. Then they dressed and Denise came back and shook me to waken me. I contained my natural urges and played the role of trusting, deluded husband as she acted like a sweet and sincere wife. I've watched them two more times and I've been sitting here, trying to decide on my next move – or, better, how do I end this phony marriage.
The room was absolutely silent as Jeff dropped his bombshell. They, collectively, had assumed that the problem was marital, but they were not prepared for the blunt disclosure of Denise's adultery and the probability of divorce. The first to react was Jan who ran over to Jeff, tears running down her face, as she embraced him. "Oh, Jeff, I'm so sorry! It's horrible and I know that you are badly hurt! How could she be so unbelievably stupid?" One by one the others came up and expressed their sorrow and pledge to help in whatever way they could. Some of the comments about Denise were scatological in nature and hardly bear repeating.
However, when things calmed down a bit, Ron spoke for several of them when he commented, "Damn, that woman is good. I was suspicious of her at first, but she sold me! She was as perfect of a loving wife as I ever met. I went home and told my wife that I wanted her to meet Denise to see how a perfect wife treats her husband! I'm going to hate telling her how that worked out!"
Jan concurred. "I agree. After the wedding the idea of her being a gold digger was gone. I never was close to her, but I came to believe that you had made a good marriage regardless of anything else."
There was a general discussion with everyone expressing the same feelings. Finally, it was Norm who asked the most important question, "What now? Obviously you want a divorce and you certainly have the grounds. When and how do you want to do it?"
"Well, yeah, I want a divorce. I was able, with difficulty, get past the idea that Denise had a script that told her how to act like a loving wife. I can't get past this. Married for a little over a year and she already has a lover – and I don't know when that started or what their real relationship is! Ok, Don, you're the lawyer. What do I do next?"
"Well, I'm not a divorce lawyer, but the process is not complicated. Let's look at the options. First, with the adulterous pictures combined with her admission that she tricked, well, seduced, you into marriage for no reason other than money, there's a very good chance that we could get an annulment. That would mean that there never was a marriage. That, of course, would be very much to be desired. Unfortunately, an annulment requires a court procedure and everything would have to be brought out to explain setting aside the marriage and that would be embarrassing, even when you won.
"Second, you can go for regular divorce or what in Florida is a contested 'dissolution of marriage.' She would insist on that because it would be her only path to getting money from you. She would lose, both with the prenup and your evidence of adultery, although a judge might take pity on her, you being rich, and give her something. Still, all of this nasty stuff would be public and the media would love it. I doubt that it would be a drawn-out case, but it would be messy.
"Third, you could go for a no fault divorce, or an 'uncontested dissolution of marriage.' It is a mutually agreed divorce and divorce settlement. The marriage is described as 'irretrievably' broken and should be ended. All financial details and distribution of money and property are agreed to. Both sides are theoretically happy with the agreement and, afterwards, nothing significant is made public. She would have to accept this voluntarily so you would have to pay her off to get rid of her, despite the prenup. However, this can be a very short process, probably without anyone actually appearing in court"
"Damn, not only would she get away with her reputation intact, she would end up with money! The first two choices would lead to a media circus and the third rewards the bitch! That's bull shit!"
At that point, Chris chimed in. "As Ron so delicately expressed it, that's bull shit. Don is, of course, giving us the legal options but I think if we put our minds to it, we can come up with some ideas in which we give Denise some less desirable choices. It seems to me that the no fault divorce – whatever Florida wants to call it – causes Jeff less grief, so our only problem is to find a way to get Denise to accept it with us giving her as little as possible. If anything, I would like to come up with something that would, at least, gives her grief. You know, this might be a good time for Norm and me to come up with something!"
Jeff finally intervened, saying gratefully, "Look guys, I really appreciate the way you've given me all this support! I feel lighter right now than I have in nearly a week. I feel very foolish and, I guess, gullible, but right now I don't feel quite so stupid. I would love it if Chris and Norm came up with one of their tricks!"
Each of the fellows gave Jeff a tight hug as they left, followed by Jan who whispered in his ear, "Don't feel too stupid, Jeff. Men have been suckered by beautiful women since Adam and Eve. We've all done something stupid in our lives, you about a woman, me about a man, but, no matter how stupid it is, things may still work out. Remember, there are five of us with you!" That was followed by a kiss on the cheek which did more to help than the hugs.
The following morning, with their other work postponed or delegated to staff members, the partners plus Don met in Jeff's office. "Ok fellows – and Jan – I want to say again how much I appreciate your help in this and that you refrained from a chorus of 'I told you so.' Which you did! All right, Chris, go ahead with any thoughts that you and Norm came up with."
"Right. We think that there are two things here. First you want a divorce from Denise with as little publicity and difficulty as possible. Second, we want to find some way to make Denise's life as miserable as possible or, at least, prevent her from profiting from this. I say 'we,' but, of course, I mean you."
"No, this is a team thing. 'We' is correct. We are going to divorce Denise – you all a part of it as long as you want to be."
"Ok. Don, exactly what is required for a no fault divorce in Florida?"
"Not much. Florida always has been an easy divorce state and it's gotten easier over time. You can even do most of it over the internet now. Anyone can get the official form on line and fill it out, describe the agreement the two parties have worked out, put in the residency time, file it with the court and that's about it. If there are no children involved and the division of property is explicit and mutually acceptable, you probably won't even have to appear in court – and your lawyer may not have to either!"
"Wow, the ceremony calls for 'til death do you part,' but the state says 'when you say it's over, it's over.' Anyway, Don, we want you to get that form and write up the most fool proof, most explicit agreement possible in which Denise gets nothing. Right back to where she was when she agreed to that prenup. Our job will be to get her to sign it!"
"Well, I certainly can do that – in fact, I can do that and have a divorce specialist serve as the lawyer of record so the brother of one of the parties in not officially involved. How the hell you'll get Denise to agree is beyond me!"
"We haven't figured that out yet, but that's the goal. Now, for the second part, making Denise miserable. It's been years since Norm and I have had a real challenge like that and we want to embarrass her and play with her mind, maybe like we did with Bert and Ernie back in school. We've got some ideas already, starting with the beach. We'll work on it!"
Jeff grinned at him and Norm, the first genuine happy expression in several days. "Man, that would be perfect! Gods, I haven't thought about that in years. They never did know what, if anything, had happened, but I would want her to realize it when it's over. Damn, go for it!"
"Ok, but there's one big problem! You have to match her play-acting for a month or more while the divorce goes through and we set up the details on our plan. That may be hard."
"Don't worry! Now that I know the situation I won't be the geek husband trying to understand his wife and making her happy. I've been sort of acting ever since I caught on to her phony sincerity, so I can handle it. I'll even continue being the sleeping dupe while she's with Justin!
As the others left, Don remained and asked, "What is this Bert and Ernie thing that everyone laughed at?"
"Gods, I forgot that you had left for law school before that happened. You remember that Chris and Norm loved really complex practical jokes. Well, there were these two guys in the dorm that we called Bert and Ernie because they looked like the Sesame Street puppets. They were always sure of everything never doubted their memory of things. However, they always disagreed with each other and hearing them arguing was a nuisance and Norm and Chris decided to shut them up.
"Classes were off on a Friday so Bert and Ernie took off on Thursday – as was normal. Before they left, the fellows somehow got hold of their room keys and switched them so that they had each other's keys. The doors locked automatically so the keys weren't needed until they returned. However, the fellows had blocked the automatic locking so the doors were actually unlocked.
"As soon as Bert and Ernie left, Chris and Norm started. First, they took dozens of pictures of everything in the two rooms. So, for example, when they took clothes out of the closets and switched them to the other room, everything was hung in exactly the same order. The shoes on the floor were placed properly. The desks were switched and every scrap of paper was replaced exactly as it had been. The furniture was switched. They even dismantled the bed and set it up in the other room. After two days, the rooms were exactly as they had been, even some dirty laundry on the floor was placed in precisely the same spot and condition as it had been left. There was a damaged wall in one room and they repaired it and identical damage was done in the other. They even went so far as to hack into the Housing Office and switch their assigned room numbers so they officially belonged in their changed rooms.
"Sunday evening, there was a loud noise and swearing in the hall and there was Ernie trying to get into his old room and, of course, his key wouldn't work. The resident dorm advisor came up, looked at the key and asked, 'Are you drunk? Why are you trying to get into this room?' Ernie, of course, blew up since he knew he was right – this was his room! The advisor looked at him like he was crazy, walked down to the other room, inserted the key, opened the door and said, 'You must be drunk! Get in there and sober up and quit disturbing everybody.'
"I'll swear that Ernie stared through that open door for several minutes before venturing inside and closing the door behind himself. It obviously was his room – but it couldn't be! Not long afterwards, but with less furor since everyone was still out in the hall, Bernie arrived and faced the same mind-bending situation. He positively knew that his room was further down the hall. However, his memory clearly conflicted with reality. It was amazing. These two guys who always were absolutely certain of their memories and ideas lost much of that confidence. Toward the end of the school year you could still catch one or the other staring strangely at the door of the other room. Chris and Norn had planned to really blow their minds by reversing the switch, but never got around to it when we were finishing our software program."
"So you guys were working on that program you eventually sold to Microsoft and they took two full days off to work on a prank! Good god! Well, if they are going to work on Denise with plenty of time to plan, I think that she has a problem coming! Ok, I'll get with my assignment and let the conspirators do their thing.
Three days later, the team got together again as Don produced a completed application for an uncontested dissolution of marriage. It explicitly indicated that the parties agreed that the marriage was irretrievably broken down by irreconcilable differences. There was a statement that all financial and real property in the marriage had been divided to the complete satisfaction of the parties involved. There were other relatively minor concessions such as Denise agreeing to assume her maiden name in return for other undefined concessions.
After going over it, Don was very specific when he said, "With no children or other dependents involved, this is about as fool proof an application as you could get. Each party, by signing, clearly states their acceptance of all these agreements. I ran it by my friend and he thinks that there would no chance that appearing in court would be necessary for either party. We'll pay him a small fee, larger if he actually has to appear in court but he is certain that it will not be required. Frankly, the courts have no desire to actually get involved in these mutually satisfactory agreements. That's always been true – Florida was the Reno of the east for many years. Ok, now I've done the hard part. All you have to do is take this document to Denise and have her sign it. That should be simple!"
"Sure, and I'll do my part and sign it, so we're half way there. Ok Chris, for the other half, are you going to hypnotize Denise, threaten her with the Mafia, bribe her or what to get her signature?"
"We've figured an angle. It will require you to continue to be a loving trusting dupe of a husband to make the next step believable. Then we will need a very inefficient telephone secretary to help with misdirection. That's Jan's role. I trust that our learned lawyer colleague will have no scruples if a bit of trickery is involved."
"I will put in a few billing hours which will make you my client and be able to invoke the lawyer-client privilege. In any case, I won't be the legal representation in this divorce proceedings."
"Ok, Norm and I'll set up the scenario and we'll start Operation Denise!"
The following day, Denise answered the phone and heard a young woman ask, "I'm Judith Mullen of Metropolitan Couriers. Could I speak to Mr. Anderson please?"
"Unfortunately, he is not home right now? Could I take a message?"
"Is this Mrs. Anderson?"
"Yes."
"Oh, that's wonderful. We have sent a messenger with an important document for your husband that has to be signed for. It would prevent us from having to send the courier another time if you could accept it. Let me see...oh yes, it's something to do with a prenuptial agreement...no that can't be right, you are already married. Oh yes, I see, it's to cancel a prenuptial agreement. Does that make any sense?"
Miss Mullen couldn't see Denise's face, but the glee in her voice came through loud and clear. "That most certainly does make sense and I'll definitely sign for it." Denise was practically dancing around the room as she hung up.



About twenty minutes later, the phone rang again and the young woman's voice sounded panicky, almost frantic, as she spoke. "Mrs. Anderson, this is Judith Mullen again. Have you spoken with your husband yet?"
"No, he hasn't returned home yet."
"Thank heavens! Mrs. Anderson, I have made a horrible mistake. You weren't supposed to know about cancelling that prenuptial agreement! There is a note that I didn't see instructing me not to mention the purpose of the document. It was supposed to be a surprise for you and Mr. Anderson was going to pretend that he was buying a large life insurance policy with you as the beneficiary. Oh, I so sorry about ruining the surprise. Could you...could you pretend that I didn't tell you? If my boss finds out about what I did, he'll fire me."
"Don't worry about that Miss Mullen. I'm very happy that you told me so I can react properly to the surprise. We'll pretend it didn't happen!" So, two women were very happy, Denise and a Miss Mullen who looked very much like Janice Sunderland!
A few hours later when Jeff came home, he was greeted with an exceptionally affectionate wife. She immediately informed him that she had signed for a document that a messenger had delivered.
"Oh yeah, I expected that. My financial adviser was checking my records and he said that I am way under insured. He sent me a new policy to sign. Oh, you'll have to sign it too since I made you part of it. Actually, we might as well take care of it right now so that I don't forget it."
They didn't go to the beach the following day so Denise was almost giddy with excitement the next day when, finally, Jeff was "asleep" and she was with Justin in their little love nest. "Justin, he did it! I've been delicately hinting about that prenup and I thought that he was ignoring me. Evidently I did get through to him because he had the document cancelling it prepared and we signed it the day before yesterday! He pretended that we were signing an insurance policy! He plans to surprise me, maybe on my birthday next month!"
"Wow, so you're rich, no matter what happens. If a bimbo does come along and spoils things, you'll get half or more! Damn, that's good!
"I was tempted to call you with the news yesterday, but I didn't want to leave a phone record. I'm paranoid, but don't want even a hint of anything that might cause suspicion. That's why this arrangement is perfect. If he wakes up and finds me gone, I was just walking down the beach!
She was celebrating, but Mrs. Jeffery Anderson, soon to be, once again, Ms. Denise Fourey, unknowingly had signed a request for an uncontested dissolution of marriage. The next challenge for the conspirators was to make it stick! The document was delivered to Don who, in turn, gave it to the divorce lawyer who made it an official request by filing it with the court.
Cliff spoke as the chief conspirator in Operation Denise, saying, "Ok guys, we're underway. From what Don said, the certificate of divorce could be issued any time between a week and three weeks from now, probably closer to two weeks in the court where it was filed. The divorce will be listed in the court records. However, neither Jeff nor Denise is famous enough for their names to be noticed even if some reporter goes trolling through those records looking for a story. That means, if we're lucky, that they will be officially divorced without Denise being aware of it until we break the news.
"Norm and I will lay out our scheme with the whole thing planned to be wrapped up in a month." For the next hour a detailed, intricate plan was spelled out – one that made their Bert and Ernie prank seem modest in extent. That led to a question from Rob.
"Look fellows, obviously I'm all for getting Jeff out of this marriage and leaving Denise with as little as possible. If we can disturb or cause her to worry, I would certainly like that. But, isn't this elaborate, complex plot a bit over the top? It's a lot of work and requires very precise timing to make it work. Couldn't we do something a bit less complicated?"
"Of course we could! But, the fun of these things is the complexity. The victim, Denise in this case, is faced with a problem which leads to another and another until they are completely lost. It's like the old Rube Goldberg setup as one thing leads inevitably to another. We want Denise to be completely upset and confused when she first sees that uncontested Dissolution of Marriage certificate as the final blow in an awful day. Complexity makes it work!"
"Ok. It still seems a bit overblown, but if the rest of you are on board, I'm all for it."
The following month was busy. Being busy with a big project was the explanation Jeff gave for not being available on several beach days and, responding to Denise's disappointment, he suggested once again that she might enjoy going by herself on occasion.
Actually, it turned out to be a very busy month in a numbers of ways. For Jeff, the most interesting project was finding a place to live. He had no interest in continuing to reside in that pretentious mini-mansion, with or without Denise. He hadn't liked it from the beginning. He finally bought a large modern penthouse condo with a wide rooftop terrace with beautiful views in all directions. All members of the group approved. It's nice to be rich.
In any case, the real cost wasn't bad considering that a discreet effort was being made to sell the original house. The house could only be shown when Denise was away long enough, usually on beach days. In addition, the buyers had to be flexible as to when they could take possession. A private and confidential agreement was reached after almost three weeks. The buyer got a good deal but Jeff got rid of the house.
Other things were going on. Doing research on why the rendezvous spot was there, they discovered that originally a path to the parking lot was there and had been replaced. They hadn't bothered to fill it in the whole way, just at each end, so the nice area of sand remained in the middle. That meant that the blockage at the parking lot end was not too deep. That knowledge led to some judicious pruning for later.
There was also some pruning of Denise's banking account. She was not really computer proficient, but she did handle her banking through her bank's apt. However, she did nothing more after marrying Jeff than occasionally checking her bank balance because she wrote no checks. As said before, her bills were paid by Jeff's financial manager. Since, fortunately, she had her passwords written down on paper right by the computer, Jeff simply went into the account and removed all the money that Denise had squirreled away since the marriage and returned it to his own account. She ended up exactly the amount, to the penny, she brought to the marriage. He made sure that it was done before the divorce took place. He then disconnected the router so her internet didn't work to prevent premature disclosure.
As predicted, the divorce certificate was issued in exactly two weeks and the marriage was dissolved. No one outside the small group was aware of that fact and Jeff and Denise still lived together as man and wife after being divorced. There was a very interesting change in Jeff's attraction to Denise at that point. As said before, after discovering Denise's insincere role-playing, particularly her sometime phony interest in sex, his desire to be intimate with her faded. Suddenly, lying in bed with the woman who was now his ex-wife, his attitude changed and his sexual desire for her returned. Why? It's hard to say. Was it sexier to be in bed with a woman who was not his wife? Was it the realization that she would not be available much longer? Or was it that he no longer cared if she was aroused and wanted sex?
Probably all of these played a part and the last two weeks of their relationship easily contained more sex than it had the past month. Denise was still a beautiful woman with a fabulous body and whether her response was real or faked didn't matter to Jeff at that point. If a man employs a prostitute, does he really care if she has an orgasm? Denise wasn't a prostitute according to the classic definition, but, bluntly, she was fucking for a lot more money than any streetwalker or call girl would ask. In any case, Jeff was no longer hindered by considering her sexual appetite and interest at any particular time.
That was also true when it came to sexual preferences. Jeff was a very considerate man, and, as such, had accepted subtle clues and signs as to what Denise liked and disliked. Denise enjoyed (or pretended to) all the normal intercourse positions and was a really expert cock-sucker, always swallowing. However, the recording of Denise and Justin continued and Jeff watched each of them and in doing so, discovered a sexual activity that she definitely did not enjoy! Seeing Denise and Justin in action was erotic and arousing once he quit thinking of her as his wife. It was a porn film with a beautiful and expert female lead. Oh, he wasn't always able to disassociate himself from her, but the feeling of betrayal was no longer a motivating force.
However, while the sexual activity itself really became almost boring as porn films frequently do after a time, he was more interested in the conversations now that Denise and Justin were at the beach alone and had more time to talk. As recounted before, he learned a great deal about Denise's past which was interesting in understanding her motivations. Of more pertinent significance though was one time when they were talking and Justin was casually fondling and, apparently, finger-fucking her cunt as foreplay. Suddenly, she jumped and, angrily said, forcefully, "Stop that! Damn it, you know I don't like that!"
"Oh, come on. I'm not trying to get inside."
"I don't care. I don't want your finger or anything else on or in my ass! I don't want you to even touch it!"
"All right, all right! Don't get huffy! Doesn't Jeff work on you there?"
"No, thank heaven! The first time we were together he touched me there and I pulled away and he hasn't done it since."
"What would you do if he did start to finger-fuck you or, even, bugger you?"
"Don't even mention it! I don't know what I'd do!"
"I'll bet you would give in and have your asshole fucked. You haven't got that prenup cancellation through yet!"
"That would be a nightmare, but you're probably are right. I just pray that he doesn't think about it!"
Up to that point, he hadn't thought of it, but he had now! He most certainly had!
Obviously, he knew about anal intercourse, but he had never thought of attempting it. His dates and sex with girls and women had been basically one-night stands, not relationships, so doing anything out of the ordinary never came up. He remembered that first night with Denise and her obvious aversion to being touched in that area. He was a very considerate and unaggressive lover and had let her set the limitations with which she was comfortable. That was about to change and Denise was about to suffer the first of several nightmares that she would endure in the next two weeks!
That night – the night after he saw that recording – Jeff initiated sex with Diane and, of course in her regular role of a loving wife, she responded happily. He wasn't sure whether her response was genuine, but it didn't matter because he was certain that her enthusiasm would soon end. He was wondering how, or if, she would reconcile herself to anal sex. His interest in such sex was in part honest curiosity about how it would feel and, he admitted to himself, in part to humiliate Denise by making her do something that appalled her. He had a question about as to why she had that phobia, but at that moment he just didn't care.
Jeff started the sexual activity as he often did with cunnilingus combined with finger-fucking her cunt, something she always enjoyed and reacted to quite vigorously. However, this time, as she was highly aroused and moving strongly, he moved his probing finger from her cunt and began stroking between the cheeks of her ass. As she had over a year ago, she sort of squirmed away from that contact, but Jeff persisted. The area was well lubricated by fluid flowing from her cunt and he began gently pushing inward. Suddenly, her sphincter gave way and his fingertip sank in.
Denise winced and pulled away slightly and her pre-orgasmic motions stopped, but she made no verbal protests. Jeff pulled the fingertip out and inserted it deeply into her cunt, re-lubricating it. He put it back at her anal opening and, this time, slid it in past the second knuckle and he actually began finger-fucking her ass. Denise made no complaint, but neither did she respond. She was lying on her back, her knees drawn up as she had been when Jeff had been using his tongue on her clit and cunt. Jeff looked up at her face and saw her eyes closed, her face tight and it looked like she was gritting her teeth.
Disingenuously, he asked, "Are you all right? We haven't done this before, but it's fun to try something new every now and then. Get up, dear, there's something else I've always wanted to try if you are willing and feel like it. Now, bend over the bed and spread your legs. Now, tell me if you don't want to try this...well, ass fucking to be specific. I'd like to see what it's like as compared to regular fucking.
Denise managed to force herself to respond, "I never thought of us doing this, Jeff. I'd rather not, but I'm your wife and you can do what you want. Be...gentle though, l...I've never had anything in there before." The nightmare that she feared was about to play out and despite her revulsion and fear, she didn't think that she could refuse. Oddly enough, she was wrong. A simple, honest 'No" would have ended it without hesitation, but she couldn't risk it.
She sounded so pathetic that Jeff felt guilty and her "rather not" normally would have ended it and, without his knowledge of her role playing and her adultery, he certainly would have done so. However, as he looked down on her, bent over with her cunt and asshole blatantly displayed, he realized that his decision to ass-fuck her as a way to humiliate and punish her no longer was his sole motivation! His cock was rigid and he wanted to fuck her ass because she was unbelievably exciting in that position – vulnerable and available.
He reached over to the bedside table where he had previously placed a tube of KY-Jelly. He lubricated his cock liberally and, embarrassing for her, inserted a coated finger into her asshole. Leaning forward, he put the head of his cock at her closed opening and gently pushed inward. It certainly was virgin territory, but her sphincter gave way just as it had to his finger. The passageway was tight and required a slow in-and-out progression as his cock worked deeply into her rectum until, finally, he was completely in.
At that point he paused and again he asked, "Are you all right? Is it hurting?" For Denise, there had been little pain and that wore off quickly. That never had been her real fear. Her aversion was psychological, not physical, and that hadn't changed. Still, she bore up and responded, "It's all right, go ahead."
Jeff began slowly, sliding full length into her with each inward thrust. Within a very short time he forgot everything but the pure pleasure and enjoyment of driving his cock into that tight passageway. He no longer was motivated by the desire to punish her for her patronizing role playing and her adultery. In fact, as lust took over, he really wasn't thinking about who she was or why she was in that position.
Fucking a woman in her cunt is normal, and, whatever the motivation, ranging from love to the power driven violation of rape, it is where nature expects intercourse to take place. On the other hand, fucking a woman in the ass is deviant which adds to the perverted excitement it brings. It can be a real power rush for the man for he is in complete control. The woman is bent over and helpless – being used. Unless her clit is being manually massaged, she has no direct sexual stimulation. Still, some women enjoy the feeling of being in that subordinate or subservient position. Others, despite the physical absence of sexual receptors in the ass, really are aroused by the cock going in and out of their asses. Others just let it happen and wait until it's over.
Jeff wasn't thinking of any of those things as his excitement mounted. When fucking a woman's cunt he always tried to be considerate of her, gauging her reactions so there is mutual pleasure. Of course, as he approaches climax, he, like most men, become self-centered and his own orgasm becomes his only concern. With Denise bent over, her back to him, he had none of that consideration for her. She had said that it wasn't hurting so, with that not a concern, his total concentration was his own pleasure.
He could look down and see his cock entering and leaving her asshole. He could feel the smooth friction as it plunged in and out of that tight, smooth passageway, faster and faster. He was gripping her by her hip bones, holding her when the buffeting would have pushed her away. Finally, his plunges became shorter, sharper and he ground against her, twisting as he tried to go deeper into her. Finally, inevitably, his last surge inward ended with him holding tightly against her, his cock buried as deep as it would go as his ejaculation shot into her bowels.
Jeff held still against her, his weight heavy on her, as he tried to recover from his frantic expenditure of energy. A full thirty seconds expired before he was conscious of Denise beneath him. He pulled back, his shrinking cock pulling out of her as he rose up. Nothing was said as she immediately headed for the shower to wash away both the physical and the mental signs of her nightmarish experience.
She had not been hurt and she hardly had reacted. She was one of the women who just let it happen and wait until it's over. Her phobia was real, whatever its cause, and it had been a traumatic experience, much as a person suffering from claustrophobia feels when enclosed in a small place. However, it was over, she had gotten through it better than she might have expected. There was one dark cloud: did Jeff like it and would she have to go through it again! As it happened, that was not going to be a problem – instead there was going to be another, different nightmare.
For Jeff, the reaction was quite different. Surprisingly, after it was over he felt guilty. He knew from her disproportionate reaction to Justin's mere touching of her asshole that it was more than a simple aversion to anal play. Nonetheless, despite that extreme negative reaction, seemingly a real phobia, she had bravely permitted a complete ass fucking with no opposition. After the fact, he was stunned at just how far she would go to protect her position as his wife – at least until that prenup was cancelled. The guilt he felt was his having taken advantage of her weakness and it prevented him from doing so again.
That was the last action of real importance before the final moves to really blow her mind were made. However, there were other, relatively minor things that would make it clear that their relationship was over. For example, using the computer with Denise's password and security data, the name on her credit card and bank account were changed back to Denise Fourey. A new credit card was issued and replacement checks were ordered. Her local account providers were informed just before she found out about her divorce and that the name on those accounts had to be changed. Also the day before she learned of it, her friends on Facebook received information that she was divorced.
As these small things illustrated, Chris and Norm delighted in including every detail and created a playbook that would create a whole new mind twisting world for Denise and a new nightmare was about to commence. Finally, their month's preparation was over, the plans were complete, arrangements were made and the conclusion of Operation Denise was at hand.
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Operation Denise began with what had become a fairly common arrangement, Justin leaving his truck at the house and the three of them going to the beach together. As always, they chose an alcove and moved in. The blanket was spread out near the cooler. They removed their outer clothes and folded them, placing then on the cart out of the way. They went swimming and played in the water, coming out when they were ready to eat. As usual they had drifted down the shore, pushed by the ocean current, but the trashcan by their chosen alcove, blue this time, guided them back to their spot. Very settled and convenient!
It was a weird situation for Jeff, throwing the frisbee with Justin and then having lunch, being friendly with him and affectionate with Denise. Then, when the time came, he, as expected, went to sleep - and the lovers snuck away.
Everything was normal until they slipped into the thicket. Instantly two men who had been quietly lying in the sun on the beach jumped to their feet and rushed to the alcove. Jeff packed up everything and towed the beach cart to the car while the men removed all signs of his presence. They took sand rakes that had been stored nearby and removed the cart tracks, leaving the sand unblemished. Within twenty minutes they had erased any sign that Jeff had ever been there! Then, finally, they took the blue trash barrel and moved it to another alcove. They shuffled others around as well and calmly left the area, driving away, their job done.
Within the thicket, things proceeded as they always had except that, to her displeasure, Denise discovered that the towel that Jeff had brought was not the big beach towel she usually had but a small bath towel. She had no choice but to use it, of course. They undressed with Denise carefully placing her bra and bikini pants on that smooth rock she always used. They lay down and, shortly, Justin moved on top of her and they were soon lost in fucking.
That is where something new occurred. When they were most deeply engaged, a slim figure slithered under the thicket in a carefully pruned pathway from the parking lot and, reaching out through the barrier, grabbed Denise's suit. Taking it with her - it was Jan - she wiggled back out, leaving no sign that she had been there. Back in the clearing, the pair was wrapped up in what was now non-adulterous intercourse - she was now unmarried - totally unaware that something dramatic had occurred!
They lay there, relaxed and satisfied, quietly talking, Denise saying how relieved and happy she was without the prenup hanging over her head. She got up, saying, "Come on, I'd better get my tail back over there before Jeff wakes up!" Then, giggling, she continued, "I'm a very happy married woman now and...where's my suit? It's not here!" She dropped to her knees and futilely ran her hand under the thicket. "My god, it's not here! Somebody must have taken it!"
Justin hurried over, saying, "It has to be here! There's ten feet of thicket between here and the parking lot. No one could get through that." He reached in and tried to make an opening, but the wall wasn't penetrable.
"Well, my suit isn't here and I damn sure had it on when we came in. What the hell am I going to do?"
"I have no idea about what happened, but I guess that you'll have to wrap the towel around you until we can get back to your clothes. We can worry about what happened later."
"Yeah, let's hurry. How could I explain losing my suit if Jeff woke up! Oh, damn it, what a time to have a small towel. Ok, am I covered?"
"Barely. Just don't bend over."
They slipped out of the thicket and headed for the alcove where Jeff was sleeping, Denise all too aware that as she trudged through the soft sand what her awkward walk might be exposing. Without thinking, they headed for the blue trashcan - and found a young couple wrestling with two children. They quickly backed away and headed back along the row of alcove, but not before Denice heard a shocked "oooh" behind her. Clutching the towel more closely around herself, she and Justin went along the row and found no Jeff, no cooler, no trail of wheel marks that should have led them to their spot. And, most important for Denise's peace of mind, no clothes!
She was almost hysterical, feeling that she was going out of her mind! Her suit missing, her husband and all of their stuff missing and she almost naked in public! She looked desperately at Justin, asking questions he couldn't answer. "What's going on? Everything's wrong. Our spot has to be right here, but it isn't!"
"I don't know! It's like we are in a science fiction story moved to another dimension! Wait, here's the path we came in on. Damn, there are no cart tracks but I'm sure that this is the place. We went this way. Look, I'm sure that this is where we ended up - but nothing is here and the sand hasn't been disturbed so it can't be. I know we were near the blue trashcan, but we checked that."
"And there's no Jeff! Let's go back down that path and see if we can find the car." There was no car and Denise gave way to her panicky emotions and slumped down on the ground and started crying. "Oh my god, what's happening? I'm going crazy!" She was totally unaware that her towel had fallen off and she was sitting there completely naked until she heard a tittering sound from several girls going onto the path.
Justin helped Denise to her feet as she struggled to get the inadequate towel around herself. "Come on, let's go back in where we can be alone and figure this out. Wandering around isn't getting us anywhere."
After an embarrassing walk back, feeling that every eye on the beach was on her, Denise thankfully dropped the towel as they slipped into the thicket. Collapsing down on it, she looked up at Justin with an agonized expression on her face. "I'm lost! I really am. I know we left Jeff there asleep. We weren't in here so long that he would have wakened up and left. He wouldn't do that anyway, but if he did we certainly would see where he had been. It's like magic. My suit disappeared when no one else was here. Now Jeff and all our stuff disappeared without a trace." She started crying again before gasping out, "What are we going to do?"
"I don't know what the hell is going on but we have to get out of here. My phone and wallet were in my pants so they're gone. No one would believe this so the only thing that I can think of is to tell someone I lost my phone and ask if I could borrow theirs to call a friend."
"My mind is so befuddled right now that I can't think. I guess that might work if you know someone who would come. Try my house first just in case Jeff is home. Try to hurry - I'll go crazy by myself!"
Fifteen long minutes later, Justin returned finding Denise huddled down on the towel which would be her only covering until she got home. Happily, Justin had been successful after finding a sympathetic couple who let him use their phone. "I got hold of Chuck, a guy I work with, and he agreed to come get us, but it will be 35 to 40 minutes until he can get here. Jesus, this whole situation is the strangest thing I've ever heard of. In addition, I'm wondering what happened to my phone and wallet - oh, yeah, and my keys."
"I'm worried about Jeff. He was here and everything was normal. What could have happened to cause him to leave? Could he have seen something? And even if he did just leave, why is everything so different? I'm...I'm scared and...and I don't know about what. Something very weird is going on and it scares me. I'm going out of my mind! This is a nightmare! These things can't happen!"
In any case, confused and worried, the two of them stood in the parking lot as Justin's friend pulled up. There was no question that the driver's eyes bugged out when he saw Denise wearing nothing but a towel. By that time, however, she didn't really care anymore - all she cared about was getting home and getting some answers.
However, while all of these traumatic events at the beach were occurring, dramatic things were happening back on the home front.
Operation Denise was in full swing. It was an excellent example of two things, the willingness to go to extreme ends for a practical joke or revenge - or a combination of the two - and the power of money for either. As Jeff, Denise and Justine left for the beach, a very large moving van pulled up to the house they had just left. Twenty expert moving men began packing and emptying the fourteen room house. They immediately began moving the furniture and that was mostly completed by the time Jeff and Jan returned from the beach. Not long after, the furniture was off to storage. Some movers remained with a smaller truck and Jeff directed the packing and removal of things he wanted in his new condo. Finally, Denise's clothes and personal items were put on board for storage, and the house was empty.
However, some of Denise's things were held out for immediate use and they were placed in Justin's truck. Using the keys taken at the beach, Chris drove the truck to Justin's small house, the others following in their car, where they set up the final surprise. The truck was carefully parked in the carport. If Don had been there, he might have raised the issue of illegal entry, but Don wasn't there, so they entered! This time all the partners were there, bringing things in, setting up Justin's DVD player and depositing several suitcases in the only bedroom. Justin's wallet and keys were placed on a bedside table, and some of Denise's clothes were hung in the closet and her shoes were carefully placed on the floor. As Denise would see immediately, they were the clothes and shoes that she brought to the marriage, none of the things she had acquired since! With the final stage set, the interlopers drove away, leaving the worst part of the worst day of Denise's life waiting for her.
At almost the same moment that the group was leaving Justin's house, Chuck's car turned into the circular drive at the mini-mansion. The first sounds came from Justin exclaiming, "Damn it, my truck isn't here. What the hell is going on?" The second sound came from Denise and it was a weird combination of a moan, a groan and what sounded like a sob - a heart-rending sound of despair. Justin followed her eyes and saw what had caused that cry of pain. There, right in front of that pretentious entryway was a real estate sign in the lawn offering the place for sale and across it was the word SOLD!
Denise had a frozen, indescribable expression on her face as she slid out of the car without any regard for her near nudity. The nightmare that she lived on the beach continued, and her mind simply couldn't absorb this new disaster. With Justin following, she stepped to the door and, unavailingly, tried the knob. She then rang the doorbell with equal lack of success. After a moment's hesitation, she, moving stiffly, walked down the steps, lifted a small urn, removed a hidden key and went back and unlocked the door and entered.
She walked into that immense foyer - a totally empty foyer. An archway to the right led to an equally empty "great room." Every room was empty. A house that just a few hours ago was fully furnished and was her happy home was now a cavernous empty shell. That nightmare continued. She slowly made her way up to her bedroom, looked around momentarily and, for the last time, walked down the romantic curved stairway. She didn't say a word, her face a mask of despair as they left the building. Outside, she robotically relocked the doput the key back under the urn and got back into the car. Her mind was locked up, not thinking, lost in this series of insane events that never could happen. She just sat there, her face frozen, as Justin asked Chuck to take them to his place.
As they pulled into his driveway, Justin once again was the first to speak, yelling out, "Look! By god, my truck is parked right here in the carport! I don't know how it got here, but thank god it did! They got out, Justin thanked Chuck and waved goodbye and helped Denise, who was almost too shaken to walk, up the steps to the front door which, thoughtfully, had been left unlocked. "Thank heavens we're here and I can get out of this bathing suit and you can get rid of that towel. Then we have to figure what the hell is going on."
They walked into the small living room and the first thing they saw was a coffee table pulled out into the room and covered with papers. Their eyes were immediately drawn to those papers, of course, and Denise let out a scream of anguish and fainted. One shock after another at the beach, the nightmare emptiness of her house and now seeing a "Certificate of the Dissolution of Marriage" lying before her was just too much.
When she finally revived, tears started flowing down her face as she realized the extent of the disaster. She was totally incoherent as she tried to explain her reaction to Justin. Finally, somewhat in control, she said "Jeff and I are divorced!" Looking at the certificate, she continued, "We were divorced two weeks ago! Oh, god, when I signed what I thought was that form to cancel the prenup, I was agreeing to a no fault divorce. The prenup was never cancelled. I'll get absolutely nothing"
"Jesus, can they get away with that? If you were tricked into signing, would that be an out? If the divorce was gotten by fraud, it wouldn't be valid!"
The specific statement somehow seemed to start her mind to functioning again and she responded, "Gods, I don't know! I certainly was tricked into signing it! The prenup is still there but maybe if this was thrown out I could get a better deal if I insisted on a contested divorce. Jeff might not care, but his family probably would - particularly if it looked like an innocent woman was being taken advantage of with an unfair prenup. I just can't believe Jeff would do this to me. And...and all this weird stuff today. He sold my house - I loved that house! It's the first thing I've ever owned. That was cruel and unlike him. Damn it, we've been happy together and he had no reason for a divorce."
Pausing for a moment to think, she continued, "I'll have to think about that. Now, I'm sitting here, completely naked, my skin still covered with dried salt. I need a shower and some clothes before I can think. Damn, I don't have anything to put on."
"Yeah, go on in and I'll find something for you. I'll get you a robe for now."
Denise walked into the bedroom saying, "I was only here that one time. You'll have to show me where...oh my heavens, there are three suitcases here! They must be some of my clothes! I'll have something to put on tonight and, I hope, tomorrow! Let me get a shower first and then I'll open them."
After a long shower in Justin's small bathroom, Denise came out still confused and shocked by the day's events, but feeling better physically. While she started to open the first suitcase, Justin took his turn in the shower and came out of the bathroom saying, "I still don't understand...what's wrong? He stopped in midsentence when he realized that Denise was sitting on the bed in tears again, wearing only a bra and panties. She pointed to the closet and managed to gasp out, "All the clothes I had before the wedding are hanging there. My old shoes are there on the floor. None of the beautiful newer things I had are here. I've lost my husband, my house, my clothes - everything! I'm back where I was before the wedding, but now I don't even have a job!"
"Jesus, Jeff really did fix you, didn't he? I just can't believe this. All that stuff driving us crazy on the beach, somehow, I assume, getting your suit away so that you were naked. We left your house and by the time we got back it had been sold and all the furniture moved out. Now this setup here - your clothes in my closet, the papers on the coffee table. Damn, the organization and timing! It seems to be impossible, but it all happened! Here, put your robe on and let's see if he left anything else on the table."
"That's not a robe. It's the peignoir and the nightgown I wore on our honeymoon. It was hanging in the closet with my clothes. Telling me that it is part of the past, I guess. That really hurts because that time in Paris really meant something to me. This whole business today is very unlike Jeff. It's been literally driving me out of my mind and, as I said, he just isn't a cruel person and had no reason for all of this! I...I don't love him, but I like him and I've really come to respect him. I can't believe that he would do this to me! Ok, I guess I've recovered from this latest blow. Let's see if there is an explanation for all of this and see if there is any way out."
Sitting back at the table, Denise, with a shudder, put the certificate aside and found, first, a small package with her name on it. Opening it she found a credit card, a box of checks and a typed note. "You will see that your new card and checks bear the name Denise A. Fourey. Your local stores have been informed of the change and will be reissuing their cards. Returning to your maiden name was part the dissolution of marriage agreement. There is also a printout of your bank statement showing your pre-marriage and current balance. You will see that they are identical."
"Oh my god, he found all the money I had sneaked away from his finance man and removed it! Instead of over $100,000.00, I have $3,000.00."
"Can he do that?"
"I don't know, but Jeff always knows what he's doing, and if he doesn't, he checks with Don. I...I've got to see if there isn't some way I can fight this whole divorce."
"I think that your innocent wife being cast aside might be your best bet. Legally he may have you unless you can show fraud, but his family wouldn't like that publicity. A settlement would be cheap for them."
"Yeah, I'm sure that I can threaten them with that publicity and being tricked into signing the form. I didn't sign that divorce form voluntarily. Can I prove that? I'll have to check on the phone and find that Mullen woman's call - oh, that won't work. That was the house mobile phone and Jeff has that! Oh my god, my mind just can't stand this!"
"Anything else there?"
"Another note that says...oh my heavens, he covered everything...it says that 'I' made an announcement on my Facebook page that we had an amicable divorce. No one to blame, but things just didn't work out. However, we are still good friends. Oh yeah, we're good friends, all right! Oh boy, he sent that out the day before yesterday so I'll have a flood of condolences and efforts to pry about what actually happened waiting for me. He really boxed me in!
"I just don't understand all of this. Why on earth did he go through this elaborate scheme to hurt me and drive me crazy? I was a good wife to him. If he wanted a divorce, the prenup would have given me nothing and I would have been forced to take a settlement which wouldn't have hurt his finances at all. He seems to be vindictively punishing me when a reasonable settlement would have me walk away with no bitter feelings. Whatever, that seems to be it - and that's enough! Oh, wait...no, there's another note taped right to the table. It says that there is a DVD in your player and that we should look at it. What, another surprise? Did he somehow record me running around half-naked trying to figure where he had gone? No, he says that there are 15 episodes. Play the damn thing!"
Justin turned his TV and DVD player on and sat back. To their shocked and devastated eyes, when the DVD started playing, the first thing shown was Denise slipping through the thicket followed by Justin. Denise screamed, "Oh god, no!" They sat there, transfixed as the scene played out, ending with a thoroughly fucked Denise going out to wake her sleeping and trusting husband. Not a word was spoken as they sat there stunned by the revelation that their adulterous affair was not the deep secret as they had believed.



By the time it was over, Denise was sobbing inconsolably. Finally, she ran down and gasped out, "No wonder he was bitter and wanted revenge. He recorded fifteen times when you were fucking me. And the things I said!"
"I guess that eliminates the innocent wife claim."
"He could have gotten a regular divorce and destroyed me at the hearing. The prenup specifically mentions adultery as grounds. At least he didn't wreck my reputation. He tricked me into signing that agreement so it certainly is fraudulent, but I damn sure can't challenge it in court with that recording. I'm divorced and he wins everything!"
It was a long, sleepless night until in the early morning sheer exhaustion sent Denise into coma-like oblivion. When she finally struggled to wakefulness, a sudden recalling of yesterday's disaster brought another burst of tears and self-recriminations. "How could I have been so damn stupid? I had a beautiful home and freedom to buy almost anything I wanted. I had a husband who was a very nice guy with lots of money and prestige. God damn it, I married for money, got a prize and threw it away. I'm right back where I started and when I get a job, I'll probably have to put out to keep it and move up. Maybe I'll just get a regular job and forget my ambitions to be successful." The tears flowed without stint and, despite the ordeal of the previous day and her loses, it is noteworthy that she accepted all blame to herself, not Jeff.
Two days later, she received an email from Jeff. "Dear Denise, if you are still with Justin and expect to continue with him, just ignore this message. On the other hand, if that hasn't worked out, I have tentatively arranged a short-term lease on a furnished apartment, the address is below. If you take that alternative, give your name at the office and arrangements will be made. Note, this email source does not accept replies. Please do not attempt to contact me. Jeff."
The relationship with Justin had quickly become strained and a day later, she took advantage of the offer and moved into the apartment. The following day she received another message from Jeff. "Dear Denise, I have been informed that you have accepted the apartment. The lease is for six months which should give you time to make other arrangements. I was not surprised because, not to be insulting, I thought that Justin's relationship with you probably was much like yours with me, i.e. based on money. Anyway, I have no intention to leave you destitute. You will find your car parked in the lot with the keys at the desk. The registration has been changed from my name to yours.
"In addition, at the desk are the papers and the key for a storage locker where you will find the rest of your clothes and other personal property. The address is below. Finally, in addition I am making a one-time deposit to your checking account which should sustain you until you find work without, I hope, the physical, i.e. sexual, requirements of your last job. I will not contact you again so I hope you have a good life. Jeff."
Sitting there, reading that message, Denise burst into tears, realizing far more than before what, and who, she had given up. Shortly afterwards, however, her mood brightened as she faced a future which, undoubtedly, was better than she deserved. Those prospects improved exponentially when, a week or so later, she got an unexpected call from a well-known agent who said that he had run across several recording of her, including screen tests, and was interested in representing her.
Several days before, when Denise was just discovering the catastrophe at Justin's place, the creators and operatives of the nightmarish scenario which had been inflicted on her and Justin had returned to the lounge in their building. There had been unalloyed enthusiasm as they congratulated themselves on a very successful operation. It had been a festive and ebullient crowd, bubbling over about that success and exchanging stories of their parts in that campaign. The guilty had been punished with no physical damage. They had created a bewildering set of circumstances that threw Denise and Justin completely out of their comfort zone.
A bathing suit disappeared from a seemingly enclosed area, putting Denise in a very different and embarrassing situation. The whole beach had changed and nothing was the same as it had been less than an hour before - Jeff missing almost as if he never had been there. All landmarks changed. Their alcove as they remembered it gone. It was literally like a nightmare that you have when asleep. One you wake up from it in a sweat, confused and wondering what is real - but they already were awake! The final straw was the feeling of complete vulnerability because of her semi-nudity, their lack of money and having no way to communicate.
Then, when they finally get off the beach and think that normality is returning, they are faced with another impossibility - a large home which they left just a few hours ago was now empty, all furniture gone. Worse, a "sold" sign firmly planted in the ground indicating that the emptiness is not new! How could Denise not be traumatized with her world falling into chaos around her? At the beach she had been absolutely certain that Jeff would be waiting for her in the alcove and that they would get into their car and drive home to the house she loved. Yet, reality and what she certain of was were light years apart. She had to be questioning her sanity!
Then, of course, the "coup de gras," the trap waiting at Justin's house - the Certificate of the Dissolution of Marriage, her clothes, her checking account statement and, absolutely devastating, the DVD!
The whole operation was replayed many times that night as they exulted in their victory. For Chris and Norm, it was the "pièce de résistance" of their practical joke history. This, of course, was anything but a joke, but it certainly bypassed the Bert and Ernie success in their minds and they gloated and rejoiced it the carrying out of their intricate and elaborate plan and their well-earned victory. Was it too elaborate, too over-the-top, when just the final step with the Dissolution of Marriage and DVD would have been enough? Maybe, but you would have had a hard time selling that idea when it came to punished these adulterers - besides, it was fun!
Now, two weeks after the scenario with Denise and Justin had played out and after Denise had moved into the leased apartment, the group was sitting around the same lounge, casually talking about various subjects. By that time they had pretty much exhausted the subject about how well the plan had worked out and how their timing had been perfect. Ron, who had stayed behind after Jeff and Jan left, had regaled them about watching Denise and Justin frantically going up and down the beach with Denise's towel exposing everything as it continuously opened up. Chris and Norm had described arranging and directing the movers and their truck, boasting about their plan and its execution. Even Jan had described in minute detail how she squirmed under the thicket to nab Denise's bikini and start the whole show.
Oddly enough, the person who had the least to say was Jeff, himself, and he, reluctantly, admitted that he felt a bit guilty about how far they had gone. They had laughed at him, unnecessarily reminding him how Denise deserved it. He agreed but still felt remorse for he knew better than they how she would have been impacted by her horrendous day.
"Look, I don't hate her. I was humiliated, angry, hurt - but what was hurt was my ego. I was shocked when I saw that first recording, but, at the same time, not as much as I would have expected. And, I wasn't crushed. It wasn't as if we had been married for ten or twenty years and our lives were intertwined and I never had doubted her. I had already moved away from her by then. The bigger shock was hearing her lay her feelings out in that first long conversation she and Justin had.
"They never would have had that conversation, at least where I could have heard it, except that I knew what was going on and arranged for them to be alone. She had said that she would like to talk longer with him, but they couldn't take the time. I gave them that time, and it all poured out as I hoped it would. It was natural for Justin to ask questions and for her to answer. The one thing I didn't get was how it started between them and how long before - but, of course, that didn't come up because those were things that they both knew. Hearing her talking about having to put out for her boss explained much of why she became a gold digger - it doesn't excuse it, but it makes it more understandable.
"I have no regrets of sympathy for my erstwhile friend, Justin. I've made a few arrangements on my own and he is already out of the landscaping business and in bankruptcy and is going to have a very hard time getting a job. They both - actually, all three of us - paid a price for this.
"However, think about this, particularly you unmarried people. For one year, approximately, I had an absolutely beautiful woman with a superb body as my wife. She agreed with me on everything. She was available for sex of virtually any kind at virtually any time. She bragged about me all the time and was very good company.
"Now she is gone and, as I said, I'm not crushed. Add to that, the year with her cost me practically nothing financially. Yes, I'm embarrassed by how gullible I was. It's humiliating to realize what was going on behind my back. However, think about it Chris. Think about it Norm. How would you like to have a year like that? A beautiful woman at your beck and call, every night! How does that last year compare to yours? She gave me a lot - maybe for the wrong reason, but it was a good year. Therefore, she was punished, but, I don't hate her."
The social meeting went on for some time after that, but, as it was breaking up, Ron stopped everyone and said, "Ok guys, I think that we've waited long enough. After hearing our friend explain his lack of hatred of Denise, I have a feeling that this is the time to see who won the pool!"
Jeff looked up, bewildered, and asked, "What pool?"
The group broke out in laughter as Jan replied, "We each put in twenty bucks and guessed just how much money you ended up giving Denise. You're a cream puff and we all bet that you would chicken out and fatten her bank account. Now, how much? Ron has held the pot and it's time to pay off, softy. How much?"
"Come on now! After what she did? Why would I give her money?"
"How much?"
Finally, shamefaced, Jeff reluctantly said, "$25,000."
Chris blurted out, "Damn, you are a softy! Ok, who won the pool - it certainly wasn't me!"
Ron pulled out $80.00 and handed it to Jan. "She had it right on the money!"
As the rest of them left, Jan stayed behind, smiling as she said, you're a good man, Charley Brown. Wishy-washy, but very nice."
"As I said, that was a very good year I had with her. I've thought of the whole situation and, while I was angry and hurt, as I said, it was more of a hurt ego than a broken heart. I have absolutely no feeling of loss as far as she is concerned. I realized quite quickly after the first shock that I had been infatuated with her, not in love with her. As the infatuation wore off, I began to get that feeling that something was wrong. I was shocked by her affair with Justin, but not by her artificial affection for me. I certainly wasn't devastated by it as I would have been if I really had been in love with her.
"Maybe I am soft but I feel better about myself by helping her have a better life without having to put out for lecherous bosses like she had in the past. I did something else, too. I kept those tapes of her screen tests and gave them to a good, honest agent that I knew and he was impressed. Heaven knows, her acting fooled me! Anyway, he's going to contact her without mentioning me. That may help her too."
Jan reached over and kissed his cheek, saying, "You really are a good man, Jeff Anderson! A wonderful man!"
As she started to leave, Jeff stopped her. "Jan, may I ask you a personal question?"
"Well, as I said to Don over a year ago, you certainly may ask, but I may not answer."
"Good enough. Way back when this whole business blew up and I really was embarrassed by...well, by being seduced, I guess, by this beautiful woman who you all, correctly thought was after my money. I felt very foolish and you said something like 'don't feel foolish, we've all done something stupid in our lives, you about a woman, me about a man, but, no matter how stupid it is, things may still work out.' Now, I think that you were just saying that to make me feel better, but for some reason I can't get it out of my head.
"I've known you since you were an 18 year old college freshman and I've been near you or with you all the years since. I just want to know what mistake you've made with a man that was stupid and that you regret. It's none of my business what mistakes you've made, but the way you said it has stuck in my mind all this time. If it's painful or too personal, forget I asked, but I just hate to think that you had a situation like mine and I was so unobservant that I didn't know and give you support."
Jan looked at him for a full minute, obviously contemplating how to respond. "The answer to your question is yes and no, which is not very satisfying. Partly I did want to make you feel better about an unfortunate situation. Men get overcome by beautiful women and women can certainly be seduced by handsome men. She was a beautiful woman and you weren't in a relationship. As you said, she's an excellent actress and you were vulnerable. I didn't want you to beat yourself up over it.
"On the other hand, I did make a stupid decision that I expected that I would really regret, probably for the rest of my life, but I did it anyway. I don't know that I'm comfortable with describing it because I don't know how you would respond. We all make silly decisions and we live with them."
"Well, I certainly am not going to press you on it. However, on the question of making decisions that you regret, there's one I made a long time ago that I've regretted ever since."
Jan stared at him intently for what seem an interminable time, obviously debating with herself. "All right, I don't want to leave it there and kick myself about it later. The decision I made over a year ago and regretted was standing idly by when I saw you with Denise. I wanted desperately to stop it but I didn't know how. I stupidly did nothing. I don't want to cause a problem for you or for me, but l think I regret the same decision from years ago that you do. We were too rational, too frightened by fears of the future. I don't know where we are now, but I regret that decision more than anything in my life!"
Without hesitation, Jeff reached out and drew Jan into his arms and they shared a long and very loving kiss. When it ended, she had tears in her eyes, but they were tears of joy! She looked up at him with a radiant smile, whispering, "I don't want to get you on the rebound from another woman, but I guess I'll have to risk it!"
"If either of us had had the courage to speak up, there never would have been another woman! This is going to be a shock to our partners!"
"Jeff, dear, you really are unobservant. You are the only one who didn't realize that I was in love with you. They've been wondering if you would ever wake up and admit that you loved me. A year ago Don asked what happened and that he had expected me to be his sister-in-law! That was one of the reasons they didn't like Denise at first."
"All right, I've been stupid and foolish twice now. I swear that it won't happen a third time! Don will get what he wanted - and so will I!
Epilogue
Five years later, Jeff and Jan were sitting on their terrace watching their two young children play when they heard the doorbell. Jan went to the door and stood there, frozen in shock at seeing the visitor. Outside the door with a very timorous smile on her face was Denise. "May...may I come in?"
Breaking out of her trance, Jan said, "Of course, come in. We're out on the terrace." Leading the way, she said, "Jeff, dear, we have company."
Jeff got up and, of course, was startled by the unexpected sight. Recovering quickly, he reached for her hand and, quickly added a brief kiss on the cheek. "This certainly is a surprise. It's been five years, but you look wonderful."
"Thank you. I hate to barge in on you like this, but I never would have had the courage to ask if I could come to see you. I...I came here this evening to apologize and thank you at the same time. Wait, please let me talk or I'll lose my nerve. My behavior before and during our marriage was reprehensible and I have absolutely no excuse. My only explanation for my behavior was that I had had a difficult time in my attempt to advance in my job and I had just lost all perspective. When I watched those DVDs, I couldn't recognize myself in what I was doing and saying. I was a slut and I hated myself.
"But, the thing that changed me, shook me out of the pit I was in, was how unbelievably kind you were to me. Instead of leaving me to the suffering I deserved, you found me a place to live, gave be money and hope. Then, secretly, you sent my tapes to an agent with a good recommendation. I was a faithless, lying wife and you did that for me. The reason I finally got the courage to come here is that I want you to know the good you have done. I have just been cast in a leading role in a new TV series and the critics gave it and me very good reviews. And it's all due to you. You're a wonderful man!"
Both Jeff and Jan spontaneously jumped up and gave her a congratulatory hug. Her obviously heartfelt words had reduced the natural tension and when Denise left not long afterwards, it was with a genuine invitation to come again.
After she left, Jan and Jeff sat closely together with his arm around her, her head on his shoulder as they reviewed the happy ending for both them and for Denise. Jan looked up at her husband and whispered, "Darling, you really are a wonderful man and I'm just glad that she didn't realize it in time!"
Actually, it probably wouldn't have mattered. Something would have worked out, somehow. As was said in the beginning, one thing that is evident in life is that some people, for whatever reason, have fortune smiling on them and Dwayne Jeffery Anderson was one of those people. There was a short hiccup when fortune frowned on Jeff Anderson for a short time, but the smile returned and, as the fairy tales insist would happen, he and Jan lived happily ever after!
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Anita Atherton looked questioningly at the telephone in her hand. She had been talking to her friend of many years, Char (for Charlotte) Jacobson, and had just turned down an invitation to have dinner the following night. Unexpectedly, the phone had gone dead as she heard Char use a very nasty word. She tried to call back, but got no answer. Shrugging her shoulder, she went back to her computer on which she was editing a manuscript. She had developed a reputation for taking the meanderings writings and weird syntax of hopeful authors and putting them into publishable shape. Those manuscripts were downloaded to her computer from various publishers or hopeful writers and she would clean them up and return them. This lucrative freelance activity permitted her to work from home and at her own pace.
Putting the interrupted call out of her mind, Anita returned to the page she had been working on. Fifteen minutes later, she heard the doorbell ring aggressively, indicating that a rather impatient person was summoning her. As she opened the door, she was startled to see that the impatient visitor was Char who obviously had said that nasty word and had jumped into her car to face her in person instead of over the phone. Char brushed by her without a word, going into the living room and planting herself on the couch. Anita stared at her with her mouth hanging open as her friend just glared up at her.
The two women were very similar physically. Both 27 years of age, both about 5'4" and 115 lbs. Their figures were trim kept in shape by active lives and exercise and featured breasts that were about 34B. Nice overall. Both would be described as quite pretty - not really beautiful, but very attractive. Anita's Irish heredity was shown by very dark, almost black hair, striking blue eyes and pure white skin that always burned, never tanned. Charlotte, on the other hand, was blonde with hazel eyes and with skin that tanned easily, as it had that summer. They were the dearest of friends, although that it might be hard to believe at the moment.
"All right, Nita, what's going on?"
"What do you mean...what's going on? I just talked to you a few minutes ago and you must have rushed to get here so quickly. I should ask you what's going on!"
"Look, I've been with you since we were in grade school. I probably know you better than anyone in the world unless it's Tom. You're avoiding me for some reason and I want to know why, damn it! For years every time Tom has to go out of town for those monthly meetings or those emergency runs, we have gotten together and gone out to dinner, seen a movie or just sat around and talked. The last three times he had the three-day meetings you had something else every night that you had to do. There have been at least five overnight trips and you've been 'busy.' You're hiding something from me and I want to know what! If you're mad at me for something, just say so! If I didn't know you better, I would think that you're having an affair! Now, what the hell is going on?"
Anita looked at her dearest friend's angry face and, surprisingly, started giggling. She looked at Char with a big grin and said, smugly, "You got it right!"
"What do you mean I got it right? You're mad at me for something?"
"No, I'm having an affair!"
"Very funny! Now what...oh my god, you're not kidding! What happened...are you and Tom having trouble?"
"Good heavens no! I love him more than anything in the world! No, I'm just having a fun affair that has nothing to do with him or our marriage!"
"You have to be out of your mind! What in hell are you thinking? You have a husband that would be the envy of any woman, including me. He's honest, loves you without limits, trusts you implicitly. He's handsome, is very successful! You've told me that sex with him is wonderful! And you're cheating him, going behind his back for a 'fun' affair? You must be insane! What's going to happen when he finds out about this?"
"Everything you said is absolutely true. He couldn't be a more perfect husband than he is. This has nothing to do with him or anything in our marriage. I honestly don't think that I could live without him! I don't know why, but, for some reason, that just makes this more fun. I know that doesn't make any sense but it really turns me on!"
"It damn sure doesn't make any sense! How long has this been going on?"
"It started at the high school reunion last April, so it's about four months. It was totally unexpected, but it was one of those happenings when fate just seems to line things up. You were in Toledo with your mother in the hospital so you weren't there. I don't like to drive at night even if I have just one drink, so Meg Simpkins picked me up and was going to bring me home. After about two hours, her babysitter called saying that her daughter was sick and she had to leave. I told her that I would get a taxi home when I was ready. If you had been there, nothing would have happened. If Meg had stayed, nothing would have happened.
"Then there was one other thing. Bill Wissinger was there!"
"Oh god, I see where this is going! Your old high school sweetheart."
"I wouldn't call him that, but, yeah, that was it. I hadn't seen him in years. He moved away while we were in college and we hadn't written or anything. He never came back for our past reunions because he lived too far away, but he had just been transferred back here. It was nice talking to him but that almost certainly would have been it if Meg had stayed to take me home. When I was preparing to call a taxi he was right there and said that my house was on his way so that he would drop me off on his way home. I didn't hesitate because I had enjoyed talking to him and I honestly just thought of him as just a friend from the past.
"Well, that's not quite true. I had been felt up, of course, and a couple of guys got their hands on my bra and one had touched my pussy through my panties for a second or two, but that was it. Bill was the first to do more. He had his hand on my panties regularly and, maybe, got a finger under them. He definitely got my bra undone and played with my tits. You and I never talked about this - I was too shy - but it went a lot further on senior prom night. He might have gotten me that night.
"Fortunately for my virginity, he had that sports car, an MG - two bucket seats in front with the gearshift between them and no back seat." Nita giggled again, adding, "There were no fancy limos at our little school were there? Just our boyfriends' cars and Bill had the MG which was hot looking, but not much for sex. Actually, I think my father was happy to see me get into that little car instead one of those big rolling bedrooms! I'm also sure that he was happy that I was wearing that long and sleek ball gown with its relatively inaccessible tight skirt. Oh, I felt sexy in that dress."
Giggling again, "I don't think that Bill was as pleased with the tight skirt - hard to get under it - but he said that I was beautiful! He started to feel my tits, but I stopped him saying that I didn't want to get wrinkled, but I added, 'You can do that later!' I had to be excited to say something like that! He came around to open my door and, as I started to get out, he said, 'Show me something!' The last few times I had gotten out of those low seats, I had spread my legs to show him my panties.
"It was impossible to show anything with that long skirt and he was obviously disappointed. Then, as I stood up, he shocked me by saying, 'Pull your skirt up and show me!' I said, 'Oh Bill, I can't! Besides, there are people around and they would see!'
Anita continued talking to Char but actually began reliving the moment in her own mind.
************************************************************
"Come on honey, yes you can! The door will hide you and I really want to see you! Pull your skirt up!"
"I shouldn't do that - I've never done anything in my life like that!"
Despite her obvious reluctance, Anita suddenly realized that she really wanted to expose herself. She was excited and Bill's intense desire to see under her skirt finally overcame her scruples. Looking around quickly and seeing no one nearby, she hesitantly reached down and began working her tight skirt upwards. Bill hadn't really believed that he would get his shy girlfriend to expose herself to his eager eyes, but it was happening! His cock was like a spear in his pants as she shimmied and twisted to work the tight skirt upwards. She had never worn stockings before when they had been together and his excitement mounted as her dark hose tops came into view followed by the slim garter belt supporters, tight against her bare thighs.
He involuntarily gasped as, finally, her brief panties came into view. He could see the dark pubic hair through the thin fabric. At last, as the skirt moved past her hair line, she stopped and stood there, almost in a trance as she timidly posed before him. Time seemed to stand still for her as she just stood there before his intense stare. She wasn't thinking, just waiting for some signal from Bill as she unconsciously posed provocatively before him.
"Wait, don't move!" Hurryingly, Bill reached behind her to the center console and grabbed a camera which he planned to use during the prom. Stepping back, he said "Smile," and before she could react, quickly snapped several pictures of her standing there. Then, before she could release her skirt, he knelt before her, reached in with both hands, grasped the waistband of her panties and jerked them down below her knees.
"No, Bill, stop! Don't! Please, what are you doing?"
Her reactions were too late because her panties fell down to her feet. Her hands left her skirt as she tried to cover her pussy hair, but the skirt just stayed up, held by its tightness and the flare of her hips. She had never dreamed of being in that position and she just stood there, her hands covering her crotch, frozen in that revealing position. When Bill reached down and grabbed her foot, she unthinkingly raised it as he pulled her panties away. He did the same with the other foot and stood up and, for the first time in her life, a man saw her naked (for practical purposes) below the waist.
She finally came to her senses and started to work her skirt down to cover herself, but Bill stopped her. "Let me see you, honey! You're sexy and beautiful! Keep your skirt up and let me see you! Come on, Nita; pull it all the way up!"
Anita's mind was full of conflicting emotions. The totally unexpected exposure shocked and stunned her. A flood of embarrassment flowed over her and her immediate reaction was to cover herself. Yet, here was Bill admiring her and urging her on and, astonishing her no end, she felt that embarrassment ebb, to be replaced with a wave of sexual excitement which she had never felt before. Without conscious thought, she straightened up and, as Bill beseeched her, she grasped her skirt and pulled it back up, completely exposing everything from the top of her garter belt to her feet.
This time she actually did pose as Bill snapped several more pictures, some full length, some of just her cunt area. Finally, hearing voices and realizing how exposed she was if someone came along, Anita forced her skirt down. It was then that the reality of what she had done penetrated and the embarrassment returned. "Oh my god, Bill, promise that you'll never show those pictures to anyone. I'll be ruined!"
"Don't worry, Nita, they're just for me! I swear! I've never seen anything so sexy in my life!" He reached over and kissed her, saying, "We'd better go on in. We can talk about it afterwards."
"Where are my panties?"
"I've got them and I'll give them back afterwards!"
"Bill! I can't go in there without panties on! Give them back to me, please!"
"Later. It will be sexy knowing that we're dancing and that I have your panties in my pocket! No one will know with that long skirt on."
"Please Bill, I'll be embarrassed even if no one knows. Damn it, I'll know!"
"Yeah, and I'll know too! I wish that we had your bra off too! Just think of dancing naked under your dress!"
There was additional pleading, but Bill held firm and all evening Anita was all too aware that, for the first time in her life, she had no panties on in public. Much of the evening there was a blush on her face, but she finally admitted to herself, but not to Bill, that it made the whole prom night different and more exciting than any previous dance.
************************************************************
"Oh my heavens, I got carried away! You didn't need all that information!"
"Don't stop there! So my innocent little friend walked around for over four hours with no panties on!"
"I had no choice! I was scared to death, certain that everyone would know. However, after a short time my nerves calmed down and I got hot, thinking how shocked everyone would be if they knew. Being naked under my skirt, even that long one, was really a big deal for me, particularly what had happened to my panties. I'll tell you, when we finally left, I think that Bill could have had me if he had found a place to lay me down!
"There was no flat place, not even a car seat, so my virginity was still there for Tom to take later. We got into the MG, drove to a necking place and, boy, was I ready! It was a time of new experiences. He unzipped the back of my dress, unhooked my bra and, for the first time, my tits were out in front of a man - well an eighteen year old man anyway. He felt and squeezed them while sucking my nipples. At the same time, despite the tight quarters, he got my skirt up enough to reach my pussy and actually got a finger, maybe two, into me and finger-fucked me. I was writhing all over the seat and, another first, I came - I had an orgasm!
"I slumped back on the seat, overcome by what had happened. He pulled away from me and ripped his pants open and, as I discovered, got his cock out. He took my hand and put it on him and wrapped my fingers around it. I suddenly realized what I had in my hand and tried to jerk away, but he held me there while pulling my head toward him. I had no idea of what he wanted and, anyway, the stick shift lever was in the way.
"I was still in something of a daze from my first orgasm when Bill pulled away, got out of the car, hurried around and opened my door. He crouched down, reached in, put his hand behind my head and drew it toward his cock. The MG was very low so my mouth was at the right level and I heard him say, 'Kiss it!'
"It was too dark to see it clearly, but, without thinking, I did just what he wanted - I pursed my lips and kissed the tip as it pushed toward me. I pulled my head back and started to say something - I have no idea what - but as soon as my lips parted, the head slid right in. It wasn't in my mouth more than a second before it erupted. It was deep in my mouth and the first charge shot right into my throat, choking me. I managed to pull back and swallow enough to breathe while he continued to shoot, some going into my mouth, the rest hitting my chin and dripping down onto my bra and tits.
"Obviously, you can't say that I sucked him - he just used my mouth. I was stunned by the whole event, of course, but my immediate reaction was worrying about cleaning myself. I'm still surprised at myself for I would have expected to be in hysterics after such a shocking experience. Actually, I think that I was in a daze and the real magnitude of what had happened hit me later that night at home.
"Anyway, then I just grabbed a box of tissues he fortunately had there. I calmly swallowed the residue in my mouth and wiped my face as thoroughly as I could - honestly more concerned about the remnants of my makeup that anything else. Actually, everything about the whole experience - from being exposed, finger-fucked, etc., hit me later. Neither of us really knew what to say and we were saved from having to face what all we had done by the sudden realization of how late it was.
"My father was very strict and I had a rigid curfew of 2:00 AM, leaving only fifteen minutes to get home! I refastened my bra, Bill zipped my dress up and we broke the speed limit, making it with a few minutes to spare! We jumped out of the car, hurried onto the porch, hugged each other very hard, exchanged a long kiss and I went in. I did manage to say that I had a wonderful time - which I had!
"I walked into the house and I heard my father call out, 'Five minutes early! Very good, dear. That's a good man you were out with. Did you have a good time?'
"It was wonderful! I'll tell you all about it tomorrow, daddy. I've got to get into the bathroom now!" I thought, 'If he had any idea about what we did, he would be out of bed hunting for Bill!'
"Actually, I did need the bathroom so I hurried in without looking at myself. When I got up and looked in the mirror I swear I almost fainted! I had worn little makeup, but what I had was smeared and I obviously hadn't wiped my face sufficiently since semi-dried cum remained in a number of places. I was shocked, of course and all I could think of at that moment was 'Thank god daddy didn't see me.'
"Then, I slipped my dress off and stood there wearing just my bra and garter belt and realized that I had never thought of getting my panties back. I unsnapped my bra and got another surprise - it was damp from Bill's cum and my tits were still wet from where the overflow that had dribbled out of my mouth. In addition, there were marks and light bruising that threatened to be more conspicuous tomorrow, a threat that was fulfilled the next day.
"Fortunately, my dress had fallen away from my tits so it was wrinkled but there were only a few cum spots on it. However, the inside at the back under my pussy was drenched. My missing panties weren't there to absorb my wetness! I was horribly embarrassed by the obvious source of the wetness when I took it to the dry cleaners the following day. Happily there was no comment or knowing smirks and it came back in perfect shape"
She hesitated a moment and then continued, "I still have that dress and I love it. I've had it on twice since that night. The first time was when Tom and I were at the Senior Prom in college. I felt very sexy in it partly because of the way I looked in it, but also because of its ties to that night! I had forgotten, or more likely, unconsciously suppressed the details of what we had done, but I remembered the excitement. However, I deliberately left my panties off again, as Tom discovered, but I wasn't as wet so there were only a few marks. The other time was with Bill as we reminisced about that night not long after our affair started. I tried it on again for him and we both got very excited as we replayed what we had done."
"Damn, that was a hot night - and you never told me about it! You were very lucky that you fooled your father."
"Yeah, the next day I had marks all over my breasts, but when dressed I looked pure and chaste." Giggling, she continued, "I felt very smug sitting at the table with him as I described an innocent night of dancing and as I pictured what my tits looked like under my bra. Of course, most girls have things to hide from their parents!"
"Right - and from their friends! Ok, you've told me about your high school sex with Bill. How does this lead to what you are doing with him now. You ended up with Tom so, obviously you broke up with Bill. What happened?"



"Well, that's why I wouldn't call him a high school sweetheart. After what had happened at the prom, we, at least I, didn't know quite how to act with each other in school on Monday. I certainly was a bit uncomfortable with what I had done with him. However, there was some surreptitious tit fondling over the lunch hour and we made a date for Saturday night. If we had had that date, I think that there was a good chance that he would have gotten me and who knows what would have done for my future.
"However, before any more could happen he collapsed at home that Friday night and he was taken to the hospital. It turned out that he had appendicitis or, actually...what is that word? Oh yeah, peritonitis. He was taken to a bigger out-of-town hospital and was in intensive care for a while. Then he had a long recovery to get his strength back.
"I sent him a card and a few notes, but we just lost contact when I went away to college in the fall. The thing is, we weren't really going together - several nice dates that might have developed into something, particularly after prom night. We had never had any intimate discussions...you know...exchanging feeling, thoughts of the future, etc. Frankly, I had pretty much forgotten about him until he showed up at the reunion.
"Anyway, we went out to his car and started out. We were talking and I casually asked him where he lived and he said that he had an apartment in the Collier building. I looked at him in shock and gasped out, 'That's in the opposite direction - three miles out of your way! You said you would drop me off on your way home!'
"'I know, Anita, but I have something I wanted to show you from when we were in school and this seemed to be a perfect opportunity. I don't mind the extra drive.'
"Needless to say the whole thing seemed strange and I asked why he hadn't shown me whatever it was back at the reunion. He looked over at me and said, 'You'll know why when you see it.' I was mystified but I wasn't the least bit concerned about safety or anything. I remembered him as a nice guy and, in addition, everybody knew I had left with him. Actually, it just never occurred to me to be concerned. It sounds silly now, but I never even questioned how he knew where I lived!
"We pulled into our driveway, stopped and he reached behind the seat and brought up what appeared to be a small package and a tablet. "I can show this to you here, but it would be better in regular light. Could I come in for a few minutes? It's late but won't take long.'
"He really had my curiosity aroused by that time and I just said ok. At that point I was really intrigued but I had absolutely no feelings except an old friendship with someone from my past. We sat down on the couch and he opened an iPad, moved to the photo section and there was a full length picture of me and my father standing on the porch of our house before that senior prom. I had completely forgotten having it taken and seeing my father really got to me. I could almost hear him ordering us to be home by 2:00 AM, the latest curfew I ever had had. Then there was one of Bill and me taken by my father. Finally, there was one of me alone wearing that lovely dress.
"I felt a wave of emotion as I saw those pictures and Bill was suddenly more than just a friend from the past. I spontaneously leaned toward him, my head resting on his shoulder, and said, 'Oh Bill, please download those pictures to my computer! That was a lovely night and I want to keep them!' I really was emotional - particularly seeing my father and me together. He reached up and put his arm around me and hugged me, saying, 'I've kept these pictures all these years and I want you to have them to remember that night with pleasure. The next are different and I hope they will bring back pleasant memories too.' Incredibly, I had no idea of what was coming!
"Suddenly I couldn't believe my eyes as I saw myself standing there holding my skirt bunched up almost at my waist exposing my panties and garter belt. Seeing the three previous, innocuous, pictures hadn't triggered my memory of what had come afterwards. I straightened up in shock and almost shrieked, 'Oh my god, Bill, I had forgotten about doing that! Has anybody else seen that?'"
"He responded with, 'No Nita. I promised you that no one else would see these pictures and I have kept that promise!' He quickly showed me two that were much the same and I suddenly dreaded and, I'll admit, aroused by what I now assumed was coming. My assumption was correct for there I stood, my skirt at my waist and everything blatantly exposed. No panties!
"I was shocked, embarrassed and, surprising myself, really excited. The best of the pictures was one in which I was...'impishly' is the word I guess...smiling at the camera. It was not a candid shot for I was obviously posing. I was standing there, my feet a good foot apart. My garter belt, with its supporters running down to my hose tops, framed my triangle of dark hair. I was looking at a picture of myself, not some porno star, and I felt myself getting wet as I looked at it!
"I had been sitting erect after pulling away when the first shocking picture came up, but now Bill put his arm around me again and pulled me close and said, 'You were beautiful!' I turned my head to look at him and he kissed me. I was hesitant at first but suddenly it felt right and I returned the kiss. What happened then is what has happened millions of times over the years when friends become lovers. Kisses led to feeling and fondling and, inevitably, to fucking! That's what happened. We ended upstairs in our bedroom and he spent the night for the first time.
"I swear I never had a single romantic or sexual thought as I met him at the reunion. I never thought of any of that as we sat down on that couch. It all came at that moment when the memories of that prom night descended on me when I saw those pictures. How I could have forgotten what I had done that night is beyond me. I think that I must have deliberately buried details of all of that and just remembered having a wonderful time!
"In any case, there was one more thing that really fanned the flames and helped start my affair. When that first kiss finally ended, he pulled away and reached over beside himself, picked up the little package I had seen and handed it to me. I opened it and inside I found a pair of panties. He smiled at me and quietly said, 'Those are the ones I took off of you that night. I've kept them all these years, hoping for a moment like this! I've loved having them and I love returning them.'
"Char, he could have had me right there on the couch! I was just overcome with emotion. That he had kept those pictures was exciting and arousing. But that he had kept my panties all that time hoping to be with me again was so romantic that whatever defenses and desire I had for faithfulness just melted away. A half hour later we were naked and in bed and my adulterous affair had begun!"
"Jesus, Nita, that was unbelievable. I can understand what you did that night! Good god, I'm sure that I would have been fucked and I'm certain that would be true of most women, no matter how happily married they were. Actually, knowing how Tom is, I have no doubt that he would understand your motivation - getting lost in the emotion and romance of the moment. He wouldn't like it but he would understand and forgive you. This is different! How in the hell did you let this happen a second time, much less for four months? You've got a marriage made in heaven and you do this? You risk your husband's love and your marriage for a little 'fun' sex? Do you love this Bill?"
"Gods, no! I love Tom with my whole being. As I said, I don't think that I could live without him if he left me! This is just fun. When I woke up in bed with Bill the next morning, I was happy and I had no feeling of guilt because I knew that I felt about Tom the way I always had. When he came home I made love to him the way I always had, but it felt sort of innocently wicked to have a secret to hide. I wasn't putting Tom down in any way - I still think that he is the most wonderful man in the world, but I just like having a little secret of my own."
"What do you think will happen when Tom finds out that you've deceived him, gone behind his back and cheated on him - in his own bed? I say 'when' he finds out, not 'if.'"
"I know that he would be upset, maybe furious, but he would forgive me. He loves me as deeply as I love him. I don't think that he could live without me anymore than I could live without him. Anyway, he's not going to find out. No one is going to see me with Bill. My car won't be seen in suspicious places. No one will see a different car here. There will be no funny phone calls or email messages. There will be none of those 'husband comes home early and finds his wife in bed with another man' situations!
"When Bill left the next morning, we agreed that we would do it again, but that he wouldn't call me and possibly cause a problem. If I wanted for us to get together, I could call him when it was safe. Tom and I have a regular schedule when he is out of town. When he's on the airplane waiting to depart, he always sends me a text. When he checks into a hotel, he texts me. His phone and laptop have GPS markings so I know where he is when he texts me. At about 11:00 PM he calls me and we talk about our days and the GPS is there, too. We've done that for years and Tom arranged it. For that matter, he will know that I'm at home the same way.
"I was worried about Bill's car parked outside so I gave him an extra garage door remote that we had so he just opens the door and parks inside. He only comes after dark so there's no problem. His car is similar to Tom's so when he leaves here in the morning if anyone noticed they would think it was Tom. Actually, there's no one living close by anyway. Tom's not going to find out and be hurt!"
"Damn, you should hear yourself! A conniving adulteress planning how to conceal her affair from her husband. You seem to have everything covered so the odds are with you, but remember, the odds of winning the lottery are ridiculous, but, somehow, someone always wins. You're like teenagers who think that they are invincible until the car wreck comes. In any case, I love you like a sister and I certainly are not going to blow the whistle on you, but I should! What you are doing is reprehensible and unforgivable, but I'll be here to support you when you try to get your life back together after your own car wreck occurs - and I'm afraid that it will.
"Just think about what you've already done! You're going to have to be careful when you talk with Tom for the rest of your life. What will happen if Tom comes home sometime and casually says that one of his managers has a wife that cheated and that a woman like that should be divorced. Will you have that momentary hesitation when replying or that quick flash of guilt in your eye that will cause just a hint of doubt in the background of his subconscious mind? If at a party someone casually comments on a friend being caught in an affair, can you immediately respond without even a slight hesitation that raises that niggling little doubt?
"We hear of women being caught because their husband comes home early and finds her in bed with her lover, but there is a greater chance that suspicion arises because the guilty wife doesn't respond exactly the way the husband expects after being with her for years. He knows her reactions so well after years together and suddenly, something just doesn't seem right to him!
"In any case, Tom may never find out, but you will always know that you cheated and it will eat at you. More important, think what it will do to Tom if you slip up somehow. It will kill him. Is the fun you're having worth risking ruining his love for you? You say that you couldn't live without Tom. Nita, I'm afraid that you may have to." With that concluding statement, Char stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind her as she did so.
Anita looked after her with a concerned look on her face. She wasn't stupid. She understood the potential catastrophe Char alluded to and the idea of hurting Tom and her marriage sent a tremor of fear through her. She had been absolutely honest when she said that she didn't think that she could live without him. She thought to herself, "Maybe I am risking too much to keep doing this. Tom would be so horribly hurt and he never could trust me again. I think that I'll have to end this - even a remote risk is too much. I'll have to tell Bill that it has to end." Unfortunately, while she was right and her intent was good, she never followed through and the pleasant, but foolish affair went on.
A couple of days later, while eating dinner, Tom casually commented, "I had a disappointing call from Char this morning. It seems that her schedule has changed and we won't be able to have lunch any more. I really enjoyed meeting her in that little sandwich shop once or twice a week and just talk about something different from work. Everyone else I meet or eat with is consumed with business. It's a disappointment."
Anita responded with appropriate regret, knowing that both Tom and Char had enjoyed those tension releasing lunches. The following day, she called Anita and asked, "Did you really have a schedule change or is this connected to what we talked about last Saturday?"
"Of course it does! I really like having lunch with Tom. I really enjoy being with him, talking about all sorts of things. But, I damn sure can't do it now! I love the man almost as much as I love you and I would be petrified that I would accidently say something that would tickle his curiosity and start him thinking. I have no idea of what that might be, but I'm not going to be the one that begins what I expect to be the ruination of your marriage. You have to be out of your mind to be doing something so stupid and I'm not going to contribute to the disaster!
"I'm in a totally no-win situation! Damn it, I can't betray you by giving Tom even the most delicate hint that he has a problem with his wife and his marriage. At the same time, I'm betraying a very dear friend by not at least hinting to him that his wife is an adulterous bitch! I love you like a sister, but you have put me in an intolerable position. I am a miserable liar and if Tom had any suspicion and asked me if I knew anything, guilt would be written all over my face. Therefore, no more lunches!
"God damn it, I was in the same situation with that bastardly ex-husband of mine! Once I caught him I found that two of my friends knew about it and didn't even give me a hint! I dropped them like a brick! Now I'm doing the same thing, protecting you! I feel like a damn hypocrite!"
Reading all of this might lead one to believe that Anita was sex-driven or promiscuous or, perhaps, sex deprived. None of that was true. Before she entered college, that night with Bill went far beyond anything she had even thought of. She did expand her horizon in her freshmen year as many students do - no father to watch over her! She was thoroughly explored; tits and cunt, and she jacked off three cocks and actually sucked two of them. However, she still was that increasingly rare coed who was a virgin going into her sophomore year. That final barrier was literally broken early in that year by one Thomas Irving Atherton.
She was a sophomore English major and he a senior in business administration taking an elective course in English literature. Chance plays a major role in our lives - or perhaps there is predestination - but when he came into the class the first day, the seat he dropped into was next to a pretty dark haired girl. It's hard to say that it was love at first sight, but it certainly was love early in the semester. People today like to talk about finding their "soulmate," but if there is such a thing, they had both found theirs. They were perfect together and, by the end of that semester, Anita's virginity was gone and wedding plans were made.
Tom graduated with honors, choose from a number of good job offers and they were married in the fall before school started for Anita's junior year. Fortunately, Tom's job was near the school, so she was able to finish college without having to transfer. By the time she graduated, Tom was well established as a major asset to his employer. The company controlled a large number of home improvement stores operated by franchisees and he was assigned to be the coordinator with a number of them to handle single and joint problems. He was excellent at his job and by the time he worked there the five years preceding the time when this story began, he was a regional manager and troubleshooter for a large area of the Midwest. The responsibility and income were great and he enjoyed the work and the interaction with all the store managers.
The only drawback to the job was that once a month he had to have a two-day meeting with a different group of his managers to introduce new product, discuss strategy and solve problems. He would leave on Wednesday or Thursday and return Saturday or Sunday. In addition, all too often, he had to go overnight to a store to act as a troubleshooter. He didn't mind those trips except that Anita was left alone at home, which he hated. He made a real effort to let her know where he was and that he was safe which explains the text and phone message ritual which Anita described to Char.
He was absolutely committed to Anita as he assumed she was to him, and the idea that she had a sexual interest in another man just never crossed his mind. Of course, except for that unique connection with Bill, his trust was well placed. Their sexual relationship was excellent and her love for him was so apparent that nothing would cause him to suspect that she was having "fun sex" while he was away. Of course, the violation of that pure trust would make the truth even more devastating if it were to be discovered! And, inevitably, that is what happened.
As so often the case, the concealment of Anita's affair began to fail in a completely innocuous manner. Tom was preparing for a three night conference in the Chicago area and, as usual, had left his office at noon to pack and have a little extra time with her before he left. They ate lunch and, in a casual conversation she mentioned that the television news had been reporting on a rise in nighttime home break-ins in the last few weeks. "Didn't the realtor we had when we bought this house say something about a security system? I seem to remember something about it."
"You're right, but we didn't do anything about it. It involved motion activated cameras that would send a message to a central office if someone broke in and they would send the police. It was pretty expensive and had never been used because this is a very safe area. Still, if it would make you feel better while I'm gone, I'll check it out before I go. It's too late to make arrangements for the monitoring service for this week, but I'll see if the equipment works. I really don't think that it's necessary though - those break-ins were in the next town over."
Nothing further was said, but after completing his packing he went downs into the basement utility room and found the security equipment. It obviously had never been used since an instruction pamphlet was taped over the controls. He had expected a bare-boned system installed merely as an appeal to prospective buyers, but it was surprisingly sophisticated. Rather than merely sending an electronic report to the central office that a break-in had occurred, it actually would send a video picture, cutting down on expensive and disturbing false alarms.
It turned out that three rooms were covered: first, the living room which a robber would likely go through, second, the office or study where expensive computers or a safe might be located and, finally, the bedroom where jewelry would be found. "My god, I didn't even know that we had cameras in the house! This certainly sounds like overkill! Let's look at the settings and see how this thing works.



"Ok, full time or motion activated? Motion activated. Time? 1:00 AM to 6:00 AM should do it. Report to? Monitoring office? No. Police? No. Let's see if it works first before I think of reporting anywhere. Other? Well, yeah, but what? Oh, I know! I'll set up a file in my computer and send it there. With my laptop synchronized to the desktop, I can check to see if it's working while I'm in Chicago! This is certainly simple to set up. All right, hit the on button and we're under way." The stage was set for the coming disaster.
It really was a shame because there were so many ways in which things could have worked with no damage done Tom could have continued in blissful ignorance of Anita's infidelity. Char's scorn of Anita's adultery and her warnings about what she was risking had taken root. Having had it put to her in such stark terms forced her to face reality. "What the hell am I doing? This would kill Tom and, maybe, me too. I've got to end this before something bad happens!" But she never had.
Now, however, was the perfect time. The day before had been their wedding anniversary and they had celebrated with an excellent dinner in a lovely restaurant. More importantly, he handed her a card announcing that they were to leave the next Friday for Bermuda where he had reserved the same room in the same hotel where they had spent their honeymoon. It was a romantic gesture that would delight any woman and Anita was no exception. Several times in the last month she had been determined to tell Bill that their affair was over, but this time it would be final.
She and Char had discussed the issue several times since that first shocking disclosure and Anita had admitted that what she was doing was wrong - actually despicable - and that it had to stop. She accepted that everything Char had said was true and she was disgusted with herself. Most of all, the horror of what this would do to Tom really began to scare her. In any case, much of the adventure and fun was gone by that time. With Tom's three-night meetings plus probably six single night troubleshooting occasions, she figured that she had slept with Bill over twenty times in the now five months since the affair began. She couldn't estimate how many times that she had been fucked or how many times she had sucked his cock. Far too much adulterous sex and it had to end!
How to do it? The simplest way was to just not call Bill when Tom was gone. That would be easy but it didn't seem to her that it would be fair to Bill and there would be no closure. Maybe she should just call him and end it on the phone. No, she thought that she owed him more than that. She felt that she needed to face him, explain the situation - which actually he already knew, of course - and end it in a friendly and respectful fashion. That was the only way to go, but taking that approach scared her - she had made the same decision twice before and failed to follow through! However, this time she was more determined than ever and believed that she could do it.
Tom, of course, was oblivious to all this soul searching. It was just another monthly meeting, nothing special and, as he kissed his wife goodbye Wednesday afternoon, he didn't know that he was heading into the eye of a storm that he didn't know existed. "Oh, by the way honey, I found the security system and I'll check it out when I return. I'll call you tonight. Now, you and Char behave yourself and I'll be back Saturday. I love you sweetheart!"
Anita returned the kiss with vigor and replied, "I love you too, darling, and I can't wait until next week!"
As always, Tom texted Anita from the plane and again when he checked in at his hotel. He met some friends, had a good dinner and, about 11:00 talked to her as usual. Finally, they stopped talking and shortly afterwards he was asleep. Unfortunately, back in his bedroom, Anita's determination to tell Bill that it was over had failed again.
He had lain beside her Wednesday night as she talked to her husband, occasionally reaching over to squeeze her breast, causing her to have to smother a giggle. She had called Bill and, as he came in, she was fully prepared to make her stand - but she just didn't do it. A surge of excitement coursed through her as he came to her and embraced her while kissing her deeply. That funny feeling of power, of being wicked, having a secret, overcame her carefully built up defenses and shortly afterwards she was naked on the bed being fucked. Her concerns and fears moved into the background in the heat of the moment.
As she talked to Tom she had moments of clarity and she felt guilty, but those moments were few. It was almost as if she were two people - the loving wife talking to her husband on the phone but, at the same time, an adulterous wife getting a charge by putting something over on that same husband. Later that night, somehow, tasting Bill's cum despite thoroughly brushing her teeth, she tried to reconcile the two Anita's lodged in the same body. The following morning, lying in bed after Bill had left, she was actually crying a bit at her weakness and swearing to herself that tomorrow night she would be strong and do what she knew she must.
Thursday Thomas Atherton had had a very good day. New inventory controls were discussed, new 401K requirements were explained, hiring problems were analyzed - in other words, his job of informing his managers and coordinating their procedures had gone well. He anticipated another equally successful day tomorrow because he was very good supervisor and had an excellent relationship with his people. He had a pleasant dinner and returned to his room about 9:00 PM. He did some paperwork summarizing the day's activities. It was only about ten o'clock when he finished, too early for his call to Anita which always was a highlight of his day when he was out of town.
Suddenly he recalled the security system that he wanted to test and brought the file on his laptop. As he waited for it to load, he thought of a problem he hadn't considered before. "Darn, this isn't going to work! I should have asked Nita to stay up past 1:00 AM and move around so I could see if the motion detector would be activated. This way, if the screen is blank I won't know whether it's because there was no motion or because the system didn't work. Yep, as I expected, there is nothing from the living room!" Laughing as he shifted to the study camera that had the same result, he thought, "Well, at least I have no evidence of a break in!" Then he shifted to the bedroom view and he froze in shock, stunned by an impossible sight!
This time there was no blank screen. Instead, there was the dreadful and unbearable recording of a strange man getting out of bed at 4:07 Thursday morning, presumably going to the bathroom. Shortly afterwards he returned, got in bed and cuddled up with another figure. Shortly afterwards, when he settled down to sleep and stopped moving, the camera shut off.
It was a very low-grade picture and there was no clear image of the two people in that bed, but he knew - his wife, the person he loved and trusted more than any person in the world, was sleeping with another man! He never was able to recall what went through his mind at that precise moment for he was in some kind of trance, staring at that incomprehensible scene. He knew that it couldn't be real but, at the same time, he knew that it was.
He just sat there, unmoving, staring at the laptop, the crushing destruction of his marriage displayed before him. Suddenly, his whole system revolted and he barely made it to the bathroom before spewing his dinner into the toilet. He stayed there, retching as tears began to pour out of his eyes as his trance dissipated and reality became fixed in his consciousness. There was no rage; no "I'll kill the bitch." It was just an overall feeling of loss. His love for her wasn't gone - it might have been better if it had been - but he felt lost himself. He was empty.
He knelt there by the toilet long after the vomiting was finished, his mind chaotic with no coherent thought. Gradually the questions appeared: "Why? Who was he? What am I going to do? Will she want to be with him? How could she do this? Will she want a divorce?" Surprisingly, he never thought of the things that betrayed men commonly do - that he, himself, wanted a divorce or just wanted to throw her out! That might come later, but it was not his immediate thought. Actually, of course, there was no coherent thought, just that abysmal feeling of loss and the realization that things would never be the same again.
Eleven o'clock came and went and Anita didn't receive the call she looked forward to. Yes, she had acted inappropriately with Bill during past calls - more "wicked" behavior - but talking to Tom on the phone when he was away was very important to her. She was lying in bed beside Bill, but, as time passed, the lack of a call began to worry her. She always waited for him to call but, finally, she pulled away from her lover and rang Tom's number.
He was startled by his ring tone and, looking at the clock, realized that it was after 11:30. For the first time since they wed, he couldn't bear to talk to Anita. Instead of answering, he sent a curt text message: "I'm not feeling too well right now. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
Anita looked at that brief message with dismay - no, with something nearer consternation. In the years of their marriage involving many overnights when he was away from home, Tom had never failed to call her. He always said that however bad the day had been, how low he felt, hearing her voice made things better. Now he sends her a brusque, two sentence text message. She shuddered as a chill, maybe a premonition, ran through her body. All she could do was to send a text message back saying, "Oh Tom, I'm so sorry. Darling, if you are feeling that bad, please come home! I love you!"
As she sent that message, the chill was replaced by wave of guilt as she lay there, naked, in bed with Bill. There would be no more sex that night or the next as that guilt merged with fear. In Chicago you had a heartbroken man and at home a woman who was finally face-to-face with the demons of fear! She was confronted by reality - there was no way her loving husband would fail to call her unless something was really, really wrong! He just couldn't know, but something was seriously amiss - or was it just her heavily burdened conscience reading more into it than was there?
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Anita looked at her phone with dismay. Instead of a loving conversation that she always had with her husband when he was out of town, she had received a curt text message: "I'm not feeling too well right now. I'll talk to you tomorrow." A wave of fear went through her as the thought that Tom had somehow found out about her "fun" affair with Bill. Was there cause to be concerned, or was it just her heavily burdened conscience reading more into it than was there? Sleep was hard to come by that night.
The following day, she called Char at work and asked her to come over that evening because she had a problem. When she arrived at the house, Char looked at her and knowingly commented, "I assume that this problem has to do with Tom! Did he find out?"
"I don't know how he could have, but something just doesn't feel right. He left for his meeting the way he always does and everything was fine. We talked on the phone that night and he was very loving and we were talking about how wonderful it was going to be to relive our honeymoon in Bermuda. I...I felt funny about discussing that because Bill was here. Ok, I really felt guilty sharing that very personal moment when Bill could hear me!
"Anyway, when I hung up everything was fine. That was Wednesday night. Thursday night I was expecting the usual call at 11:00, but it didn't come. I got worried and about 11:30 I called him. Instead of answering, he sent me a text. Here it is, look. 'I'm not feeling too well right now. I'll talk to you tomorrow.'"
"Wow, I see what you mean. That certainly is terse, not what you would send to a loving wife. It certainly doesn't sound like Tom."
"No matter how he felt or what problems he had, he has always called me! He...he always said that talking to me was the highlight of his day when he was out of town. Now he brushed me off with a two sentence text!"
Char's face was troubled. "Nita, dear, I'm afraid that you may have a real problem. As I said, that is not the message you would send to a loving, faithful wife, but it is one you might send if you discovered that your wife was cheating!"
"But how on earth could he have found out? Everything was fine Wednesday night and he wasn't even here Thursday. What could possibly have happened?"
"God knows! Maybe nothing. Maybe he simply didn't feel well enough to talk on the phone or to write a longer and more loving text. We'll just have to pray that there is some non-catastrophic reason and you are off the hook. If it's that, I hope to god that you are frightened enough to see that your fun isn't worth the unbelievable risk you are taking."
The conversation went on and on, but there was no solution and no answer to the question, "Does he know?" The one thing that came out of it was a firm decision by Anita that the affair had to end. She had decided that before, but, when facing Bill, her determination to end it was washed away by that feeling of wicked excitement that took over. This time, it had to end - but was she scared enough?
The following day, Friday, was very bleak in Chicago. Tom came down for breakfast with several of his managers and they were shocked by his haggard face. They were all concerned, offering to cancel the day's meeting if he was as sick as he appeared. He said that he was all right and that he must have eaten something that upset him and that he hadn't slept well that night. The latter was certainly true. Actually, he improved during the day as he became involved with the work. That night, however, gloom descended on him again as he stared at his laptop, fearing what he would see if he made the connection.
He couldn't put it off, however, so, reluctantly, around 10:00 PM he looked at the previous night's video which, of course, was actually early Friday morning. This time it certainly was not the blank screen that would represent no movement in the bedroom after 1:00 AM. There was plenty of movement - all Anita! It was obvious that she had had a sleepless night, much as he had had. The important thing was that she was alone in bed! After watching the recording of her restless night, he called her and assured her that he felt better and would see her tomorrow. Before he flew home, he checked again, and while Anita was still not sleeping well, she was still alone!
Nonetheless, he couldn't dismiss the picture of that man in their bed with her. Consequently, when Anita greeted him with a kiss and hug as he came into the house, there was an invisible wall between them. "Oh, Tom, you look awful! Why didn't you come home yesterday! I think that you should see a doctor!" It was obvious that the love and concern in her words and actions were real, but that man was still there between them. Neither one, for the first time in their relationship, was comfortable with the other. The proverbial elephant was in the room!
Anita mostly convinced herself that Tom actually had been sick and that caused his aberrant behavior. She managed to put her concerns about that brief curt text message behind her and by Monday was feeling pretty good about their relationship. For Tom, however, things didn't improve. His heart was telling him that the man in bed was just some weird technical cross-connection glitch and that the man really hadn't been there. Unfortunately, his brain was not so gullible - the picture was lousy, but that was his bedroom, his bed and his wife! He had to know the truth!
Consequently, Monday afternoon he managed to buy a high definition camera that was an upgrade option to replace the low quality original equipment in the bedroom. He plugged it in place and changed the time setting on the control panel to 6:00 PM to 2:00 AM. If anything was to be going on in the bedroom in the evening through early morning, he would see it!
Then, for the first time in their married life, he lied to Anita and said that he had an overnight troubleshooting trip to Toledo, leaving early Wednesday and returning Thursday morning. That would leave plenty of time to pack for Bermuda. It wasn't a complete lie because the particular store he chose was having trouble, but there was really no need for an emergency trip. Still, he did make some improvements in their operations while trying to keep his mind off of his real mission.
Back home, Anita was pretty well convinced that Tom knew nothing and that 'The Sword of Damocles' was not hanging over her head. She called Char and arranged for them to eat out that night, something they hadn't done when Tom was out of town since the affair began.
"Well, this is a pleasant surprise! What happened? If thinking that Tom knew what your doing was a false alarm, why are you with me? Is Bill unavailable tonight?"
"Ok, I deserve that. Yes, it appears that Tom was just sick that night and, yes, Bill is available - but I'm here with you. The other night scared me to the depths of my soul! I was really worried about being caught and what it would cost me, but what really got to me was the realization of what it would do to Tom! I know, you tried to get through to me, but reality just hit me. I would want to die to keep from hurting him that much!
"Anyway, as soon as Tom texted me that he was on the plane and they were preparing to take off, I called Bill. Actually, I called him several times before I finally got him at lunch. I just ended it! I told him that I couldn't do it anymore and that our affair was over! I tried to soften the blow by saying that I was sorry, but I just couldn't risk it any more. He took it very well. He said that he was actually surprised that it lasted as long as it had for he knew how much I loved my husband. He said that he loved me himself and hoped that everything would go well for me.
"It's a funny thing. I felt as if the weight of the world came off my shoulders when we hung up. I just felt freer. I didn't know that that weight was there! I think that there was more guilt...and fear...there than I knew. You know I've been trying to get the nerve up to end it and I've finally done it! I still wish that I had had the courage to end it face-to-face, but this was safer - my cussed libido might have intervened again if I was actually with him!"
"Congratulations honey! I can't tell me how happy this makes me! You may get out of this unscathed with Tom never finding out. That certainly would be best for everybody and the only cost will be a very guilty conscience on your part."
"Yeah, I have no idea as to where my conscience has been for the last five months. Tom won't know what a despicable thing I've done, but I will! I'm going to be making it up to him for the rest of my life!"
While this insightful conversation was going on, Tom entered his hotel and fearfully turned on his laptop and made his connection to his computer and the security system. The screen was blank indicating that there had been no movement in the room. He was working on some papers when suddenly the screen lit up and he saw Anita walk into the room around 7:30. She kicked off her shoes, removed her jewelry and began to undress.
It's peculiar how the mind works! He had seen her dress and undress thousands of times, but, somehow, it was different watching her on the laptop screen. It was as if he were peeking at her like a voyeur and his cock actually rose as her blouse and skirt came off. When she began to remove her bra, he stared at her, eager to see her tits. The same thing as he watched her peel down her panties and stand there naked. As she walked around the room his eyes focused on her nipples and her feminine triangle of dark pubic hair which contrasted with her pure white skin. He was suddenly aware that he had a full erection.
The show ended as she put on a light robe and began putting out things she would be packing for Bermuda. She placed a pile of delicate lingerie, including garter belts and hose on the bed. Then, she bent over to a drawer which obviously contained things she really valued and rarely used. Tom suddenly was aware that these were things she had saved from their honeymoon and his erection hardened. The last thing she lifted out of the drawer was the nightgown she had worn on that honeymoon trip to Bermuda. Instead of the usual virginal white, it was a beautiful light blue that brought out the blue of her eyes. Her dark hair and alabaster skin - snow-white and translucent - completed a picture of pure loveliness.
Somehow, that nightgown had come to epitomize the love they had for each other on their honeymoon. Neither could put into words exactly why that was true, but it was. That night Anita had looked at herself as she stood before a full length mirror and for the first time in her life thought, "I look beautiful!" Like most women, she tended to find flaws that no one else could see, but this time she looked at herself and saw beauty, not just pretty. It seemed that she was floating on a cloud as she, smiling radiantly in complete confidence in hers appearance, presented herself to her new husband.
His reaction was everything she could have desired. He had seen her nude before, they had been sexually intimate before, but this was a new, almost ethereal Anita before him. The gown was diaphanous and flowing, the semi-sheer fabric shifting as she moved, giving a hint of pink nipples and that dark pubic hair as it shifted around her. He was speechless. She had been his pretty girl friend, then his fiancée, but somehow she had morphed into this beautiful woman who was his wife! It was a magic moment for both of them and the way she looked in that gown was a joyful memory for both of them.
It was a very poignant moment as he sat on his hotel bed watching the recording of his wife. He was profoundly touched as he witnessed the reverence and love she obviously felt as she held that gown. She unfolded it and shook it out and found that the soft, semitransparent fabric was unwrinkled despite its long time storage. She actually hugged the gown to herself and, seemingly overcome with emotion, laid it down on the bed and hesitated. Overcoming whatever reservations she had, she quickly removed her robe and, with great care, donned that beautiful gown. The gown and she were both beautiful and Tom's love for her overflowed at that moment as he recalled the first time he saw her in it.
It was at that instant that something heart-wrenching occurred! Anita was turning about, admiring herself and the gown in the mirror when Tom saw another man move into the room and look at her, entranced by the lovely sight. The unknown man quietly moved forward, nuzzled the back of her neck, slid his hands under her arms, apparently grasping her breasts, and affectionately said, "Beautiful!"
In a fraction of a second, Tom went from the high of watching his lovely wife preparing for a second honeymoon to what was an obvious prelude to committing adultery. Instead of looking ready to wear her gown for him, a gown that had meant so much to both of them, she was wearing it for a lover - maybe even to be fucked in it! It was more than he could stand as he collapsed back on the bed, the laptop dropping to the floor and shutting off!
It didn't matter - Tom was in no condition to watch more of the destruction of his life. He didn't throw up this time. Tears flowed, unchecked, from his eyes, once again, not tears of anger but of loss. All the questions from the last time bedeviled him again, particularly "Why?" Of course, he still had no answers.
He lay there, almost comatose, for hours before falling into blackness - more unconscious than sleeping. Once again the 11:00 PM time to talk to Anita passed unnoticed. She tried to get him on the phone and, finally, he forced himself to respond. A text message arrived on her phone and if the previous one had troubled her, this was crushing. With no explanation, it simply read, "I will have to be here two more days. I'll be home Saturday."
It was almost midnight as Anita read the message that marked the end of her marriage as she had known it. She was almost out of her mind. No matter the worries and the concerns, she just wasn't prepared for the reality of her loss. Hardly aware of the time, almost midnight, she called Char. When she heard the groggy "Hello" from the other end, she just cried out, "Oh, Char, he knows! Tom knows. I got a text from him!"
Char was suddenly fully awake and, without hesitation, she replied, "Hold on, dear, I'll be there as soon as I can! The desperation and utter despair in her friend's voice galvanized her and, throwing on her clothes, she broke the speed limit as she hurried to her side. She had a key to the house and, charging up the stairs, she found Anita curled up on the bed, sobbing as if her world had ended - which, in a way, it had!
Char lay on the bed and embraced her, just holding her, not talking. Almost ten minutes passed before Anita recovered enough to gasp out, "He knows! I've killed our marriage and I'm afraid I've killed him! I don't know how, but he knows and I can't believe that I did this to him! How could I have been so cruel? I love him with all my heart but I've destroyed our marriage and hurt my husband!"
"Calm down a bit, honey. Did he say that he knew what was going on?"
"No...no he just sent this text message, but he knows!"
Reading the message, Char was puzzled since it appeared that Tom had simply extended his troubleshooting trip." Then, before Anita could reply, she blurted out, "Oh my god, your Bermuda trip!"
"He never even mentioned it! He texted that he was staying two more days and didn't even say he was sorry or that he had to postpone it! Not even a phone call! We were going to relive our honeymoon and he just sent a cold text!"
"You're right, of course - he knows. Oh, I'm so, so, sorry, dear. I don't know what to say."
"You warned me but I was too enamored with my affair to end it. I was so damn smug! I finally realized what I was doing, what I was risking, and I ended it just too late. I...I sent Bill away this evening, thinking that I had gotten away with my bigtime, wicked affair and that everything would return to normal! It's almost as if something gave it away today because he left this afternoon without any sign that he knew anything. He wasn't quite himself, but he had been sick."
Char suddenly got a worried expression on her face. "You know, something doesn't make sense unless you gave yourself away earlier. He always, for years, called you every time - every single time - he was out of town. Every night around 11:00 for all these years since you were married. Suddenly, last week he texted you instead of phoning because he was sick. Now, tonight, he sends you a text rather than calling, virtually telling you that he knows."
"Oh, good god! Did he find out something that night that made him sick and something else confirmed it tonight? But I didn't do anything tonight!"
"I don't know, honey. It doesn't make any sense, but it seems that he got some kind of message or saw something that gave you away. I have a feeling that your perfect security system broke down and...well, maybe, someone saw something or, maybe, you said something that led to suspicion. I guess that doesn't matter now."
"No, it doesn't. The only question is, 'what now'? Will Tom come home Saturday and demand a divorce? It will kill me but I'll have no defense if he does. Will he rant and rave, call me vicious names - slut, adulterous bitch or other terms that are all too applicable? I doubt it for that's just not his style. On the other hand, he has never been cuckholed by an unfaithful wife before!"
The conversation and the speculating went on and on until complete exhaustion caused Anita to fall asleep, followed by Char shortly afterwards. The tension it that house the following two days was almost unbearable, something like the period in which a category five hurricane is bearing down on a coastline. The potential damage is unmeasurable and all you can do is wait for it to hit.
The tension for Tom was equally pressing, but he couldn't simply sit there waiting for the storm to break. He had to determine his reaction to Anita's obvious adultery. This video was excruciatingly painful, worse by any measure than having seen a vague picture of a man getting into bed with Anita. In high definition he had just seen his beloved wife put on the nightgown that for both of them had been one of the symbols of their lovely honeymoon.
Then, crushingly, he saw a man so familiar with their house that he could calmly and confidently come in and walk into their bedroom as if he belonged there. Then, without hesitating, he walked up behind Anita and began fondling her and there was no shriek of alarm - she knew who it was and welcomed his familiar touch! Tom couldn't bring himself to look at the rest of that recording. Seeing his beloved wife actually being fucked, possibly in that nightgown, would have been impossible for him to take.
Like thousands, possibly millions, before him, he was faced with two difficult questions - why and what now! Why? Their life, up to now, had been as perfect as anyone would want. He had never questioned her love for him and had no reason to do so. Her eyes lit up every time he came home. Their love life was wonderful and love-making was just that - it was not only just sex, it was love!
It wasn't because she was bored by being stuck at home all day. She had her work which she enjoyed. In addition, they had friends and went out together frequently. They had the physical things - money, a beautiful home, anything they really wanted to buy. There was just nothing that he could think that would lead to her having an affair - but the evidence was indisputable! The "why" was completely beyond him.
The "what next" was equally difficult. If you ruled out divorce, the resulting options were severely limited. Why no divorce? Simply he loved her too much. There is always the immediate masculine ego-driven "throw the bitch out" reaction - similar to the feminine "throw the bum out" - but then what? Anita had been the love of his life since his senior year in college. Was her extra-marital activity enough to give her up when he still loved her and honestly believed that she loved him?



The days were long and the night's sleepless as different scenarios played through his mind. Should he confront her and demand answers? Did he even want to know the details of her adulterous relationship? Relationships? What would be their own relationship after he browbeat her to explain her infidelity - or infidelities? Would an acrimonious altercation destroy the marriage he desperately wanted to maintain?
Things would be so much easier for those men whose egos required a scorched earth policy toward a cheating spouse even if they loved her - condemning themselves to the loss of someone who had meant so much to them. Fortunately, Tom's ego did not require that old "cut off your nose to spite yourself" reaction. He had no desire to get revenge so to display his masculinity. However, Tom was not a wimp or an accepting cuckhole who would accept serial infidelities, so it would have to end!
His decision? Go home and say nothing. Act as if nothing had happened or bothered him. His brusque text message and his elimination of their Bermuda trip had to have put her on notice and he was determined to watch for anything new. Certainly that included checking the security recording when he was out of town. It would be therapeutic and cathartic to go home and rage at her, tell her how badly he was hurt, excoriate her for her unfaithfulness, threaten her about the future. But to what end? Further estrangement and creating a caustic atmosphere preventing reconciliation?
In any case, Tom's decision was to sublimate his natural disappointment and anger. That decision certainly was an ideal strategy to play with Anita's mind although that was not his intention. For two days, alone or with Char, her thoughts about Tom's reaction ranged from fearing a harsh inquisition to, worse, a flat demand for a divorce. She was prepared to lay everything before him and beg his forgiveness. She would promise, with complete sincerity, to do anything and everything he asked to prove her future faithfulness.
For her, the worst thing about all of this, including her affair, was the way she had hurt him. She realized just how devastated she would have been if their actions were reversed - something that had never occurred to her when she involved with Bill. Unfortunately, it took the first scare when Tom was "sick" to really open her eyes, but it was too late. When on Saturday she got a text message from Tom indicating that had checked out and was heading for the airport, she actually began trembling as she prepared for the worst day of her life. Her husband coming home always been a time of real pleasure, and, now, she sat there shivering in fear. Not fear of physical punishment but of seeing the anguish she had caused a man she loved above all others.
The one thing that she had not anticipated was having Tom come through the door with a smile on his face. Oh, it was not a beaming smile as it usually was and it was somewhat wan and faltering as he greeted her, but it was a smile! He lightly kissed her before carrying his suitcase upstairs. Anita stood there, confused and bewildered at this almost normal but unexpected behavior. She had prepared herself for a difficult and humiliating confrontation and she was left speechless.
Totally mystified, she followed him upstairs and asked, "Did you get the trouble fixed?"
"Yes, it was just more extensive than I had expected."
This banal conversation went on, both uncomfortable but trying to hide it. It was far from the loving, companionable conversation and banter that usually flowed between them, but at least there was no acrimony or animosity. They went out to dinner, both pleased to be in public discussing mundane things and avoiding the personal issues looming over them. That night they quietly went to bed with no touching except a good night kiss. Anita was overjoyed to even get that!
The following day Tom was playing golf as he frequently did on Sunday and Anita was with Char discussing the situation. "I can't believe this! I was fully prepared for a hostile confrontation and I had every intention of confessing everything, swear that I loved him and just accept anything he wanted. I honestly feared that he would want a divorce and I would have begged him to change his mind. If he had insisted, I had no defense - it would have killed me but he had every right to demand it. My biggest hope was that he would hear me out and I would have agreed with anything he asked if he had given me a chance to prove that it was never going to happen again.
"The one thing I wasn't prepared for was him to come in and act as if nothing had happened! It was weird. All day everything was much as it always has been, but nothing was natural. The truth is, of course, we were both tiptoeing around a major crisis in our lives and in our marriage. I think that both of us were afraid that something might explode at any moment. We were polite with each other, said all the right things but it was just as if we were actors in a play.'
"Do you think that there is absolutely no chance that he doesn't know?"
"No chance at all! He never said a word about Bermuda. Our anniversary and the honeymoon planning might never have been discussed! We sat across the table at the restaurant talking about everyday things with none of our usual kidding around. Damn, this is almost worse that the explosion I had expected. I just keep waiting for something to light the fuse to the bomb that is under us. I expected a big explosion and I would know where we were, good or bad."
"On the other hand, you're still together. I have no idea about what's going through Tom's mind, but it can't be good. He has to be very badly hurt but he's still with you - at least for now."
"Yeah, at least for now!"
As time passed, nothing really changed. The holiday season went by as did the rest of winter. Their marriage stabilized in that uncomfortable "don't ask - don't tell, let's not rock the boat" relationship that made no one happy. Oddly enough, Tom was in the same position as a man or woman who was suspicious that something, probably an affair, was going on and they had to pretend that everything was all right while they looked for evidence. Tom had the evidence, but he also knew that if it were presented he would have to face the issue. He didn't want that, so he pretended that everything was normal.
But, he knew that she knew that he knew. She knew that he knew that she knew. It sounds like a comedy routine but they both were aware that they were living in a bubble. Each tried to act as normal as possible but they were too aware of the other person. Once in a while, something would occur in which they would forget themselves and laugh together or share a memory. At those moments they actually were together, mentally as well as physically, but, inevitably, they would shy away and the bubble reformed.
They even began having sex - the physical desire was still there - but there was no pillow talk, no sharing of an emotional bond. In the past, Tom would have pulled her to him and just held her, or she would snuggle up against him and enjoy the bodily contact. Now they were too self-conscious, not comfortable enough to be natural.
However, the major issue was the lack of emotional contact. The lack of a confrontation and whatever came from it meant that there was no closure. No matter how close they were, the pain on both sides was still there, and, as in physical wounds, untreated injuries tend to fester, making those simple, loving moves harder.
Tom was in limbo, not even being sure that Anita's affair was ended. The last thing he had seen was Bill holding her by her tits in their bedroom. He was still recording the scenes in that bedroom, but he just couldn't bring himself to look at them. He, frankly, was afraid to do so. He knew that if he saw Anita actually being fucked it would kill him and he wouldn't be able to stay with her, particularly since he had let her know that he knew. If she had continued despite that warning it would be too much. So, he didn't watch but he just let the recording go on. It probably was silly, but avoiding facing up to problems is all too human.
The problem for Anita was even worse because, of course, she was the guilty party. In some ways Tom's lack of hostility made it harder for her. She knew that he was hurting and that she was the cause and she didn't know how to help him. She couldn't even apologize since it was obvious that he wasn't going to raise the subject. She became more and more depressed although she attempted to be cheerful for him. Her outlet during this time was, as would be expected, Char.
They were sitting in the living room with Anita having what had become their usual conversation - or, more accurately, Anita was delivering what had become the usual doleful monologue about how guilty she felt and how by her very presence she was hurting Tom. Finally, Char broke in with, "For god's sake, Nita, you've got to stop this! Things are getting better! You're talking to each other - good heavens, you're even having sex! I still think that the two of you should have talked this out and faced the whole issue head on, but you didn't so you will just have to heal slowly. But things are getting better!"
"You're right. I wish now that Tom had just confronted me when he came home, but I think that he was afraid of what he might find out. I wanted to confess and explain that Bill didn't mean anything to me, but I couldn't explain my actions even to myself. I wanted to throw myself at him, crying and apologizing, but I couldn't. Regardless, neither of us had the courage - if that is what it was - to meet the situation head on and that time, that opportunity, is past.
"I know that my cheating is eating away at Tom as it is with me. More than anything else, I want him to be able to get past this, to get past me, but he can't. I'm just being destroyed by guilt. I've just lost Tom in ways that matter and all I'm doing is making us both miserable. I've told you many times that I just couldn't live without him and I remember you saying that I may have to. Well, I've reached that point and I don't have to."
"Come on, Nita, you're just depressed, maybe because Tom just left for three nights. You'll feel better after he phones you tonight. Now, I have to go home and get ready for tomorrow. I hope you can sleep tonight."
"Oh, I'm sure I will. I got a prescription for sleeping pills so I'll sleep for sure. Everything will be better for everybody tomorrow!"
Char headed home, thinking as she drove, "She really was down tonight. As she said, the guilt is just eating away at her. I've never seen her so depressed, but I will say that she seemed really calm, almost resigned, when I left. Somehow I have to convince her that she really hasn't lost Tom and that life will get better." Suddenly, she panicked as a horrible thought flashed into her mind.
Abruptly she swerved the car to the curb, grabbed her phone and hit the emergency 911 button. Later she was shocked at how calmly and precisely she handled the call. "My name is Charlotte Jacobson. There is a woman committing suicide by taking sleeping pills at 1345 Ambrose Lane. Please send help! I'm on the way there now and will open the door." She turned the car around, almost causing a collision, as she sped back to the house.
She barely got there before the ambulance and paramedics arrived and they all rushed upstairs. They found Anita lying back on the bed, unconscious. Ten minutes later she was on the way to the hospital to have her stomach pumped out. Char sat tearfully in the emergency room, desperately worried as she waited for news.
Happily, the wait wasn't long before the doctor came out, smiling, saying, "Mrs. Jacobson, your friend is going to be fine. The drugs didn't have time to cause any serious damage. Actually, the pills didn't have time to completely dissolve and get into her system. Frankly, you saved her life. If you hadn't realized what was going on and called 911, she would have died. We're keeping her overnight and we'll see how she is in the morning. She's awake and you'll be able to see her as soon as she's settled in. She'll have to have a psychological evaluation before she's released, but she's ok now."
It was an hour later when Char saw a weak, pale Anita. There was no real conversation, no discussion of what had happened. Actually, all that Anita was concerned about was Tom as she said, imploringly, "Please promise me that you won't tell him about this! It would just be one more thing chaining him to me. Tell him that I just fainted or something. Low blood pressure, bad food - whatever, just not that I tried suicide. That would tie him to me forever for the wrong reason and I couldn't stand that!"
"Ok, I'll think of something innocuous if you'll swear that you'll never do anything like this again!"
"Oh, I'll promise that! I'll never have the nerve to do it again. It took me months this time to build up my courage. I'll have to find another way."
"Ok, I'll call Tom and tell him that you were dizzy and light headed and we went to the emergency room. It turned out that you were dehydrated and hadn't eaten anything and your blood pressure had dropped. They put an IV in and that you are fine but the doctor wanted you to stay in the hospital overnight to put more fluid into you. You'll come home tomorrow and he can talk to you then. That sounds reasonable. Damn it, I hate lying to him!"
The following day, after an interview with a hospital therapist, Anita was sent home with an anti-depression prescription and a promise that she would see a psychologist. Char took off work and drove her home. A soon as they settled down, Char asked the obvious question, "What on earth caused you to do this?"
"Oh Char, why did you stop me? I had to do it and now I know I'll never get the nerve to do it again! I'm ruining two lives and I just can't do it anymore. I told you that I love Tom more than life itself and that I couldn't live without him. I meant it! I've lost him and I just couldn't do it anymore."
"But you still have Tom and you know that he loves you!"
"That's the problem! He loves me and despite being horribly hurt, he would never leave me although I deserve it. Yes, he's still there but, at the same time, he isn't. I had sex with Bill, but we never made love. Tom and I made love every time. Sometimes we were tired or out of sorts for some reason and the sex wasn't great, but the love was always there. Whatever hang-ups we had before became really unimportant and we always cuddled together afterwards.
"Now, we've having sex and it feels good and we both have orgasms - but it's just sex like I had with Bill. It's just physical. I would like to cuddle up against him but I just don't think I should. I don't have the right. I have to wait for him to make the move and he doesn't. Sometimes I think that he would like to but he can't get over the barrier between us. We're just not comfortable with each other anymore and I'm the reason.
"Tom will never have that beyond-the-physical closeness that he really needs as long as I'm around. I thought that if I were gone, he would be devastatingly sad for a while, but that he would get over it and find someone that he could trust as well as love. He deserves that. Now, I'm back to square one. I finally got up the courage to give him that opportunity and now I know that I have to find some other way! I know that he is suffering every day, and I have to find a way to free him from this albatross that's hanging around his neck.
"I don't know if it will help at all, but I am going to see a psychologist. I don't understand myself and I really want to find out why I acted the way I did. I'm not going to deny that I enjoyed my time with Bill - I did! It was fun, an adventure, but why did I do it the way I did. You woke me up when you warned me of the danger, what I was risking. Why didn't I see that before? Good heavens, I'm not an idiot! Even more, after your warning I was determined to end it, but I just didn't.
"As soon as Bill was here I was like a different person and I loved being...well, I thought of it as being wicked or, maybe better, mischievous. I didn't see it as evil or depraved, just fun. It's hard to admit but part of the fun was doing something that no one knew about...doing something behind Tom's back. Damn it, that sound's awful but it wasn't malicious. It was just having a little secret, something he didn't know about me. I have no idea as to why the hell I would want that. Even more, how I could think that letting another man fuck me was just a little unimportant secret - I must have been insane!
"Regardless, I am going to see the psychologist that the hospital therapist recommended and see if I can discover what quirk there is in my mind that caused me to act so irrationally. This won't change anything between Tom and me, but I want to understand myself."
For the next three months Anita did follow through on her commitment to see a psychologist, actually twice a week. Tom had no knowledge of this and she didn't discuss it with Char. Finally, late in July, Anita was ready to talk about her findings.
"What's up Nita? You said that you had something to talk to me about, but I couldn't tell if it's good or bad. Something different between you and Tom?"
"Unfortunately no. Right now I would take either good or bad, but everything is about the same. Frankly, I don't think that I can take this situation much longer. No, this is completely different although it's connected.
"I haven't said anything to you about this, but I've been seeing a psychologist for the last three months and I've learned some things about myself, things that are not very flattering. The psychologist, Dr. Janice Holstrom, and I discussed everything I did with Bill up to the time Tom knew that something was going on. Obviously, my behavior puzzled both of us, particularly my inability to break off with Bill after you warned me of the danger.
"My behavior certainly was irrational. The discussions went on but the pattern was obvious. I would decide to end the affair, but as soon as Bill was here I went right back into my lighthearted, 'it's only fun' mode. Dr. Holstrom came to the conclusion that we were getting nowhere because no matter how long we discussed my behavior we couldn't explain it. Finally, she brought in a hypnotherapist to see if there was anything, any event, that I didn't remember that would explain my bizarre behavior.
"I don't understand how it works, but the therapist put me in a trance and somehow had me mentally relive specific times in my past. I had told Dr. Holstrom about the excitement and smugness of having a secret, giggling to myself about it. The therapist, Kate Thatcher, took that peculiar behavior and had me recall the first time that I had that feeling. I was shocked afterwards that I zeroed in on a specific time when I was thirteen!
"You know that I was raised by my father after my mother died when I was only three. He was a very loving father and I loved him with all my heart - still do for that matter. However, he was very conservative and wanted to keep me as pure and innocent as possible. Protecting his little girl from the world, I guess. I had no problem complying with his rules and everything was fine. However, as you would expect, I rebelled a bit when I became a teenager. Actually, 'rebelled' is a bit too strong.
"I was curious about things I heard kids talking about and he wouldn't answer my questions - maybe he didn't know how to answer them to his innocent daughter. Anyway, we had an old encyclopedia set and I found out the information myself. I discovered that men had this thing in front and what they did with it to a woman! I didn't do anything with the knowledge, but knowing seemed to have given me a sense of importance. That's when this whole situation began.



"Dr. Holstrom and Kate had recorded that session and I was startled to see myself giggling away under the hypnotic trance. They asked me questions and I talked about enjoying hiding my new knowledge from my father. I remembered the fun and power of knowing something my father didn't want me to know. The secrets that a young girl had were not very significant and when I took the required sex education classes my knowledge of what men and women did was no longer hidden. Still, the smug feeling I got from reading that encyclopedia article was the beginning. I loved being in that superior position and as they moved me along to other times, they saw that having secrets became very important to me.
"They finally got me to the senior prom night and I remembered giggling as I looked in the mirror and saw the marks around my nipples and at how wet my bra was! I hadn't liked having Bill's cock going off in my mouth but I enjoyed that being part of my secret. For some reason having that secret excited me almost as much as the acts themselves. Fooling my father, having that secret, was a fun thing.
"That sounds awful, but it wasn't spiteful. I loved my father - he had been wonderful to me my whole life - and I just saw it as fun like you would tease someone. I wouldn't have hurt him for the world. What I never considered was what he would think, how hurt he would have been, if somehow he found out about my 'fun' secrets. As I watched the recordings of me giggling away as I described my fun disgusted me!
"Even worse, they had me relive the nights I was with Bill and I hated myself. Watching myself remembering the pleasure I got out of hiding something from Tom. They had me speaking out loud what I was thinking and listening to myself planning my elaborate scheme to put something over him! The glee in my voice! And the giggling! I was and am so ashamed of myself that there is no way to express it!"
"My god, Nita, I remember you giggling when you told me about having an affair and it shocked me. You laugh, not giggle like a school girl! I overlooked it at the time, but I certainly noticed it!"
"Char, it was despicable! I was so embarrassed as I sat there that I almost got up and ran out of the room! Dr. Holstrom calmed me down by saying that in many ways my reactions with Bill were not really rare. She sees people every day that act completely out of character and that there is usually a trigger somewhere and finding that trigger was why she brought the hypnotherapist in.
"It appeared that the fun of putting something over on my father had become more important to me than I knew. Actually, I had put it completely out of my mind as I had the senior prom events. She thought that the resurrection of my memories of that night and the sex with Bill had also brought back the pleasures of having secrets, doing questionable things in this case, going behind Tom's back to have 'innocent' fun. It was like an addiction. I would decide to end it, but when Bill arrived, the desire to have that fun, that adventure, overcame my saner desires.
"As Dr. Holstron said, it's somewhat like a drug addict - you know it's wrong and dangerous, but the danger isn't real. I was just like a little kid playing with fireworks, never thinking that I or others might be hurt! It wasn't until you spoke to me that night that I returned to the real world and realized that what I was doing wasn't just a fun game. Other people, particularly Tom, could be horribly hurt. Unfortunately, I didn't stop in time. I should have called Bill that night and ended it. Or, at least, if he came over, I should have told him it was over.
"Regrettably, I wasn't strong enough! I didn't end it until I saw Tom's haggard face and realized how badly I would hurt him if he found out. The next time Tom was away, I did end it by phone but he surprised me by coming over anyway. I think that the thing that saved me from giving into that addiction again was the plan for Bermuda and that I was wearing that nightgown that Tom and I love so much. That did end it, but, of course, too late.
"Anyway, the therapy helped. At least I understand myself and the trap I fell into. Dr. Holstron and Kate revealed something that I didn't know was there. It doesn't diminish my guilt but my actions are not as inexplicable as they were. They're still despicable but I understand them better. They go all the way back to a thirteen year old girl finding out for herself what men and women do and beginning a path to disaster."
"Do you think that this will help with Tom?"
"Good heavens, no! This just clears my mind and gives me an explanation of why I did those stupid, insane things. It's an explanation, not an excuse! I still betrayed him. I'm still an adulterous slut and I hate myself! We're still in this never-never land - loving each other but not able to get past my infidelity. I need to find a way to break through this deplorable situation. I've given up the idea of suicide, but I still need a way to get out of Tom's way!"
"Nita, don't be silly! Damn it, why don't you just sit down with Tom and confess and beg his forgiveness? If it doesn't work you can each go your own way. If it does, you can start the repair work!"
"I wish I could. It's funny, I could try to commit suicide, but I can't bring myself to face him! I've just got to get away somehow."
That statement preyed on Char's mind and she paid close attention to Anita's words and action the next few weeks. Their anniversary was coming up, the 23rd of August and her instincts told her that Anita had something planned before that, probably leaving. Her fears were confirmed on the 20th of August.
Anita had called her and asked her to come over because she had finally made a decision. "Char, I'm leaving! It probably is...no...definitely is the hardest decision I have ever made, but I have to do it!"
"Nita, for god's sake, why? Things have been getting better! Your anniversary is in three more days and that would be a perfect time to try and clear the air!"
"No, dear, that would be a horrible time! Our anniversary always had been a time of celebrating our marriage and I don't want that memory ruined! Even last year, before the catastrophe, it was wonderful as we planned our trip to Bermuda. That turned out to be the worst day of my life when Tom cancelled our honeymoon renewal because he found out about my affair. I don't want August 23 to be the date when the confrontation happens - it was the date when our marriage began and I don't want that wonderful day to mark its end! I'm going to be gone before then!"
Char was distraught as she heard her friend make what she knew was a grievous mistake. "Nita, this is stupid! Where are you going to go? How are you going to live? You're just going to give up on you and Tom? Why the hell don't you just confront Tom, throw yourself on his mercy and beg his forgiveness! At least you would have a chance. This way you're throwing everything away for nothing!"
"No, that won't work. Tom loves me too much to throw me out, but he'll never get over what I did behind his back! He'll live with an unfaithful, adulterous and untrustworthy wife rather than divorce me. I love him far too much to doom him to live in the relationship we are in now! Where am I going to go? I'm not going to tell you or him! I will leave him a letter apologizing for all this mess and asking him not to try and find me. I'm taking enough money to last till I get settled. I can do my editing work anywhere there is an internet connection so I'll have an income.
"As I said, Tom will never divorce me if he hasn't by this time, but after a year he probably will resign himself that it's over. I checked and he can file a no fault divorce and if I can't be found to sign it, it will go through because I abandoned the marriage."
"My god, you are serious about this!"
"Yes. We can't go on the way we have been. We're in a weird, uncomfortable, sort of limbo. There is just a hollowness in everything we do. I have a feeling that Tom may be glad to have the whole thing end without him having to make a decision. I'm the one that caused this debacle and I'm the one who will end it. I'm the guilty one so I will make the hard decision."
"Damn it, you love Tom and he loves you! Why the hell don't you just look him in the eye and say, 'Tom, I love you and I did a stupid thing that hurt you? I'm very, very sorry and it will never happen again. Can you forgive me?' If he says 'no,' then you can pack up and leave!"
"Gods, you don't think that I haven't thought of doing that? I want to run to him, throw my arms around him and say I'm sorry, beg his forgiveness, but I just can't do it. It's like there is physical barrier between us and I'm chained behind it. I just can't do it!" She started crying, tears running down her cheeks as she quietly repeated, "I just can't do it!"
For almost a full year Char had stayed out of the impasse between Tom and Anita, thinking that this was a problem that the two would have to work out for themselves. Now, reluctantly, she recognized that it wasn't going to happen. She had firmly believed that Tom and Anita would find a way to break through the wall holding them apart, but she saw that Anita's plan to put physical distance between herself and Tom would only make that wall thicker and higher. Reluctantly she recognized that this new threat to their relationship required direct intervention by her to avert a total disaster.
"The following morning, Tuesday, Tom received an unexpected phone call. "Hi Char, I haven't seen or heard from you for a long times. I've missed our lunches. I hope that your schedule has changed back!"
"No Tom, my schedule is the same as always, but I think that we have to talk. Could you take off this afternoon?"
"Is this serious?"
"Very."
"Ok, if you say it's serious, it's serious. I can be free by 1:30."
The intervention had begun!
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For almost a full year Char had stayed out of the impasse between Tom and Anita. Her suicide attempt to get out of Tom's life hadn't worked, so Anita had decided to remove herself – that albatross from around his neck – in a different way. Char had firmly believed that Tom and Anita's would find a way to break through the wall holding them apart, but it hadn't happened. Reluctantly, she recognized that this new threat to their relationship required direct intervention to avert a total disaster.
Tom was sitting in his office one morning in the middle of August, concentrating on comparing current store figures with those from last year. His phone rang and he happily left that dull job to answer. To his real surprise, it was Char. "Hi Char, I haven't seen or heard from you for a long times. I've missed our lunches. I hope that your schedule has changed back!"
"No Tom, my schedule is the same as always, but I think that we have to talk. Could you take off this afternoon?"
"Is this serious?"
"Very."
"Ok, if you say it's serious, it's serious. I can be free by 1:30."
"Wonderful! Why don't you come to my apartment when you can get away? Don't say anything to Nita."
A little before 2:00, Char answered a knock on the door, greeting Tom with, "Thanks for coming Tom. Here, sit down on the couch. I think that it is time to quit avoiding the great big elephant in the room. As you discovered somehow, Nita had an affair last year. I know that you discovered it and that you and she have been in avoiding the issue, both afraid of what it will mean when the facts are on the table. She should be telling you this, not I, but she just can't do it any more than you seem able to bring it up. Someone has to break this stalemate, and I guess it has to be me. Before I go on, I need to hear exactly what you know and what you are thinking about it."
"You're right, of course. I found out almost a year ago, just after our anniversary. I don't know who it was with or how it started. I've made no effort to find out and I won't. You're right in that I am avoiding the issue because I'm afraid of what I would find out – does she love him, what caused it and...and ...what does she want in the future? I love her more that life itself and I don't think that I could live without her. I know that I should confront her and get it out in the open but I'm a coward. I guess I just am marking time hoping it all will just go away. I know that that is stupid, but I'm scared to death that I've lost her." There were tears in his eyes as he made that confession."
"Well, I can relieve you of some of your fears for she never loved him and she loves only you. You two ae unreal! She has used exactly the same words, 'I love him more that life itself and I don't think that I could live without him.' I know that she meant every word, and I have proof of that, and I'm sure that you mean it too. I think that it is time to tell you the entire truth and, I'm certain, you are going to be hurt. Of course, you've been hurting for the last year, so that is nothing new. It may be hard to believe, but she is hurting more than you are because she is carrying a massive burden of guilt.
"First, before I go on with that, I owe you a heart-felt apology. When I found out two years ago that my ex-husband was fucking one of my so-called friends, I went ballistic when I discovered that two other friends knew and didn't even give me a hint. I dropped them completely for being false friends. Now I feel like the biggest hypocrite in the world because I did the same to you.
"Nita told me late last June a year ago and now it's August, a year later. You may hate me for not letting you know that something was going on but I didn't because I hoped it would go away without you ever hearing about it. She was coming to her senses and I thought it would end and no one would be hurt because this man had no real meaning to her – just an adventure.
"I was distraught about this whole mess, but, frankly, I thought blissful ignorance on your part was preferable to what I feared would happen. Actually, I still think that I was right, but you probably don't agree. I thought that there was no way you would find out and be hurt, but obviously, I was wrong. How did you find out?"
"Nita asked me to check and find out if our built-in security system worked because she was concerned about break-ins in the area. I checked, set it up and the next night saw a recording of a man getting out of our bed at four o'clock in the morning and then get back in with her."
"Oh, my god, Tom, that had to have been awful!"
"It was! I threw up, or tried to, in the bathroom for over twenty minutes. I couldn't even talk to her that night. I still can picture that scene! I literally was sick the next day. That night I looked at the security recording, but the only motion detected was Nita moving around so it appeared that she was alone. I tried to convince myself that nothing was going on, but I knew better. I hardly could look at her when I got home. I had to know so I changed the security setting and started the recording time at 6:00 PM instead of 2:00 AM as I had it before. That way I could see what was happening during the evening, not when break-ins were likely.
"That Wednesday I pretended to need an overnight troubleshooting trip, planning to come home on Thursday morning and leave again with Nita on Friday to go to Bermuda to relive our honeymoon for a week. What I was doing, of course, was giving her an opportunity to cheat – and she did!
"That evening I forced myself to look at the recording on my computer using my laptop and I saw something horrible. She had some clothes placed on the bed including the lovely, sexy nightgown she had worn on our honeymoon. She stripped naked and put it on and looked at herself in the mirror. She was absolutely beautiful! Suddenly, a man, her lover of course, came into the room and, embracing her, holding her by her tits, kissed her neck! I heard him say 'gorgeous' as I fell over, dropping the laptop.
"I don't know exactly what happened next – I actually may have fainted – but when I sat up, I saw that the laptop was off. I was tempted to turn it back on but I just couldn't do it. I knew that he would be fucking her, possibly in that nightgown, and I just couldn't watch. Seeing her committing adultery in that cherished nightgown, disrespecting it, our marriage and me would be more than I could accept no matter how much I loved her. It would be too much of a symbol of a failed marriage! I've never looked since. I can't risk it!
"The security camera in the bedroom is still recording, six to midnight, and I keep intending to check it every now and then, but I'm afraid to. I have a Seagate three terabyte external hard drive connected to my computer so it will record practicably forever. One of these days I'll get up the nerve to fast forward through the recordings. Or, more likely, I'll delete them without looking. I'm terrified that if I check I'll see something I can't stand and it will destroy everything!"
"Are there dates on those recordings?"
"I'm sure there are – let's see... oh my god, look at this! I have over 360 six-hour videos there! That's ridiculous! Even three terabytes will be used up and I'll never look at all that anyway!"
"Can you figure the date when she was wearing that night gown?"
"I suppose. Let's see...oh yeah, it was one week after our anniversary...that would make it August 30th."
"Ok, you have your laptop there. Can you bring up that recording?"
"Yes, but why? I damn sure don't want to see that again! I'd be sick all over again!"
"Come on, bring it up. I have a reason. Trust me."
"You'd better have a damn good reason!"
The recording came up and it was exactly as Tom had described. Despite cringing as he watched, he couldn't take his eyes off of it. "Oh my god, here it is!" Bill stepped into the picture as Anita, unaware of his presence, admired herself in the mirror. She jumped a she heard him and felt his hands on her arms. He dropped his hands down to her waist and started to push them under the arms onto her tits, but she jerked away before he could do so. Tom watched intently and then blurted out, "He didn't feel her tits! She pulled away before he could get to them!"
On the recording, Anita said, angrily, "Bill, what are you doing here? I told you that it was over! I wasn't going to see you again!"
"I know that Nita, but I wanted to see you one last time and return this to you!"
"Well, that was thoughtful, but I don't want you here. I finally got the courage to end this and I'm not going to start again. Please go and don't contact me again."
"Ok, I guess you really mean it. I was hoping that you would change your mind. Ok, Nita, I'll say goodbye, but I want you to know that I loved every minute with you." With that, he moved close, gave her a light kiss on the cheek and left. Anita waited till she was sure that his car had left and used the garage door remote control he had returned to shut it behind him, signaling the final end of the affair. Without any sign of regret for that ending, she simple removed her nightgown and folded it for the trip she thought was coming.
"See Tom, if you had watched for three more minutes you would have seen her send her past lover away without hesitation. This whole year you bedeviled yourself, wondering if the affair was alive when it was long dead and gone!" She looked over at Tom who was sitting there, clearly relieved, but with a frustrated look on his face.
"I'm thrilled, of course, but tormented at the same time. Three more minutes and my reaction would have been very different. I would have come home and tried to work things out. Damn it, this whole situation is just too much for me." He paused for several minutes, trying to put this new information into context. "Ok, it was over at the end of August last year. When and how did it start?"
"Again, Nita should be answering these questions instead of me! I absolutely hate this! She and I have trusted each other since we were little kids, able to tell each other our most intimate secrets without fear that those secrets would be divulged to anyone else. Now, I find myself in the excruciating position of betraying her trust and breaking promises I made to her. I have to do it to save her from herself, but I feel guilty as hell.
"Anyway, it started in April a year ago at our class reunion. I was in Toledo with my sick mother so, obviously, I didn't go. Another friend from the class picked up Nita and expected to drive her home. Everything was normal at the reunion except that a man, Bill Wissinger, who had been her high school boyfriend her senior year, was there.
"They had a very pleasant conversation but nothing more and it might have ended there because she had no lingering feeling for him. Then the woman who Nita driven with had to leave early because her daughter at home had gotten sick. When Nita was ready to leave, she started to call for a taxi, but Bill said that he drove right past her house so he would drop her off.
"However, it turned out that he lived in the opposite direction and he had offered to drive her because he had something from school that he wanted to show her. She was touched that he would go so far out of his way and, of course, she was curious. She invited him in and they sat on the couch, side by side, as he turned on his iPad. Suddenly on the screen was a picture of her as she got out of his car at their senior prom.
"She was wearing a long, tight gown and memories, long forgotten, reemerged. She loved her dress – you've seen it – and she loved the way she looked. Then, he brought up another picture and more memories flooded into her head. There she was, standing there with that tight skirt worked up almost to her waist, showing her panties, garter belt and hose! The next picture was taken after Bill shocked her by reaching in and pulling her panties down and off!
"She had stood there stunned, frozen as he took the pictures. She had never even shown her panties to anyone before and here she was, her skirt up above her bare pussy. Nita told me that as she looked at those pictures, things she had forgotten about Bill and that night came back to her and excited her. Bill had her panties and wouldn't give them back, so for the whole evening she was naked under her skirt. It was long and tight, so no one could tell, but the entire time she was both embarrassed and excited!
"She was very conservative and had never gone beyond mild petting, but when they got back to the car, she really was hot. He got her dress unzipped and had her tits out and really worked them over. They managed to get her skirt up and he finger-fucked her to orgasm, the first she ever had had. Who knows how far it would have gone, but they were in a little MG! A front seat with a console and no back seat at all! Her virginity was saved for you!
"He did get something out of it himself. He had his cock out and he put her hand on it – a first for her – and then he got out, came around, undid her door and, as she opened her mouth to ask what he was doing, he put his cock in it and went off! She didn't suck him, it just shot in. She swallowed some and the rest dribbled over her exposed bra and tits. She went home really messed up, as you can imagine, but, fortunately, her father didn't come out of his room as she came in. It was a night of firsts for Nita, but that was it with Bill. He had a medical problem and they never were together again till that night in your house.
"While they were looking at those pictures and reminiscing, Bill had put his arm around her and kissing followed. He finally brought out another small package which he gave her, and when she opened it, she found the pair of panties he had taken from her that night years ago. That he had kept them all that time really touched her and was the final step in her seduction. Not long afterwards they were in bed and the affair began!"
"My god, that is unbelievable! She never told me about that prom night!"
"Actually, I think that she repressed that memory, deliberately or not. She hadn't even told me about it and it certainly was not an episode she would have discussed with a new boyfriend. She never had seen those pictures and honestly had forgotten about having them taken. Bill did download them to her computer and she showed them to me. Really, they are innocently sexy. She looks so young and vulnerable. Just eighteen and totally inexperienced. If we can just get past this, I'm sure that you would enjoy seeing them.
"Regardless of that, I gave you more detail than you probably expected, but I wanted there to be no question about the background and what happened. The question very simply is, can you get past it?"
"Everything you told me is shocking, but I have no problem knowing what happened at her senior prom. Compared to what many high school seniors do, that was relatively tame. What happened when they got to our house is different, needless to say. Knowing that she was seduced and fucked and that she slept with him that night really bothers me and makes me angry. However, it certainly is not a marriage breaking sin as far as I'm concerned.
"I believe in being faithful and trustworthy, but I also believe that there are very few people, men or women, who cannot be seduced in the right circumstances. Given her background with this man and reliving that night with the pictures you describe, I'm not surprised that she gave way. Frankly, she probably was so lost in the romance of the moment that she never even thought of me or our marriage. That doesn't make it right but, for me at least, it in understandable and forgivable. I don't like it, but I accept it with no problem.
"However, overlooking and forgiving – more significantly, forgetting – the next several months is something else. Damn it, that was close to six months before she broke it off! Did she fall for him? Did she love him? Wasn't our love making good enough or frequent enough? Yes, I was away two or three nights a month. That was hardly enough time for her to need sex! And, I hate the idea that she went behind my back, planning when and how to see her lover! It hurts, god it hurts!"
"Tom, dear, I don't understand it and, truthfully, Nita doesn't either. It was almost as if she were another person. I found out about her affair that June when right in the middle of a conversation on the phone I lost my temper. I drove over to your house and marched in, demanding to know what was going on, why she was avoiding me when you were out of town. She calmly announced that she was having an affair! It was unbelievable! She was giggling like a schoolgirl!"
"Giggling?"
"Yeah, giggling, not her usual laugh! I was sitting there with my mouth hanging open, thinking, 'Who is this person?' She rattled off all the reasons that you would never find out – him never calling, waiting to call him herself after she was sure that you were in your hotel, having him drive right into the garage so no one would see his car. She made it clear that she loved you more than anyone in the world and she was very careful to make sure you weren't hurt by her affair.
"She was almost manic as she talked about her scheduling and planning. Boy, I laid into her, pointing out how stupid she was being. I told her that cheaters are always found out. That, of course is not true – we only hear about those who are caught, but I wanted to scare her. That all just rolled off of her, so sure was she of her careful planning. As I was leaving, stomping out, I said the one thing that got through her defenses. I said, Tom may never find out, but you will know that you cheated and it will eat at you. More important, think what it will do to Tom if you slip up somehow. It will kill him. Is the fun you're having worth risking ruining his love for you?
"The next time I talked to her she said that I was right and that she would end it the next time you were on a trip. I told her to just not call Bill to come over again or call him and end it on the phone, but she wanted to do it face-to-face. Unfortunately, that didn't happen. You don't know this, but she went to a psychologist twice a week for months trying to understand why she indulged in such self-destroying behavior. They even used a hypnotherapist.
"I'm not going to try to explain what they found but it seems that from the age of thirteen she had gotten fun from keeping little things from her father. She really loved him and it was nothing malicious or mean, but doing those little things behind his back was fun. One of the things she remembered under hypnosis was that she would lie in her room giggling. When she left home, that whole process vanished and she forgot – it was just something she had done with her father.
"Somehow it reappeared when she started with Bill and the psychologist referred to it as an addiction. She would be all ready to end it with Bill, face-to-face, but she would go right back again. It ended when you came home looking sick and haggard. It turned out that you had seen the recording of Bill getting into bed. She didn't know about that, of course, but seeing you that way made her conscious of how awful she would feel if she caused you to be hurt. So, when you made that phony trip, she called Bill and ended it.
"He came in anyway but she finally had the strength to end it to her face. She said afterwards that it was the Bermuda trip and standing there in that nightgown that gave her the courage to send him away. And then that night you brought the hammer down on her because, in part, the nightgown that gave her that courage caused you to misinterpret what you were seeing!
"Look, she was acting completely out of character, not the person we both have loved for years. It may have been some psychological quirk or that may merely be a sidetracking excuse for misbehavior. It may have been some other motivation that we don't know about. However, we do know that she committed adultery, off and on, for over five months. To be crude and blunt, she slept with Bill Wissinger and she was fucked by him numerous times.



"Whatever the motivation, she regrets it and did so before she was caught. It was a purely physical relationship and she never loved him, but she had sex with him all those times. The only real question is do you love her enough to genuinely forgive her. Is the mere fact that Bill Wissinger's cock was in her pussy and mouth all those times too much for you to overcome. That is a very personal decision and only you can decide that."
"Ok, I can answer that question without difficulty – I think I could get past it if I could be sure of her love– but that is still a big problem for me. Obviously I was, actually am, deeply hurt by her unfaithfulness. I had never questioned her love for me for a second and I trusted her unconditionally. This has been an unbelievable blow...well, to my ego, if nothing else. I have a hard time getting the idea that she cared enough for another man to sleep with him whenever I was out of town. I picture talking to her, lovingly, on the phone while that man probably was in the bed with her. I feel betrayed and humiliated.
"Yet, I love her so much that I can't conceive about what my life would be without her. I can overcome the thought that he penetrated her cunt and that she used her mouth – I can live with that, but I just can't seem to really believe that she loves me as much as I love her! Could she have been with this Bill Wissinger all those nights without sharing her love with him? How deep is her love for me? Could...could some other Bill Wissinger come along?"
"All right, I understand your fears. How could you not worry about that? Now she has said many times, 'I love him more that life itself and I don't think that I could live without him.' If I could prove to you that, without question, she means that, could you believe in it and trust her again?"
"I can't think of any way that you could prove that, but if you could, I could put all of this behind me. Nothing, and I mean nothing, would make me happier!"
Char stared intently at him for a good thirty seconds before replying. Finally, reluctantly, she started speaking. I said before that I feel like a hypocrite for the way I didn't give you a hint about what was going on. Now I feel worse because I'm going to break a solemn promise I gave to Nita. Find the recording your security system made for April 3rd this year. I know what happened and I don't want to watch it, but I think that you have to see it to answer your question about Nita's love for you. It's going to be very painful for both of us!"
Tom found the date of that recording and brought it up. It started with Anita coming into the bedroom and undressing. She carefully folded her clothes and lay them aside and took out Tom's favorite regular nightgown –pure white and diaphanous with a neck line that brushed the top of her breasts. Putting it on over her nude body, she was absolutely lovely as she checked herself in the mirror. Tom stared at the picture of his wife and was both aroused and angered. "Why are you showing me this? Is she getting ready for her lover? I can't stand this!"
"Don't worry; she's not getting ready for Bill. Just watch."
On the screen Anita carefully brushed her hair, reapplied her lipstick and turned to the bed. Lying down and carefully arranging her gown she took a framed picture of the two of them from their wedding day and looked longingly and lovingly at it for several minutes.
Placing the picture on her lap, she reached over and picked up a large prescription bottle. Opening it, she removed several capsules, put them in her mouth and picked up a large glass of water from the bedside table. She washed down the capsules and repeated the process.
Tom watched this weird behavior with dismay and blurted out, "What the hell is she doing?"
"She's committing suicide by taking sleeping pills!"
Tom reacted in shock, tears gushing from his eyes as he kept gasping out, "Oh my god! Oh, my god!" over and over. He stared hopelessly in absolute horror at the scene being played out before him. Tears were also flowing from Char's eyes as she watched the awful scene that she hadn't wanted to see.
Finally, as the last capsule was swallowed, Anita picked up the picture and, with no tears, kissed Tom's picture and whispered, "Goodbye darling." Holding the picture to her breast, she lay back to die.
There was no more motion, so the recording cut off at that point. Almost immediately, it came on again as the room was suddenly invaded by Char and several paramedics as they rushed to Anita's side. She was still in the same position, looking almost like Snow White in the movie. Resuscitation began immediately as the transferred her to a mobile stretcher and she was quickly taken from the room. At that point, motion ended, the recording stopped.
Tom just sat there, stunned, immobile, as the horror of what he had just watched overwhelmed him.
"We got her to the hospital, they got the pills out of her and she recovered pretty quickly. When she woke up, the only thing she would say was don't let Tom know. Here...I wanted to remember everything she said when she recovered consciousness so I put it on my phone. Listen.
Anita's voice, weak but clear, came through. "Please promise me that you won't tell Tom about this! It would just be one more thing chaining him to me. Tell him that I just fainted or something. Low blood pressure, bad food – whatever, just not that I tried suicide. That would tie him to me forever for the wrong reason and I couldn't stand that."
"I did just that. I lied to you and said that she just had fainted from dehydration and lack of eating. She was concerned only with you and I had to promise her that I wouldn't tell you the true facts. I'm breaking that promise now, the first time since grade school that I've broken a promise to her. Maybe I should have told you then, but my loyalty to her was just too great. She was so desperate to keep this secret and I was certain that she wouldn't try it again. Damn, I think that this whole business has torn me up almost as it has you two! I love you both and I'm stuck in the middle!"
"How on earth did the rescue team get there – thank god they did, but what warned them."
"Me. I had been with Nita and she was very low, very depressed, and said some weird things. Mostly she just seemed resigned. Just before I left I said that I hoped that she could sleep that night and she said she would because had gotten some sleeping pills. She had a funny look on her face, but it didn't mean anything to me at the time. I was thinking about everything, particularly about how depressed she had been and, suddenly, I had a...an epiphany, I guess! Depressed, resigned, sleeping pills meant suicide! I stopped, called 911 and told them that someone was committing suicide and headed back to the house. I got there just in time to open the door and they got her out.
"The doctor said that they pumped the pills out in time, but she had taken a fatal dose. I...I guess I saved her life but she didn't thank me for it the following morning. I recorded that too and I had a feeling that I might have to play it for you. Here, listen.
*************************************************************
"Oh Char, why did you stop me? I had to do it and now I know I'll never get the nerve to do it again! I'm ruining two lives and I just can't do it anymore. I told you that I love Tom more than life itself and that I couldn't live without him. I meant it! I've lost him and I just couldn't do it anymore."
"But you still have Tom and you know that he loves you!"
"That's the problem! He loves me and despite being horribly hurt, he would never leave me although I deserve it. Yes, he's still there but, at the same time, he isn't. I had sex with Bill, but we never made love. Tom and I made love every time. Sometimes we were tired or out of sorts for some reason and the sex wasn't great, but the love was always there. Whatever hang ups we had before became really unimportant and we always cuddled together afterwards.
"Now, we've having sex and it feels good and we both have orgasms – but it's just sex like I had with Bill. It's just physical. I would like to cuddle up against him but I just don't think I should. I don't have the right. I have to wait for him to make the move, and he doesn't. Sometimes I think that he would like to, but he can't get over the barrier between us. We're just not comfortable with each other anymore and I'm the reason.
"Tom will never have that beyond-the-physical closeness that he really needs as long as I'm around. I thought that if I were gone, he would be devastatingly sad for a while, but that he would get over it and find someone that he could trust as well as love. He deserves that. Now, I'm back to square one. I finally got up the courage to give him that opportunity and now I know that I have to find some other way! I know that he is suffering every day, and I have to find a way to free him from this albatross that's hanging around his neck!
************************************************************
Tom just sat there, shocked beyond belief, tears flowing again. "See, Tom, when she said that she loved you more than life itself, she meant it! Her only concern was you and she sees herself as an anchor holding you back from true happiness. She still sees herself like that. She went through all the therapy to explain to herself why she did what she did, not to remove any blame. In her mind, regardless of anything else, she has done something beyond redemption.
"This year-long purgatory has cemented that belief. The only reason that I've broken promises and put myself into the picture is what she has decided to do. With your anniversary coming up she has decided that it is time to end it in a different way. She is planning to just disappear. I don't know what her specific plans are, but that is what she is intending to do."
"Char, I really don't know what to say about that, but I'll love you forever for saving her! I'm certain that Nita really feels the same way behind all that depression she and I have caused. You've been a true friend making an honest effort to help both of us. Seeing that recording and hearing that unbelievable cry for help from her was a crushing blow for me yet, at the same time I now have absolutely no doubt of Nita's love for me.
"I still have no clear explanation for her behavior last year, and maybe I never will. It seems that she doesn't understand it either. Maybe, even probably, I made a mistake not confronting her last year, but I was scared! Even facing her adultery I thought that we had a better chance getting by it by pushing it into the background than facing it. I was genuinely fearful that he meant more to her than I did and that her love for me had faded. Obviously her feeling of guilt and my fears of lost love made getting past it impossible despite both of us wanting to. I had no idea of the depth of her depression.
"Regardless, what you've shown me today has been devastating but, at the same time, uplifting! That she was actually willing to die to free me – could anyone be more loving and loyal? I'm ashamed that it took that for me to look past my own fears to see her real commitment to me and love for me. Could I do that for her? I would like to think so, but I pray that I never will have to find out!"
"Obviously, I am thrilled at your reaction! This has been agony for all of us. I was planning to tell you about her suicide attempt and let you hear that recording, but that extraordinary video was beyond belief. I could cry right now when I think of that brave woman dressing up pretty, kissing your picture and saying goodbye! I curse that security system that revealed her affair, but bless it for showing the depth of her love." The two of them sat there, side by side, replaying the last few minutes in their minds. "Well, what now? How are you going to handle it?"
"Do you have any idea as to when she plans to leave?"
"Nothing specific, but I suspect that it would be Thursday. Your anniversary is this Saturday and I think that she wants to be gone before then. Tomorrow, Wednesday, she has an appointment for a facial and having her hair done. She didn't say anything, but I think that she wants to look her best when you see her for what she thinks will be the last time."
"Ok, that sounds right. The first thing that I am going to do is make some flight and hotel reservations and schedule some vacation time at my office. Then, with your assistance setting the stage, I want to prepare a pleasant surprise for her tomorrow night! She is leaving home Thursday, but not the way she plans!"
The following morning as Tom prepared to leave for work and gave Anita what had become a perfunctory kiss goodbye he said, "I may be a little late this evening. Why don't we go out to eat? If you want to I'll pick you up around six. Why don't you make a reservation at that Italian place we like?"
This was not unusual and she smiled, saying, "That would be nice, dear." She was smiling, but it was a wan smile, not the one that Tom usually got. She did make the reservation, of course, and they had a pleasant dinner despite a certain tenseness in the air. Arriving at the restaurant Tom had complimented her as he said, "You look beautiful tonight." She loved hearing that and brightened up considerably, but just didn't know quite how to react.
He had said that many times in the past, but not recently. In addition, running through her mind, dampening her pleasure, was her awareness that this was their last dinner together. She tried to be her normal – or what once had been her normal – vivacious self, but it all felt artificial to her. Still, it was pleasant and she lost herself in it to some degree. In a less crucial way, it was like enjoying a last meal before the execution!
On the way home, both were quiet, deep in their own thoughts. That mood continued as they mounted the stairs and entered their bedroom. Then, suddenly, Anita saw something totally unexpected and shocking. There, draped carefully over the bed was her honeymoon nightgown. In the corner were three suitcases ready to be packed.
Anita stared at the nightgown, her mind in turmoil, conflicting thoughts clashing with each other. Confusion reigned as hope began to emerge from the chaos. It could only mean one thing, but that thing was wonderful beyond belief – but it had to be! She turned to Tom with a beatific smile starting to form on her face, a face that almost immediately crumbled and, weeping, tears flowing from her eyes, she blurted out what she had longed to say for a full year, "Oh Tom, I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry! I did something totally unforgivable, but please forgive me anyway! I love you so much but I ruined our marriage! I'm so sorry!"
He reached out and embraced her, pulling her tight against his cheat. "Nothing has ruined our marriage, honey! We both damaged it a bit but we're ok. I certainly forgive you, but we both screwed up. I guess what you did was worse, but I made this past year one of anguish and misery because I didn't have the courage to face you and find out the truth. I was so afraid that you loved someone else! Char told me and showed me things that cleared away my doubts that I might have lost your love and enabled me to put things in perspective – what was really important to me, namely you! We are very, very lucky in that we have a friend that loves us both almost as much as we love each other.
"Anyway, we can talk about all of that stuff while we're honeymooning in Bermuda! We have a flight tomorrow and we have to pack!"
That night the sex was far more than a physical act – the love was back. Afterwards, for the first time in a year, Anita was wrapped in Tom's arms as they cuddled together. Pillow talk was also back. There would be long, significant discussions and explanations in the future, but now the talk was light and, even, teasing. As she snuggled tighter against her husband, she quietly said, "I can't believe how my life has changed in such a short time. Just a few hours ago I thought that I needed to disappear and, instead, we're leaving for Bermuda in the morning! You're wonderful, darling! You're also right about Char, though – we never would have made it without her!" Then, impishly, "Maybe we should take her with us!"
Tom grinned down at her. "Maybe next time. You only want two on a honeymoon!"
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Marcus A. Schafer and Juliet B. Simpkins, Mark and Julie, met during their freshman year in college and became a couple by the end of the first semester. Their interests, personalities and disparate majors probably should have separated them, but somehow they stayed together. He was in computer science and she in business and finance, both at Penn State. He was an introvert and was happiest when engrossed in the intricacies of algorithms and programming, not dealing with people. Actually he was more outgoing and well-rounded than that sounds. He had been quite popular in high school and had been, at 5' 11", the starting point guard on his high school basketball team. In addition, in the off-season he worked as a manager and played small roles in school plays. Still, there was something of a nerd hidden in his athletic body and it came out when given the opportunity to immerse himself in his chosen field.
Julie, on the other hand, was very social, with a friendly and gregarious personality. She was a brunette with a pretty face, long legs for her 5'4" height and with breasts that bounced nicely as she performed as a cheerleader in high school. Those personality traits stayed the same in college but, surprising herself, she discovered that she really enjoyed her business and finance courses and that she was very good in them. She also discovered a real drive, almost an obsession, to succeed - both an asset and, as it turned out, a serious flaw.
Despite these conflicting interests and personalities, they just liked each other and, very soon, fell in love. They discovered that they were very compatible in almost everything except their majors - beliefs, books, movies, music, friends, etc. Most significantly, they were very well matched in sexual activities. They moved from fondling and groping to oral sex and, finally, to sexual intercourse smoothly with no difficulty. They meshed together perfectly and, unlike most college romances, they stayed together, neither having any desire to stray. It was a wonderful four years - they had found their life partners and their career paths without the trauma most college students suffer through.
With this lack of drama in their social lives they were able to dedicate themselves to their studies and both graduated with honors. At the job fairs conducted by the school's placement office, each of them received multiple offers. Mark was courted by the major IT companies with high paying jobs but he finally accepted an offer from a start-up, located near Philadelphia, which paid largely in stock options but intrigued him because its program interested him and he would be in almost at the beginning of its creation.
He had met the originators while in classes at Penn State and they welcomed him as a colleague instead of just an employee. Of most importance to him, he would be part of a small group of innovators rather than one obscure worker among hundreds doing rote work at, for example, Microsoft or Apple. Julie was happy to accept a well-paying (in cash) position at a major regional bank in Philadelphia, Eastern Bank and Trust, and started her drive to reach and break through that glass ceiling that limit women in a "man's field".
With the job issue settled, they scheduled a wedding for August and found a small townhouse to rent. It was then that they showed both their togetherness and their fiscal conservatism. Their parents were not rich but they jointly offered the prospective bride and groom a sum that they were willing to commit to the wedding and honeymoon. That sum would be adequate to provide a fairly lavish wedding ceremony and reception and a luxurious honeymoon cruise. Due to scholarships, family support and part time work, Mark and Julie's student loans were far less that the burden's other graduates face, but they didn't like them hanging over their heads. After serious discussion, they decided to have a relatively small wedding and reception and have a honeymoon cliché - Niagara Falls!
Their plan: deny themselves immediate self-gratification to build a better future. They would put their parent's contribution and what they felt they could save from their salaries into paying off those loans. They computed that their debts could be paid off and enough savings put aside so that they could take a wonderful, worry free opulent honeymoon cruise at their fifth anniversary. That became their goal and they even started a computer countdown so they saw the number of days till their fifth anniversary honeymoon became real. They also figured that by that time they would be ready financially and personally to start a family. It was fun to watch the number shrink and they even attached to program on their families' computers.
In any case, on August 23, a Saturday, they were married in a relatively small ceremony with a moderate reception. It was pleasant, but not ostentatious, with family and real friends. After their brief honeymoon, they repaired to the house they had rented and settled down to married life. The house was small but adequate. A living-dining room, kitchen, office and power room on the first floor, a master bedroom with a large walk-in closet and a guest room upstairs. Both bedrooms had en suite bathrooms. More than adequate.
They settled down to married life with a pleasant routine. Julie left each weekday morning and returned at 6 PM or a little later, depending on traffic. Mark's hours were less regular, not surprising since he was with a startup. Two or three times a week, sometimes more, he would work from home the full day. Other days his time varied, but he tried, when possible, to be home by 5 or 5:30. He would start dinner and it would be close to ready when she arrived. He liked to cook, so it was no burden and they would have the evening together. Other times they would go out or order in. On weekends she would cook or they would work together. The other minutia of family life was handled in the same companionable way and life moved on.
One of the extremely important parts of married life, of course, was sex. It was excellent! As said before, they meshed together perfectly in college and that included sex. The only real limitations was lack of opportunity until they moved in together their senior year. The transition into married life was seamless. They each knew the other's needs and desires and responded to them. Julie was an interesting case when it came to having sex. Even if she was not in the mood, for whatever reason, a small amount of cunnilingus would get her wet. Then, regardless of her original lack of interest, his cock could penetrate her and she would fully participate.
Her movements would become uncontrolled and her orgasm would be gigantic. As a result, their sexual intercourse, i.e. fucking, was always vigorous and mutually satisfactory. However, there was one aspect of Julie's orgasms that had caused them problems while in college. Men were permitted to be in a coed's dorm room, but not for sex - a rule that was winked at, not rigidly enforced. However, whenever she reached orgasm she emitted a shrill exclamation of pleasure that was clearly discernable through the door into the hallway. It wasn't an annoying sound at all, but it was an announcement to the world that she had just had sex. It led to a great deal of teasing as well as a few reprimands from unsympathetic authorities. Mark moved off campus his junior year and the noise became a nonissue.
Mark still teased her about "hurting his ears" and also about how easy it was to get her hot. He laughed at her, insisting that no matter how cold she was at the start, if any man, whoever it was, managed to get her wet enough to get into her, she would get hot and have an orgasm. She emphatically denied that, of course, but, with a grin, added "I'll have to try it sometime to find out. That could be handy if you weren't around!"
Mark unequivocally replied, "If you even think about it, another part of your anatomy, your little ass, will get very, very hot!" They were secure in their relationship and this type of teasing back and forth was a lot of fun for them.
In any case, after the explosive climax, there would be a period of cuddling and hugging, a period which Dr. Ruth calls "afterplay." During this time there would be words like honey, dear, sweetheart or darling exchanged. It was an integral part of the love-making and was a time of bonding intimacy and closeness which was of importance to both of them, particularly Julie. It was the difference between just fucking and making love. They often would fall asleep in that position. Life was good, physically, mentally and professionally.
Time passed. At last they celebrated their fourth anniversary and the countdown dropped below 365 days. Things had worked out perfectly. They were well established in their jobs, their salaries had grown (particularly Julie's) and they had paid off their student loan debt and had put aside more than was needed for their fifth-year cruise. It was a time of great anticipation and happiness and preparations began. They shopped together (not Mark's favorite way of spending time with Julie) for glamorous dresses for dress up nights.
They sorted through "cruise wear" in January and February. As warmth arrived in April and May, there were light weight summer dresses as well as bikinis to be purchased. Mark quickly learned that part of the great appeal of a cruise for women is the chance for her to display herself in stylish, fashionable, even seductive, clothes. He had a strong suspicion that Julie was also privately indulging herself in more explicit intimate items, i.e. lingerie, but he certainly had no objection to that!
In any case, a section of their walk-in closet was devoted to their purchases - two beautiful short cocktail dresses and one Hollywood worthy long gown, surrounded by new skirts, blouses and pants. It was a lovely and cheerful display that brought a pleasurable anticipation of future happiness to both of them. In addition, Mark watched Julie surreptitiously place items in a drawer of her bureau and he looked forward to seeing those items displayed just for him. Anticipation is a wonderful feeling - it doesn't cost anything but it gives real pleasure!
It was in early May, nearly three months from that fifth anniversary that Julie burst into the house, beyond herself with fabulous news. "Mark, where are you?"
Stepping out of his office with a bemused expression on his face as he looked at his very excited wife replying, "I'm right here honey! What's up?"
"Oh Mark, you won't believe it! I've received a big promotion and raise! I'm going to be the administrative assistant to the supervisor in our asset management division - actually I'll be number two in the division!"
"My god, what happened?"
She plunked herself down on the couch, literally quivering with excitement as she poured out her tale. It went this way:
************************************************************
Julie was sitting at her desk looking over some investment proposals when she was called into the vice president's office. There she met Mr. Henry M. Johnstone, the head of her asset management division. She had never been summoned to that office before and, needless to say, she was very nervous, fearing that had done something wrong and was going to be rebuked. However, his smile at seeing her relieved some of her tension. He was a handsome, obviously fit man, probably in his early 50's, and she was immediately impressed by his friendly and confident manner. His voice seemed to exude power as he started out by saying, "Sit down Mrs. Schafer. We've never met before but I have gone over your record and I am quite impressed. Now, as you know, this division lost several long-term employees to retirement since the first of the year and that has left us short-handed. In addition, last week Jeff Stirling, my principle assistant, was transferred to our New Jersey branch to replace a heart attack victim.
"We've been debating as to how to handle this shortage. The retirements weren't expected until the fall and I certainly didn't anticipate losing Jeff. Anyway, we have decided that we do not want to cannibalize from other branches, causing problems there. Our solution is to bring in more lower-level finance employees to this division to fill the ranks and move our more experienced people up faster than we normally would to fill our vacancies. We have several good candidates, one of which is you. I've gone over the records and you are the youngest and least experienced, but, as I said, I am impressed with your potential.
"I think that with my help you will be able to grow into the position faster than the others and, in the long run, you will make up for your relative inexperience. Therefore, if you think that you are up to the job, I will to appoint you to be my administrative assistant! What is your reaction?"
Julie sat there stunned for a moment before she could respond. "Mr. Johnstone, I am thrilled at the opportunity and I certainly will do my best. Yes, I think that I can handle the job, but of course there are those holes in my experience. However, I'm a quick study and I think that I can do what is required!"
"Obviously there are situations in which you will need help and I am more than willing to serve as your mentor while you progress." Smiling in an avuncular manner, he continued, "I'm taking a slight chance in choosing you as my assistant since I will be evaluated by my peers as to whether I chose properly, but I'm sure that you will measure up and confirm my judgment! To make sure, I think that it would be a good idea for us to meet here in my office, probably at the end of every day, and go over any problems you encounter."
"Oh, Mr. Johnstone, That would be wonderful if you can spare the time. I just can't tell you how grateful I am at this opportunity!"
************************************************************
Julie was bubbling over with her news and Mark matched her enthusiasm, thrilled at seeing her being rewarded for her good work. "That's just wonderful, honey! It's just the first step in what is going to be a wonderful career. You'll be president of that bank before you notice!" The celebration went on for hours with Julie remembering more details of the meeting and speaking rapturously about her supervisor, Vice President Henry M. Johnstone. Not only had he selected her for the position but also he also offered, very generously, to serve as a mentor to help with her lack of administrative experience.
That night and the weeks that followed was probably the crowning point, the apex, of their marriage. There was much to be happy about. Julie was embarked on the road to her dream career while having her salary rise by 50%. At the same time, Mark's startup was actually making money and they were seriously considering an initial public offering (IPO) or, instead, being bought out by a major operator. Either option could make the company worth several billion dollars - making Mark's stock options worth millions.
Probably of more importance than this financial bonanza to the stability of their marriage was the fact that they still were in love. They respected and actually listened to each other. Last, and very far from least in their busy lives, their sex life remained quite satisfying - frequent and satiating. A happy and stable relationship at its best!
Unfortunately, when a marriage - or, really, anything else - is at the top, the zenith, the best that can happen is for it to remain at that plateau, remain stable and happy. Otherwise, the only path leads downward! This, alas, was the fate of this marriage - a downward course gaining momentum as it approached the end.
Still, for some time the euphoria over Julie's promotion was real and the good life continued. Their's had always been a light and free relationship with the wonderful ability to tease and laugh at and with each other. For example, Julie would ask, "How long will you guys fool the public and have playtime on the computer while losing money hand over fist? It's a con game and I'll end up supporting you when your creditors wake up!" Mark would counter with, "All you people do is shove paper around! You don't create anything - you just take other people's money, stir it around and take some off the top. You're no better than Las Vegas casinos, but you have prestige!" Each would laugh while mocking the other.
Therefore, when just after her promotion, Julie came through the door bearing an impressive briefcase, some taunting would be expected. "Wow, look at the big time executive coming in with her prestige-type briefcase! Big time financial expert carrying important documents to study at home! Is it chained to your wrist so that opposing bankers can't steal your secrets? God, I'm impressed!"
"Well, you should be! You amble around in jeans and a shirt with your company logo while I am appropriately dressed for business with, as you say, a briefcase which shows that I have too much important work to do in an eight-hour day!" Julie laughed at herself as she replied and the bantering went on for a few minutes they settled down and she explained, "I had to borrow this briefcase to lug a bunch of basically useless stuff home. It seems that I am now on the administrative level mailing list of general memos, announcements, pamphlets, and associated garbage. It trickles in over time but I got this month's supply in one delivery. I was too busy to winnow through it today, so I just dumped in this case. It's mostly trash but I'll glance through it after dinner."
"I was afraid of this. Big time executive bring her work home, ignoring her husband's needs!"
"Knock it off, wretched husband. I will continue to handle your 'needs' while working hard in my elevated position. However, just remember who the main wage earner here is and treat me with respect!"
Mark sat with her at the table after dinner as she, one by one, dropped inapplicable, outdated, and totally useless pieces of paper in the trash. "I was tempted to just dump it all in the waste paper basket at work, but I was afraid that I might miss something. I lugged all of this crap home for nothing."
"Wait, what's that? Mark reached over and picked up a colorful pamphlet from the pile. "'Conference Cruise.' This looks interesting."
"Let me see. Oh yes, Mr. Johnstone brought that up a day or so ago. It's like that conference they had in Las Vegas last year. Hot shots getting together to 'talk business' and learn new things."
"Oh yeah, like at the black jack tables or at those 'topless revues.' Seminars and meeting that no one attends! Boondoggles in other words. I read a newspaper article not long ago that the IRS was checking on those things and has been cracking down. They've been checking to see if those conferences really had any actual professional value or if they were they just tax deductible vacations. This one looks interesting. A seven day cruise on the Royal Caribbean Explorer of the Seas with daily seminars on financial developments, tax avoidance, problems in administration, fiduciary responsibility in 401K recommendations. Quite a list and, with the new scrutiny, they might actually have to attend a few while 'networking'. This should be right up your alley - oh, wait, there's a conflict. It overlaps with our honeymoon cruise. You'll have to wait till next year to get that administrative perk."
"Ok, wise guy. Our firm sends two or three people to conferences every year to, I guess, 'show the flag' and Mr. Johnstone already told me that I was eligible now and that it would be good experience. Of course there would be no thought of me being selected to represent our firm - there are, obviously, hundreds more qualified than I. More important, I certainly have no interest in mingling with a bunch of higher ranked and experienced administrators anyway. I was very happy to point out the schedule conflict and remove any thought he had of recommending me."



"Are you sure? Think of all those financial experts, those powerful bankers lusting over your nubile body. Wow, the contacts you could make, the networking you could do!"
"It's tempting, but I'll settle for you lusting over me - but maybe next year! The conference will be in Tahoe."
It was a nice, pleasant exchange and quickly disappeared into the back of their minds, but, unfortunately, things began going downhill. Mark was anything but an oblivious computer nerd who wasn't aware of the real world and he saw changes that disturbed him. One set of changes probably was inevitable, but still was noticeable. At the beginning, Julie spoke in almost reverential tones when she referred to Mr. Johnstone. The name should have glowed in the air as she said it. Soon the reverence disappeared and he was just Mr. Johnstone. Then, sometime later he was referred to, hesitantly, as Henry - sounding as if she were addressing an idol by his first time. Finally, that hesitancy and reverence vanished and he was just Henry but then a hint of intimacy, and perhaps, of affection, was noticeable.
This, in itself, might have meant nothing, triggered no alarm bells, seeming to be nothing but a normal transition from a mentor-protégé relationship to a more typical professional association. Actually, Mark was quite for grateful for Johnstone taking the time to ease Julie's way into her new administrative position. They met at the end of every day and he gave very constructive advice. It made her get home twenty minutes to a half-hour later, but it was well worth it. However, as time passed, it seemed from Julie's comments that the after-hours meetings were becoming more social than professional. Still, those meeting were brief with no lunch dates or anything else that might have triggered alarms.
Of far more significance and troubling were substantial changes in Julie's personality and behavior. The simple truth was that she did not handle having power well. One of her nicest qualities was the empathy she had for other people. In college she was almost always more intelligent and capable than others in her classes, but her natural tendency was to downplay differences and help others. She showed that same quality when dealing with colleagues at work. Now, as an administrator she became disparaging and deprecating if workers didn't measure up to her standards. She gradually changed from that light-hearted and unpretentious person who joked about her new importance to someone who was impressed with herself.
Mark watched the changes taking place in their personal relationship. She would be conversing about her job with her normal cheerful expression on her face and suddenly it would morph into a sharp, intolerant grimace as she mentioned specific workers. Of course, administrators are supposed to supervise and be demanding of subordinates, but the old Julie would not have been so demeaning or act so superior.
Worse, this superior attitude and increasing self-importance began to show up at home. She began to be augmentative and expecting everything to suit her. Mark had enjoyed keeping the place in order and doing things like preparing dinner. He did so because he enjoyed doing it for her and she was always very appreciative. Slowly, she came to expect these things to be done as a duty, not a gesture of affection.
One night in mid-June he was still on the computer when she came in, found dinner not started and, without thinking, she blurted out, "You're still on that blasted computer and nothing started for dinner! I'm tired and hungry, damn it!" Too many nights had gone without sincere appreciation for his efforts or even a token thank you. He had had enough!
Standing rigidly before her, he didn't say a word. He stared intently into her eyes with a set, stone-like expression on his face, not moving a muscle. His eyes bored intimidatingly into hers, not even blinking. She stared back imperiously until, abruptly, the impact of what she had said hit her. She blushed, her haughty expression vanished and she dropped her head.
"Oh my god, Mark, I'm sorry! I don't know what made me act like that or say something like that! I...I'm so sorry!"
"Sorry isn't enough! You've turned into an egotistical bitch and I've had enough of it! Your 'mentor' isn't God, you are not a queen and I'm your husband, not your subject! You may be a big shot downtown, but around here you are just becoming a pain in the ass! People at work may have to accept your arrogant and condescending attitude, but I damn sure don't!"
Mark and Julie had had many arguments in the past but never had she received a personal attack like this one. She was devastated and burst into tears as she was forced to face up to her behavior. Her first reaction was to defend herself and against anyone else she might have attempted to do so, but looking at Mark and hearing the disgust in his voice, she was forced to recognize the truth - a little power had gone to her head and she had acted abominably. She burst into tears, a rarity for her, and abjectly apologized.
"Mark, darling, I am so very sorry! I had no idea that I was acting that way! I guess that everything just went to my head - being complimented by my boss, calling him Henry, having people addressing me respectfully as Mrs. Schafer rather than just Julie. I just got too full of myself and it carried on here at home. I'm ashamed and embarrassed and I'm glad that you punctured my balloon. I've got to show a little more humility at work too, for I don't like remembering how imperious I've been there. Anyway, please forgive me, I really am sorry!"
"All right, if my wife, no longer a queen, can lower herself to the mundane act of ordering some pizza, I'll see about making a salad and we can put this behind us - but I have a pin to do some more puncturing if it's needed!"
Julie had been genuinely shocked by being forced to realize just how unacceptably she had been acting and she made a real effort to leave her office persona at the office and act as a wife and partner at home. Even at work she pulled back and let her true personality come through and it seemed that there was a good future there as well as in her personal life. Real damage had been diverted and life returned to normal.
The next crisis came a few weeks later when Julie nervously looked up at Mark and hesitantly said, "Honey, I want to stay on the pill for a while longer." Seeing his shocked and questioning look, she hurried onward. "We had planned for us to start a family on our fifth year honeymoon cruise or shortly afterwards but I think that we should postpone it for six months or a year. I still want to get pregnant, of course, but not now! I just started my new job and my career is taking off and I just don't want to be pregnant and forced to take maternity leave until I'm fully established! Are you ok with that?"
Mark was not ok with that, but he really had no option. "I guess I'll have to go along with that but I don't like it. We are 27 now and we thought that that age was a good time to start having children. We planned to be fixed financially and professionally by then and we met our goal. One more year probably won't really change much, but we don't want to get into a situation where merging career and family becomes a battle. It's always a problem for career women as to when the career is on hold while motherhood interferes. When has to be a joint decision, but ultimately, it's your body. All right, stay on the pill this year and I hope that this is the only postponement!"
This was a disappointment, particularly since they had both had been looking forward to a baby coming soon. Mark accepted Julie's reasoning but he was all too aware that her promotion wasn't as advantageous as they had thought. Still, she was happy and he could overlook these occasional problems.
Then, in early July, everything fell apart. She was working at her desk when Johnstone stopped in and said, with a smile, "Come on Julie, we have a meeting with the senior vice president of our division of the company, Mr. James Devon!"
"What on earth is that about, Henry? I've never met the man. What's up?"
"Nothing bad. Actually, it's a big step for you."
He wouldn't say anything else, but his comment eased her tension as she followed him into the elevator and rode up to the lofty top executive floor. Ushered into his office she was awed by the corner office windows looking out over the city. At the same time she was intimidated by the powerful figure of the vice president as he stepped out from behind his desk to greet her. Actually, he wasn't physically intimidating - he was actually was thin and about her height - but he represented wealth and power.
However, he quickly put her at ease, saying, "Mrs. Schafer - may I call you Julie? - I'm glad to meet you. Henry here has been very impressed with your progress and your potential to rise in our organization. The board was meeting last week and each of our vice presidents was asked to put forth the name of one member of their staff who would best to represent our bank at that cruise conference next month. What we wanted was a young, vital and personable delegate to show our commitment to future growth. Of the people put forward, you clearly stood out for the progress you have made and, speaking frankly, finding that you were female was a bonus. We need more women in our top tier and I expect you to be there soon!
"Anyway, I am very pleased to say that the board was unanimous in choosing you as a delegate and I am certain that you will do us proud. Even better, instead of sending you to some fancy resort, you will have a seven day cruise to enjoy on the Explorer of the Seas!"
Julie's mind was completely in turmoil! At one time she was being showered with praise by a top official of the bank, flattered by his obvious expectation of future promotions, yet, at the same time, major difficulties loomed because of the obvious conflict with her personal plans. Still, overawed by the surroundings, the senior vice president himself and a very rosy future, she put her qualms aside and profusely thanked him for the opportunity and his support.
She was still in a daze as they went back to Henry's office when reality hit. "My god, Henry, what am I going to do? I told you about my anniversary cruise that conflicts with this! I already have vacation time scheduled! Why did you put my name in? What am I going to do?"
"They sent the request for names down and I had no one else that would even be possible. You're clearly the best in my division. We hadn't even talked about your own cruise when I nominated you and, in any case, I never thought that they would choose you. Regardless of what the vice president said, I wouldn't have expected them to choose a woman, particularly one as young and pretty as you!"
"Ok, I guess I can't blame you, but what can I do? Should I send a letter declining the honor or do it in person?"
"I'm afraid it isn't that easy. You've been selected for an assignment by the full board and confirmed personally by the senior vice president. If you turn this down, you have no future here. It's a prestige assignment and rejecting it will embarrass Mr. Devon and that's suicide."
"I don't know what I'm going to do. I don't know how I can present this to Mark - we planned this cruise before we were married and it's been a goal since then. Well, I guess I'll just have to go home, face Mark and describe an honor that I don't want and can't refuse and see if I come out alive." She quickly reached over and kissed Henry on the cheek and received a firm hug from him as she left. That certainly was not the way Johnstone left his other employees, but it had become an innocent, for Julie, custom after the "mentoring" sessions.
Julie had absolutely no recollection of her trip home - seen no landmarks, no traffic and no crowds. Her mind was consumed with forbidding thoughts of a crucial confrontation that she knew was awaiting her when she faced Mark. It was a perfect example of a no win situation for her. On the one hand was a long planned and desired cruise that they had pledged to each other almost five years ago, a pledge reconfirmed by their recent actions and words. It was more than a simple cruise; it was a commitment they made to each other as they married. Mark was sure to see it that way.
On the other hand, she had a career that had just begun to flourish. Top officials up to the senior vice president had praised her and made clear that the door was open for her to move toward her long-time dream of success in the male dominated banking and finance field. She had taken to heart Henry's warning that rejecting this assignment would almost certainly end that goal, at least at her present position. In a way, she felt like a traitor to Mark and their marriage when she admitted to herself that she wanted her career at almost any cost. The confrontation was not going to be fun!
It was just as bad as she had feared. She waited until they had eaten and settled down to relax afterwards. She then proceeded to ruin a peaceful evening by saying, "Mark, honey, I, no we, have a major problem." That got his immediate attention and the bad vibes started. She gave a detailed account of her meeting with the senior vice president of their division, stressing his complimentary comments about her and her future with the bank. Then, with no other option she threw the bombshell about her assignment on the cruise conference.
Before she could continue, Mark jumped in with, "Wait a minute! That damn cruise is at the same times as ours - at least it overlaps it! Look, it gets back on August 24, the same day we are scheduled to leave. Did you tell your senior vice president that you already have plans for that time? Somebody else can handle their cruise because you already have scheduled vacation time for a very important occasion! We damn sure are not giving up our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise for some phony conference which is nothing more than a tax deduction gimmick!"
"It's not that simple, dear. I was flustered and overwhelmed by everything and I just wasn't thinking clearly and I was intimidated by the vice president, his office and, well, everything. When we got back to Henry's office and calmed down, I planned to write a letter explaining the situation and withdrawing from the assignment. Before I could even start, Henry gave me some very bad news. If I rejected what the vice president and board offered, my chance of promotion and a career were finished! I'm stuck!"
"Do you mean that you are actually considering dumping our honeymoon cruise - which we have planned on for almost five years, have paid over $12,000 for, and during which we originally thought we might start a family - because it would upset the big boss and his buddies? Is your agreeing to go on that cruise so important to them that they would petulantly ignore your obvious ability and end your career? This is beyond belief!"
Julie was on the edge of tears. "Mark, I don't know if they would react that way but Henry, who has supported me all along, is positive that they would. I'm not that important to them and I hate to risk my future on their good will. All we would be doing is postponing our honeymoon and, maybe, baby making cruise for a little while longer. Everything else would be the same."
The discussion - argument - went on from there as each dug into their position. Logic was on Julie's side, in a way. It would just be putting off their pleasure just as they had postponed their honeymoon five years ago. She felt guilty about not declining the assignment when it was made, but it was too late now. When Mark asked about who would be accompanying her on that cruise, she had to admit that she never had asked and just didn't know. She promised to find out and get some details about that and the role she would be playing.
Mark recognized the importance of her career path, of course, but found it impossible to believe that any rational businessman wouldn't understand and accept that a valuable employee - and they did seem to see her that way - could have a prior commitment more important than in attending a cruise conference on such short notice. The only reason to believe otherwise was Henry's warning. Shouldn't she, at least, check that advice with other experienced officers? It just didn't sound right.
The issue of rationality was not, however, Mark's main objection. To him it was a matter of principle. He believed that the fifth anniversary honeymoon had become an integral part of their marriage and their relationship and that it should have priority over whatever minor role she would play at the conference. He saw their plans were being carelessly brushed aside for nothing and he deeply begrudged Julie's agreeing to it. In addition, despite things having largely returned to normal, there was still a residual resentment about their recent confrontation over her arrogant attitude and the comments she had made. In addition, the decision to postpone starting a family was still fresh in his mind. That "final straw that broke the camel's back" - well, this was it!
Unfortunately, this was not a situation where compromise was possible. Either she went on the conference cruise or she didn't. Each saw and, to a degree, was sympathetic with, the other's point of view, but he was intransigent on one side, she equally stubborn on the other. Both, privately, felt a bit of guilt because of the other's pain, but, again, there was no compromise position. It was a very quiet night once the raging and screaming was over, but the tension in the house made an explosion seem inevitable.
When Julie arrived at work the next day, her face was drawn and she appeared to be on the verge of tears. She entered Henry's office and, as the door closed behind her, he enveloped her in his arm, giving her a tight hug as those tears finally burst forth. That was the first time that they had hugged during the work day and he followed up with calming and supporting words. His soothing voice reassured her and, when tears subsided and she looked up at him with gratitude, he kissed her.
This was not the kiss they had begun to exchange when they said goodbye. This was close to the kiss that lovers would share and, after a brief hesitation, she returned it. The anger, pain and fear of the future which had crowded her mind since last night receded in that romantic embrace. When they broke away, she was able to describe the confrontation of last night with, of course, Henry offering his sympathy and encouragement. He stressed Mark's over reaction and his lack of understanding of Julie's needs, implicitly comparing that reaction with his own unquestioned support for her career.
By the time Julie had fixed her eyes and makeup and indulged in another pleasantly guilty hug and kiss, her spirits - and her affection for Henry - had been raised. Mark's negative views seemed much less important to her. That was reinforced that evening as she prepared to go home. The embrace and kiss was a repeat of the morning as soon as she entered the room, not only when she said goodbye. She participated fully without stint. As she drove home her mind was cluttered by mixed emotions, making it hard to concentrate.
First and foremost was the fact that Mark had been the only man she had really kissed since her senior year in high school. Oh, she had exchanged pro forma hello and goodbye kisses with friends and relatives and had even given those friendly and innocent kisses to Henry in gratitude for his help and support. Today's kisses were not innocent, not kisses a married woman gives to another man! Julie felt a warm feeling of pleasure and excitement course through her as she remembered Henry's arms around her and her lips on his, but diminishing that pleasure was a surge of guilt - she had cheated on Mark even if they were only kisses.



The weekend and the following week were not happy times in the Schafer household. The lighthearted kidding around was gone and, in fact, there were long periods during which there was no communicating. When forced to face the issue of Julie's cruise, they went around and around, each repeating their same arguments and digging themselves more firmly behind them. Mark kept asking why a newly promoted, only moderate level administrator, was so crucial as the bank's representative that her career effectively was over if she declined the assignment - at least at that bank. She only had Henry's testimony for that. In addition, he asked several time as to who would accompany Julie.
Julie responded that Henry knew what he was talking about and she trusted him. In addition, every time it came up, she promised to ask about other delegates to the conference but she never did - but she kept promising to remember next time.
Actually, Julie wasn't really forgetting her promise to Mark - she was just afraid to ask because she was scared of the answer she would get and what it would mean to her. Finally, however, she felt that she could wait no longer and, as she was ready to leave for home she posed the question, "Henry, I'm sure that I will not be the only person on the conference cruise. Who else will be going?" The answer was exactly what she had feared - and half hoped!
"Why I would never send my favorite administrative assistant off on a seven-day cruise without me! I will be proud to be your companion and we will have a wonderful time impressing everyone!"
A surge of excitement - sexual excitement - flashed through her as she heard what she had suspected. At the same time, her conscience sent a flood of guilt through her because there was no doubt about what Henry intended. The kisses before she left that evening were intense and, for the first time, the kisses weren't all. This time there was groping and fondling as a prelude of what was to come. So, as she wended her way home, sexual heat and anticipation warred with monumental guilt, but there was also no doubt which emotion was dominant and her panties were drenched before she got home. Still, as she approached the door and knew that Mark was on the other side, self-reproach and shame briefly replaced the sexual excitement and she actually dreaded opening the door.
When she came into the house it was obvious to Mark that she was nervous but he said nothing other than hello. There had been little conversation for some days so that was no surprise that the greetings were so sparse. For days it had seemed that no matter what the subject of a conversation it soon would degenerate into another acrimonious debate about Julie's cruise alternatives. That is exactly what happened later that evening. Inevitably, Mark asked his familiar question, "Have you found out yet who you would be going with?"
Julie was flustered by that question because, of course, she not only had found the answer but also that she was virtually committed to sleeping with another man for the entire cruise. In addition, she had just exchanged what could only be described as passionate kisses with that same man. Her panic reaction, fueled by frustration, guilt and an inability to respond truthfully, was to attack - she went ballistic! Her face turned red and she scowled as she began to berate Mark.
"You always ask that silly question and I won't listen to it again! What the hell difference does it make who goes on the cruise? Somebody will take care of it. You don't really care about me and my career. You just want to control everything! You know that I have to go on the conference cruise or I'll be finished at that bank and you just don't care. Henry warned me about not going and you're trying to make me doubt him."
She ranted and raved, saying things that she knew were untrue and hurtful, accusing Mark of being self-centered and selfish. She said that he was only interested in computers and his career, not hers. She got wilder and even accused him of being jealous of Henry. Things had been bottled up in her for weeks and the tension poured out in her guilt-fed fury.
Mark just sat there, implacably staring at her and listening to her tirade. She finally ran down, actually being almost incoherent at the end. He waited to make sure that she was finished and then, calmly said, "Thank you. You have answered my question and told me exactly what I needed to know even if I'm gravely disappointed. I'm sure that you will enjoy yourself." He got up and spent the rest of the evening in his office.
Julie sat there at the table, her blood pressure gradually returning to normal. Unfortunately, as she calmed down and her fury abated, reality set in and she painfully recalled parts of her outburst that both shamed and frightened her. "Oh my god, I said those things to Mark! Will he ever forgive me? Tears formed in her eyes as she realized how grievously she may have hurt him. At that moment any thought of career and Henry receded into the background for she knew that Mark meant more to her than either.
Forcing herself to her feet, she reluctantly walked into Mark's office and saw him sitting in his recliner and staring into space. "Oh, Mark, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean any of those things I said. I've been under such pressure over all of this for so long now and I just went crazy. I want our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise as much as you do, but I'm torn by a real need to advance in my career. You've always supported and helped me in every way and I wanted your approval this time. I feel awful and I just blew up. I love you more than anyone in the world and I hate us pulling apart over this. Now I've made it worse by saying all those vicious, hurtful things! Please forgive me!"
"Oh I forgive you for what you said, Julie because I honestly believe that you were just striking out when you faced a no-win situation. The ironic thing was that I saw the answer to my question written on your face before you started your diatribe - the answer to my question and, I'm afraid, much more. You are right when you say that we have pulled apart. Unfortunately, you have widened the gap between us and it may become Grand Canyon size, depending on what you do. You have choices before you and you must remember that whichever choice you make will have significant repercussions and consequences. Frankly, I believe that you have already made your choice and I fear the result. Remember the ballerina in that movie you like and the result of her decision. That didn't work out well."
Julie was stunned by Mark's comments. She suddenly realized that he was more aware on her dilemma than she had realized. He had read the guilt on her face and had made the correct evaluation of the situation. His ballerina comment was unerringly to the point and described her exact situation. The movie was "The Red Shoes" in which a dancer was forced to make a choice between her husband and a career as a prima ballerina. She chose the stage and, as Mark said, it didn't turn out well. The reference was just was too apropos and Julie cringed as she realized that she faced much the same choice.
It was a long, quiet weekend during which Julie found sleep elusive. Neither she nor Mark was interested in rehashing the issue again, but the elephant was definitely in the room. Monday morning Julie drove to work with nothing settled. She wanted it both ways but that wasn't an option - unless she managed to withdraw from the conference cruise and not be punished for doing so. As she entered the building, her mind was telling her that taking that risk was the best option but, somehow, her feet carried her into Henry's office and her fate was sealed.
Wrapped in his arms, the recipient of a passionate kiss, she made a last minute effort by asking him, "Henry, are you sure that I can't at least sound out Mr. Devon? I can't be important enough for the plans for the conference that he would care if one of the others were chosen. Mark's taking this very badly. I love him and I don't want to lose him!"
"Now, honey, why would you want to risk your career? Mark's upset now but he'll get over it. Besides, I really put you forward for this and I would be very disappointed if we can't be together on that cruise."
There was further reassuring, more promises that this was a good career move, etc. - all accompanied by hugs, kisses and more fondling and exploring. By the time the work day was over, Julie's qualms had been erased and her libido heated up. In fact, when she approached the house that afternoon, the guilt that had plagued her had been eased sufficiently for her to reveal nothing on her face.
For Mark, this was discouraging for it told him that the battle was probably lost. She had awakened to reality after her tirade, her apology and his warning, but whatever ground he had made up had vanished. His position had been made clear and obviously had been rejected. It appeared certain that career had won out over her marriage and her husband. Seemingly conceding defeat, he even raised the question of whether he could join her and he could be with her when conference business was over for the day. As he expected, that trial balloon was shot down - she would be busy all day and in the evenings, working and networking. It was painfully obvious that she just didn't want him there.
Her dismissal of his proposal was summary with no sign of regret on her part. It was one sign of her arrogance and condescending attitude returning. In fact, by the end of the week, she wouldn't even discuss the issue, simply stating "I'm going on the conference cruise and there is no point in discussing it!" Queen Julie was back and Mark recognized that the woman he had married and loved had, once again, succumbed to the allure of power and success and he basically pulled back as the gulf between them became overwhelming wide.
So, it was obvious at that point that Julie's mind was made up and that nothing was likely to change it. However, there was a due date that had to be addressed and it provided one last opportunity to cause her to think of consequences. "Julie, I know that you are not prepared to have a rational discussion of the conflicting cruises but we have a financial issue to confront - no conversation, just a final decision. Please listen without going ballistic again. Last March we went over the cruises that fit our fifth anniversary and we selected the one that was best for us. Ten days in a luxury suite and you selected the suite location that you wanted. The cost for the suite itself was just under $12,000 plus additional charges for excursions. Very expensive but it was to be a major event in our lives.
"We could have cancelled at various times with a certain percentage of the total cost as a penalty but, of course, we never considered doing so. Today's date is Sunday, July 27 and we are scheduled to depart Sunday, August 24, one month, four full weeks, from now. I talked with our travel agent and she said that if we cancel before midnight tonight, she may be able to get at least part of our $12,000 refunded, depending on whether they can rebook our suite. The situation is clear. Unless we cancel our booking today, our cruise will be confirmed and we will be responsible for the full $12,000. If we cancel, we probably will get something refunded."
He placed his laptop before her. "As you can see, I have written an email to our travel agent instructing her to make the cancellation. Now, no discussion or argument. You know what I want, but you will make the decision. If you hit 'send,' you will cancel our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise and, presumably, go on the conference cruise. You will be joined by a colleague, whoever he - or she - may be.
"If you hit 'cancel,' you will not be sending the email message to the travel agent. You will be confirming that you will join me, your husband, for our honeymoon cruise and permit someone else to take the company-provided cruise."
"One final point. This is a major, probably a life-changing, decision and certainly will have serious consequences. It will, without doubt, have a fundamental impact on our marriage and relationship. Think carefully before you decide."
He looked at her and saw that same stubborn, annoyed expression that he was becoming used to and knew what the decision would be. He turned away from the table, heading for his office, but almost immediately he heard the 'ding' of an email message being sent out. He turned back, looked at what was now a smug, almost contemptuous smile on her face.
"I assumed that that would be your decision from the way you've been acting, but I thought that you would at least have the courtesy to consider my feelings and pretend that they mattered to you by hesitating a moment before hitting send. Obviously that is not the case since you showed me no respect by hitting 'send' in such an insultingly short period of time. You certainly have made your final decision crystal clear and I will not raise the issue again."
He felt anger rising, but, as he looked at the woman he had unreservedly loved for almost nine years, that anger was washed away by his grief at having lost her. He just stared at her, stunned as he suddenly became aware that tears were flowing down his cheeks. That was totally unexpected and he was embarrassed at showing such emotion in the face of her complete lack of concern. Even worse, her response to his distress and sorrow was what he saw as a flash of condescending pity.
That look on her face jolted him out of what was almost a trance that bound him. Wiping his tears away with a napkin, he managed a sorrowful smile and, looking her directly in her eyes, he said, "I'm sorry. I guess I'm just too sentimental. As the song says,
'When a lovely thing dies Smoke gets in your eyes.'
It really was a lovely and wonderful thing for almost nine years, but you have killed it! I really am sorry."
On the verge of losing it again, Mark held himself together long enough to walk into his office and quietly close the door behind himself before tears flowed again. If he had looked back, he would have seen a different expression on Julie's face. His last statement had hit her hard as she suddenly realized that actions do, in fact, have consequences. She had expected an angry barrage attacking her behavior and her transparent lies about not knowing who her "roommate" would be on her cruise. She certainly had expected another appeal about their fifth anniversary honeymoon and their plans for children. Instead, she was presented with a husband who obviously was heartbroken but resigned to her infidelity and who accepted that their relationship, their marriage, was irreparably damaged.
If he had looked back, actually rejoined her, would the end results have been different? We'll never know because he just closed the door and collapsed into his recliner. Like an endlessly replaying movie reel he sat for hours trying to understand how a loving, intimate relationship could deteriorate so rapidly. What had gone wrong? Had he done or not done something? How had Julie changed so much? What should he do,? What could he do? Over and over those and other questions plagued him until, finally, he lapsed into an unrefreshing sleep.
Julie was also plagued by uncomfortable thoughts as she was forced to look at possible serious consequences in the real world as opposed to her fantasies. She asked herself the same questions that Mark pondered over - What should she do? What could she do? etc. - but what he wanted was simple. He wanted his wife back! He wanted their dreams back! She wanted those things too, but her success in her administrative role had fueled other desires - she liked the respect and power and she wanted more of it! And if that dream, that desire meant having a sexual affair with her boss instead of enjoying their long-planned fifth anniversary honeymoon - well, so be it! She would make the same decision the ballerina had made and she just had to hope for a better result!
That is not to say that she had an untroubled mind as she tried to sleep. As she said to herself, "I think that I am two people in one body - a loving wife and a conniving, self-centered bitch! How could I have been so unfeeling? How could I have been so smug, feel so superior, as I pushed that button? I hurt my husband, the only man I have ever loved, so badly that he actually cried! He was heartbroken by my cruelty! I should have run after him, but I just couldn't move. He said that I have killed a wonderful thing and I'm afraid he meant our marriage! Please God, don't let that happen!"
Around 3:00 AM she woke up and discovered that she was alone and she quietly went downstairs and peeked in at her husband. He was slumped down, looking very uncomfortable, but sound asleep. He was exhausted and he didn't stir when she crept in and removed his shoes and spread a blanket over him. She felt an overwhelming love for him as she looked back at his defenseless figure, regretting the pain she was causing him.
Suddenly she was overcome by a wave of remorse and thought, "What am I thinking? I can't do this! He means more to me than a job and much more than Henry! Tomorrow morning as soon as I get to the office I'm going to call our travel agent and tell her not to cancel our cruise. She won't have had time to do anything about it that early. Then I'm going to tell Mr. Devon that I'm can't go on the conference cruise. If he is upset and acts as Henry says he will, I'll just get another job. Mark and our marriage are far more important than getting promotions!" She looked lovingly at her sleeping husband and felt that a massive burden had been removed from her shoulders.
Timing is crucial in many ways in determining the course of our lives and it certainly was so for Julie the following morning. She got in her car and headed for work, firmly committed to her decision to withdraw from the conference cruise regardless of the cost. She reached the elevator, went up to her floor and was hurrying to her office when she heard Henry call to her. He normally would not have been at work for another hour, but there he was calling her to his office. With the door shut he embraced and kissed her, his hand sliding up and down her back, pulling her to him. Then, getting down to business, he began talking about an important project that had to be done that day.
At several points Julie tried to get up the nerve to announce her decision, but, face to face, she lacked the courage to do so. She was lost. She hadn't had sex with Henry yet, but, for practical purposes, she already had been seduced. Her determination to put Mark and their marriage first faded into the background. The love was still there, but the dominance of Henry combined with the lure of success and power in her career outweighed that love.
That morning Mark woke up - actually "came to" would be more accurate - around 9:00 AM, long after Julie had left for work. He moved slowly as he worked the kinks out as he drew himself to his feet. His shoes being off and the blanket spread over him told him that she had been there, but her thoughtfulness did more to remind him of yesterday's rejection than anything else. It had been kind of her, but did nothing to mitigate the fact that she had chosen her company's assignment, and her supposedly anonymous roommate, over him and their honeymoon trip.
He dragged himself upstairs, stripped off the clothes he had slept in and took a shower, but he was hardly aware of what he was doing. His mind was in turmoil as he tried futilely to see a way out of his marital crisis. Last night was really his last hope of changing Julie's mind and she had treated him and his appeal with distain. The smug, condescending smile on her face after she sent the email message was etched permanently in his memory. His threat of consequences merely seemed to amuse her.



He put on his underwear and socks and went into their walk-in closet - one quarter of which was his - and selected a short-sleeved shirt and a pair of jeans. He turned to leave, abruptly stopped - and everything changed! His eyes focused on a group of Julie's clothes hanging separately in their special place. There were the two cocktail dresses and the long gown surrounded by new skirts, blouses and pants and they stood out like a red flag in front of a bull, infuriating him! Suddenly the gloomy haze that had clouded his mind cleared and was replaced by rage as he reached across the closet and dragged a dress off of its hanger.
"GOD DAMN IT, I MAY NOT BE ABLE TO STOP HER FROM GOING ON THAT CRUISE, BUT SHE WILL NOT BE WEARING THESE CLOTHES FOR ANOTHER MAN!"
He started to rip the dress apart but, suddenly, the crazy-like fury dissipated before he took action. Mark was not a man who normally acted on impulse and the hate that had controlled him gave way to rational thought before damage was done.
"No, if I destroy these clothes, she will just buy more. She would even enjoy the shopping as she did when we bought these. There has to be a better way. Let's see, what else she has bought." He rehung the dress and began pulling drawers open. In the third one down he found a treasure throve of sexy lingerie - bras, panties, garter belts and hose, delicate sleepwear that wasn't made to sleep in, etc.! She had spent quite a bit of time and money in Victoria's Secret and similar stores selecting things with which, presumably, to arouse her husband on their belated honeymoon. Some of the rage came back as Mark contemplated his wife planning to give that pleasure to another man. That was bad enough, but it got worse.
Lying in the corner of the drawer where it had been thrown was a small paper bag embellished with the Victoria Secret logo. Inside was a pair of sheer, pink, almost microscopic panties and a receipt for an astronomical price. More important, the receipt was from two days ago, indicating that his wife had bought those panties specifically for that other man's pleasure! That little pair of panties changed everything!
No matter what his feelings for Julie were or had been, no matter how almost nine years of love and companionship influenced him, she suddenly was a different person in his eyes. She hadn't just been given an assignment by the bank and was merely going, perhaps reluctantly, with the flow. Despite having a drawer full of new sexy lingerie intended for their fifth anniversary honeymoon, she went out and bought another pair of panties, presumably to have something new and special for her lover. Her dubious claim that she hadn't been informed as who was going with her was even more unbelievable. Whether or not she had already committed adultery, or whether the cruise would be a different kind of honeymoon, didn't really matter - she had already cheated by going behind his back with her attitude and her lies.
As Mark sat there, looking at those little panties in his hand, his anger mounted, but, surprisingly, rather than raising his rage to an incendiary level as might have been expected, it seemed to have the opposite effect. Instead of exploding, his wrath seemed to seethe like the lava in a volcano. He actually seemed calm as he returned the panties to the bag and placed it back as he had found it. Closing the drawer, he quietly got up and returned to his office and began his own planning.
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As he had wakened up that morning and dragged himself around the house, Mark had accepted that his marriage was over. He had no idea as to whether Julie had been unfaithful with Henry yet, but he was certain that she intended to do so on the cruise. He had no proof but he wasn't naive enough to ignore all the signs - if nothing else he had read the guilt on her face when she refused to answer his question. Whatever slim chance existed to heal the wounds and repair their marriage had vanished with the smugness and arrogance he had seen last night.
Pushing that 'send' button with deliberate disrespect toward him had shown her true feelings and that was just more than he could accept. He was resigned to seeing her leave and enjoy her career-building, pleasure-filled cruise before coming home to find the consequences he had warned her about. To some degree he could understand her insistence on going on the cruise. Knowing her overwhelming drive to succeed, he was disappointed, if not surprised. . However, those little panties that she had bought to wear for another man changed the situation from semi-coercion to active participation on her part and changed his attitude.
He would have just let things happen and responded after the fact, presumably filing for divorce when adultery was confirmed. Now, with his anger deeper, if controlled, he would not be so placid and give Julie, and presumably Henry, a free ride. Disruption and harassment would take place. Mark sat quietly at his desk and began some serious thinking about how to mess with Julie's mind as a starting point.
"Ok, she's definitely back in her full-scale bitch mode and she's not going to change so I have to. Now, what will she expect from me during the three weeks before she leaves on the conference cruise? For weeks we have been locked in a no win argument, but now that she has cancelled our fifth anniversary cruise she has won that battle. Even before that she had gotten more arrogant and supercilious and has just ignored my protests. I, in turn, have become more morose and withdrawn since I haven't made any impression on her in getting her to change her mind.
"Two weeks ago we had that confrontation when I saw guilt written all over her face and I thought that I had made some progress when I blew up at her, but it didn't last. She hasn't repeated her earlier criticism and complaints that had caused that blowup and caused me to call her a bitch, but since then she just gives me scornful looks and ignores me. Since then I have been just lost for there was absolutely nothing I could do to fix it.
"I had basically given up and sat around working on my computer while hoping that something would change her mind. We've been living on takeout or delivery food rather than me doing any cooking. I just haven't had the interest or heart to bother with it. Frankly, I'll admit that that I have been acting like a wimp, but I've been dejected and demoralized, clinging to a shred of hope. Now I topped it off last night by actually crying! Damn, that pitying, condescending look on her face! Well, that shred of hope is gone and now I am going to be in control!
"Ok, there's every reason for her to expect my defeated, downtrodden behavior to continue. That is what she will expect, but I will surprise her! I'm going to return to my normal solicitous and affectionate way of treating my loving wife! What could confuse her more than for me to completely ignore the whole issue and act as if there were no problem? Can I do that? Can I act that well and, if so, can I maintain it for almost three weeks? I've got to try. I'll knock some of that god damn arrogance out of her when she can't understand why I'm acting as if everything is back to normal!"
With that decision to confuse and baffle Julie and make her uncomfortable with him, Mark turned to practical steps he should take immediately. "Ok, I need positive proof that she will be with Henry Johnstone on the cruise. Why not have a nice cruise vacation myself? She doesn't want me on that ship with her, but I think I will be there and she won't know it." Opening his laptop, he brought up the Royal Caribbean page, clicked on the Explorer of the Seas and checked on availability of staterooms. "Excellent! Quite a few possibilities. I'll have to find out which cabin she is booked in and get one as near to it as I can. Now, I'll have to find that info.
"Right, what next? I need a lawyer to get things going in case a divorce is where we go. All right, I'll call Ed Simons and see if he can recommend one." Mark had gotten to know Simons personally while helping make the decision between creating an IPO or, instead, being taken over by a major player. Picking up the phone he made a call and, after going through Simon's secretary, explained his problem.
"Look Ed, I know that you don't handle divorce cases, of course, but I thought that you could recommend someone."
"Damn, Mark, I'm sorry to hear that you've got a problem like that. No, I stay with simple things like billion dollar financing for businesses, not difficult things like divorces! However, we are a full-service legal firm and one of our partners, Jonathon Scribner, handles divorces, usually high-profile cases. Wait a minute and I see if he can work you in."
Putting Mark on hold, he called his partner and described the situation. "Hi Jon. Look, I have a client, Mark Schafer, on the line and he enquired about a divorce lawyer and I'd like you to see him - today if possible. Wait, I know it's short notice and you are busy, but Mark is the liaison with us on that possible billion dollar IPO we've been working on."
"Say no more! I'll make room for him. How about 1:00 this afternoon?"
At one o'clock that afternoon Mark was introduced to Jon Scribner and, shortly afterwards, was on a first name basis. "So Jon, I have no direct proof that they've gone all the way yet - in fact, I doubt it. She's never home late, no night meetings or anything like that. I'm certain, however, that she plans to sleep with him on that blasted cruise! Her face has guilt written all over it when she avoids saying who is going on that cruise with her. I'm almost certain that it is Henry Johnstone, her immediate boss"
"All right, Mark; let's look at the whole issue. Obviously, and for good reason, you want to know if your wife is going to commit adultery on this cruise, but for the purpose of your divorce it doesn't matter. The simplest thing is to apply for a divorce based on incompatibility. Her rejection of your long-planned honeymoon cruise and the way she has acted toward you is evidence of that. It should be simple. You have no children so that is not an issue. You own no property and your savings are limited. You have no debt to speak of. Frankly, there are no financial problems in splitting up. Your wife makes almost twice in salary as you so you could ask for alimony, but that would be silly to fight for that.
"You have a really large holding of stock and stock options in your firm, but it is totally worthless at the present time so that wouldn't be an issue. Actually, if you were to get a divorce, right now would be the best time before an IPO or whatever makes that stock worth a whole lot of money. That's the only sticking point I can see on trying to get a quick divorce right now. I'm certain that your wife's lawyer would try to drag the divorce out as long as possible so that she could get a piece of that stock value which should be millions. The only reason for bringing adultery into the case would be to prevent that tactic because of the damage to her reputation."
"Everything you say is true and getting a no fault, irreconcilable differences divorce would suit me fine. However, with the way she has acted, the lack of respect she has shown me, makes me want to punish her. I've warned her and threatened her with consequences and I want her to regret her behavior towards me. If I'm on the cruise with her I should be able catch them!"
"Look, Mark, I understand your position, but all you probably could get was evidence that they were together - circumstantial evidence of adultery. If you really want that proof, you need professional help. Wait a minute until I call a security agent who has offices in this building. He can help with this and something else I'm curious about." He made the call and while they waited for him to appear, Jon continued, "This man and his company is as good as they come. All of their investigators are excellent, many of them ex-CIA, ex-FBI or other such agencies. Their resources and connections are unbelievable. They're practically on a retainer we use them so often.'
"Look Jon, this sounds extremely expensive. Until my stock has value I have very little money to spend on this. I know how expensive Ed is in handling our financial matters so I assume that you, by yourself, will be a financial strain. I'll have to scrounge around to pay you and I certainly can't afford an expensive private eye, much less a security firm that a major legal firm keeps on a retainer!"
"I understand your problem - I couldn't afford me! Ed and I talked about this over lunch and the cost of all of this to you will be minimal. Your company, with you as liaison, has hired us for, probably, an IPO which will earn us well over fifty million dollars. Your total cost for this divorce is peanuts in comparison. We think that we will simply roll your divorce costs, including any investigations, into our contingency funds and never notice them."
"My god, Jon, that is far more than generous but it doesn't sound too ethical."
"No problem. You had hired us before any mention of a divorce was made. There's no quid pro quo here, just good will like taking you out to lunch!"
"That's a damn expensive lunch and a whole lot of good will, but I certainly appreciate it! I'll..."
Mark's comment was interrupted as the door opened and a man entered. "Mark, this is Jerry Rodgers, head of Rodger's Security, LLC. Jerry, this is Mark Schafer, a very valuable client. He's here because he is contemplating a divorce." He quickly summarized the case and finished with, "So Mark is almost certain that his wife and her boss have a rendezvous set up on a conference cruise for bank and financial services employees. He has no proof of what they have done so far but he is certain of their intentions. He is secretly going on the same cruise to find the facts, but I have told him that he'll likely get only circumstantial evidence and that he needs a pro to get the real thing."
"You're absolutely right. If you want positive proof, oral or video it has to be recorded in their room and you can't get that."
"With the security on cruise ships, can you get it? That's the kind of evidence I need, but I didn't think that you could even get on board."
"Look, there are thousands of cabins - they like to call them 'staterooms' now - on all those ships out there. Inevitably, some of those cabins are used by people like your wife and this Johnstone. Those ships are just large hotels and we treat them the same way when we want to put people under surveillance. We have contacts on the ships just as we do in hotels and, while the security is tighter, they primarily are concerned with keeping bad guys from getting on board. The cruise lines absolutely deny that surveillance occurs on their ships, but, don't worry, we can get the evidence."
"Good. Now, there's another situation which I haven't covered with Mark. This whole thing sounds funny to me. A young, pretty woman, talented no doubt, gets a sudden big promotion. Her immediate superior works closely with her. Suddenly, she is called to a senior vice president's office where she is informed that he and the board have chosen her to attend a conference on a cruise ship. She has a major previous arrangement but she is warned by her superior that she can't reject the assignment or her career will be destroyed. She buys it and the end result is us being here today.
"None of that makes sense. Maybe she earned the appointment but it certainly puts her under the control of her new boss. More important, boards of directors and senior vice presidents don't discuss who goes to a conference. Even if they did and chose her, why would they give a damn if she had a prior arrangement and backed out - being sent to a free cruise is a plum assignment and there would by dozens who would love to have it? This all sounds like a set up to me."
"I tried to tell Julie all those things but Henry Johnstone had her believing everything he said!"
"All right, Jerry, I want you to check on what sounds like a real scam to me. Obviously, the main concern here is getting information for Mark's divorce, but we may turn this simple divorce into something much bigger. A suit for permitting or, worse, participating in something like this could be worth millions as well as punishing a bunch of predators. It leads to divorces which in where I earn my money, but I hate this kind of thing."
"Well, as I said, I thought the whole thing with my wife sounded suspicious and I suspect that she has been seduced by an expert, but the change in her behavior and personality has shown me what I'm afraid may be the real Julie. Her desire for success and power has turned her into someone who is not the person I fell in love with. I don't know that I can ever forgive and forget how she has acted in the last month or so unless I see a return to what she was. That behavior and her lack of respect for me is far more important to me than any sexual activities. In any case, Jerry, I'm still going on that same cruise, but you're right, of course, about access, so I would like you to plan on bugging their stateroom - voice and pictures. In addition, I would appreciate having Julie's cabin number as soon as possible so I can book mine."
Mark left the lawyer's office feeling more cheerful than he had in weeks. He was acting, not reacting. He had a plan and he had professional help in carrying it out. What a change since this morning when he dragged himself up to the bedroom - a change started by some fancy clothes and a little pair of panties! Now, he had to prepare himself for what might be the most difficult part of all. Somehow he must overcome his anger at Julie's betrayal and act like the loving husband he had been for almost nine years. He had some experience in school plays, but this was going to be hard
As Julie drove home that night, she thought about the previous night with her depressed, almost destroyed husband and felt very despondent. She really did love him and hated seeing him so sad. There had been tears in her eyes when she had removed his shoes and covered him with a blanket last night. She had the same reaction this morning when she glanced into his office and saw him still scrunched down in his recliner. He was hurt badly and she knew, of course, that she was the one who had caused his pain. But, despite her genuine regret, it was almost as if Johnstone had hypnotized her. She had gone into his office determined to back out of the conference cruise but now she was equally determined to go through with it.
He had convinced her once again that she had to do so to help her career and that her career, she reluctantly admitted to herself, was more important than her husband and their marriage right then. Her feelings about Mark were genuine and her intentions that morning were real, but, in truth, she wanted to be convinced. Besides, when she returned from the cruise, Mark would still be there and their honeymoon cruise would take place later. It was easy for her to discount his threats of consequences when it suited her real desires. Still, she wasn't looking forward to a long, uncomfortable evening with a husband sunk into depression. She couldn't help looking down on him a bit, somewhat disappointed in his seeming weakness, but, as usual guilt mounted as she approached their house. That guilt led to a stream of thought about last night's confrontation.
"Damn, I expected a real verbal battle last night and, while I wouldn't have liked it, I would have preferred it to what actually happened. I don't know what got into me the way I acted when Mark explained about getting a refund for part of our honeymoon cruise. I was so smug and disrespectful when I hit 'send' before he even turned around. I really hurt him and he just gave up. Unbelievably, he had actually cried! In all these years I've never seen him cry about anything! Boy, that quote from "Smoke Gets in Your Eyes" really got to me. Did I really kill something between us? Did he mean that I killed our marriage? I'm scared and worried about how he reacted, but I just can't believe he won't get over it!
She got to the door and actually was reluctant to go inside. She had intended to stop and pick up some Chinese food for supper but she forgot. They'd have to order something delivered. She remembered how nice it had been to come home and find dinner cooked and almost ready to eat. Mark loved her and enjoyed making things enjoyable for her and now he just didn't seem to care. She just couldn't believe how he had fallen apart in the last two weeks - and it was all her fault!
She knew that she was acting like a bitch, but she just couldn't help herself. Part of that was the guilt that wouldn't go away. What she was doing with Henry was wrong and it would be worse on the cruise - she knew that she was going to be unfaithful. She hated that but she knew that it would help her career and that she was willing to have sex with Henry to get that help!
So, with a muddled and confused mind, Julie opened the door to what would be another drab and dreary evening with a morose husband and pick-up food. Probably the biggest surprise of her life was the smell of dinner cooking and the greeting of a smiling, seemingly happy husband as she stepped in!
Mark greeted her with, "Hi honey, you're just in time. Sit down and relax for a few minutes while I get everything finished up!" He gave her a hug and, even a quick kiss - the first in over two weeks - and handed her a small glass of wine.
Julie felt that she must be in a dream world, the opposite of a nightmare. She thought, "What in hell happened? There's no way on earth that Mark can be acting like this! Something certainly cheered him up, but what could possibly cause this transformation. I expected to find him completely beaten down but he's back to normal - heavens, he even fixed dinner which he hasn't done in weeks! What's going on?"
Mark wanted her to be confused and it appeared that, without doubt, he had done so. He looked at her with what appeared to be genuine affection, saying, "Ok, everything is ready. Let's eat! I assume that you are hungry."
"I certainly am and everything looks wonderful."
The dinner was very good, but, surprisingly, it was also very enjoyable personally, much as it had for years. They settled back into their normal roles without difficulty. Julie put aside the wonder of what had happened to Mark and he found that being with her in this accustomed way didn't really take much acting. Of course, they were both on their best behavior and nothing controversial came up.
The problem, of course, was that this no longer was the normal and a cauldron of discord existed right below the surface. That was Monday. On Tuesday they went out to eat at a small restaurant which they liked and the conversation was banal but pleasant. On Wednesday, however, the inevitable conflict happened.
They were conversing about a number of things, such as Mark's expectation that his company probably would move to an IPO or sale by the first of the year, at least by spring. That was good news and they shared it happily. Then, Julie made a serious mistake. Mark's changed behavior had lulled her into believing that her fears had been baseless and that he had accepted the inevitable. She certainly didn't intend to upset him but, with a rather smug, self-assured look, she started to talk about her cruise and conference.



Before she had three words out of her mouth, she was startled to hear Mark say "STOP" in a very thunderous voice. She was startled, looked up and actually was frightened by what she saw. His face was like ice and his eyes bored into hers with disgust and animosity. He spoke in a very harsh voice, not loud but very powerful. "I am very tired of your disrespectful attitude and your lies! I do not want to hear the word cruise or anything related to it. That includes any mention of Henry Johnstone!" With that he went into his office and closed the door behind him.
Julie sat there in absolute shock, her mouth still half open and her body unmoving. She was absolutely stunned because of the vehement and passionate statement by Mark. She hadn't intended anything controversial, but she obviously had struck a nerve. It was clear that his recent cheerfulness and seeming affection was not the result of his acceptance of her conference cruise. In addition, her intentions with Henry Johnstone were more than a suspicion in his mind.
She sat there, unmoving for over a half-hour as disconcerting thoughts roiled her mind. "My god, I'm in real trouble! He knows or very strongly suspects Henry's role in the cruise. How could he not when I have guilt all over my face every time he asks about who's going with me! I have to go on that cruise for my career and I will be with Henry! It is the Red Shoes again and I don't want to make that choice, but I'm locked into it. I don't want to lose Mark! What did I do to cause him to blow up this time? I bet I had that damn bitchy attitude and didn't even know it. I'm trying to not be so blasted arrogant and smug these days but I suppose I slipped up just now. I've got to stop that because Mark hates it!"
Finally she forced herself to her feet and cleaned up the kitchen. She got ready for bed, tried futilely to read and, giving up, turned off the light and went to sleep - alone.
Mark had gone into his office, furious with Julie and himself. He had lost his cool and was upset with himself. He had intended to let Julie's comments and arrogant attitude fly over his head and ignore them, but hearing her start to smugly talk about her cruise - with Henry, of course - just hit him the wrong way and he erupted. As he thought about it, however, he finally decided that it might have been a good thing. It probably would have happened sooner or later so getting it over with early was good. He had put her on notice that her superiority attitude wouldn't fly and that her cruise was not to be brought up again.
Maybe, also, he thought, Julie will take the warning about that attitude and ease up on it. This was the first time he had specifically charged her with lying and that might make her think. In addition, he had made his suspicions about Johnstone evident so that should also make her think. Worry, maybe! In any case, he waited until he was certain that she was asleep and quietly joined her in bed.
When Julie woke up the following morning, she was surprised and pleased to find Mark in bed with her. She had half expected that he would be downstairs on his recliner again. She was happy to find him there because she hoped that it meant that last night hadn't ruined things completely. She was still concerned, actually frightened, by the vicious, almost hate filled, expression on his face and the harsh anger in his voice. One thing was certain - she was not going to mention the cruise or Henry to him again and she was going to be damn sure to speak to him without an attitude! In addition, she was going to talk to Henry and see if there was any way to eliminate or, at least, ease Mark's suspicions about who would be her cabin mate on the cruise.
Mark woke up before Julie left for work, but pretended to still be asleep. At first he had been concerned about his anger causing him to go too far last night but, after thinking about it, he decided that it worked out well. He had put Julie on notice that despite his return to "normal" behavior, he would not accept a lack of respect. In addition, he was happy to have made his suspicions of her and Henry very clear - virtually accusing her of being unfaithful. He planned to not mention any of that again as long as she obeyed his instructions. Happily she did just that for the three weeks until she departed for the conference cruise.
Those three weeks were relatively uneventful for the most part. With Julie being careful not to say or do anything to antagonize Mark and him controlling his emotions and appearing to have accepted the inevitable, home life was as close to normal as possible. Actually, of course, neither was comfortable and tension was palpable. Conversation was banal, avoiding any touchy subjects. Mark cooked, they had take-out, they even went out to dinner - but the entire relationship felt hollow since they couldn't mention their real problem. They slept together, even had sex, but as cheaters insist in giving their excuses, "it was just sex". There was no love included.
Outside of their home life, significant events did occur. About noon on the third day after their office meeting, Mark got a text message from Jerry which confirmed his suspicions. Mrs. Juliet E. Schafer and Mr. Henry M. Johnstone were both booked in Stateroom 1640, Deck 10, a junior suite. Any illusions that he might have had about Julie's faithfulness were destroyed, but those illusions were few anyway. He promptly booked Stateroom 1643, Deck 10 for himself. It was an inside cabin - no balcony, not even a window - which explained why it was available! However, it was almost across the corridor from 1640 and he didn't have claustrophobia - at least he hoped that he didn't!
A week later Mark walked into Jerry's office and announced, "Jerry, you guys did a lousy job of finding my wife's stateroom and who is going to share it with her! Look at this!" He handed him an in-house publication from the bank, The EB & T Bulletin that he had found casually left on his desk with a small notice encircled. "Julie Schafer of the asset management division and Mabel Synthron of the bond department will be attending a conference on the Royal Caribbean cruise ship Explorer of the Sea representing our bank. Lucky them!"
Mark laughed and said, "Your mistake caused me to doubt my wife's virtue. See, she's traveling with another woman and you told me it was with her boss, Henry Johnstone!"
"Gee, Mark, I'm sorry! I guess the official cabin assignment lists according to the cruise line must be wrong!" He paused, and continued, "You apparently got somebody worried enough to put a phony notice in their paper. I'll bet that Jon will be interested in this! He's a divorce lawyer, but he hates these slimeballs who seduce women and cause divorces. This may work in showing corporate acceptance of Johnstone's actions. You know, it also shows that your wife is concerned. She does still care about what you believe.
"Remember, people fall into traps and don't know how to get out. It's like the person engaged to be married and suddenly realizing that it's a mistake. They're in too deep to back out but they desperately want to. From what you've told me, it sounds like your wife has really been seduced by someone who expertly played on her weaknesses, in her case her desire for power and success."
"Well, you may be right, probably are, but it's too late now. There's no way I can stop her for going on that cruise with him. She discounts anything I say and she takes his word on everything. I can't stop it, but, by god, I'm going to make it as uncomfortable as possible. It may be juvenile and it's a lot of work, but, damn it, I've got to do something to punish her! For example, she has a closet full of beautiful clothes and a drawer full of sexy underwear that she plans to take and wear for him and I'm going to stop that. I'm going to switch suitcases. If he wants her to be real arm-candy, he'll have to buy new things for her!"
"Wow, that's mean - and really effective! He'll be dressed in his best and she won't! Neither of them will like that. Cool!" He stopped and thought for a moment and then, with a big grin on his face, he added, "Wouldn't it be interesting if somehow his suitcase didn't make the ship? He would have only what he had on and she'd have only what you gave her!"
"Gods, Jerry, could you arrange that! That would be perfect! I've never met him but what I've gathered is that he is something of a clothes horse. Not having his suitcase might really be a blow to him!"
"I'll work on it. Look Mark, Ed and Jon are both lawyers and have to toe the line. Every rule must be observed, no shortcuts. I'm not a lawyer, not an officer of the law. I try to be very ethical but I'll bend the rules, even do some judicious hacking, when it's necessary to get real justice. I said that Jon hates those slimeballs, but so do I. I'm going to look closely at ways to damage Mr. Henry Johnstone. I'll get back to you on that!"
For Julie those last three weeks before the cruise were eventful in a very different way, a difference presaged by a conversation he had with another bank executive, starting with, "Hi Henry, how are you doing with that little assistant of yours? Got her primed and ready yet?"
"Well on the way, Jim. I've got her pretty far along! Not much physical yet, but she's believing everything I say and is very impressionable. I'm her hero and her path to a great career. I told you before about that conflicting cruise but she has cancelled that so she really is committed! I've taken it very slow because she really is in love with her husband, but I've gotten her leaning on me and at odds with him now. Anyway, I've gradually started to work on her - kissing her and feeling her tits a bit. I'm going to start ramping the sex up this week so she'll be hot and ready two weeks from Sunday!"
"Man, you son of a bitch, you really hit it lucky! Your turn to take someone away for a 'business' meeting hits a week-long cruise while the rest of us only get three or four day conferences when it's our turns!"
"Yeah, that's the way it goes! You can think of me cruising the Caribbean - San Juan, St. Thomas, days at sea in the pool with a lovely little administrative assistant beside, or under, me!
The ramping up that Johnstone promised really began with a little over two weeks to go. He and Julie didn't have much time at the end of the day, only about a half-hour while he "mentored" her. The door was shut but people were around. The long, passionate kisses and hugs started to include running his fingers over her blouse and then fondling her breasts through it. She had been mentally seduced and, now, he progressed toward the physical side. She protested each step on the way but, bit by bit, she succumbed.
He did it slowly, letting each step move her along, but not so fast as to shock her into opposition. He felt her breasts through her blouse one day and two days later, worked his hand under the blouse onto her bra. The next day, while he kissed her, he got the blouse unbuttoned. He saw her bra and felt her through it and, a couple of days later, got it unfastened and saw her bare tits for the first time. Each step embarrassed her and she pulled away, but with a combination of his control over her and her own guilty excitement, she accepted the next step. By the beginning of the second week he was working on her bare tits, squeezing them and sucking her nipples. They were lovely, firm tits with young-looking pink nipples and matching aureoles. Only Mark had seen those tits in nine years, now she eagerly exposed them to Henry.
Halfway through that the second week Julie was conditioned enough that she came into the office at the end of the day, unbuttoned her blouse, unfastened her bra and presented her bare breasts to Henry without his urging. The guilt was still there, but his domination had been skillfully established - aided, of course by her own excitement. It was time for the next step in her seduction!
"Julie, let me see your panties."
"Oh, Henry, I can't do that! I...I can't just pull my skirt up!"
"Come on, honey! Lift your skirt!" This was more of an order than a request and, with a red face, she reluctantly reached down, took the hem of her skirt and slowly worked it upwards. It was fairly tight but, little by little, it advanced past her thighs until, finally, her pantyhose covered panties were revealed. She stood there, head down, horribly embarrassed at having to expose herself in such a way.
For Henry, it was a delectable sight, a young married woman standing before him, blouse open, bra hanging loosely, tits bared, holding her skirt up at his orders. The "at his orders" was most significant because it showed his complete control over her. He knew that she would be with him, often completely nude, on the cruise but it was good to be absolutely sure that she accepted his dominance before then. "You are very sexy, Judie, very pretty!" He walked over to her and, raising her face, kissed her very lovingly. Then, embracing her and hugging her close to him, he said, "I can't wait to see all of you!"
She was blushing profusely as he released her and she quickly worked her skirt down over her hips and let it fall into place. She fastened her bra, buttoned her blouse and, timorously complained, still blushing, "That was embarrassing. What if someone had come to the door?"
"Why, they would have seen a very lovely sight! However, I checked and there was no one left out there."
"Oh. Well, it was still embarrassing!" This was said with a shy, provocative, almost impish, smile, indicating that she really wasn't upset. "I've never done anything like that in my life before. You're mean!"
"I'm mean and you're lovely! Why don't you wear hose tomorrow?"
"Henry! For heaven's sake! I can't do that! I'm going home now!"
The following day, Friday, when she came in for her "mentoring" session, she checked to make sure that the outer office was completely empty. She came into Henry's office, calmly unbuttoned her blouse, released her bra and stood there with a smile on her face.
"Ok, Julie, show me your panties."
This time without protest or hesitation, she reached down and quickly pulled her skirt up high enough to show the lacy tops of thigh-high hose and a bit of the bare flesh above. Then, tantalizingly, she inched the skirt higher until, finally, a very brief pair of thin bikini panties came into view. Her face was flushed, but this time from excitement, not from blushing! "Is that what you wanted to see?"
"That's exactly what I wanted to see! Damn, you're sexy! Turn around." Julie obediently held her skirt up all the way around as she revolved to show her barely covered hips. "Perfect! As I said yesterday, I can't wait to see all of you!" He embraced her and reached down to run his hand over her pubic mound through the panties.
He did that for a minute or so before she pulled away and said, "I'd better go. I don't want to get home late and cause more problems. He backed off, she let her skirt fall, fixed her bra and blouse and, with another hard kiss, they separated and she hurried home - with, as usual, her guilt rising, once again, as she prepared to see her husband.
It was a long weekend for Julie. Up till then the conference cruise seemed far away, but now it was almost here. There was no way that she could pretend to herself that she wasn't already being unfaithful considering that she actually had deliberately worn hose because Henry told her to. She was shocked that she was being so submissive, doing things that her conscience abhorred, creating the omnipresent guilt that enveloped and clouded her mind and undoubtedly was revealed by her face. Mark continued his pattern of artificial normality, but the house was very quiet both days.
By Monday, Julie had asked herself, "What am I doing? How can I let Henry do these things to me? How can I get out of this trap?" By then she was in far too deep - their fifth anniversary cruise was cancelled, her cruise with Henry was virtually here, and she was lost! Still, Monday morning, filled with self-reproach, in a small revolt, she wore regular panties under pantyhose, determined to get some control over the situation.
That revolt didn't last long. She came into Henry's office and he immediately embraced, hugged her and gave her a hard, seemingly passionate kiss. Her reluctance melted away and her weekend insurgency ended as his thrall over her returned. At the end of the day she was back in his office, blouse undone, bra unfastened and her tits exposed. At his orders she lifted her skirt and lied, saying, "I had to wear pantyhose because Mark saw me dressing." Her little mutiny was truly over as she apologized for not dressing as he wanted.
"That's ok, Julie, I understand. No problem." Then, without hesitation, he calmly knelt down, reached in and grasped the waistband of both her panties and her pantyhose and easily pulled down onto her thighs. As she stood there, unmoving, stunned by his sudden action, her dark triangle of curly pubic hair was revealed. He smiled at her, saying, "Very pretty! I love a woman with a neat mound of hair over her cunt!" Assuming her complete cooperation and acceptance, he ran his fingers through the hair and between her legs, briefly letting his finger slip into her.
Julie was shocked into immobility as he felt and probed her. Her mind was frozen and she didn't react to this totally unexpected invasion. The exploration was very brief as he pulled his hand back, saying bluntly, "Damn, I can't wait to get into your cunt! I don't want to do anything here in the office, but you look and feel wonderful! We'd better get out of here now."
Julie reached down and pulled her panties and pantyhose up, was hugged and kissed goodbye and headed to her car. She knew what had happened, but she was still dazed and bewildered. She never had conceived of doing such a thing - or having it done to her. She had been in a sort of fantasy world, knowing what was going to happen on the cruise but relegating that knowledge into the theoretical future. It hadn't been real, but now it was! He had pulled her panties down and looked at her. He had seen and felt her, even penetrated her with his fingers!
Then, with great assurance, he said that he couldn't wait to get into her cunt! He was going to fuck her! Again, suddenly it was real, not a hypothetical probability. Then, too, he had called it a "cunt." She always thought of it as her "pussy," much more delicate, more...well, more refined. Still, as she drove home with conflicting thoughts ricocheting through her mind, she realized the coarser word "cunt" seemed appropriate and its use caused a flash of heat to go through her.
By the time she got home her thoughts were still a wild mixture of sexual excitement balanced by intense feeling of guilt. It was guilt that dominated as she entered the house and she tried, with minimal success, to hide it from Mark. The evening was awkward as she had a hard time conversing with him as today's infidelity - and that was the only way she could see it - preyed on her mind as she looked at the man who still was her beloved husband. She was glad when bedtime arrived, but sleep was hard to come by. It was hard, probably impossible, to reconcile the love for one person and the illicit excitement of the other. Actually, there was absolutely no doubt which way the decision would have gone except that the illicit excitement was bolster by an inordinate desire to move up in her career. As it happened, those two things outweighed love and fidelity.
Henry had been assiduously working at seducing Julie for several months but doing so slowly and delicately. Now, however, he was closing the deal. Each day there was a step up in the sexual activity, moving toward what now was inevitable. So, on Monday, as just described, he reached in and pulled her pantyhose and panties down her thighs and played with her cunt. Then, Tuesday, while he fondled her and finger-fucked her, he drew her hand toward him and put her fingers on his hard cock through his trousers. He held her hand there as he said, "That's what is going into your cunt this Sunday."



Her reaction was to blush furiously and gasp out, "Oh, Henry, you shouldn't say things like that! I...I'm a...a married woman! We shouldn't be doing these things! It really was a silly comment under the circumstances, but she genuinely was shocked."
"Now Julie, don't be upset! This feels good, doesn't it?" As he said that his fingers were working actively between her legs, stroking her clit. In addition, her fingers were captured between his as he held them against his cock. "You and I are a great team and we work well together, now and in the future!" It probably was that last comment that effectively ended any resistance on Julie's part. It was not as graphic or explicit as, "You put out for me and I'll promote your career," but the implication was there. Julie's conscious mind would have been rejected such an idea, but it played to her obsessive drive to succeed!
Wednesday saw was the same except that the cock was bare and in her hand while she was explored. At his "suggestion" she grasped it and ran it through her pubic hair and between her legs but with no penetration - that would wait for the ship.
It was on Thursday that Henry began the final step in her pre-cruise submission. Her breasts were out, her skirt up and her panties were down. He embraced and kissed her with his very hard cock pressing into her stomach. He rubbed against her, repeating again the he couldn't wait for Sunday. Finally, he pulled back and looked into her eyes with a smile on his face. Then, without saying anything, his hands on her hips, he gently presses downwards. She had a sort of lost expression on her face, not understanding his intent at first. Suddenly she knew and her legs buckled as she dropped to her knees in front of him.
She knelt there with Henry's cock projecting toward her. It was no longer than Mark's cock and maybe a bit thinner, but right then it looked enormous. Finally, surrendering to what she knew was inevitable, she opened her mouth and took it in and started sucking. She was very good at cock-sucking - something that she and Mark had enjoyed at Penn State when they had no place to lie down. It didn't last long, however, for Henry was satisfied to move it in and out of her mouth a few times before pulling her to her feet. This time there were a few people in the outer office and he didn't want to take the time or risk having her actually suck it with people nearby, but he had her ready for the final conquest!
Even so, it was a major step for her, and she was positively shaking when she got in her car afterwards. Her panties were wet and her heart was pounding with both excitement and that inescapable and crushing guilt. She sat in her car for ten minutes after getting home, trying to get her emotions under control. Nonetheless, when she walked into the house, her face was like a red beacon screaming, "I did something awful today!"
Friday started like a repeat of Thursday, but ended differently. The outer office was empty and Henry was ready for the final pre-cruise capitulation. Actually, it was the completion of yesterday's cock-sucking. This time Henry enjoyed Julie's talents with considerable pleasure until he felt his balls pulling tight and his climax coming. At that point he held her head between his hands and began to fuck her mouth, the head of his cock going into her throat. Suddenly he ejaculated, sending a jet of cum over her tongue, filling her mouth as she was able to pull back to prevent choking. She had known what was coming and, as a result, she was able to swallow it down her throat just as the next spurt came in. There were four or five emissions, each smaller than the others, before he finished.
Julie knelt there in that subservient position until Henry lifted her to her feet. For a man, having a woman, particularly a pretty, young married woman, kneeling at his feet, sucking his cock, is an exhilarating experience that really boosts the male ego. For the woman it often tends to make her feel submissive and meek, under his control. It certainly worked that way in this case! Julie had been completely seduced!
This final seduction of Julie was, obviously, very significant, but that last a week was a busy one in other ways. Mark met with Jerry at his office again and received some welcome news. "Ok, Mark, I think that we have everything planned out pretty well. Johnstone has arranged to be picked up by a limo service on the 17th. They will then pick up your wife and head for the Cape Liberty cruiseport. We have arranged with the driver to stop where our man will be located. Our man, dressed like all of the other baggage handlers, will take the suitcases out of the car. Your wife's suitcase will go with those being loaded onto the ship; the other will never be seen again!
"Johnstone will be angry but will cool down as he knows that he will be able to buy everything they need at their first port. Unfortunately, he will find that all of his credit cards have been reported as lost and new ones will be sent to his home address or his office! He'll be able to buy some things on the ship since he'll be able to charge things on his account there but there will be a limited and very expensive selection!"
"Jerry, you're making me very happy. I have a feeling that a lot of hacking has been done, but all in a good cause. They are going to be two very unhappy cruisers!"
"OK, good so far. We have arranged with our friend on board to install two very small cameras in Stateroom 1640, Deck 10. They will be motion activated so they will record a lot of the room attendant moving around, but you will get the important stuff too. It will be video with sound. The cameras are connected to power, not batteries, so they will operate until removed. Now, I told you to get a room on the same deck so you can get to 1640 easily. I'm going to provide you with a small laptop. You'll walk down the corridor when it is empty, pause by the door and push two buttons on the laptop, one for each camera, and the material recorded by the cameras will be downloaded. An icon will light up. When the light goes out, you just walk away. It's a fast download so you won't be there too long. You're a techie - do you think you can handle that?" The last was said with a broad grin."
"Wait a minute! There's something which I never mentioned because I didn't think that it mattered. I started to choose a regular cabin further down the corridor in the stern of the ship, but I ended up getting an inside cabin almost across from them, number 1643! Those cabins are cheap but everyone wants a balcony or at least a window so several were available. Anyway, I won't have a long walk to get to their room."
"Now that is interesting! Here, let me bring up the deck plans on the Explorer. Deck 10, room 1643 you said? Oh yeah, here it is - wow, that's perfect! I imagine that you can download the video without even opening your door! No sneaking around late at night and risking being seen. I'll have an audio bug put in too and you'll be able to listen live if you want to! I assume that you don't have claustrophobia."
"I thought of claustrophobia, but I've never minded small places like that. I spent a lot of time in a dark room developing prints - man, who does that anymore? A separate live audio would be good. It would let me know what they're doing and what they're planning which would be very good. I won't be going out at the same time that they are. Yeah, that will be very useful!"
"Ok. Now, let me show you how this laptop works. These are the buttons I mentioned that do the downloading. Here are the controls to watch the videos - the same as with regular computers. This is the control for grabbing a still picture. The software will let you insert text on the picture for identification or comment."
"That's perfect. I have an Epson Work Force wireless mobile printer that I use with my iPad or laptop and I intended to take with me. I had already planned to harass them by leaving messages about Julie and Mabel Synthron as if they were being sent from The EB & T Bulletin. I've already prepared the first one, but pictures will make it much better! Wow, if I can take some pictures of them around the ship showing Julie and Henry together it should shake them up! That would have her looking over her shoulder worrying about being watched! The only problem is that it would tell them that I must be on board and they could find out my cabin number. Is there any way to keep my presence secret so they can't be sure or, at least, can't find me?"
"Oh, that's an easy one. The ship is required to have a complete list of all people on board, passengers and crew. However, that list is not made public. There always are passengers who wish to be incognito, like movie stars and other celebrities who want to avoid fans and reporters. Occasionally there are undercover police or agents tracking passengers. I'll just put in a request for you and your name will not be available to anyone except necessary authorities. I'll make it a security issue. If someone asks about you they will be informed that you are not on their passenger list."
"Perfect! I'll be a ghost haunting them! Ok, one last thing. That's a damn big ship and I need to be able to find Julie. Is there something like telephone or iPad trackers so I can locate her?"
"That's easy too. Wait here." Leaving the office and returning a few minutes later, he handed Mark a small thin credit card size object and said, "Put this in something she will have with her, like her purse or her wallet." Handing Mark another small item, he continued, "This is the tracking part. Push this button and the arrow will light up pointing toward where she is. I will get brighter as you get nearer to her - you'll have to play the old 'hot or cold' game. Its range is about 100 yards so it should be enough.
"Now, there's something else. You're planning to take pictures to haunt them. Do you have a camera?"
"Sure, my phone. It takes good pictures - four pixels I think."
"That's what I figured. That's not a camera, that's a toy! Wait a minute and I'll get you a real camera." Returning in about five minutes, he said, "I should have thought of this right away. These days everyone, particularly those of your generation and younger, thinks that their phone is a camera. It's good for standing in front of someone to take a snapshot or for a selfie. You can't walk up in front of your wife and her boyfriend and ask them to pose for you! Now, here is a real camera, a Nikon P530 with a 45X optical zoom lens!
"With this camera you can be 50 yards away and have an excellent close-up of a face. More important, on the ship you can be a hundred feet or more away and they'll never notice you taking their picture. It has an artificial clicking sound that tells you that a picture was taken, but I've turned that off so it won't give you away if you are close to them. It is bulky and relatively heavy, but it's just what you want to get intimate and surreptitious photos with them never knowing that you are there."
"Wow, that's perfect. My god, you guys have everything! Jon certainly connected me to the right people! Now, there is one final thing which I was going to handle myself, but I realize that I can't do it and be on the ship. I want to be moved out of the house before she returns but, while I can get a lot of my stuff out without her realizing it, I can't get it all and I won't have time afterwards before she gets home. I've got an apartment lined up starting next week. Any ideas?"
"Once again, you underestimate us! We don't do that work ourselves, but we have a very secure connection that does. They are very good in moving stuff when the owner isn't present. They even do moves for people who are in witness protection programs. As you can imagine, they're not in the yellow pages. Will you be home tomorrow afternoon? Ok, I'll have one of their agents come to your house around 2:00 and they will handle it very discretely."
"My god, Jerry, whatever it costs, you guys are worth it! I'm going to make this a very uncomfortable cruise for those two! As I said before, I can't stop what Julie is doing, but I damn sure can add some stress and cause her to worry. Maybe that is petty and I should just get the evidence for a divorce and let it go, but I would love to make this the cruise from hell!"
The next day Mark had a long meeting with his lawyer. "All right, Jon, I want you to draw up a petition for a divorce based on irreconcilable differences and another for adultery. I'll decide which to give her. I wanted it dated August 23 and I may have it delivered to Julie on the ship on that day. On the other hand, I have an anniversary card I may give her and keep the divorce form until we get back. Regardless, nothing will be filed until then, anyway. Either the card or the form should shake her up. By then I should have incontrovertible evidence of adultery, but I probably will hold back on that as a lever to get her to sign the "mutual consent" variety of divorce. Any problem with any of this?"
"Not if you are convinced that divorce is the right course. That is your decision. Now, I have another situation which I would like to handle while you're gone. I had Jerry and his guys do some real investigation of what has gone on there. They found evidence that there is a lot more than just one guy seducing your wife and I want to do something about that.
"I think that Jerry told you about my feeling about slimeballs, as he calls them, who break up marriages by seducing women. I've been a divorce lawyer for many years and have seen hundreds of heartbreaking cases like this. Anyway, from Jerry's investigations, it appears that what Johnstone did was nothing new at that bank. They found six other cases which were very similar - a talented young woman who is due for a promotion is selected by a supervisor who appears to be giving her a questionable break. She is properly appreciative, particularly when he is very helpful, acting as her mentor. That relationship, protégé and mentor, seems to appeal to women.
"Then, after she has been properly primed, she is assigned to attend a meeting or conference of some kind with him and an affair results. Four of the other women were married and three ended up in a divorce. They even used Vice President Devon the same way they did with your wife. Obviously he's a party to the whole mess. Disgusting!
"Anyway, Jerry's guys have recording from seven officers from the bank talking casually about the way they operate. His guys posed as envious administrators from another bank curious about how it worked and they really got the low down in those conversations. That shows that there is a pattern of behavior that is a gross violation of the bank's rigid morality code. That it is no secret among officers of the bank makes it a corporate issue. I would like to prepare a suit against the bank corporation, but I need someone with standing, i.e. an injured party.
"Actually, the suit would be a scare tactic to have the mess cleared without going to court. I know the CEO, Sidney Ballard, personally - we went to school together - and I think that we could reach a deal to clean up the mess without it going public. He is pretty straight-laced himself and he would be horrified to have his bank involved in a sex scandal. I'm sure that he would want to fix things, but it's always nice to have a threat, like a potential suit, behind you to focus attention on the issue in a case like this! I would like to get some financial compensation for the victims, but my real desire is to punish guys like Johnstone and Devon. Because you definitely have standing to sue, I would like to have your name on the suit. The problem, of course, is that if we do have to go to court, your wife's name will come up and that won't make her any friends or help her career at the bank."
"I'm torn about this. I would love to see Johnstone and the others fired, but I just can't throw Julie under the bus. Bluntly, I hate the way she's acted and what she intends to do on the conference cruise, but all of that is because of her overwhelming desire to advance her career. It's everything to her, apparently more than me and our marriage. I still care too much for her to take that away from her." He paused and thought for a moment, before continuing. "If you think you can make a deal with the CEO without going to court, I'll definitely agree. However, if it does go to court I would want a written guarantee that Judie can keep her job and that she would be granted any promotion she normally would earn. I'd want a significant money penalty included if that agreement were to be violated."
"I promise that I would insist on that being a condition before any settlement would be reached! In addition, I'll try to keep her name and those of the other victims under court seal so their careers will not be impacted. Thanks, Mark, I really appreciate this. I'll need your signature on some papers giving me power of attorney to represent you in the suit and I'll have a private meeting with Sidney Ballard. It may even be over before you get back!"
That afternoon the agent arrived at the house to plan the move. After a discussion he summed it up. "All right, Mr. Schafer, everything in this room which is your guest room and everything in your office will be moved to your new address. Any of your clothes will be moved no matter where we locate them. I am now going to take very detailed pictures of the rest of the rooms in the house, including the basement. I will deliver 9" x 16" prints to you and you will mark on them everything that you want moved. Try to put household items like pots and pans, kitchenware, etc. in a cupboard and mark it on the photo. Everything will be in your new apartment within three days. We will arrange things as well as we can. Any questions? No, ok. You can contact us through Rodger's Security if there is a problem.
These discussions and arrangements filled the time leading up to the last days before the cruise departure date. It had gotten tense at home as that date approached, coming to a climax on Thursday, August 14 when Julie, as she left for work, reluctantly asked Mark, "Honey, could you please get my suitcase down. I can't reach it." It was a very poignant moment and both faces were sad as they recognized that life would never be the same again. That request, simple as it was, signified the end of the time during which they could pretend that things were normal.
Mark simply replied "Of course." There was no kiss goodbye and there were unshed tears in their eyes as she departed. Suddenly it was real!
Mark did not work from home much that week, getting things arranged at the company office so that his "vacation" wouldn't disrupt anything. Consequently they ate out more and that night he and Julie met in their favorite Italian restaurant rather than going home. This was a place in which they always had enjoyed together, but this was a very somber, quiet meal with very little conversation. For Julie the day was one of real mood swings. In Henry's office she had been soundly kissed, her tits fondled and her nipples sucked. That was the day that she had been on her knees with his cock in her mouth for the first time. When she left the office she was up, sexually aroused and eager for more. However, as soon as she headed for the restaurant, her high vanished and was replaced by a sinking feeling of loss.
Mark reaction was been similar. The last two weeks had been interesting, even exciting in a way. He had talked to a high powered lawyer and made plans and commitments. Then he was involved in schemes with a James Bond type security agency, talking about surveillance cameras, hacking, surreptitious night time downloading of videos, etc., but now the movie-type fun was over. The doom that had been behind the reality show was here. The final stab wound came when they got home and Julie's suitcase was waiting, physical proof that the time had come.



The final crushing blow that night was when at bedtime Mark announced that he would start sleeping in the guest room. Julie sorrowfully protested but he simply replied, "The separation that we both knew was coming is here. You have your plans which don't include me and I don't need to be reminded of that as you prepare to leave. I might as well get used to sleeping alone." As he turned to leave the room, he made one last comment, one that really hit her, "I'm really glad that you decided to stay on the pill!"
As might be expected, Julie didn't sleep well that night. Her mind ran in circles, starting and ending with "How the hell did I get myself in this situation? I love Mark more than anyone in the world but I've hurt and humiliated him horribly. It just seemed to happen. Henry went from a thoughtful, helpful boss to almost a lover without me ever making a decision. Why didn't I have the courage to stop Vice President Devon when I knew it conflicted with our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise? I shouldn't have listened to Henry. And these things I've been doing with Henry - one thing just led to another and...and. damn it, I sucked on his cock yesterday! Now I'm going to sleep...no, I'm going to have to fuck with him for the whole cruise! Gods, I'm trapped! It's too late to back out and I'm afraid that Mark will leave me. Oh, please god, don't let that happen! How the hell did I get myself into this situation?"
Still, she survived and seeing Henry in his office the last day restored her enthusiasm for a romantic, sinful cruise. Unfortunately, when she left work, after sucking Henry's cock and swallowing his cum, reality set in again and that enthusiasm vanished in a torrent of guilt and regret. Jerry's comment, about a bride just before her wedding who know that she is making a mistake but doesn't know how to get out of it, really fit Julie's situation exactly. She packed Friday night and Saturday and her beautiful clothes enthused her as she folded and packed them. However that enthusiasm was washed away when she recalled picking them out with Mark for their honeymoon cruise. The same thing with her new lingerie - pleasure when she thought about how sexy she would look but depressed that Mark wouldn't see her in them. She couldn't win!
In any case, the packing was finally done, the suitcase closed and locked and the cruise line label, with its bar code room identification, looped onto the handle. The last, very hard, step was to ask Mark to carry it down the stairs. It was like asking a condemned man to tie the noose that would hang him, but he gracefully, and silently, complied. They had pizza delivered, ate separately and it's doubtful that twenty words were exchanged that entire evening, not even "good night."
Mark had been involved in packing on Friday also, but he had spent time all week in getting ready, including shopping for things for Julie. On Wednesday, for example, he had shopped at Walmart. There he had bought two packages, ten pair, of plain, full coverage white cotton panties - as unsexy as you could find! In addition, he purchased two matronly bras and seven pair of opaque pantyhose. No garter belts or stockings. After a search he found a nice one-piece bathing suit with an attached skirt - very erotic!
These things plus older items from her own closet went into a suitcase which was identical to the one Julie was going to pack. The clothes were perfectly adequate but they in no way were the lovely fashionable things that she and Mark had bought for their fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise. There was one cocktail dress and one long gown but the gown had been worn to a college prom years ago. There were skirts, shorts, blouses, etc. which would do their job to cover her body, but that was all they would do. Add a nice, very modest, pair of pajamas plus several pairs of shoes and the suitcase was full. There was none of the glamour or sexiness that Julie would carefully pack for herself on Saturday! With an identical cruise line label looped over the handle, the suitcase switch was ready
Mark, of course, packed a suitcase for himself on Friday, but he had little concern for anything but utility. Pants, shirts, socks, underwear and incidentals plus shoes - that was it. He, of course, had his carryon with his camera, iPad, printer, razor, etc. However, he also had a couple of other items to ensure his anonymity. He had gone to a theatrical supply store and purchased several items - a mustache, dark rimmed plain glass glasses and some tattoos. As mentioned before, Mark had worked on some shows before and knew how to make a mustache look real. The tattoos were waterproof but could be removed with alcohol. The three items plus parting his hair in the middle should be a good disguise.
So, everything was set up. Mark hid the two cases and his carryon in his office closet and was ready for Sunday. Saturday night he carried the suitcase that Julie had packed downstairs and left it by the door. Later after she was asleep he made the switch leaving him with one thing he wanted to do Sunday morning.
He had set his alarm to wake up before she did and he got up, dressed, made up his bed and quietly went down into the basement and hid. He heard her stirring around before she started to look for him. He really felt bad when he heard her crying in the kitchen. He hadn't touched her in four days and now he had, as far as she knew, left the house without saying goodbye. She was crushed!
He listened until he heard her go upstairs and then he came back into the kitchen. When he heard the shower come on in the bathroom, he quickly went up to the bedroom for one last task. When they had been married for two years, Julie, as she always had, took her rings off and placed them on a ledge above the sink while she washed. Somehow she had brushed them off; they fell into the sink and down the drain. Mark had, in desperation, removed the sink trap and, fortunately found them. Since then, Julie always removed her rings and placed the on a pretty ring holder on her dressing table before washing in the bathroom or on a similar one in the kitchen.
Hearing her in the shower, Mark quickly ducked into the bedroom, took the rings and placed the holder on its side on the floor as if it had fallen, making it appear that the rings had rolled away. It was a cruel thing to do because she loved those rings, but he just couldn't accept her wearing them when with another man. He saw it as just one more punishment for her betrayal. He went back down into the basement until he heard a commotion when her suitcase was picked up and the door was shut behind her on her way to her adulterous cruise. That closing door was almost as hurtful for Mark as his absence had been for Julie.
Mark got his luggage ready, checked over the house and put household things into a cupboard for the movers. About a half-hour later a black car drove up. He hurried out and got in with Jerry. "Ok, Mark, everything is on schedule. Our men are in place to handle the suitcases so that's taken care of. I met with our contact on the ship and gave him the cameras and laptop. They're getting the old passengers disembarked now and cleaning the rooms. He'll make the installation while that's going on. He will put the laptop in your stateroom during the lifeboat drill, so you won't even see him. You'll take it from there. He'll collect the cameras after they leave the room on departure and return them to us. Here's his number to call if something doesn't work. Any questions?"
"No, I think that you've covered everything. I really appreciate this, Jerry! You guys are unbelievable!"
"Ok then, they should be out of the way now, so let's get you to Cape Liberty and the ship."
Julie and Henry arrived at the port and, as she looked up, she thought, "That thing can't really float - it's an apartment building! Their luggage was taken from the limo by a man dressed as a baggage handler as was routine. They entered the cruise terminal and went through the tiresome step-by-step process of security checks, registration, picture taking, etc., and they emerged with two plastic cards which would serve as identification, charge cards and room keys. They climbed the gangway, made their way to the bank of elevators, got off on deck 10, found stateroom 1640 and entered the room which they would share for the next seven nights.
Henry made a quick trip to the bathroom while Julie stared with delight at the balcony. She turned back to the stateroom itself which was nicely furnished and her eyes focused on the queen-sized bed which she would be sleeping on and, unexpectedly, a flood of sadness washed over her, wiping out the excitement that had filled her. "Oh my god, my first cruise and Mark isn't here! I'm going to be sleeping with another man instead of my loving husband! We were going to share this on out fifth anniversary and he's not here - and it's my fault!"
Tears almost started flowing, but just then Henry reappeared and she hurried into the bathroom to, as women say, "freshen up." By the time she came out, her makeup repaired, she had recovered and a hug and kiss from Henry restored much of her enthusiasm. He let go of her and said, "Let's go up to the Windjammer buffet on Deck 11 and get some lunch and walk around awhile until we have the lifeboat drill. Then we can watch the departure from our balcony at 4:00."
It was fun going through the ship and it didn't take long for Julie's spirits to recover. They watched the departure until land was no longer in sight and went out again. As they started out, Julie exiting first, said, "Oh look, there's an envelope taped to the door." Pulling it loose and opening it she gasped as she handed it to Henry. "What on earth is this? Do you know about it?"
Henry was equally startled as he read:
"THE EB & T BULLETIN WILL FOLLOW, WITH ENVY, THE ACTIVITIES OF MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MS MABLE SYNTHRON AT THE EXPLORER OF THE SEAS BANKING CONFERENCE. WE'RE SURE THAT THEY WILL REPRESENT US WELL!"
The harassing of Julie Schafer and Henry Johnstone at the Eastern Bank and Trust Conference Cruise had begun!
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Julie, exiting the stateroom first, said, "Oh look, there's an envelope taped to the door." Pulling it loose and opening it she gasped as she handed it to Henry. "What on earth is this? Do you know about it?"
Henry was equally startled as he read:
THE E & T BULLETIN
THE EB & T BULLETIN WILL FOLLOW, WITH ENVY, THE ACTIVITIES OF MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MS MABLE SYNTHRON AT THE EXPLORER OF THE SEAS BANKING CONFERENCE. WE'RE SURE THAT THEY WILL REPRESENT US WELL
"What the hell is this? That was that phony notice we put into the Bulletin to fool your husband! Somebody is playing games with us!"
"Yeah, and that somebody has to be on the ship! They...they know our stateroom number...and...and they have to know that there is no Mabel Synthron!"
"Right. It has to be someone from the bank who knows that the notice was phony! I wonder if that someone from the bank is going to be at the conference or, more likely, they had a friend who'll be at the conference put that here as a joke. Either way, the conference starts tomorrow and we have to register to prove that we actually attended. I'll bet that someone will kid us about it when we're there."
"That will be embarrassing! It's bad enough that I'm a married woman here with you, but I certainly don't want it to be common knowledge! I'm worried enough about Mark accepting this, but if it becomes public knowledge, we're finished!"
"Come on, Julie, it has to be a joke. These things go on all the time at these conferences. Look around tomorrow and you'll see a bunch of older men with their carefully groomed secretaries, assistants or whatever! No one is going to rock the boat - literally in this case - and talk publicly about who is with whom!"
"So I'm the equivalent of a carefully prepared secretary? That's how our colleagues will see me?"
"Don't be silly! You're a top notch administrative assistant who is destined for promotion to the top. You're practically running the division now and when I move up to Devon's position - maybe next year - you'll replace me. Anyway, when you meet people tomorrow, you will be seen as a colleague, not a pleasant piece to be enjoyed at a conference!"
Julie was somewhat reassured by Henry's statement about her future, but, in the back of her mind, was the memory of Mark warning her in one of their arguments that she was being "groomed" by Henry! The very word that Henry had just used! That word really jarred her. She didn't look forward to how the "joke" would play out tomorrow. Regardless, Mark's first effort to work on her head had done its job!
They had an informal dinner and, finally went back to the room around 7:00 to see if their suitcases had been delivered yet. Julie exclaimed, "Oh look, mine is here! I'll be glad to get unpacked before we go out again."
Henry was a bit upset, saying "What happened to mine? They got them at the same time. I'm going to talk to the room steward." Julie was just opening her case when he returned. "He's going to check and see what happe...what's wrong?"
Julie had cried out, "Oh no" and, slumping down on the bed, started to cry. "These...these are not what I packed! I had the whole case filled with beautiful clothes, but they're all gone!" She quickly dumped everything out on the bed. She shuffled through the pile, pulling things out, cursing as she did so. "Damn it, these are my old clothes - and look at this, packages of underwear form Walmart! Jesus, a bathing suit with a skirt! Pajamas! There's nothing here that I want to wear or be seen in on a cruise. Oh gods, my beautiful cocktail dresses. Mark did this, but how? I packed everything, closed the suitcase and locked it last night! He had no time to repack it! What am I going to do?"
"Don't give up! You saw that Fashion Boutique store on deck five! We can go down and buy you some things. Man, though, your husband really played a mean trick on you."
"Yeah, but, you know, when I think of it, I don't blame him. He and I shopped and shopped to buy all my beautiful clothes and he hates to shop. All those things were bought for me to wear on our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise and l'm sure that he didn't want me to wear them without him - certainly not with another man!" Suddenly she looked up with a shocked expression on her face. "Oh, my god! That's what happened with my rings!"
"Your rings? I saw you weren't wearing them but I assumed that you decided not to."
"No. I always put my rings on a ring holder on my dressing table when I'm washing in the bathroom. I dropped them down the lavatory once and was lucky to get them back. This morning I found the ring holder on the floor and crawled around on my knees for a half hour searching for my rings, figuring that they had fallen off and rolled away. Damn it, I'll bet that Mark took them. But how? He wasn't home this morning and I had them then! I don't know how he did it but he managed to change everything in my suitcase so he undoubtedly did this too.
"He had no time to do that but he did it and he took my rings when he wasn't there! It's impossible. But I know that he didn't want me have those clothes and he didn't want me to wear my rings without him! You know, as I think of it, I'm glad he took my rings. In almost five years they have been on my finger and I really miss them. Even this morning when I was dressed to leave home I got down on the floor in that last desperate effort to find them. But now I'm glad that they won't be on my finger when I'm on this cruise with you. I love him with all my heart but I hurt him very badly and I don't think that I'll ever forgive myself for that!"
At just moment, the steward knocked on the door. "Mr. Johnstone, I went down and searched for your suitcase and it just doesn't seem to be anywhere! I talked to housekeeping and they are starting a search. They'll call you as soon as they know anything."
After he left, Henry blew up. "If those sons of bitches don't turn up my suitcase, there's going to be trouble! Unless that magician husband of yours managed to hide or steal it!"
"Don't be silly, Henry! Your suitcase was in the limo when you picked me up, I saw it taken out by the driver and given to the baggage handler who took both of them to the luggage carts. If mine got here, as useless as it is, yours certainly got on the ship. You can't blame Mark for this!"
"Well it damn sure had better turn up. You at least have something to wear even if you don't like it - I don't have a damn thing! Well, you don't like those nice pajamas your husband gave you and I don't even have pajamas to wear so I guess we'll both have to sleep naked tonight! I guess that that is the silver lining in that dark cloud! Now, let's go back down and have a drink to relax."
"Well, I'll tell you one thing! After all the activity today and the real disappointment of not having my beautiful clothes to wear, I just won't have the energy for much real activity tonight. However, it is our first night so I will sleep naked and, if you want, and I'll do the same thing I did in the office.'
"I guess I'll have to accept that for tonight, but I can't wait to get into that juicy cunt of yours. I want to get my cock into where my finger has been!"
"You can get into it tomorrow. You know, I have very little experience so I want to take it slow. You may not believe this, but Mark is the only man who has ever seen me completely naked. I even have a female doctor! I sucked a couple of cocks in high school, but he was the only one to come in my mouth before you! He's the only man whose cock has been in my pussy. So, you can't be first but you'll be second!"
"All right! I'll get that second tonight and get the big one tomorrow! Come on, my cocks ready to burst right now!"
"For heaven's sake! It's early! Let me get this suitcase unpacked and the clothes, disappointing as they are, put away. Then we'll go get that drink you mentioned. We'll come back, I'll get a shower and we'll see."
Mark had boarded the ship about 45 minutes after Julie and Henry and immediately went to his cabin to avoid any chance of encountering them. It had a round mirror where a window or port hole should be, but he wasn't really bothered by the feeling of being closed in and it was perfect for monitoring his prey. He quickly used the theatrical adhesive to firmly attach his moustache. It was just a normal moustache - no handlebars, no drooping ends, just a plain rectangle of hair beneath his nose covering his upper lip. However, it is amazing how that little bit of hair, properly groomed, changed his face. With the glasses and the hair on his head combed into a center part, he didn't look like himself.
Then, with his shirt off he applied a liquid to his shoulders and arms and carefully applied a number of colorful tattoos. Both Julie and Mark hated tattoos and any man who had them couldn't possibly be Mark as far as Julie was concerned. He couldn't have a better disguise!
Putting a Mets, not a Phillies, cap on, he went up to the Windjammer for lunch. As with Julie, he had been awed by the ship from the terminal, but he was even more impressed being on board. From the glass elevators he looked out over the vast Centrum - the atrium in the center of the ship - on the way up to the Windjammer. Later he walked through the four-story Royal Promenade on deck 5, looking at bars, shops, a café and assorted other passenger traps. It was going to take time to sort it all out, but his real interest was finding Julie.
He accomplished that at the mandatory assembly drill. He went to his assigned area which turned out to be a bar. After checking in there he listened to a recorded message, saw an employee put on a life jacket and was told to come to that assembly station, i.e. the bar, if he heard a series of blasts on the ship's horn. Theoretically, passengers would be lead from there to the lifeboats in an emergency. An older man commented to Mark that just a few years ago at the lifeboat drill passengers actually put on their life jackets and went directly to their lifeboat station, not to a bar. Maybe a mob scene in a bar was simpler, but it didn't fill Mark with confidence!
In any case, while there he triggered the tracking device and it indicated that Julie was assigned to the same area but he didn't see her in the crowd. Finally, as the mob dispersed, he got a look at her for the first time. She looked very pretty and well dressed. He smiled to himself as he wondered how happy she would be when she opened her suitcase. As she walked away, he looked at the man with her and, for the first time, saw Henry Johnstone. He had heard more than he wanted to about Mr. Johnstone and he was not impressed by what he saw.
He was not a big or tall man, being about 5' 6" or 5' 7" and probably 150 lbs. He was reasonably good looking and was impeccably dressed as you would expect with a high-powered banker. But it was his obviously expensive clothes and his self-important bearing that set him off from the crowd around him. He seemed, to Mark, to have a supercilious and condescending look on his face as he was surrounded by all of these common people - but Mark admitted to himself, hat he was hardly an unprejudiced observer!
One thing that Mark noticed was that there was nothing of the intimacy and closeness he had expected between him and Julie. There was an occasional touching or friendly gesture, but no more than any two friends might do. The relationship still seemed to be of a cool, composed Johnstone responding to Julie while she was - well, fawning over him is a bit too much, but something like that. Certainly this was nothing of a loving relationship of equals. What struck Mark was seeing his extremely intelligent and highly competent wife accepting, seemingly embracing, a secondary position and playing up to Johnstone like a student to a teacher. She still seemed to be in that mentor- protégé role, with Johnstone in the dominant position and she the supplicant. If that were the case, it would explain some of her behavior.
Mark could see no reason to follow them around and went out onto an open deck to watch the ship depart. He leaned on the railing, looking down on the dock workers as they began to free the ship from the dock. He stood there, one deck above the balcony where Julie and Henry also watched. He saw the ant-sized workers scurry around and mused about the changes in cruise ship departures.
His only previous experience in such events was in movies, usually musicals, in which hordes of friends and relatives filled staterooms drinking champagne served by obsequious waiters. Eventually the ship's horn would blow, a steward would go down the corridors calling out, "All ashore who's going ashore!" With handshakes and kisses, the friends and relatives leave and join the crowd cheering on the dock. A band would be playing and streamers would fly down from the upper decks. A major event to be covered by the press and enjoyed by the throng waving as the ship left port.
Now no one got on board unless they were a passenger and had cleared security. The dock was just an immense platform of concrete, empty except for those workers pulling in hawsers and freeing the ship to silently depart. No cheers, just the blast of the ship's horn. The change was depressing in a way, but, on the other hand, only the rich leaned on the rails in those earlier days - the poor were in steerage - and cruise ships were rare. Now, anyone with a passport can afford a cruise, particularly if they can accept an inside cabin like Mark's.
In any case, when Mark returned to his cabin, the laptop was sitting on the bed and surveillance was begun. He turned on the audio bug just in time, unfortunately, to hear Julie say, with a giggle, "Now stop that! There will be plenty of time for that later tonight! Now, we chose the early seating in the main dining room and we have to locate it. Let's see, it's on three levels and we are in the De Gama section on deck four. It's almost time and I'm hungry. Maybe our suitcases will be here when we get back." She giggled again, adding, "You'll like same of the stuff I have in mine!" Mark did not like hearing that and he definitely wanted to be listening when she discovered the "stuff" that was actually in her suitcase!
He ate at the buffet and returned to his room and eagerly awaited their return, particularly since he saw her suitcase outside their door. He listened with a smile on his face as he heard Henry speculating about his suitcase, but, surprisingly, that smile faded as he heard the cry of dismay from Julie as she opened hers. He found himself feeling sorry for her disappointment, particularly when she clearly understood and accepted his motives. The same thing was true when she made the connection with her rings. She wasn't even angry, just sad. Her profession of love for him sounded completely sincere with no possible ulterior motive.
It certainly was nothing that Henry would want to hear. On the other hand, Mark did enjoy hearing her loving statement just as he relished Henry's outburst about his suitcase. He thought, with pleasure, of how Henry would react tomorrow when no suitcase could be found! However, that pleasure was short lived and faded away completely when he heard Julie's answer to Henry's suggestion about sleeping naked!
He listened with dismay as Julie begged off screwing tonight but promised it for tomorrow and offering nudity and cock-sucking that night, including swallowing. In the one conversation she had expressed her unstinting love for Mark and, shortly afterwards, promised her body to Henry! Nothing further was said of interest until Julie announced, "Ok, I'm ready. Why don't we go down to that Aquarium Bar near the dining room? Deck 4? I like looking at the fish.
Mark waited a few minutes and followed them. The Aquarium Bar was between the entrances to the De Gama dining room and the casino and, as would be expected the first night of the cruise, it was crowded. Fortunately they had managed to find a comfortable two-seater couch and were talking with another couple across from them. The entrance into the casino was thirty or forty feet away from where they were seated and that was where the traffic was headed. There were two large pillars marking that entrance and Mark stood half-sheltered by one of them. He waited for gaps in the crowd passing through and over about five minutes he was able to make several telephoto close-ups of Julie and Henry, glasses in hand, enjoying a relaxing drink. He quickly made his way back to the elevators and hurried back to his cabin.
Downloading about ten snapshots, he selected the best one and, using the laptop's software, prepared a print with text added. He printed it out and, as before, put in in an envelope and taped it to the door of 1640. About an hour later, Julie and Henry approached the door and she cried out, "Oh no, not another one of those!" Taking it into their room, she ripped it open and read:
THE EB & T BULLETIN
AS PROMISED, THE EB & T BULLETIN IS FOLLOWING THE ACTIVITIES OF MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MS MABLE SYNTHRON AT THE EXPLORER OF THE SEAS BANKING CONFERENCE. HERE THEY ARE, ENJOYING A NIGHTCAP BEFORE RETIRING TO THEIR STATEROOM! YOU UNDOUBTEDLY WILL BE ASTOUNDED ABOUT HOW CLOSELY MS SYNTHRON RESEMBLES HENRY M. JOHNSTONE OF THE ASSET MANAGEMENT DIVISION!
Oh my god, Henry, somebody was right at the bar with us. And it was taken right in front of us, but I didn't see anyone taking a picture! And they know your name! This is scary!"
"It still has to be a joke, but it's not funny! It has to be someone from our damn bank and when I find out who, there is going to be retribution!' He stopped, hesitated and added with a rueful smile, "Unless it's Jim Devon and he decided to come on this cruise and he's teasing me. Then it would be funny."
"You're certainly flexible, but I understand. I just hope that it is nothing but a joke and I can't think of anything else it can be. Anyway, the registration is at 10:00 tomorrow morning and I have to decide about what I can wear out of the clothes Mark packed for me. I'm not going to be happy!"
"Speaking of which, I need my blasted suitcase so I can get some clean clothes to wear. I'm going to raise hell tomorrow morning unless it's at our door. Now, let's turn to something more pleasant! We both need showers, but we certainly can't take them together! One person is almost too much to squeeze into that little thing, much less two! I'll go first and wait great anticipation!
Julie woke first, before 7:00 AM, as she usually did to get ready for her commute into the city. She had gotten cold during the night and put on a pajama top, but a naked Henry lay beside her. Her memory of last night's activities immediately flashed through her mind. Henry was lying on his back only partly covered by a sheet, giving Julie her first look at a naked man in her life - other than Mark, of course. "My god, I actually slept with him last night! I spent the night in bed with someone other than Mark! How the hell did I get myself into this situation? I can't see how he will ever forgive me - or me forgive myself!"
Actually, for a 54 year man in a sedentary job, he wasn't too bad - but not too good either. He had no real muscle tone, had a paunch and "love handles." Last night his cock had been hard and ready and, as she had known from the office, it was about the size of Mark's. Actually, there had been no real pleasure last night. She had sucked it mostly as a duty and with virtually no enjoyment or sense of sexual excitement. Still she actually had felt no repulsion as it went off in her mouth and she had swallowed the ejaculate without consciously deciding to do so. She really had been more excited in the office kneeling at his feet. She had sucked Mark many times, going back to her freshman year in college, and it was always was a sexual act with meaning to her, but last night there was none of that.



A weird thought crossed her mind: "When he fucks me, will it be a non-event like this? Oh my god, I thought 'when' he fucks me, not 'if', and I actually thought the word 'fuck'! Jesus, I've gotten myself into a real mess and I don't have any way out of it! I know that I was right to say 'when' he fucks me, not 'if'! The old 'you made your bed, now sleep in it' certainly applies. Oh well, let's see which of the things Mark packed for me would be best to wear to a professional conference."
She went into the bathroom and did the necessary things including makeup and, finally, selected a simple undecorated skirt and blouse worn over a pair of very modest white cotton panties under too dark pantyhose. She hadn't tried on the Walmart bra and, instead, wore what she had on yesterday. As she studied herself in the mirror, she admitted to herself that Mark had been kind to her - the things he had given her were perfectly acceptable if not glamorous. He could have sent totally mismatched and inappropriate items, but he hadn't.
She finally went over and looked down at Henry's relatively flabby body (as compared to Mark) and shook him awake. "Come on, Mr. Johnstone, Sir, time to get the show on the road. I'm hungry!" Henry looked at her blankly before gathering his senses and heading to the bathroom. As he did so, Julie thought, "When someone said 'clothes make the man,' they certainly were correct!" What a difference between the imposing, impeccably dressed figure exuding power she was used to seeing and this naked, whiskery, somewhat pudgy man stumbling his way to the bathroom. It was not a pretty sight!
He came out, looking neater if no more impressive physically, and went over to the door and peeked out. "God damn it, there's no suitcase there! I don't have a fucking thing to put on! He stomped around, ranting about his "fucking suitcase" and this "fucking ship"' etc. Obviously his vocabulary and his equanimity were not improved by being frustrated. He certainly was not the smooth, self-controlled imperturbable Henry Johnstone with whom Julie was familiar.
Somewhat disillusioned by both Henry's body and his behavior, Judie sat out on the balcony and enjoyed a beautiful morning and the sparkling ocean water. She knew that it was unfair and unreasonable for her to compare Henry's 50+ year old body to that of her 27 year old husband, but it was natural to do so. She also knew that Henry had cause to be upset and angry about his suitcase since all of his clothes were inside it, but he had always been so imperturbable and calm that this ranting and swearing disturbed her.
She looked up as Henry came through the door onto the balcony, still complaining. "I can't believe that I'm wearing the same clothes I wore yesterday, including my underwear! I want to get down to the Guest Relations on deck 5 and find out what's going on. I want to change before we go down to register so I have to have my suitcase!"
"Let's have breakfast first, Henry. It's still early and the crowd may be less. If they have your suitcase you'll have plenty of time to change afterwards. If they don't, going down there won't help. Anyway, I'm hungry!"
Reluctantly, he accepted her suggestion and they found a table. His mood improved considerably after eating and it was with a more optimistic attitude that they arrived at the Guest Relations desk and were sent to the housekeeping office. That optimism was shattered immediately.
"Mr. Johnstone, I regret to tell you that we have no record of your suitcase ever being loaded on this ship! The bar code on the luggage tag provided by Royal Caribbean is automatically read and recorded as each bag is brought aboard. Your suitcase never appeared! In a very few occasions the tag is accidentally torn off and we hold those cases until a guest reports it missing. We have no undelivered suitcases on board. We talked with Cape Liberty and your case is not there. I have no explanation as to what happened."
Henry was fuming, as would be expected, but it was Julie who spoke up first. "This is unbelievable! I watched our limo driver take two suitcases out of the trunk, place them on the pavement and I saw them picked up by a baggage handler and taken over to the luggage carts. Two cases! How could mine get on board and Mr. Johnstone's not?"
"Mrs. Schafer, I have no idea about what happened, but the bar code from your suitcase is recorded as it came on board but Mr. Johnstone's did not. I have no explanation!"
At that point Henry's ranting really began to embarrass Julie and frustrate the officer. She tried to calm him down and all the officer could do was repeat himself and say that Mr. Johnstone could put in a claim after they returned to port. Finally, Henry gave up and, more politely, asked if there was men's clothing sold on board. "The only place where you might find something is in Tommy Hilfiger store right next door or the Logo Shop across the way. We are 'at sea' today and tomorrow so there is nothing that you can do until we get to San Juan which, of course, is our first port. While there are many clothing stores for men and women in San Juan itself, there is a Ralph Lauren factory store near the dock which may supply all you need.
They checked but there was nothing useful in the Tommy Hilfiger store so Julie and a very disgruntled Henry returned to their stateroom to get themselves ready for the conference registration. As they approached the door, Henry bellowed out, "Good god, not another one of those! This joke has gone long enough!" There, taped to the door was another envelope. Julie pulled it loose and they stepped inside as she opened it. As expected, it was another photo with text added.
THE EB & T BULLETIN
MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MS MABEL SYNTHRON ENJOYING BREAKFAST AFTER A ROMANTIC NIGHT IN THEIR COMPANY PROVIDED SUITE! THEY REALLY ARE A HAPPY PAIR OF LOVERS - ALMOST LIKE A HONEYMOONING COUPLE AFTER A NIGHT OF PASSION! I THINK THAT WE MUST ACCEPT THAT MS MABEL SYNTHRON IS REALLY MR. HENRY M. JOHNSTONE IN DISGUISE AND WE WILL REFER TO HIM THAT WAY IN FUTURE INSTALLMENTS
The previous evening Mark had downloaded the day's video recording and had seen pretty much what he had expected from listening to the audio earlier. Naturally he wasn't happy about the sexual relationship between Julie and Henry, but its development had been inevitable given their master-subordinate roles in her career progression. He had been in the perfect position to seduce her and he had done so. Their conversation showed that there had been some sexual activity at his office, even including her being caressed and fondled and her having sucked his cock. He wasn't really surprised, but, of course, hearing the confirmation bothered him. Watching her total lack of hesitation when promising him that she would be naked with him and use her mouth that night showed how she had accepted his control over her.
Of course, later seeing her preforming what she had promised showed that control all too clearly. Thanks to Mark, she had no nightgown - seductive or not - to wear so she came out of the bathroom after showering wearing nothing but a towel strategically hiding her breasts and pubic hair. She turned off most of the lights, and just stood there. She clutched the towel to her, obviously embarrassed at her near nudity, but at a gesture from Henry, and a brief moment of hesitation, she let it fall and displayed her nude body to a man for the second time in her life. She was very self-conscious, but, happily, Henry was very appreciative.
"Julie, you're beautiful! I have seen your tits before in the office, but completely exposed, they're lovely! Everything is lovely. Seeing you with your bra undone and your panties down was exciting, but that gave me no idea of how perfectly proportioned you are!"
He was lying there, also nude. Reaching up, he quickly pulled her down onto the bed beside him and began a through exploration. He tweaked and fondled her breasts and kissed and sucked her nipples before sliding his hand downwards through her pussy hair, commenting, "I love a neat triangle of hair on a woman and yours is so soft and fluffy."
His fingers slid further down, questing between her legs and finding the opening into her body. Abruptly rising up he said, "I want to look at your cunt."
To Mark's absolute astonishment, instead of responding in shocked incredulous surprise, Julie pulled her knees up and spread her legs! He had a hard time believing what he was seeing. His almost inexperienced and normally modest wife seemed to have no problem with completely exposing herself to another man as she would to her own husband. When Henry moved closer with the obvious intention to lick her cunt, she drew her knees further up, almost up to her breasts and spread her legs wider, welcoming him in.
Mark couldn't see exactly what Henry was doing, of course, but the result was apparent. After a few minutes Julie's hips began flexing up and down and a lapping sound could be heard. It appeared that he had a talented tongue and was expert in using it - at least to Julie's satisfaction for, while she didn't appear to erupt into an orgasm, she did move vigorously. Watching her performance, Mark got the impression that she definitely had enjoyed it, as he would have expected. It went on for some time until Henry, wanting more, pulled back and watched her as she slumped down, her legs splayed open. "Damn, I want to fuck you!"
"Not tonight, Henry, I'm just too tired and, I guess, too uptight. You can fuck me tomorrow night and I'll use my mouth now."
There seemingly was no end to Julie's shocking behavior last night! Mark couldn't believe what he was seeing and hearing! He had seen his wife spread herself open to the eyes of another man and, then, permit that man's tongue to invade her most private parts. Then, almost as shocking in a different way, he heard her use the word 'fuck' which she rarely did even with him. And then, most astounding of all, she actually had promised that other man that he could fuck her tomorrow night! He would almost have bet his life that he never would hear those words from her mouth. That she would say them to a man with whom she had never been intimate was simply impossible! Of course, in that same sentence she had also offered to suck that man's cock - inconceivable!
That, of course, is exactly what she did next! Henry lay on his back, his cock projecting upwards. As said before, it appeared to be an average size cock with no particular distinguishing characteristics. Julie knelt between his legs and ran her hand up and down the shaft until he began reacting. She started licking the head, tasting the pre-cum, and, bit by bit, took the cock into her mouth. It went in deeper and deeper until her lips reached hair and she then began a slow in-and-out movement. She took it in rapidly and slowly pulled out until Henry began arching upwards, matching her rhythm. She moved more and more rapidly and, as he clearly was approaching the climax point, her head was almost a blur, bobbing up and down.
Suddenly he surged up and ejaculated into her sucking mouth. The cum briefly filled her mouth but she swallowed it down without choking before the next jet arrived. Several more of those spurts came into her mouth and went down her throat before he relaxed back, his limp cock falling out of her mouth. Julie had become an excellent cock sucker in the last nine years, a skill she had just demonstrated on a man who was not her husband. Even in the relatively dim light, Mark could see Julie's self-satisfied smile as she looked down at the satiated look on Henry's face.
After a few moments, she moved up beside Henry and lay beside him. Shortly afterwards they exchanged a quick kiss and Julie got up, went into the bathroom and prepared for bed. When she was finished Henry did the same. Mark was surprised, and, admittedly, pleased that there was no long post-mortem discussion about how good it had been, etc. There was only a very brief cuddling together followed by a pro forma kiss goodnight. They rolled over and went to sleep - no big romantic ending.
Mark sat there with the video still running, thinking about his own reaction. He was not enraged. He felt no compulsion to run across the corridor and pound on the door, wanting to get at the man who had slept with his wife last night. Actually, his feelings were numb more than anything else. He looked at the screen and saw his wife sleeping quietly beside another man and didn't have what he thought should be the normal emotional response. Oh, there was anger but it was in the background and was about the entire situation, not the physical acts he had just observed.
Analyzing his feelings, he decided that his unemotional response was, in part, his recognition for the last one and a half to two months that this probably was going to happen. They had argued, he had threatened consequences, he had shown how hurt he was - all to no avail. Seeing her in action was bad, but much of the shock that she would be unfaithful was long gone.
There was another factor too. One of the clichés that adulterers inevitably fall back on is "it was just sex." Well, in this case, that cliché obviously was true. There were no endearments, no expressions of love and, really, no passion. As would be expected, Henry was worked up and sexually aroused because he had a pretty naked woman beside him with the added fillip of knowing that she was a married woman succumbing to him. He said all the right things and stroked the right places and Julie responded. She had enjoyed the way Henry had played with her and licked her cunt, but, as Mark watched intently, her facial reaction afterwards was not one of gratitude and love. She was always effusive in her expressions of those feelings with him but not that night with Henry.
Her reaction when she went down on Henry was much the same. She did all the things with Henry that she did with her husband, but it seemed that she did them not for love or desire but by rote to get him off. Mark realized, as he analyzed the situation, that he might be seeing what he hadn't wanted to see, but, nonetheless, her lack of emotional involvement helped ease the burning jealousy he would have expected to dominate him.
In any case, after trying to understand his surprisingly passive response to a very disturbing video, he turned on the audio and listened to Henry's morning ranting about his suitcase. He was delighted to hear that harangue because he knew that Julie would be disturbed. She had praised Henry's even temper and how he handled potential catastrophic situations with complete aplomb. It was a quality she admired in him and his behavior over his suitcase had to be disillusioning.
So, even with the unsettling video he had just watched, Mark was very pleased with the first day and night of the cruise. Julie's pedestrian clothes she had to wear, her sadness over her missing rings, Henry's lost suitcase and the very successful EB & T Bulletin pictures and captions - all of these were contributing to his intention to undermine this non-fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise! He heard Julie suggest having breakfast before seeing about the suitcase and immediately grabbed his camera and went up and got own breakfast.
He was still eating as they came into the Windjammer. He watched them as he finished and, as they filled their trays and got a table, he moved into position to get a close-up telephoto picture from across the large area. He took several, one of which showed them smiling at each other and, going back to his cabin, he made that one into the very suggestive message they later found taped to their door. That done, he went out and spent the morning exploring the ship and the afternoon in the pool or lying on a deck chair with his iPad. He intended to make their lives miserable but that didn't preclude him enjoying himself!
Back at Julie and Henry's stateroom, Mark's latest EB & T Bulletin caused just the reaction he had hoped. Predictively, Henry was furious. "What the hell is going on? My suitcase isn't even on the ship so I have no clothes and someone is playing games with these damn pictures! I'm going to kick someone's ass if I find that they're playing a joke on me! This thing is practically saying that we're shacking up - 'night of passion' for god's sake!"
Julie was clearly shaken up, but she responded, saying, "Calm down, Henry! I wouldn't say that we are 'shacking up' here in this lovely suite, but we are sleeping together! Somebody knows what is going on and I don't like it and I'm worried! I hope that this is nothing but a joke and you can end it at the conference this afternoon, but if this gets back to the bank I am in trouble anyway! Everybody will know that I slept with my boss. Worse, Mark would hear of it and any hope I have of convincing him that it was an innocent professional meeting will be gone! I don't think that he bought that Mabel Synthron thing anyway, but it was a hope. This is scary!"
Her comments brought Henry back to earth and he immediately began to console Julie and relieve her worries. "Say, I'm sorry, Julie! I'm afraid that my clothes situation is causing me to over react. I'm sure that this is just one of my asshole friends having fun with me. There always some guys I knew from Yale many years ago who like to play gags on each other. Look, nothing is going to get back to the bank. As I told you, there always men who bring a woman to these events, but nobody rocks the boat. Like that 'whatever happens in Vegas stays in Vegas' rule! Your husband is not going to hear anything and any suspicions he may have will die from lack of proof! Now, let's 'freshen up' and head down to deck 3 and register. This afternoon we can shop and get us bathing suits, yours definitely without a skirt, and see whatever else I can find for me."
They did register and Henry encountered several acquaintances and a few friends, but no one who might have been the jokester. He even casually mentioned the EB & T Bulletin several times, but there was absolutely no reaction. But, Julie and Henry thought, "If it's not a joke, what is it?" They tried to put the question out of their minds, but that was impossible to do. However, shopping did relieve their anxiety somewhat. They found a bikini for Julie in that Fashion Boutique but no eveningwear that fit or that she liked. The Royal Promenade's wide passageway was filled with counters and clothes racks, all proclaiming major deals, particularly watches and duty free items. Henry bought a loud short sleeve shirt and two pair of shorts with a Royal Caribbean logo, one to wear and one to use as a bathing suit. He finally had something to wear other than his suit, but no regular clothes or underwear.
Most surprising, Julie fumbled through a massive long table covered with costume jewelry and came up with a pair of cheap rings which she promptly put on. Displaying them to Henry, she said, "They look like a wedding ring and an engagement ring and my hand has felt empty since I left the house! I still feel awful without my own rings, but these will do until I get home. I hate being introduced as Mrs. Schafer and have the other person look down at my bare finger."
They returned to their suite and tried on their purchases. For Henry his shirt was a bit garish but, combined with the khaki shorts, he looked presentable. However, it was not the perfectly fitting power suit that had impressed Julie and had helped in her seduction. She almost giggled out loud when she realized that he looked like her father when they had gone to Ocean Beach a few years ago. That was followed by the sobering thought that Henry was old enough to actually be her father! Very unsettling!"
Julie changed in the bathroom when trying on the bikini she had bought. When she came out she was really not happy. "It fits pretty well, but it certainly is briefer than the suits I normally wear. More important, this top doesn't want to stay in place as I move around and I don't think that I can do any real swimming. I'm afraid it would slip to the side and my nipples would be out. And, gods, if I move at all, the pants don't hide my hair! I would have to cut, or maybe shave, a lot of it off! The suit is ok for standing around or moving carefully in the water, but not swimming. At least I can do that and I should be able to get another one that fits better and is more modest in San Juan."



"I think it looks fine, very sexy! If a nipple pops out or a little pussy hair is exposed, so what. You don't know any of these people and, anyway, they probably would enjoy the view!"
"Well, I would be embarrassed and, besides, a picture probably would turn up on the EB & T Bulletin, taped to our door!"
"Yeah, I've been thinking about that and we'll have to talk about it later."
They dressed and had dinner. The dining room was in the stern of the ship and, after eating they walked to the Palace Theatre in the bow, making them realize just how long the ship was! There was a pleasant musical revue which they enjoyed. However, in both their minds was awareness that the main event was still coming! As they walked up to the door of their stateroom, their eyes automatically searched for another envelope and they were relieved by its absence.
It was awfully nice to walk into their room and see it impeccably cleaned and prepared. The bed was turned down, the drape over the balcony door was drawn and the "Cruise Compass" with tomorrow's schedule was lying there. However, Julie's eyes went immediately to their first towel animal, an elephant, perched neatly on the corner of the bed. "Isn't it cute? And it's just towels rolled up. I love it! Now, you said that you wanted to talk about those EB & T Bulletin pictures and comments. Do you know something?"
"I have an idea, but we have more important things to do tonight than to talk about that stuff! Now I'm going to go in and take a quick shower. I guess I'll have to wash out these shorts too. They should dry overnight. Damn it, I don't remember the last time I wore anything for two days straight, much less my underwear!"
Julie giggled, saying, "Mark bought me enough pairs of these charming panties to last the whole cruise! Boy, when I think about how much they cover as compared to that bikini, I'd be more modest to wear the panties in the pool as a bathing suit and the bikini as panties! I haven't even tried on the bras he bought, but I know that they would be safer in the pool than the bikini top!"
"Forget it! Get ready for bed!"
Not long afterwards, Julie came out of the bathroom, once again with a towel modestly wrapped around herself and found Henry lying naked on the bed, his cock rigid and pointing skyward. She had known for over a month that this day would come and, frankly, she regretted it. Her feelings for him had been admiration, respect and gratitude, not love. Some sexual attraction came when he showed interest in her by his more demanding kisses followed by fondling and groping. Even when he had her tits out and her panties down, her reaction was more giving him what he wanted than desiring sex for herself. What really excited her, and permitted her to overcome her scruples, was having this forceful, powerful man lusting after her.
Nonetheless, she had those scruples and misgivings and as she showered, the realization of what she was about to do descended on her. "My god, how can I do this? It's adultery and the complete betrayal of Mark and our marriage - if there is a marriage after this. How will I face Mark when I get back? He can always see guilt on my face. I'm sure that he already knows I've lied to him. How did I get myself into this mess? I have to tell Henry that I can't let him screw me! I'll do all the other things, but I have to say no to going all the way!"
So, when she came out of the bathroom with the towel covering herself, she was determined to stop short of adultery and preserve at least something of her virtue. She started to turn the lights and hesitantly said, "Henry, I'm sor..." when he interrupted to forcefully say, "Leave the lights on. I want to see your body in the light! Come on honey, drop the towel!"
Whether it was the commanding voice she was accustomed to or the endearment "honey" that did it, Julie never was able to decide afterwards, but, somehow, she was back in his thrall and she never completed her sentence. Without thinking or even considering opposition, she dropped the towel and stood there completely naked and let him study her body. Following his instructions, she even slowly rotated and exposed her back and hips.
Just as he had yesterday, he said just the right things to arouse and ensnare her. "I just knew that your body would be lovely! I saw you in the dim light last night, but that was just a tease! Beautiful breasts with those exquisite pink nipples - delightful! And that charming triangle of curly hair leading to the treasures between your legs!" He went on like that for another minute or so before getting up, embracing her and laying her back on the bed.
Julie was still somewhat reluctant, but all thoughts of saying that she couldn't let him fuck her faded away. She still regretted what was going to happen but gave way to the inevitable. His praise about her body and his quite obvious desire for he ended any thought of refusal. This was the culmination of her seduction and she mindlessly gave way to adultery. She eagerly returned his kisses and responded enthusiastically to his caresses. He kissed his way down from her breasts to her stomach, into her pubic hair before rising up and moving to the bottom of the bed. Without waiting for instructions, Julie pulled her legs up and spread them, opening herself to him. Henry applied his tongue, licking from her clit to her asshole and back, causing her to gyrate and hump upward the increase the contact.
Finally he rose up and moved over her, his hands supporting himself on the bed, her legs resting on his arms, his cock touching her cunt. He looked down into her eyes and simply said, "Put me in!" Without hesitation, without a thought of denying him, Julie's fingers grasped the rigid cock and moved the head to her opening - and she was penetrated! She was dripping wet and he slid in until their hairs merged and the fucking she had promised yesterday commenced.
She was bent almost double as the cock began pounding into her. She was one of those fortunate women in that she enjoyed vaginal orgasms as well as clitoral ones so she was soon writhing against the plunging shaft, surging upwards to meet the invading cock and falling downwards as it withdrew. The room was filled with the wet slap, slap, slap as they came together, combined with the grunts and moans from their exertions. The action started out rhythmically but became irregular and frenetic as climax approached.
Henry drove inward with increasing speed and power before surging inward and grinding his cock deeply into Julie's vagina, ejaculating explosively within her. At virtually the same time, perhaps triggered by his action, her hips heaved upwards, her legs straight in the air, her toes pointed, as she responded to him. Her crotch was locked against him as she felt the heat of his cum blasting into her. Both were completely lost, not thinking, their hearts pounding, their chests heaving, as they gradually recovered.
After what seemed a long time but really wasn't, Henry collapsed down on Julie, almost crushing her before he rolled to the side and off of her. Nothing was said as their heart rates dropped to normal and their breathing slowed. She lay there on her back beside him as he ran his hands over her breasts. Very little was said, both of them satisfied, even sated, and sunk in their own thoughts. Finally he rose up and bent over her and lightly kissed her, saying, "That was wonderful, Julie! This is going to be a marvelous week!"
Julie replied, with a smile, "It really was good, Henry! It will be an amazing week if we keep that up!" She was telling him what he wanted to hear, but the smile was closer to a grimace as the excitement faded and reality hit her. Her words were accurate but compunctions and misgivings grew as the pleasure dimmed. Actually, no physical signs of affection came from either of them.
There was no passionate kiss, no cuddling or spooning, no love words. Sleeping closely together, often intertwined, is almost expected in a sexual rendezvous like this but they quickly moved apart. It should be noted that sleeping separately on a cruise ship does not necessarily mean lack of affection. Cruise lines typically describe their staterooms as having two twin-sized beds or one queen-size bed. Actually, the queen-sized bed is the two single beds pushed together with a relatively thin mattress over them. The result is a queen-sized bed with a perceptible ridge down the center where the two smaller beds are joined. Sleeping close means that one of them is sleeping on that ridge. Thus, while it may be less romantic or sexy, each taking one side is far more comfortable.
However, with Henry and Julie, sleeping apart actually did represent a lack of romantic feeling between them. In actuality, Julie was pleased to have that ridge as an excuse to, for practical purposes, sleep alone! Interestingly enough, Henry was just as satisfied with the separate sleeping arrangement for he was quite pleased to sleep comfortably, having achieved his goal for the day. A mind reader would have been fascinated to see how differently this first bout of sexual intercourse affected the two of them!
For Henry, the occasion was the culmination of a goal. It was something of a game for him. Since his second divorce over twenty years ago, he had become what might be called a serial seducer - and an expert one, at that! He was very successful in his endeavors, but he actually enjoyed the seduction process as much as the conquest at the end. He enjoyed the chase. It was like a hunter who goes into the woods and gets great pleasure from tracking the game and outwitting his victim before defeating it. Again like the hunter, he enjoyed stalking difficult game with the final victory of lesser value to him than the hunt. In his campaigns the quarry of greatest value was a young, happily married woman - like Julie!
In this case, seducing a young, relatively innocent, married woman and getting her to give herself to him, to voluntarily betray her marriage, was the ultimate goal and the conquest his reward. However, no matter how good the sex was, and it had been very good that first time, it would be over and done with in a very short time. The true reward was that from now on every time he saw Julie he would get the satisfaction of knowing that he had had her, that he had conquered her. She would be his as she walked through the bank even if no one else knew about it!
In this case, though, he recognized that the relationship might be different from his regular affairs. They usually were short term and he would begin his next campaign with another quarry. He had been talking to that colleague, Jim - another serial seducer - a week before the cruise and when he was again asked how it was going, he replied, "Oh, I've got her now! I've had her on her knees with my cock in her mouth! I'll be bedding her for a full week! However, I may have a problem after we come back. Like you, I usually let the affair run down pretty quickly and dump them and move on. I'm not sure what kind of fuck she will be, but, as I said, I may face a new problem. First, I really like her, but I've liked others before and moved on - it's safer to get rid of them, particularly if they are married! The problem is that she's unbelievably good at work!
"I shouldn't admit this, but she's been there less than three months and she knows more about the division than I do! Actually, I put up a good front but some of the stuff is over my head. Anyway, if I get moved up to senior vice president replacing Jim Devon, I damn sure want to take her with me. She can protect me from that old Peter Principle of promotional incompetence! So, if I dump her it has to be on a friendly, mutually agreeable basis. If the sex is good I may want to maintain a sexual and business relationship with her and that could be hard. Then I would have to keep her happy and her husband ignorant. I'll know after the cruise."
As it happened, and as described above, the sex had been very, very good, if not the very best he had had during his career of seducing women, it certainly made the top ten! As he went to sleep he thought, gleefully, "Well, I got her! Smart and a good lay at the same time! Yes, she definitely is a keeper! I've got to do some planning for when we get back!"
Julie's reaction was quite different. Her first extramarital intercourse had not been exhilarating, but that lack was not because of anything that Henry had done when he fucked her. She had been hesitant and fearful when she had come out of the bathroom and knew that the time had come. She had seen no way out of it and had been resigned to what was about to happen. However, the enormity of what she was going to do hit her while in the shower and, as said before, she came out determined to tell Henry that she couldn't do it regardless of the cost to her career.
Unfortunately, when Henry stopped her from turning down the lights and ordered her to drop her towel somehow things changed. At that point it was out of her control; Henry was making the decisions, not she. The towel fell and, in full light, her body was exposed - and, surprising herself, she had loved it! He complimented her as she rotated for him - her breasts, her nipples, even her pussy hair!
Her determination to deny him vanished with his praise and she welcomed his advances as he pulled her to him and began his body kisses and caresses. She lay on her back and raised and spread her legs. It was her fingers that grasped Henry's cock and it was those fingers that placed the head of that cock at the opening of her cunt and welcomed it into herself! Henry seduced and took her, but what he took, she voluntarily gave! However, while the sex was good and she was excited, she just never attained the peak that she usually reached. Even at the apex when Henry shot into her, there was something that dampened her response - guilt! However, it was after it was all over that the real impact hit her and genuine remorse returned.
She lay there, her eyes filled with tears, occasionally overflowing down her cheek, as regrets hammered her. All those scruples that had besieged her in the shower returned with a vengeance. "I did it, I've finally ruined everything! I kept saying to myself that Mark would forgive me for the things I had done, but this is a step too far! I'm two people in one body, but the bad me finally won out and I've crossed the line. Mark told me that there would be consequences. He knew that I was lying about who would be with me on this cruise and he warned me. I won't ever be able to face him after tonight!
"I hate myself so I know that he'll hate me! I made the wrong decision - I chose career over his love! I wanted to refuse this trip but I couldn't bring myself to risk my career! Mark loves me and Henry doesn't - I'm just another notch in his belt. I love Mark and I damn sure don't love Henry - but it was Henry who fucked me tonight, not Mark!
"I'll admit that I did enjoy the sex, but it wasn't because of Henry, himself. Once I was involved and his cock was in me I just reacted the way I always do. Certainly it wasn't any better than what I had with Mark and it lacked the love that always made sex with him special. My god, I've now had two different men fuck me and here I am comparing them! And I actually thought the term 'fuck' and I've never done that before this trip! Regardless, I am now an adulteress and I know that Mark will not accept that. The consequences he warned about almost certainly mean no marriage, so I'll have sex here on the ship and start a new life when we get back!" These thoughts roiled her mind and the tears continued to seep out until, finally, she fell into a very troubled sleep.
Mark had followed the cheating couple for much of the day, creating the EB & T Bulletin notices to cause as much uneasiness in their minds as possible. When they finally retired to their suite he had gone into his dungeon to listen in on their conversation and activities. Actually, he had no problem with claustrophobia, but a room with four walls with no window was boring! Listening was more entertaining than the poor selection of canned TV programs.
He was pleased to hear that his bulletins and pictures were working. He looked forward to hearing what Henry's thoughts or suspicions about them were. The problem, as he listened in, was what he knew was coming. He had hated watching his wife suck Henry's cock, but he knew that tonight's agenda was much worse. The time came when he heard Julie leave the bathroom, start to say something as Henry stopped her and said "Leave the lights on. I want to see your body in the light! Come on honey, drop the towel!" The compliments that followed were bad, but, of course, what hurt the most was to hear "Put me in!" The sounds that followed proved that she had followed orders and that Julie, as she had promised, was being fucked!
He turned the audio off with tears in his eyes as he was finally certain that his marriage was over. He had expected the event and thought that he had accepted the inevitable, but obviously he had not. It hurt! Hurt badly! Tomorrow he would be forced to download the recording and, at least, fast forward through it, but he had no doubt that he had the video evidence for a divorce based on adultery. He had a hard time sleeping that night.
By morning he was more fatalistic about Julie's unfaithfulness and, following them to breakfast, he was able to take a series of pictures, one of which had the two of them smiling at each other, face to face. Of about fifteen shots, it was the only one in which Julie didn't look sad and contrite. However, one was all that he needed and an hour later, when they returned, another of those envelopes was taped to their door.
Henry got an enraged look on his face as he actually bellowed, "Good god, another one of those damn things! This is past being a joke!" Ripping it open he found the worst yet!
THE EB & T BULLETIN
MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MR. HENRY JOHNSTONE ENJOYING BREAKFAST AFTER ANOTHER ROMANTIC NIGHT! FROM THE HAPPY SMILES AND SATISFIED EXPRESSIONS, IT APPEARS THAT THE COUPLE CONSUMMATED THEIR AFFAIR LAST NIGHT! WE FEAR THAT MR. SCHAFER IS NOW A CUCKOLD! WE WILL ATTEMPT TO MAKE CONTACT WITH MR. SCHAFER FOR A COMMENT ON THE SITUATION. COULD THERE BE A HENRY AND JULIE JOHNSTONE IN THE FUTURE?
As she read the bulletin Julie's legs gave out from under her and she dropped back on the bed, crying, not even able to say a word. On the other hand, Henry stomped up and down the room cursing mightily and yelling threats. "Jesus Christ, this is too much. This is no joke, this is harassment! Somebody is going to pay for it. Now, god damn it, I saw everybody I know at that conference yesterday and no one even hinted at kidding me or that they were involved in a joke. I've thought about every possibility and there is only one person that knew about the Mabel Synthron hoax who might be doing this - your god damn fucking husband! If I find him I'll beat the shit out of him!"
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Julie and Henry found another envelope taped to their door and found the most explosive message yet inside.
THE EB & T BULLETIN
MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MR. HENRY JOHNSTONE ENJOYING BREAKFAST AFTER ANOTHER ROMANTIC NIGHT! FROM THE HAPPY SMILES AND SATISFIED EXPRESSIONS, IT APPEARS THAT THE COUPLE CONSUMMATED THEIR AFFAIR LAST NIGHT! WE FEAR THAT MR. SCHAFER IS NOW A CUCKOLD! WE WILL ATTEMPT TO MAKE CONTACT WITH MR. SCHAFER FOR A COMMENT ON THE SITUATION. COULD THERE BE A HENRY AND JULIE JOHNSTONE IN THE FUTURE?
Henry blew up. "Jesus Christ, this is too much. This is no joke, this is harassment! Somebody is going to pay for it! I've thought about every possibility and there is only one person that knew about the Mabel Synthron hoax who might be doing this - your god damn fucking husband! If I find him I'll beat the shit out of him!"
If Henry had been under more control or had looked down at Julie, he might well have tempered his language and threats aimed at Mark. Standing up, her face a mask of fury as she almost screamed, "Just shut up Henry! You will not use those words talking about my husband! He is an absolutely wonderful man and I love him with all my heart! I've done a horrible thing to him and almost certainly have lost him because of a ghastly mistake I've made.
"You will speak of him with respect anytime you are around me! I have no idea as to how he could be doing these things, but if, somehow, he is responsible, he certainly has the right to! Now, speak politely if you would like to explain your suspicions! One other thing, he would beat the shit out of you in ten seconds he ever gets you alone after what we did last night!"
Henry stood there, his mouth literally hanging, totally aghast as he saw this raging wildcat with reddened eyes glaring at him. It was like having a pet lapdog suddenly turning into a wolf ready to rend him limb from limb! This submissive woman, who yielded to his will on every occasion, had reached her breaking point and he was in danger of losing her - and her body! He quickly backtracked. "Julie, I didn't mean to offend you! I had no idea that your husband meant so much to you! I'm so upset and distraught over these 'bulletins' that I lost my head. I'm sorry and I'll be more circumspect in the future."
The apology mollified Julie somewhat and she calmed down, but it was noteworthy that Henry's control over her never returned to the level it had been from the time she became his executive assistant. This conflict and his general behavior on the cruise began to undermine the infatuation and respect she had for him. "All right, just keep my feelings about my husband in mind. Now, why do you think that he is responsible for these bulletins?
Whether or not Henry was really contrite or not, he was under control when he answered. "When we decided on that phony bulletin notice about you and Mabel Synthron, it was not put in general distribution. We had one of the printers run off a few copies although we needed only the one to divert your husband's suspicions. I had thought that someone might have gotten hold of one of those extras and decided to fool with me. I'm certain that didn't happen after seeing people at the conference.
"These things obviously are being made right here on the ship - the pictures are current - so it's not someone back at the office. So, who had that first Bulletin and would want to continue harassing us? Your husband!"
"But that would mean that he is on board of this ship!"
"Exactly! I think that the first thing we need to do today is to go down to Guest Relations and look at the passenger list and find his stateroom number! He would have to use his own name because you have to have your passport to register. We'll just have to convince him to stop!"
"Oh god, Henry, I couldn't face him! You...you...you fucked me last night!"
"Yes, and he said that we 'consummated' our relationship last night so he already knows or, at least, assumes that. He can't know for sure, but it was a logical deduction."
"Well, let's go down and check. I'm afraid that your logic is correct but if you're right, I still don't think that I can face him. He...he said that about being a cuckold. That breaks my heart knowing that it is true."
Across the corridor, Mark was fascinated by what he had heard. He knew that sooner or later - and probably sooner - one or both would figure that he was the Bulletin provider. What really startled him was the way Julie attacked Henry, demanding that he not use derogatory and disrespectful language about her husband. She had no idea that Mark could hear her defense of him, so her words had to be taken at face value. Her remorse and self-condemnation was honest and, obviously, deeply held. Her declaration of her love for him obviously came from her heart.
Even more, her impassioned and vehement attack on Henry was totally unexpected because it potentially could have a bad impact in the future. She minced no words in that attack, not concerned about any damage it might do to her prospects in her career. This was a very different Julie than the one who accepted anything uttered by Henry as law! Totally unexpected and very interesting!
Julie and Henry arrived at Guest Relations and approached a uniformed agent behind the desk. "Hello, I'm Henry Johnstone in Suite 1640. We have a friend who is supposed to be on board, but we haven't been in contact with him yet. Could you look up his stateroom number for us? Just looking around for him just isn't working! This is a big ship!"
"It certainly is. Let me bring up our passenger list. Ok, what is his name?"
It's Mark...no, Marcus Schafer - I assume want his passport name, not his nickname."
"Correct. Let me see now. We have a Juliet Schafer in 1640 - wait, that's your suite!"
Julie spoke up, "Yes, I'm Julie Schafer and our friend has the same last name. That's how we met!"
The agent looked at her with a questioning look on her face but just said, "Well, I'm sorry but you are the only Schafer on board. Your friend evidently didn't make it or he changed his mind."
Henry tried one more time. "Is this a complete list?"
The agent gave him a peculiar look and replied frostily, "Of course! It's a legal requirement."
"Well, thank you. That certainly explains why we haven't run across him."
The two of them went over and sat down in the Champagne Bar area and just stared at each other. (If they had looked in a chair behind them they would have seen a disguised Mark settle in within earshot!) Julie was the first to speak. "Well, that shot that idea down! I couldn't see how Mark could have gotten on this ship, but it certainly made sense. I think I'm happier this way because, as I said, I honestly don't know how I could have faced him."
"I am really shocked! He's not here under his own name and he can't be here under another name, so that theory is wiped away. If it's not him this is really weird! He at least has a reason to mess things up, but if it's not a joke and not your husband, who the hell can it be? What can be the motive? This has been one screwed up trip so far. Your suitcase has the wrong clothes. My suitcase never shows up. These damn EB & T Bulletins keep showing up! Well, we got our answer here. Let's go up and see more of the ship and then have some lunch."
"That sounds good. I think that I would like to go into the water this afternoon if I can figure out how to wear that suit safely."
Early that afternoon, Mark was listening as Julie and Henry were preparing to head for the pool for the first time. He heard Julie say, "I've been looking forward to this but I'm really worried. This suit just doesn't fit me right and it's more revealing than I've ever worn before. If I stand still and erect, everything is fine. However, look at what happens if I twist sideways" Darn it, both nipples slip out! If I turn my hips, the pants shift and hair shows! I need a very empty part of the pool if I try to swim. As I said yesterday, I may just go in and stand in the water."
With a grin that had been missing on their two days on the ship, Henry commented, "Or you could make all the men's day more exciting and just ignore those little problems! A little nipple slip livens up the libido!"
"Well, I have no plan to raise anyone's libido unless it is yours and you don't seem to need that! Let's go."
They left, wearing the robes provided in the suite, followed a few minutes later by Mark and his omnipresent camera. He finally saw Julie standing on the steps of the main pool and was astounded by the brevity of her suit. He watched her through the camera lens and understood her concerns. The top was just two triangles of cloth that barely covered her breasts and the pants, if you could call them that, were two slightly larger triangles held together, front and back, by a single string. She obviously was very nervous as, holding herself very erect, she worked her way down the steps into the water.
She moved about gingerly, continually checking to see that her breasts were covered. She clearly was uncomfortable and after no more than ten minutes indicated to Henry that she was leaving he water. She lay down on a deck chair and was soon joined by Henry. Mark, seated a row behind them, heard her say, "I just couldn't enjoy it. I should be able to get a suit that fits better in San Juan tomorrow. The water felt good, though."
There was a whirlpool hot tub in front of them and Henry climbed partway up and called back down, "There's no one up here, Julie. You won't have to worry about your suit."
She promptly joined him and disappeared from Mark's view. He climbed a set of stairs up to the deck and running track above the pool area and found a spot just above the whirlpools. He sat down on the deck, hidden by a light standard, with a perfect view of Julie and Henry relaxing in the hot, bubbling water. He was just above their eye level and a hundred feet or so from them. The whirlpool was seven to eight feet above the pool deck, had a sun shade over them and no one in with them. Perfect conditions for some private playing around time.
There was no sound, of course, but through the telephoto lens, Mark could see Julie shaking her head no while probably giggling at Henry's suggestions. It looked as if she finally shook her head and said something like "Oh, all right!" as she sat up higher and let her breasts rise up above the water. Her suit was completely out of the way and two hard, erect, pink nipples projected upward from the mounds of her breasts. Whatever reluctance had inhibited Julie from exposing her breasts was gone as she flaunted them in the open air.
Mark's camera was busy, of course, and he recorded Henry reaching over and fondling the breasts and tweaking the nipples. Then, taking it a bit further, Henry slid his arm around Julie's back and pulled her onto his knees, raising her out of the water to her waist. Reaching under her arms, he grasped a breast in each hand and floated her out onto the surface of the roiling water. As her body floated upwards until she was flat on the surface, her concerns about her pants proved prescient. They were pulled aside and well over one-half of her triangle of dark pubic hair was exposed. It was a very erotic sight and Mark's cocked hardened despite it being his own wife in that whirlpool!
How long the sex play would have gone on or how far it would have gone couldn't be answered because in a moment of sheer panic, Julie realized that someone else wanted to soak in the bubbly water and was coming up the steps. She quickly ducked her body under the water and frantically got her top in place. Fortunately for her equilibrium, the bubbles clouded the water and she was able to more calmly put her pants back to where they belonged. Nonetheless, her face was still red from embarrassment as they left the whirlpool.
As they hurried back to their suite, she was still upset, asking, "I wonder how much they saw? I know his head was above the rim before I realized he was there! I couldn't hear him over the water noise. The other guy too."
"Don't worry about it Julie. Forget it. He saw your tits! So what? I'm sure he's seen tits before!"
"Damn it, he hadn't seen my tits before! He probably saw my pussy hair too. I just couldn't get myself under the water quickly enough!"
"Oh, come on Julie, the water and playing around was fun wasn't it? We were way up there in the air and above of all those people at the pool. Two guys may have seen your tits and cunt. You'll never see them again and you probably made their day!"
"All right, I guess so. It was fun, but those two guys had better not turn up at dinner." Finally, she giggled, adding, "Actually, they probably never even saw my face!"
"I thought that the whole thing was sexy and it got me hot. Look, we already have our clothes off. Why don't we do something about it?"
"It's the middle of the afternoon for heaven's sake! Let's wait for tonight."
"We can do it then, too. Come on, Julie, I want to fuck you after playing with you in the whirlpool."
There was no reasonable excuse to deny him and, Julie admitted to herself, despite her embarrassment, being seen by those strange men had turned her on after the shock was over. Consequently, twenty minutes after they left the whirlpool, she was on her back with her legs in the air as she directed Henry's hard cock into her cunt. There had been no foreplay, not even kisses, but her vagina was fully lubricated and the cock went in full length with no opposition. Oddly enough, both of them were picturing the same thing - Julie floating on the water, virtually naked, exposed to anyone who happened to look. Julie never had had an exhibitionist inclination, but it seemed to have appeared from somewhere!
Both of them were hot and the cock pistoning in and out of her caused their arousal to mount quickly. It was Julie who began the pre-orgasmic motions first, jerking up at Henry, grinding and twisting against him as she reached orgasm. She held herself rigidly against him as she went off, giving him a perfect target as he pounded into her, finally exploding deep within her, filling her cunt with his cum.
It's amazing how sated and exhausted a person is after an active bout of fucking. Breath is short, the heart is pounding hard and muscles are weak. Henry collapsed down on Julie before gaining enough strength to roll off. Lying beside her he finally croaked out, "Damn, that was good! You had better keep that suit! It works wonders!" As there had been no foreplay, neither was there any of that Dr. Ruth afterplay. Once again, no cuddling, no loving comments or gestures - just two exhausted and satisfied individuals. Both were pleased with the way things had gone.
After their vigorous exertions it was no surprise that they fell asleep. When they got up it was obvious that there was one thing that was different - Julie had lost any hesitation in walking around the suite completely nude. When she came out of the shower she started to wrap herself in a towel as usual and decided, 'Why bother, he's seen and used everything already! The heck with it! After dressing, they took a pleasant stroll through the Promenade where there were counters offering "fabulous" sales to grab customers at the end of the second "at sea" day.
They had dinner and were going back down the passageway, pleasantly full and happy about the day's activities and talking about plans for San Juan tomorrow. They hadn't quite gotten to their door when Julie almost shrieked as she saw another envelope taped there. "Oh my god, no! I hoped that there weren't going to be more of those!"
What they didn't know, of course, was that while they were happily fucking and sleeping, Mark was hard at work downloading a large number of sexy pictures of Julie exposed in the whirlpool. That weren't really salacious nor would they be X-rated in what they showed, but they provided real fodder for the EB & T Bulletin - as the two of them were about to discover!
"This is unbelievable! Who the hell is doing this? Obviously it's someone on the ship, but we've ruled out your husband and I'm certain that none of the people I know at the conference are playing a joke on me! It's too damn serious to be a joke anyway. Could your husband have hired someone to do this?"
"Don't be silly. If nothing else, my husband wouldn't have the money to do this. Good heavens, he would have to buy someone a ticket on the ship!"
"Maybe he knew someone who already was on this cruise. Look, I know that that is absurd, but this whole business is off the wall. Well, let's look at what we have this time."
THE EB & T BULLETIN
WE WILL PROVIDE YOU WITH A DOUBLE ISSUE TODAY BECAUSE THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND MR. HENRY JOHNSTONE IS CLEARLY SHOWN TO BE MORE THAN JUST FRIENDS. WE HAD ASSUMED THAT A MARRIED WOMAN SPENDING A WEEK SLEEPING WITH A TWICE DIVORCED MAN WENT BEYOND FRIENDSHIP, BUT WE WERE NOT PRIVILEGED TO SEE INSIDE THEIR STATEROOM SO WE HAD TO MAKE ASSUMPTIONS. HERE ARE TWO PICTURES DISPLAYING MRS. SCHAFFER'S DELIGHTFUL BODY IN A JACUZZI-TYPE WHIRLPOOL WITH MR. JOHNSTONE'S HELPFUL PARTICIPATION! ENJOY!
The two pictures certainly did show Julie's assets clearly. The first showed her arching up, thrusting her bare breasts out for Henry's edification. The second showed her floating, held up by Henry's firm grasp on those breasts, her legs parted with her dark, curly pubic hair nicely exposed!
"Jesus, how did they get those pictures? We were by ourselves, completely alone above the pool. These were taken from right in front of us... right in front of us! You can see every detail, particularly my hair! You're holding my breasts! It's impossible! I...I...I'm scared!"
"I have no answer for any of this. It seems to be impossible but I keep coming back to the idea of motive and that's your assh..." Stopped by an intense glare he had received from Julie, he continued, "sorry, your husband. Are you certain that he knows about us?"
"I can't be absolutely certain, of course, but I think so. I don't believe that phony notice fooled him at all. In addition, when he asked me who was going with me, guilt was written on my face. In addition, Mark has a genius level IQ and he knows me like the back of his hand. I'm certain that the biggest mistake I've ever made or probably ever will make is coming on this cruise. Frankly, I was just arrogant enough to think that he would forgive me, but damn if I know why. I gave up that illusion some time ago. Unfortunately, it's too late now and I don't see why Mark would go through all of this trouble. As the Bulletin says, the assumption of adultery is obvious and should be enough for a divorce."
"That's a real shame, Julie. Maybe it won't be that bad."
"I can always hope, but I'm not optimistic. He warned me about choosing career over my marriage and that's what I did. He said that there would be consequences and I ignored him. In any case, I am still scared about this Bulletin thing. Recovering somewhat, she continued with a wry smile, "They did refer to my 'delightful ' body! It's not all bad!"
"Enough of this! We don't know what's going on and right now there's nothing we can do. Look at the bright side. Tomorrow we dock in San Juan and we can get some clothes! For now, that Beatles Revue we wanted to see is on in twenty minutes. Let's go and find some seats."
The following morning after breakfast, Julie and Henry left the ship and found that the information they had been given was accurate - a short distance from the ship was the promised Ralph Lauren factory store! It wasn't of value to Julie, but Henry was in his element. Within a very short time he had a pile of clothes worth hundreds of dollars at the register. Handing his credit card to the clerk he turned to Julie and said with a beaming smile, "I can't believe it! Shirts, pants, underwear, socks. No more washing my damn shorts and socks each night!"



Then the boom was lowered. "Mr. Johnstone, I'm sorry but your credit card was declined!"
"What! That's impossible! What the hell! Here, use this one instead." Unhappily - for Henry, not Mark - all of his cards were denied. Fortunately, Julie calmed Henry's attack on the messenger, the poor clerk, for, as they started to return to the ship, he offered some advice.
"With your credit cards not working, there is no way you are going to be able to pay the prices we charge. These are cruise port prices! Obviously I am not going to be able to sell you anything so my honest advice to you is for you to go back to your ship and get whatever cash you have. In addition, the ship will give you a limited amount of cash charged to your account with them. Then go to a cheaper place. There are plenty of regular clothing stores in town, but there's a Walmart Supercenter on the Avenida de la Constitucion near here. It's almost walking distance, but a taxi will get you there in less than five minutes."
Julie and a very disgruntled and angry Henry thanked him for his advice and returned to the ship. One thing that she had found out about Henry was that he did not handle crises and setbacks well. This imperturbable man was anything but. "Come on, Henry, calm down. You can figure out what happened to your credit cards later. Let's see how much cash we have and get ourselves to that Walmart store. Damn it, they sell everything we actually need. They won't be fancy brand names but you can get underwear, socks and shirts that will be fine for this trip. Pants too. I probably can get a decent bathing suit - you too for that matter."
Ultimately Henry cooled off and, as the store clerk had said, the large Walmart store was a very short cab ride away. Sometime later they returned with three very large bags, with, humiliatingly, 'Walmart" prominently printed on them. When they got to their suite, Julie joked, "Well, now I can have my Walmart flip flops and my Walmart bikini to go with my Walmart panties and my Walmart bras! Very chic!" She paused, and, as an afterthought, she said, "Henry, we're in Porto Rico, part of the United States! Your phone should work and you can check on your credit cards!"
"My god, you're right! Why the hell didn't I think of that?" He quickly got his phone out and hit the number of his office. While he talked, Julie sat out on the deck and looked over the cruise port at the city of San Juan, thinking, "There's a nice city to tour right over there and here I am just looking instead of visiting! So far all I've seen is a Walmart Supercenter - Wow! I wonder what marvelous thing I'll see next?
It was close to an hour later when Henry appeared at the doorway, his face livid. "Somebody is going to pay for this! I called the office and got Jenny, the secretary. She had two credit cards for me in her desk. It turns out that all my credit card issuers, business and personal, received calls, supposedly from me, indicating that my cards had been lost or stolen. Of course they immediately cancelled the cards and issued new ones - sent to my home or the office! Somebody had all my card numbers!
"Finally, I called the Visa card issued by our own damn bank and, after going through all that question and answer security, they offered to send a replacement card to the ship at our next port of call! Our next port of call is Labadee, Haiti which is nothing but a place owned by Royal Caribbean, not a city. So, they will deliver a replacement card to Charlotte Amalie, St, Thomas! That's better than nothing, but after St. Thomas, we're at sea until we get home so it won't be of much use.
"The big deal, however, is that somebody is fucking with me! My suitcase disappears despite being delivered to the ship, these bulletins and pictures showing us together with their suggestive comments, someone apparently hacking into my records to get my card numbers - this is far more than a joke, far more than a jealous husband! I have no idea about what's going on, but when I find out, somebody's going to suffer!"
"I don't know if this is aimed at you, me or both of us, but it certainly is creepy! It feels like a camera must be aimed at us even there is no one near us. It's really intimidating. Still, I don't know what we can do except ignore it and hope they'll stop if we don't react. Let's look at the bright side. You have regular shirts to wear, plain khaki pants instead of those logo things and, most important, you can quit washing your shorts and socks every night - you have new ones! And I have a bikini which isn't as pretty as I would like, but at least my tits will stay in the top and my pussy hair will stay in my pants!"
She paused, thinking of their purchases and, despite her concerns about being watched, she suddenly laughed. "We bought all this stuff, but one thing we didn't get that you have to have is a suitcase! I can see you putting all these clothes back into those Walmart bags and carrying them through customs! There's something you can use the credit card for in St. Thomas!"
The pleasure they received from finally being able to buy some of the clothing items they, particularly Henry, needed was somewhat diminished by another EB & T Bulletin stuck on their door when returning from dinner. This one drove Henry into another rage-filled tirade for a different reason - he was embarrassed and, in his own mind, humiliated! There was a picture of him and Julie returning from their shopping trip as they made their way through security, those Walmart bags prominently displayed.
THE EB & T BULLETIN
WE HAVE A PICTURE OF OUR TWO INTREPID TOURISTS RETURNING FROM AN OBVIOUSLY SUCCESSFUL SHOPPING TRIP TO THAT EXCLUSIVE HABERDASHERY, WALMART! WE WILL LOOK FORWARD TO SEEING THE ELEGANT AND STYLISH OUTFITS THE ALWAYS WELL-DRESSED MR. JOHNSTONE WILL BE WEARING WHEN HE RETURNS! WE HAVE WONDERED WHERE HE GETS THOSE SUITS, ETC. THAT HE WEARS WITH SUCH PANACHE. NOW WE KNOW AND WE'RE SURE THAT HIS COLLEAGUES HERE AT THE BANK WILL BE DELIGHTED TO SHARE THAT INFORMATION. IT APPEARS THAT MRS. SCHAFFER SHOPS AT THE SAME FASHIONABLE STORES!
This time it was Julie who had to calm Henry down. He was raving as he stomped up and down the room, swearing to inflict serious damage on, first, the person who took the picture, and second, on anyone who responsible for that slander. Julie was upset because the message revealed, once again, that they were under continual surveillance, but this message was far less personal than previous ones. She actually was amused at Henry's behavior at first for he was reacting like a popinjay, but the amusement quickly faded. For some reason that she did not understand fully, he seemed to be extraordinarily concerned about his image - Henry Johnstone just didn't shop at Walmart!! This was pure ego and showed a very shallow, self-centered mentality and further eroded her respect for him.
He finally cooled down and the following two days were largely uneventful. Julie and Henry got off the ship at Labadee and found nothing there to keep them ashore. There really was no beach and, while there were water sports, neither were interested in jet skis, etc. The most interesting thing was watching people zoom down zip lines, four across, from a distant peak. Back on board Julie was able to relax while swimming in a more discreet bikini.
The following day, in St. Thomas, Henry's credit card arrived by courier to his complete satisfaction and his good spirits returned. There was a large mall near the port, but when he offered to look for a cocktail dress or gown for the next, and last, formal attire dinner, Julie declined. Frankly, while attending that dinner in a beautiful gown had its appeal, she just didn't want him to buy it for her. Him doing so the first day of the cruise would have delighted her, but that was no longer the case. Instead of shopping they took a tour up a winding road to a peak from which there was a beautiful view from a thousand feet of the entire harbor. That day there was no bulletin, making the two of them hopeful that the surveillance of them was over.
Actually, Mark spent those two days relaxing, himself. He had watched Julie and Henry moving throughout the ship and knew that there was nothing new to report on. They used the pool, ate and drank, went to shows and, in general, acted like regular passengers - which, of course, they really were. He had studied their behavior in public and found it boring. Still, he learned things. When they rode the glass-walled elevators, they stood separately, almost as if they were not together. Other passengers stood together, often with the man's arm around the woman.
When strolling through the Promenade, they rarely, touched, rarely talked. There always were big sale events - watches, jewelry, logo items, tax free liquor - but not once did he see Julie find something interesting and call Henry over. Actually they walked along together but separate like, for example, an uncle and a niece. Bluntly, no one would ever have taken them for lovers - or, more to the point, two people sharing a stateroom while engaged in an adulterous affair. In fact, other than that very unusual situation in the whirlpool, they had no personal contact outside of their suite.
Inside the suite, however, things were very different in a way, but the same in others. Every day Mark downloaded the recordings of his wife engaged either in sucking or fucking, sometimes both, but he either fast-forwarded through them or else looked for specific behavior. The physical penetration was of far less importance to him than seeing whether his wife was being emotionally involved with that other man. What would have crushed him would have been seeing her in a true love-making situation.
Now five full days and into the sixth, this one an "at sea" or "cruising" day, Mark sat in his cabin contemplating a last Bulletin which he had prepared. Should he put it out for them and, tomorrow do what he had planned before embarking on the cruise from Cape Liberty - i.e. send her the divorce papers. Things had change drastically since he had made his plans for vengeance. Ever since that day when Julie cruelly clicked "send" to cancel their fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise he had assumed that their marriage was over because she had rejected him over Henry and her career.
As he sat there he reviewed the things that had changed his perspective about that assumption. Two things had completely altered that perspective. The first came that second day, of course, when he had been verbally attacked by Henry who, accurately, of course, blamed him for the bulletins, using vulgar language. When Julie erupted and attacked Henry it showed Mark something that he had thought was gone - her respect and her deep and very sincere love for him. This was not grand-standing to impress him. She had no knowledge that she was on camera. She had been seduced by Henry in part by his personal appeal, but also by his role in her career prospects, something that was very important to her. Antagonizing her boss by a vicious verbal attack on him was not likely to improve those prospects, but her reaction was instantaneous and heartfelt.
That visceral, instinctive defense of him caused Mark to sit back, mentally, and reconsider his and Julie's whole relationship - she had put him first without thinking. Later, even when she did have time to think of possible repercussions, she would not permit any derogatory language from Henry. Her clear and deeply felt remorse removed much of the sting of what he had seen as a complete betrayal. Again, this was not a woman caught in adultery by her husband attempting to limit the damage and retribution. It became obvious to him that she honestly did love him and that her relationship with Henry most certainly was not a love affair.
That was the second thing that had altered his view of everything pertaining to this cruise. As said before, Mark watched the recordings looking for specific behavior, specifically emotional behavior, and he didn't find it. It was real love making - the intimate gestures, the lingering kisses, the spontaneous touching, the soulful glances - that he expected and feared, and it wasn't there! Julie never turned down Henry when it came to sex, but she never initiated it. If he wanted oral sex, i.e., to be sucked, she accommodated him and performed fellatio with expert skill but with seemingly no emotional involvement at all.
For practical purposes, the same thing was true in fucking. There was a routine procedure. She would come out of the bathroom completely nude, prepared for bed. Henry would pull her to him, kiss her while fondling and squeezing her breasts and say things about her "lovely tits." He would move down and kiss and nip her nipples while running his hands through her curly pubic hair. After this moderate amount of foreplay, he would move between her legs and, with expertise, use his tongue to arouse her. He would mount her with her hand putting him in and he would fuck her.
When aroused and entered, it wouldn't take long to have her actively participating. Knowing her, Mark expected to see her humping up and down, writhing around as her excitement mounted. He also expected to see her have an orgasm since she was a very passionate woman when engaged in sex. Oddly enough, that didn't particularly disturb him. What he really dreaded never happened! Not once during all the times they had sex did Julie say anything that even hinted as emotional closeness. Henry occasionally addressed her as "honey" or "dear," and once as "sweetheart," but she never called him anything but Henry.
Other telling evidence came from the only two times he tried to enter her without cunnilingus first. In both cases he had kissed her and played with and fondled her breasts but he was so eager to fuck her that he omitted licking her. On neither occasion was he able to penetrate her because she was almost completely dry. Neither he nor his tit fondling had done anything for her. He had to pull back and use his tongue to lubricate her cunt sufficiently to get into her.
The same lack of emotional connection was shown after having intercourse. There was no afterplay other than a few brief kisses and a few routine, pro forma comments - was it good for you, yes, I loved it, etc. In every case it was obvious that, despite having an orgasm, Julie's reaction was more of relief that it was over than recalling the pleasure. There were several occasions in which it appeared to Mark that she had actually faked the orgasm. Even after that first fucking he had seen that Julie's smile afterwards was clearly forced, almost a grimace!
This question of orgasms became more important when Mark began going through the sex scenes for the purpose of grabbing still pictures from the recordings to make prints to show adultery. Usually he fast forwarded through those recordings so there was no sound, but now, as he selected separate scenes, he became aware of something unexpected. "What the hell!" was his reaction? He went to other scenes, listening to Julie as the climax was reached, and then jumping ahead to the next passion point. Finally, after going through five days and nights of watching his wife being fucked, he sat back and thought, "I'll be damned!
"I counted ten times when he screwed her and she didn't have a real orgasm with any of them!" As recounted before, whenever Julie reached orgasm she emitted a shrill melodic exclamation of pleasure. The sound that Mark always teased her about "hurting his ears," just wasn't there! "She undoubtedly went off at some level while they were fucking, but she never had her usual powerful explosive orgasm! Even more, as I said, I really believe that she faked it a couple of times! Man, this is not what I would have expected! He certainly doesn't do it for her!"
So, the emotional connection was not there nor was there the excitement of a great sexual experience. What was there? Well one thing that Mark did discover as he watched them closely those first two days - and nights - was the grip Henry had on her. She wasn't exactly obsequious in dealing with him but she showed a submissive side to her personality that Mark had never seen before.
He didn't order her around, but any suggestion was virtually a command and any statement was seen as gospel. Their relationship that first day was still mentor-novice. She obviously had great respect for him and by the time they boarded the ship, her mind had been thoroughly seduced and her body was ready. The biggest surprise that first day was just how completely subservient she was to him and it explained better than words how she had been conned into forsaking her marriage and her husband.
If that situation had continued, things undoubtedly would have ended as Mark had expected when he embarked on creating the "cruise from hell," but changes began almost immediately with Henry's missing clothes. It was Henry's ranting and raving, with invective, that revealed a side of him that she had never seen. His ultimate mistake, of course, was attacking her husband and bringing out the totally unexpected "momma bear protecting her cubs" reaction. Not only did that reaction cause Mark to reassess his feelings about Julie, it changed the relationship between Julie and Henry. It broke the thrall he had over her and, suddenly he wasn't the dominant figure he had been.
The suitcase rant and his attack on Mark began the complete disillusioning of Julie vis-à-vis Henry. It was partly familiarity - instead of seeing Henry as that formal, impeccably dressed handsome man, she now saw him either in pick-up clothes or, frequently, naked. She heard his irascible complaints instead of carefully thought out, carefully modulated comments. In other words she was spending a week with a real person instead of an icon! She became an iconoclast! She had been seduced, but reality eroded what it was based on. In many ways she was a very different person as the cruise approached its end than she had been they boarded.
Mark was certain that she really loved him and he knew that he loved her. He still had questions about what their relationship could be. What did he want? That was the real question. Could he get past what she had done before the cruise as well as her physical intimacy with Henry on the ship? He was pondering a question that Dear Abby (or was it her sister, Ann Landers) told betrayed wives to ask themselves when deciding to go or stay, "Are you better off with him or without him!"
Obviously, it's the same question that husbands, like Mark, should ask. He knew he preferred to be with her, but not with the queen bitch. What would she be like when she returned home - still with her obsessive commitment to her career? What would her relationship be with Henry when he was back in his normal surroundings? He decided to wait and see. Meantime, he would go ahead with a current bulletin he had prepared and to his preset plans for the last day.
Consequently, when Julie and Henry returned from dinner with plans to attend a musical revue in the Palace Theatre later, they found the usual white envelope taped to their door. Julie was almost in tears as she pulled it off and carried it into the room. "Dear god, I thought that we were finished with these! Whoever is doing this has kept it up the entire cruise and I've dreaded seeing one on the door every time we come down the passageway. I had finally thought it was over. What does the damn thing sat this time?"
Henry opened, looked at it and, without comment, passed it to her. The tears did come this time as she read:
THE EB & T BULLETIN:
OUR READERS BACK HOME HAVE BEEN INQUIRING ABOUT THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN MRS. JULIE SCHAFER AND HER HUSBAND SINCE SHE APPEARS TO BE QUITE INTIMATE WITH OUR MR. HENRY JOHNSTONE. WITH BETTER INTERNET CONNECTIONS AVAILABLE IN ST. THOMAS, WE FINALLY WERE ABLE TO GET IN CONTACT WITH THE HUSBAND, ONE MR. MARCUS SCHAFER. MR. SCHAFER ACKNOWLEDGES THAT HE IS WELL AWARE OF HIS WIFE'S ADULTEROUS RELATIONSHIP WITH MR. JOHNSTONE AND IS IN THE PROCESS OF TAKING THE OBVIOUS STEPS TO REMEDY THE SITUATION.



Julie sat on the end of the bed, softly sobbing as she asked, "Henry, do you think that they really have been sending these things back home? Did they really get in touch with Mark? What...what do you think will happen is this is spread around our office - or even the whole bank?"
For the first time in a while it was Henry calming Julie down. "I don't believe it for a minute. The internet service on this ship is so slow that it would be impossible to transmit the pictures they've had in these bulletins. This is nothing but a deliberate attempt to harass us - which is why I still believe that your husband is behind it! Who else would think that it's worthwhile? He certainly isn't on board, but he had to have arranged this somehow!"
"Well, whoever is doing it has succeeded! I...I know that this is adultery and I have hurt my husband horribly and being reminded of it like this is awful. But I deserve it!" Finally, she blotted her eyes and gave Henry a timorous smile. "Well, at least there were no provocative pictures with this one! My new suit kept my tits and hair hidden! Let's go down to the theatre. It's early but we can get good seats. I don't feel like staying here."
The following day was a typical last day of a cruise - sorry to see it end, but eager to get home. It was a very nervous day for Julie because tomorrow would tell her a great deal about her future. Julie had attended several of the seminars held on the "at sea" days including a wrap up that afternoon and actually had done some networking so the official reason for being on the cruise was satisfied. Henry didn't bother. They did a lot of things for the last time and after dinner they put their packed suitcases outside their door so they could be collected and removed to be taken to the terminal tomorrow and picked up there after disembarking. They left the suite to attend a last stage show and returned to their suite.
Suddenly, as they returned and came down the corridor, Henry let out a curse as he saw another envelope taped to the door. "Jesus Christ, they just won't quit, will they! Whoever is doing this should be shot! They've had us looking over our shoulders this entire damn cruise!"
However, as they reached their doorway, they saw that this envelope was different from the others. Instead of a blank, white surface, this one had "JULIE" in large print on it. As she nervously and apprehensively opened it, she pulled out a pretty "Happy Anniversary" card. She had been all too aware that this was August 23, but this was totally unexpected. It contained a trite message containing the usual platitudes, but a much more personal and painful note was written below.
"Dear Julie,
This has always been a very important day for us and tomorrow was to see us embarking or our long-planned fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise and, perhaps, starting a family. There are no words to tell you how regretful I am that it is not to be. It was just about a month ago that I tearfully said that our marriage was a wonderful thing but you killed it. I find myself every day with my eyes filled with smoke.
Mark"
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"Dear Julie,
This has always been a very important day for us and tomorrow was to see us embarking or our long-planned fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise and, perhaps, starting a family. There are no words to tell you how regretful I am that it is not to be. It was just about a month ago that I tearfully said that our marriage was a wonderful thing but you killed it. I find myself every day with my eyes filled with smoke.
Mark"
Those words written on an anniversary card were like a knife driven into Julie's heart. She collapsed on the bed, curling up and sobbing as remorse and sorrow overcame her. It was the final blow to her hope of Mark's continuing love and she just collapsed into a stupor, not even able to think.
There was sex that last night and while Julie's body was involved with it, her mind was somewhere else. She let Henry do what he wanted, but she wasn't participating - her body was but not she. He licked her cunt to get her wet enough to enter, but it wasn't enough. He had her use her mouth to lubricate his cock and he was finally able to penetrate her but she did not, in any significant way, take part. It wasn't like fucking a dead body because she was warm and soft, but she showed about the same level of involvement. It was a very somber end to a week-long cruise.
The following morning was a drear one despite sunshine. There was no happy homecoming awaiting her. She and Henry waited until their disembarking time arrived, entered the vast terminal storage area, found their luggage, went through customs and found the limo waiting for them. It was a long ride home for Julie, dreading what she would find. She opened the door, Henry put her suitcase inside and, with a brief token kiss goodbye, she was alone in an obviously empty house.
She walked through the living toward the kitchen, stopping to look into what had been Mark's office and, as she had feared, found it emptied of all his belongings. That would have been heartbreaking, but that breaking had already been done. Surprisingly, things got even worse when she turned into the kitchen. There on the table she saw a thin pile of papers and beside then a stack of photos with half a dozen others arranged separately.
To her absolute horror, those photos depicted her and Henry in a series of adulterous activities. The two of them nude and engaged in a torrid kiss. Her on her knees with Henry's cock buried in her mouth. Henry performing cunnilingus as she held her legs up and open. Henry on her, her legs over his shoulders with his cock visible and half way into her cunt as he fucked her. The last showing Henry's cock withdrawing from her cunt which was already leaking cum.
Julie almost fainted as she saw this vivid evidence of her adultery. It was so graphic, so explicit - so obscene! Seeing herself in those pictures literally turned her stomach and she almost threw up as she thought of Mark having also seen them. That thought brought another even greater feeling of dismay and revulsion as she suddenly realized that he must, somehow, have taken these photos! Then, even worse, she saw a DVD disc lying there labeled, "The Julie and Henry Show, An X-Rated Cruise." The whole situation was just too shocking for her mind to encompass.
Then, more confusing, how did this stuff get there? She and Henry left the ship, had a limo waiting and drove directly home. How did Mark get all of these things to the house, carefully arrange them and leave before she got there? Actually, the explanation of that was simple. Mark signed up for Express Walk Off and, after breakfast, left the ship at 7:30, carrying his own luggage, quickly cleared customs and was met by Jerry. By the time they got to the house he had been filled in on the happenings of the last week and arrangements were made for a meeting with Jon. Julie and Mark were in the group disembarking at 8:45. Mark even had time for a leisurely walk-through to check that everything he wanted had been moved to his new apartment. No problem!
Julie didn't know those things, of course, but it was, in her mind, just one more mystery which bedeviled her. He couldn't have been on the ship - he was not on the passenger list - yet everything else pointed to him being there. These pictures obviously had been taken in their suite so they had to have been brought here this morning. How? Those questions and a myriad of others tumbled around in her brain, but suddenly her focus moved from those horrendous pictures to the pile of papers beside them. On top of them she suddenly saw a typed message from Mark.
"Dear Julie,
Please believe me when I say that I did not leave those pictures out just to humiliate or embarrass you. I thought that it would be best if we immediately - and graphically - remove any question of what your recent cruise involved. Those actions plus the spiteful and callous cancellation of our own cruise last month explain my turning to divorce and why I expect you to acquiesce in my decision. Since I was completely ignorant of all the legal requirements for divorce, I assume the same is true of you so I will spell out the procedures.
In Pennsylvania there are two major types of divorce. The first is a 'fault' divorce in which the plaintiff (me in our case) has grounds and is, in effect, suing the defendant (you) for the divorce. In this case the grounds would be adultery which, of course, I can prove with the pictures here on the table.
However, I'm sure that we both of would prefer a less acrimonious and confrontational case. The second option is a 'mutual consent' or 'no fault' divorce. The form on the table is that type and was prepared by my lawyer. In addition to that form, we each have to prepare and sign an affidavit in which we declare that our relationship is 'irretrievably broken.' You will find an affidavit that my lawyer has prepared for you to sign. If you want changes in it, please contact him. Otherwise, just sign it and the divorce petition and mail it to him in the envelope he provided. He will take them to the Court of Common Pleas in our region and handle everything without us personally getting involved.
We also need to have an agreement on the distribution of our assets, few as they are. I have paid all of our outstanding bills, including credit cards. I split our checking and savings accounts and kept half. The records of that split are there for you to check. I put your half into our joint checking account, but you need to get an account in your own name and cancel the joint account. You can keep your 401k. My lawyer included a note that our financial arrangements are mutually acceptable. If you agree, please initial the note and put it in the envelope.
I have taken the things - furniture, kitchen stuff, etc. - that I need for my apartment. If I took something that you really want, let my lawyer know and I'll return it. The lease on the house runs to the end of September and you can renew it or find another place by October 1. The rest of the furniture and everything left in the house is yours to keep or dispose of.
I don't think that I have to tell you that I am horribly disappointed the way things have gone for us. I honestly believed that we would have many anniversaries after the fifth one but things don't always work out the way we want. Things just went too far, the gulf between us too wide, to stay together. It was a wonderful nine years with you, especially the last five, and I will always be thankful that we had them.
If you need to send a message to me you can do so through my lawyer. If you wish, we can arrange a meeting, in person or telephone, but I will not initiate it. Regardless, I wish you the absolute best in the future, both in your career and your life.
Mark."
It goes without saying that reading that message led to a new outburst of tears which just didn't want to stop flowing. Julie walked through the house in which they had been so happy. There wasn't a sign of Mark left in it. The movers had taken everything and left the house immaculate but, to Julie, they also had also removed its heart. Without Mark, it was just a shell with Julie lost in it. It was no longer a home.
She was supposed to return to work the following day, but just couldn't do it. She called in and said that something had upset her system. It didn't seem right after missing a full week, but she just couldn't stop breaking into tears occasionally and her hands were actually quivering when she tried to write. She longed to see Mark or, at least, talk to him, but she just didn't have the nerve to do so. Her behavior had been so contemptible and her actions so unforgivable that it seemed that an apology would be meaningless. Finally she was able to compose a short letter to Mark and put it in a separate envelope addressed it to him and put it in the larger envelope with the divorce papers - which she very reluctantly had signed.
"Dearest Mark,
There is no way in which I can apologize for my outlandish behavior during the last several months, much less my adulterous behavior on the cruise. I won't ask you to forgive me because what I have done is really unforgivable. I have no excuse for what I have done and I can't even plead ignorance for my adultery on the cruise. I knew perfectly well what was going to happen but I could see no way out without damaging my career hopes, so I was like Vicky in the Red Shoes, choosing career over love - and I was even worse because she never committed adultery.
I realized that Henry was trying to seduce me and I just didn't have the courage to reject him. On several occasions I went into the office to end things with him, but I just didn't. After the night that I was so indescribably cruel and heartless about cancelling our cruise I was determined the next day to refuse to go on the cruise even if it hurt my chances for promotion, but I chickened out again. After that I was lost.
In any case, I have no intention to ask you forgiveness or to besiege you with pleas to come home. The thing that makes it all worse is that I am the sole cause of killing our marriage and I never will forgive myself, much less asking you to do so. When I look at those pictures I accept that there is no way to salvage our marriage. I have signed the papers and will mail them to your lawyer tomorrow morning.
It may be hard to believe that I still love you from the bottom of my heart and I'm sure that that will never change. You gave me a marriage filled with companionship and love and I perversely killed it. I pray that your next wife gives you the life you deserve.
With deepest love and regret,
Julie."
By Tuesday, she had settled down enough to go to work and found a peculiar atmosphere prevailing. Happily, she was greeted by the staff members with no arched eyebrows or knowing looks. It appeared that her attendance at the cruise conference was seen as just that, not an adulterous tryst. Actually, Julie, unlike Henry, had attended enough meetings and seminars that such a belief was plausible. Of course, there were some comments about what her behavior probably was, but that was harmless teasing.
The real change was in Henry. Julie had wondered what their relationship would be like after returning and she had absolutely no interest in it being sexual. She feared that he might have different ideas, but, instead, he had no conversation with her that was not business related. In addition, he was very tense and short with her and everyone else. Apparently, during the week that they had been gone on the cruise, several officials in different departments had been called into the office of the CEO and decided to accept early retirement or to "resign to seek other opportunities."
Later that afternoon, just before the work day ended, Henry received a message requiring him to join a meeting with the CEO, Sidney Ballard, and members of the board. That was the last time that Julie ever saw Henry Johnstone. The following morning she was called into the office of a new senior vice president who informed her that Mr. Johnstone had joined those other executives who sought those other opportunities and no longer were employees of the bank, i.e. he had been fired!
Julie heard this with dismay, not because of concern for Henry but because she expected to share his fate just as she had shared his bed on the cruise. To her amazement, she was informed that investigations had indicated that she had been virtually running her division as administrative assistant before the cruise. With Mr. Johnstone no longer with them, she would replace him on a probationary basis. It was an awkward position since the head of the asset management division usually was a junior vice president, but she was both too young and inexperienced for a promotion to that rank. She would, however, get a substantial raise immediately and title determined in six months.
Julie had entered the office fearing that she would be fired and came out with a raise and a promotion, even if without the elevated title. She has a sudden surge of gratitude toward Henry for, whatever his motive, he had moved her above more experienced employees. He had, again regardless of his motive, mentored her and gave her the opportunity to prove herself - which she had. However, she guiltily admitted to herself that she was glad that he was gone. She no longer had the problem about his sexual expectations toward her and she had just been given a tremendous boost up the ladder in her career.
She walked out of the office on top of the world, happy with a rosy future open before her. It is startling how quickly euphoria can turn to sorrow! Her first thought as the door closed behind her was, "This is so wonderful! I can't wait to tell Mark!" The thought had barely formed in her mind when reality bore down on her. Mark was gone! The person who always had been there, supporting her, encouraging her and cheering her accomplishments was gone. Others would congratulate her, be happy for her and she would be proud of herself again, but it never would be the same.
Speaking of Mark, he had been well aware of the firings - which is what they actually were - the day after his return. Monday morning he met with his lawyer, Jon Scribner, and got the news. "I told you that we might be able to have everything cleared up before you got back, and we did so. As you know, Jerry had his people working on the case and had no trouble getting the evidence needed. I'll tell you, I find it hard to believe that intelligent men can be so stupid about emails these days! Jerry ended up with over a hundred emails where these clowns described what they did and the women they did it to - bragging. Idiots!
He grinned conspiratorially as he continued, "Of course, I have no idea as to how they got those emails and they certainly couldn't have been used in a court case, but they damn sure exposed what was going on when I privately showed them to the CEO, Sidney Ballard. He was absolutely livid! In addition to that evidence, Jerry was able to get the names of almost twenty women who were seduced to keep their jobs or receive promotions. There were seven men involved in these seductions, five very seriously. Four of the five have been fired and Johnstone will be today or tomorrow. The other two were demoted.
"You'll be pleased that your wife's job is secure and, in fact, she'll probably be promoted with a raise in salary since she apparently was very good. They even found an email in which Johnstone admitted that after a few months she knew more than he did about asset management. Ballard guaranteed that she would be treated fairly and her name would not be included in any discussion of the sex scandal. Unfortunately, the other women who were named are to receive financial compensation but, since her name is not on the list, she will not."
"Well, her salary is pretty high and, with a raise, certainly is more than enough for a single person to live well."
"What are you going to do about the divorce?"
"I left the divorce form and the other things on the table in the house with a note asking her to sign them and return them to you. I also told her that, if necessary, to communicate with me through you. If she really wants to talk to me, just give her my cell number. What I'll do next I really don't know. When she went on that cruise I went along to get explicit evidence of her adultery and I certainly got that. On the other hand, I saw behavior that proved that this was anything but a love affair and that Johnstone actually had seduced her and that her remorse was genuine. I know that I still love her and, after what I heard her say, she loves me as much as ever.
"When I came to see you the first time it was the result of some totally reprehensible things she said and the total lack of respect she showed for me. I saw no way I could accept them and stay with her. Those things basically came from her obsessive desire for career success. When not thinking of advancement and Henry Johnstone, she was the same loving person she always had been. Then she would turn into what I called her queen bitch persona. It may very well be that being back in her business environment will resurrect the almost manic, aggressive desire to move up at any cost. That may prove to be the real Julie. If so, that divorce will go through.
"If, on the other hand, the normally hard working but not obsessive Julie, the one who I knew and loved for years, is resuscitated, it most likely will change things. I still have the images of her with Johnstone my mind, and I don't know if I can expunge them form my memories - or, at least, cause them to fade. However, those physical actions are far less important than respect and love and she demonstrated those things for me on the cruise. Regardless, I am not going to act one way or the other until I see how things develop. When you get the divorce forms from her, just hold them. Sooner or later I have to decide on my future with or without her. When she left on the cruise, 'without' seemed certain. I'm surprised, but 'with' is now is a real possibility.
**************************************************************
Almost a full year later it was August again. Julie was sitting at her desk trying to decide whether to go to the library for a little research on a paper she was finishing or, instead, to just go home. Home was winning out when the phone rang. "Hi Judie, it's Margaret.
"Yes, I can see that."
"Oh yeah, I guess caller ID does work, doesn't it. Anyway, I know that you are about to leave, but I've got a problem. I'm at Chauncey's with a possible big time donor and I just got a call from my baby sitter. My daughter fell down and hurt her leg and I have to get home. The guy says that he can come back another day, but I hate to let a live one get away without telling him more about our organization. I hate to ask, but could you come over and give him some background on our program, at least the money side of it?"
"Ok, Margaret, I guess I can spare a few minutes, but you owe me!"
"Wonderful! I'll introduce you and hurry home and you can tell him why we are worth lots of money!"
Five minutes later Julie walked into Chauncey's and saw Margaret sitting at a table talking to a man. Seeing Julie coming toward her, Margaret stood up, saying, "Oh good, here's our financial expert now! The man stood up and turned around, hesitated for a moment and said, simply, "Hello, Julie, this is a surprise."
"Hello Mark, it's been a long time." Julie's eyes filled with unshed tears but she managed to get control of herself before Margaret noticed.
"I gather that you two know each other."
"Yes, Margaret, this is my hus...ex-husband. You hurry on home and check on your daughter. I can tell Mark what he needs to know."
When Margaret was gone, they sat down and just looked at each other without speaking. Finally, Mark broke the awkward silence, saying, "You're looking good Julie."



"You do too, Mark. I hear that you've done well with your company. Maybe you can make a contribution and make Margaret happy!"
"Well I'm sure that we can work something out." He just looked at Julie's face with an intense stare almost as if he were searching for something.
Julie withstood his scrutiny as long as she could. Finally, her equanimity and self-control failed and she burst into tears. "Oh, Mark, I'm so sorry! I wanted so badly to come see you and apologize when I got back, but I didn't have the courage. I hurt you so badly that I just couldn't face you. I...I just ran away after I signed the papers. It was all my fault and I just wanted to get out of the way." Tears were streaming down her face as she talked.
Mark reached across the table and gripped her arm. "That's enough of that, Julie! I didn't come over here to criticize you or have you to criticize yourself. Of course I didn't expect to see you today!"
"Obviously I didn't expect you either - in fact, I really didn't expect to see you again, period! I feel so unbelievably guilty, but you're here now and, damn it, I...I want to unburden myself if you'll let me. I know that you must hate me and I certainly hate myself. You've been very kind to me - going with 'mutual consent' on the divorce papers instead of charging me with adultery, forcing the bank to keep me in my job, not letting anyone see those pictures you took! I...I'm still horribly embarrassed when I even think of them! I so much wanted to thank you, but, as I said, I didn't have the nerve to face you."
"Julie, I'll listen to anything you want to tell me. Maybe we can find a more private and more comfortable place if you want to talk."
"We...we could go to my apartment if you want to. We could stop and get a pizza. Look, I know that this is an imposition and maybe you don't really want to hear me, but since I've started, I would like to explain - not excuse - my stupid, unforgivable behavior."
"First, Julie, I do not hate you! You did hateful things which obviously were hurtful. I never understood some of your behavior so maybe both of us would get something out of it. Your apartment would be fine and pizza would be good. It's not the way I intended to spend the evening, but it may be worthwhile. Is your car parked near here?"
She gave a timorous laugh as she replied. "No, I rarely drive anymore. My apartment is right in town so I use the city bus most of the time. It's much cheaper and I don't much money coming in. My job doesn't pay well - it's a non-profit after all. In addition, I'm officially only part time. Maybe you heard, but I'm working on a graduate degree at the Wharton School at the University of Pennsylvania."
"Yeah, I did hear about. What's going on? Wait, let's get my car and I'll drive you home and you can tell me about it."
With Mark carrying the pizza, Julie unlocked her door and they entered a small living-dining-kitchen room. She laughed as Mark looked around. "It's small and certainly not luxurious, but it's just for me! There's a bedroom and bathroom through that door and that's it. Cheap and big enough for one person. Anyway, it's better than a studio apartment - at least I have a separate bedroom. Come on, let's eat"
"Are you having money problems? I thought that you were pretty well fixed."
"No, I'm certainly not destitute. I was given a raise at the bank when they promoted me and I saved most of my salary. I really had nothing to spend it on. Then when I resigned I got a nice severance package which was a pleasant surprise since I really wasn't expecting anything. Then, you left me my 401K. Still, while I certainly was pretty well off when I left the bank, I had nothing coming in so it was best to be careful. Of course, I voluntarily gave up that steady income so I knew what I was doing.
"However, the tuition and fees at Wharton are really high so it's prudent to limit my expenses. It's funny though. After you guys sold out to Google for some outrageous sum, several would-be lawyers at school said I should have delayed our divorce so that I could have shared in the bonanza! I just laughed at them and told them that I was in a hurry to put the divorce behind me. Man, did I get some weird looks! If it's not a secret or you just don't want to talk about it, how much did you get?"
"Well, first we decided that we didn't want an IPO - we just weren't interested in running a business. Once we decided to sell, we had a bidding war behind the scenes, with Goggle, Microsoft, and Yahoo seriously competing. That jacked the price up since none of them wanted to lose to the others. Unbelievably, we ended up with almost three billion dollars in a stock-cash trade. Actually, it was a bit more than that because they took over our debt, too. About a billion of it was in cash to split up. We had four of us sharing the big bucks. Ed Swington and Jerry Swartz got the most as originators, Ed Johnson and I came next and about fifteen others became instant millionaires. I ended up with about 250 million plus a bunch of Google stock which probably is worth twice that."
"My god, maybe I should have held out longer! No, honestly, I'm not the least bit envious. You worked very long and very hard and if anyone deserved to get $250 million dollars - which, frankly I doubt - it's you! I can't even imagine that much money!"
"Well, it was a lot of money, but, putting it into perspective, Google paid 3.1 billion dollars for Double Click in 2007 and that was almost a decade ago. Prices have soared since then and those companies talk billions like they did millions not long age. I agree, though, that the numbers are impossible to comprehend. Who can picture a billion of anything? I still think in thousands, not even millions! However, it means I can do things I never dreamed of when we were at Penn State." He paused and wryly smiled as he continued, "I get a lot of mail these days from Penn State's University Development office and the Office of Gift Planning! Word gets around fast! That's how I met Margaret and reconnected with you, of course. Life certainly changes fast when you get money, for the better in this case!"
As they ate the pizza, Julie explained her change of occupation. "I didn't know what was going to happen when Henry and I got home, but I was totally shocked when he was fired. That isn't how it was described, of course, but he actually was fired with five others. Frankly, when I heard about him I expected to be fired, myself, but I guess I was seen as an innocent party. In any case, as you know I was retained and, since I knew the division, I was put in charge of it. I did a very good job - no false modesty - and it turned out that if I stayed I was going to be made a junior vice president next year, Henry's old position, the youngest person ever to get that status.
"Something in me had changed through. For whatever reason, I've just lost that driving desire to climb the corporate ladder. I thought about it for weeks to make sure that it was what I wanted to do and, finally I just resigned. Boy, did that cause a fuss. Nobody would believe that I was just deliberately leaving a high paying, prestigious position voluntarily. Suddenly I was called to the office of the CEO of the whole system, Mr. Ballard, and that was when I discovered how kind you had been to me. He needed to be assured that I wanted to leave since he had made a promise to your lawyer that I would be treated fairly. I...I wanted to call you right then and thank you, but I didn't have the nerve.
"In any case, you know that I always had thought of taking some graduate courses and I had nothing to do in the evening after we got back from the cruise. To fill in the time I got the idea of taking a graduate course on the internet. I checked Penn State's World Campus and enrolled for a course and loved it. It's the top ranked internet college in the country and I can see why. Anyway, after leaving the bank I had an epiphany, why not do what I had always wanted - go to graduate school! I wanted to stay in Philadelphia so I applied for and was accepted at the Wharton School in finance and I did very well in a couple of courses in the spring. As a result, I applied for and received enough student aid to take courses this fall and, this may shock you, I'm actually thinking of going for a PhD. You know, of course, that I've always loved school and have done well, so that is my plan now. I'll keep working part time with Margaret with asset management."
"Wow, that is quite a story and you really surprised me. When I heard that you had left the bank I assumed that you had lost that extreme desire to climb what you called the 'corporate ladder' and crack that glass ceiling. Maybe your obvious success in running your division removed the need to prove yourself. Whatever, I admire your courage to make such a drastic decision. I'm sure that you will do well in graduate school."
"Thank you! That makes me feel good. However, a lack of courage is part of what I wanted to talk about." She hesitated as she tried to put her thoughts in order, but she found it very difficult to do. Finally, she blurted out, " Damn it, Mark, after waiting almost a year to talk to you l...l don't know how to start. Look, I'm ashamed of myself and the way I've acted and the things I did. I'm not in any way trying to defend myself - what I did was wrong and I know that I hurt you very badly. I can't forgive myself and I certainly am not going to ask you to do so. What I want to do is explain some things, not excuse them.
"The simple truth is that Henry seduced me! I can't tell you how hard is to say that! It's like when someone is scammed by a con artist but won't complain to the cops because they're too embarrassed to admit that they were so gullible. Henry was wonderful. He promoted me over people with a lot more experience and really helped me when I got started. He stayed an extra half hour every day to mentor me. He was important, always impeccably dressed, imperturbable when problems arose and, significantly, he was charismatic. He became like an idol to me I respected him so much and believed everything he said.
"The first sign of trouble, although I didn't recognize it at the time, was when he hugged me one day when I really had been a success at something - I don't even remember what. He started hugging me every day before I left the office. I wasn't totally naive and I heard a little warning in my head but at first I thought that I was being silly and, anyway, I liked it. The next step did ring alarm bells. One night he gave me a quick kiss as he hugged me and I knew that I had a problem.
"Why didn't I stop it right then? Two reasons. Partly, again, I admit that I liked it but mostly - and this is worse - I didn't want to risk my job. He started hugging and kissing me every day when I left and I rationalized it by thinking that it really wasn't important. I honestly felt no sexual attraction to him, but I just didn't think that those little things really mattered. Bluntly, the whole thing was corrupting. I was doing well, practically running the division, the boss was interested in me and, well, it all went to my head. I saw nothing wrong with what I was doing with Henry. I was important in the division and my career path was clear. That's when I became what you called a 'queen bitch.' One day I was brought to earth when you finally blew up at me.
"That was an eye opener and suddenly I saw myself as I was. I was inundated by guilt. I saw Henry's action as what they were and that I was going toward trouble. You had warned me about Henry's intentions, but I had ignored you, but now I saw the truth. Right then I promised myself that I would end that stuff the next day even if it damaged my relationship with him. I have thought and thought, analyzed and analyzed but to this day I have come up with no explanation of the power Henry had over me. I walked into the office determined to end his seduction efforts as I now saw them, but, somehow I just didn't do it. I just didn't have the courage to risk antagonizing him and probably damage my career!
"I did pull back a bit and the kiss was more perfunctory than it had been, but I didn't end it. However, for a while I did back off on the arrogant attitude that I had adopted, but I never backed off with Henry. You and I argued steadily about the cruise with you questioning me on who would be going with me and me saying I didn't know. Guilt led me to be defensive and the gap between us grew. Finally I did ask Henry and got the answer I feared and I know that my face had guilt all over it when I came home. When you asked again I got even more defensive and really exploded. That told you what was going to happen and you quit asking.
"Then, of course, the horrible event occurred. You explained about the refund if we cancelled our cruise and you prepared that email to our travel agent and asked me to make the decision. I did the cruelest thing I have ever done! I was arrogant and full of myself and I instantly clicked 'send' before you barely had turned away. Not even giving you the courtesy of pretending to think about it. I stared at you in the most smug, condescending way possible and prepared for another major confrontation that I would lord over you. I have absolutely no explanation for my attitude, but I guess that the 'queen bitch' had emerged again.
"I looked up at you disdainfully and briefly saw hate in your eyes, hate that changed to love and grief immediately and, unbelievably, tears flowed down your cheeks. I could have died when I saw that and the grief hit me too. Then you quoted 'Smoke Gets in Your eyes' and said that I had killed something wonderful! Mark, you turned away and my mind screamed at me to run after you and plead for you to forgive me, but my body just stayed sitting there."
"I sat there for almost an hour, not even thinking, before I forced myself to go upstairs to the bedroom. I went to bed and cried, wondering how I had gotten into this situation but seeing no way out. Finally I fell asleep and woke up around 3:00 AM and found myself alone. I got up and went down to your office and saw you slumped down in you recliner and all the love I had for you overwhelmed me. I took off your shoes and covered you up and went back to bed. Finally, the fog that had been in my brain faded away and I decided that I had to stop this.
"I promised myself that I was going to get up early, head to my office and call our travel agent before she could act on that cancelation. Then I was going to see Mr. Devon and tell him that I was not going on the conference cruise. I decided that I would do that regardless of any consequences because you and our marriage were more important than any job. I got up early the following morning, dressed, looked in on you and headed to the bank. I walked in and headed for the office to make the call - and never got there. Whether it was just horrible bad luck or he suspected something, Henry was there early. He was always late, but there he was early!
"Before I could make any protest or tell him of my intentions, he pulled me into his office, put his arms around me and kissed me. I have absolutely no idea of what the power was that he had over me, but my good intentions and my promises to myself just faded away and I was lost again. I'll swear, it was as if he was like Svengali and he had hypnotized me. Whatever it was, when we were alone he completely dominated me. He was my idol because of what he had done for me and he certainly was a confident and charismatic man, so that was part of it. The other part, the larger part I believe, was my ambition.
"My horrible actions of last night had pushed my career objectives into the background, but they returned like an avalanche with Henry's help. Whoever or whatever was the cause, it was my lack of integrity and courage which permitted it. Regardless of anything else, I knew what I was doing was wrong - my feeling of guilt proved that. Unfortunately, that was the last time that I had a real opportunity to change the course of events. If I didn't have the courage to confront Henry and my own ambitious desires, that day, it wasn't going to happen.
"As would be expected, when I drove home that night I felt awful. I berated myself for I had placed my career prospects over what I knew was right and wrong. Even worse, I had postponed ending Henry's seduction efforts. No, that's wrong! I had moved further along the road to adultery, but I couldn't admit that although I think that I knew it.
"During that whole period I thought to myself that it was as if I were two people in one body. Part of me was so devoted to my career advancement that I would make almost any concession to protect it - including going on a cruise that almost certainly would end in adultery. I didn't recognize it at the time, but afterwards I even thought that my earlier decision to stay on the pill was an unconscious acceptance of the possibility. Certainly Henry had an easier path to seducing me that he should have. I think he recognized pretty quickly that my Achilles' heel was my ambition.
"The other person in my body was someone wracked with guilt, knowing that what I was doing was wrong but not being able to stop it. I don't know how many times I left the office feeling smug and happy and by the time I was home I was almost crying and, as I said, wracked with guilt. How one person could be dragged in two such different directions is beyond me.
"Unfortunately, bit by bit, the career side won out and I convinced myself that while what I was doing was wrong, everything would work out in the end. By the time I was coming home that night I had somehow convinced myself that things would be ok and that we could get past this cruise and have our own honeymoon cruise later. How on earth I could conceivably think that after the previous night I have no idea. I swear that my fixation on my career somehow divorced me from reality. Darn, I shouldn't use the word 'divorce' - the very word hurts!
"Inexplicable as it is, the only question in my mind when I got home that day was what I would find in the house. Would you even be there, would I be facing a tirade or, almost worse, would I face that defeated, downcast husband from the night before. I walked in and immediately smelled dinner and saw you with a smile on your face as you greeted me. There just are no words to describe the shock I felt.
"The whole evening it was as if I were in a dream world. We had a couple of almost regular days and I guess I began to think that you were ok with everything I had planned. Then, of course, I mentioned the cruise and you frightened me with your emphatic demand that I not use that word or refer to it. That told me that your calm and composed behavior was a façade hiding a volcano that could erupt at any time. I realized then that the damage I had done was far greater than I had feared and that you had moved past trying to save our marriage. You had given up on it and me.
"I think that that was the first time that I genuinely believed that our marriage was probably over, but I was trapped and saw no way out. No, that's wrong. I knew that the way out was to risk my banking career by pulling out of the conference cruise - and I just couldn't do it! That was my weakness. All I could do was pray that when it was over, you would forgive me. It was my only hope and, of course, it was in vain.
"Anyway, you and I walked on eggshells with each other for the rest of the month until I had to ask you to get my suitcase down and, later, take it downstairs for me. I packed all my lovely clothes but somehow you repacked it with old things and," she laughed, "those sexy white cotton panties from Walmart! I have no idea how you managed that. Then, the day I left you weren't in the house when I prepared to leave but, somehow, you got my rings! It seemed like magic. I don't know if you saw or heard me, but I was glad you had done those things because it wasn't right to have them with Henry.



"Then, I know you couldn't have done it, but I saw his suitcase taken by the baggage handler to the ship, but his case never showed up. You must have had something to do with it, but I don't know how. Then all those EB & T Bulletin pictures! I don't know who came up with that Mabel Synthron thing but it obviously didn't fool you. It seems funny now, but it was nerve wracking then. We checked the passenger list but you weren't on it, but I know that you had to have been on board. Also, Henry's credit cards didn't work! You really did a number on us.
"I don't know if it was your intention, but by the end of that cruise I was thoroughly disillusioned by Henry. That imperturbable man lost it throughout the cruise! My idol most certainly had feet of clay! Of course, the most painful thing of all was receiving that card from you on our anniversary! Up until that last moment I still hoped for a miracle and that you could forgive me even if I didn't deserve it. When I got back to the house and found the pictures and the divorce documents I had absolutely no defense so I signed immediately and returned them to your lawyer. I never even bothered to get a lawyer of my own.
"Anyway, we had the turmoil with Henry and those others "leaving for other opportunities." I was kept on in my same job, thanks to you. Even more, after being on probation in the division, my assignment was made permanent. The crowning event, however, was being told that I was going to be made a junior vice president next year. It may sound funny but being told that I probably would be promoted next year was the impetus to leaving. When I heard about it I actually had that same feeling of an obsessive desire for success, to move up at whatever cost, that had dominated me before the cruise. I thought of advancing upward and I was shocked at having that same feeling of superiority and arrogance that had led me to putting career over love and marriage.
Actually it was that compulsive, almost neurotic, desire that caused all of this. It really was a compulsion. I think that it was like the 49ers after the gold in California. Men left their wives, their children and their homes without thinking, driven by gold fever. Mine was a different fever, but I was driven the same way. Without that, I would have stopped Henry's advances as soon as they started. Anyway, one night I was sitting in my apartment thinking about my situation and I was thinking of you and, almost as if you were there warning me, I realized what was happening to me. I saw myself succumbing to that same manic desire to be in the rat race and move up.
"I suddenly had an epiphany and realized something! I'm like an alcoholic with power and position as my drink. At the bank I would be perfectly normal but I would get drunk on ambition if offered a boost in my career prospects. I was drunk several times when you sobered me up. Afterwards I saw what I was doing and was determined to remain sober, but one 'fix" from Henry and I was drunk again.
"It sounds ridiculous, but that was what seemed to have happened. For example, after cancelling our cruise that night I planned to go into the office and back out of the conference cruise immediately. Unfortunately, as soon as Henry got to me, I was lost again! Anyway, when I was told of my probable appointment to be vice president, I felt myself being taken over by that same invidious drive to succeed regardless of cost. I really felt the pull. Like an alcoholic it seems that one drink is one too many for me!
"I asked myself, 'Is this what I want?' I thought about it for several weeks and the answer was no! So, I resigned and I've never had a moment of regret. Somebody else can break that glass ceiling, it won't be me! If I ever have another husband and marriage, they won't be sacrificed to my ambition!"
She finished talking and looked up at the clock. "On my god, Mark, look how long I've been talking! Well, I let it all come out and I really thank you for listening to me. I hope that it didn't sound as if I was trying to excuse myself in any way."
"No Julie, I don't have that impression at all. It was a very difficult time, a very painful time for both of us, and I'm glad to have your prospective on it. I know that talking about things can be difficult, particularly agonizing things. Maybe we both will be better off and we can let go of some hurtful memories. As I said, it was good to get your prospective. However, there are a few things I would like to explain, but it's gotten late so I had better go. I'm moving into a new condo tomorrow so I need to get home and get ready. I'm sure that the move will be stressful, but I'm looking forward to it. If you're interested, I could give you a call in a day or so and we could talk further."
Julie had been thrilled to see Mark and do the apologizing that she had wanted to do for almost a year. In addition, reestablishing a friendly relationship with him was more than she had expected. She was afraid, however, that she would not hear from him again, but, to her pleasant surprise, five days later he called and asked if she would like get another pizza and come see his new condo. "As I feared, there were a number of problems to be fixed before I could move in, but the place is finally finished. I still need some more furniture, but it's mostly done."
"Is it a new building?"
"No. It was a hotel that they have been converting to condos. Actually, everything has been completely refurbished so, in a way, the inside is new. I was fortunate in that I was able to buy my place before they had converted it, so it's exactly what I wanted. I'm pretty pleased with it. Why don't I pick you up when you leave work? I'll drive you home afterwards. I'll have a pizza delivered after we look around the place. We shouldn't be too late."
"That would be wonderful, Mark. There are still some things that I should explain and a few things that I would like to ask. I'll be ready around 5:00."
As they arrived at Mark's condo, Julie was impressed as she said, "Oh yes, I remember this hotel. It looks out over Woodland Park, doesn't it?"
"Yes, that was one of the reasons I was interested in it. It's a beautiful view." He drove past the security guard into the underground garage and parked in a private area near a bank of three elevators. One was separate from the other two and Mark put his hand against plate beside the door and it opened into a surprisingly ornate elevator. There were only a few buttons, Garage, Main, 16 through 19 and PH. They got in and he pushed PH and they started up.
Julie looked at the indicator and asked, "There aren't many stops. What floor is it on? What does PH stand for... wait a minute, don't tell me that your condo is the penthouse! Oh my god, Mark, that's wonderful!"
"Yes, I was lucky enough to hear about this place and was able to buy it. This elevator only stops at the top floors so there is no long wait. Actually, there are three elevators and the other two go from main to 19 so they're often are crowded. Security is tight and that plate reads your identity to permit the door to open.
Just at that moment the elevator stopped and the door opened onto a small atrium with potted plants, an emergency door to stairs and one large luxurious entry door. Mark placed his palm on another metal plate and the door swung open. Julie shook her head as he stepped aside and gestured for her to enter into a beautiful foyer. For the next hour Mark gave her a guided tour that left her bedazzled. Four bedrooms, the master bedroom with two large walk-in closets, four full bathrooms plus powder room, a gourmet kitchen, a living room for which the modern term "great room" was applicable! "Oh, Mark, this is perfect! It's just the kind of place we talked about for years - our dream home. I love it!"
"Well, obviously, it is luxurious. This hotel was built back in the day when the wealthy competed to have the biggest, most opulent houses to impress each other. They lived large - things like the separate elevator so they didn't have to associate with common people! This penthouse was built for an ultra-rich couple who were part owners of the hotel. It certainly is a lot more house - a lot more - than I need, but there was one more thing that was the clincher for me." He walked over to the outside wall of the living room and pushed a button and the drapes covering that wall pulled back revealing floor to ceiling windows the width of the living and dining rooms. Through them Julie could see a large, wide terrace running the width of the building looking out over Woodland Park. "This is the main reason why I bought this place."
The entire terrace was covered with beautiful plantings, the featured element being two mature trees planted in ground-level pits. Much of the area was covered in grass with flowering plants and shrubs. There was even a small pool and hot tub. "This place was owned by that couple for over thirty years and they created this entire amazing garden. They had to give it up when their health failed and, afterwards, the penthouse was rented short-time by the hotel to a number of famous people. When the hotel was converted to condominiums this became available and my agent showed it to me. I bought it largely for the terrace and the views over the park. The interior was far too rococo for me so I found an architect, told him what I wanted inside and this is the result. Fortunately there's a gardening service that takes care of the terrace! No work for me. Having money is a wonderful thing!"
"Well money is wonderful but you spent it the right way. The house is perfect, the terrace is amazing and the view of the park is marvelous. It must be incredible at night with the city lighted up! You're going to love living here! I honestly don't envy the money you have but I do envy this! What a place to live!"
Just then the pizza arrived and they ate while starting a conversation. "I see that you are not wearing the rings you bought on the ship." He laughed and continued, "I was standing right behind you when you bought them!"
"Oh my god, no! How on earth didn't I see you? Anyway, I only wear them when I think that I need to let people know that I'm unavailable. I'm certainly no raving beauty, but I'm female and that's all that's needed sometimes."
"Do you get hit on much? Don't any of those lawyer-types appeal to you?"
"I did get hit on at first, but they quickly found out that I wasn't available. I'm just not interested and a wedding ring does wonders." She hesitated, wondering if she should go on. "There are a lot of attractive men, like those graduate students I mentioned, but...do you remember the scene at the end of Superman II when Lois Lane looks up at Clark Kent who is trying to console her because their love affair is over? With tears in her eyes she says, 'You're a hard act to follow!' Well, you may not be Superman, but for me you are an impossible act to follow.
"It may be hard to believe after watching those recordings of me and Henry, but you are still the only man I have ever loved. He never loved me and I damn sure never loved him. I admired and respected him and I idolized him for how good he had been to me. However, even before I discovered his feet of clay, it was not love. On the ship I didn't want to have sex - well, not have intercourse - with him and I avoided it the first night by promising that I would do it tomorrow. The next night I stood in the shower and decided that I was going to tell him that I couldn't do it. But, as always, I gave way. I was a coward and I let him fuck me and... and... damn it, I enjoyed it, but I really didn't want to. That's sounds stupid, but it's true.
"I honestly don't know what power he had over me, but when he told me to do something, I did it. That was understandable when we were in the office and he was my boss, but not outside. I think that I had been conditioned to obey him because he was so good to me in those early months when everything was above board. When he started the slow seduction I was really under his spell. The certainly was not an excuse because, as I told you, I knew it was wrong as he went from hugging to kissing and from kissing to starting sex in the office.
"The same control was there on the ship which is why I think I gave in. That complete control ended early though. It may be hard to believe, but you helped end it. One day, I think it probably was the second full day, he thought that you were responsible for the EB & T Bulletin and started to use nasty language about you and I blew up at him. I think that we both were shocked, but he never did it again. After that we were pretty much on an equal footing. I just wish I had blown up at him before the cruise. I never would have been on it.
"Look, I don't want to embarrass you and I know that our ship has sailed, but I do love you. Unlike me, you have done absolutely nothing to kill that love. You were right that night when I cancelled our cruise that I had killed something wonderful - our marriage and your love for me. Unfortunately nothing has killed, or even damaged, my love for you. I hope that that won't bother or embarrass you and we can be together as friends."
Mark looked at her intently for a few moments and finally decided that this was the time. "Julie, I certainly am not bothered. In fact, I haven't been completely honest with you. Much of what you've told me I already knew because I've watched you closely ever since we left the ship. I hadn't planned to see you that afternoon when I met you with Margaret, but I would have arranged a meeting soon anyway. We needed to put the cruise and the last year in perspective and I wanted to explain some things that happened and my role in them.
"First, let me satisfy some of your curiosity. Let's go back to the breaking point, the night you canceled our cruise. As you know I was crushed and I knew that we were through. I woke up the following morning absolutely devastated. I wasn't actually thinking, just accepting that you had chosen Henry and that cruise over me. I dragged myself upstairs and started to dress when I saw your beautiful clothes hanging there.
"At that point I blew up! I said to myself that you weren't going to wear them for him! I started to destroy them but, suddenly, I cooled down and began to think that ripping them up wouldn't accomplish anything. Then I checked the drawer where you had stored your fancy lingerie and in it I found a pair of panties from Victoria's Secret that you had just bought two days before, obviously to wear for Henry. That added to my fury and I began to plan to ruin the cruise. I went down to my office, sat down at my desk and did that planning.
"I called a lawyer I had worked with and he connected me with a divorce lawyer in the same firm. He, in turn, brought in a security expert who runs an agency that rivals the CIA. I told them my plans and needs and everything came together. I wanted evidence of adultery for a divorce and I booked a cabin on the ship. Actually, I had an interior cabin right across the corridor from you! You were in 1640 and I was in 1643. My security people had two cameras put in your room and I could download the recordings every day. I had an audio connection so I could listen to you all the time!"
"Oh my heavens, I had no idea! I'm embarrassed - the things you must have seen and heard!"
"Yep, the whole thing - oral sex the first night, intercourse the second night. I heard him order you to 'put me in,' which you obviously did!"
"Oh my god, Mark. I...I don't know what to say! It must have been horrible for you!"
"Yes it was, but I expected it. I knew that it was coming from the time your guilty face told me that Henry was going to be with you on the cruise. Of course, I had really been fooled by that note that a Ms Mabel Synthron was your companion!!"
"Yeah, that was stupid. I told Henry that you were too intelligent to believe that. My guilty face would have given me away anyhow."
"That last time I asked who was going with you the name Henry Johnstone might as well have been written on your forehead. Anyway, my plans went into effect before you got on the ship. You carefully packed your suitcase with the clothes we bought for our cruise. I packed an identical suitcase with your older clothes and the Walmart stuff. When I brought your packed suitcase down I replaced it with the one I packed. No magic!"
"Damn it, I never thought of that! Two suitcases never entered my mind!"
"The following morning I was home - in that little space in the basement. When I heard you in the shower, I just came up and took your rings."
"My god you were sneaky. Actually, that morning I was a wreck. Not seeing you, going on that cruise with Henry, everything - so I wasn't thinking clearly. Blast you, I was on my knees looking for my rings for half an hour before I gave up! That was mean!"
"I felt like being mean! Then when you got to the port, your limo driver was paid to stop at a particular spot where our baggage handler took your and Henry's suitcases. Yours got put on the baggage cart and his just kept right on traveling and was never seen again. In addition, Henry's credit cards had already been reported as lost and replacements needed."
"Good heavens, how many people were working for you?"
"A cast of thousands! While the three of us were cruising the Caribbean, back home my divorce lawyer and my security firm were collecting evidence on the seduction gang at your bank, including Henry Johnstone and James Devon. My divorce lawyer hated people like those cheaters and seducers who break up families and cause divorces. He was a friend of your CEO and gave him the evidence."
"Jesus, Mark, I can't believe all of that! One thing is clear, Henry chose the wrong married woman to seduce! You're a bad man to cross. My god, I had no idea!"
Anyway, once we were on the ship I became a publisher of the EB & T Bulletin! Jerry provided me with a Nikon camera with a 45x optical telephoto lens. I could have taken a close up picture of your face form 50-100 yards away. Incidentally, your nipples looked very nice in that whirlpool from the jogging track a 150 feet or so in front of you!"
"I'm amazed that we never saw you!"
"Ha, you did! When you bought that ring I was right at your shoulder. I ate at the Windjammer at a table right in front of you. I even had a short chat with Henry one day when you were at a meeting and I got up and nodded to you when you came back!"
"That was you? Oh, good heavens! Henry said that you were German. All I remember about that was that your arms were covered with tattoos!"
"Yep, waterproof, removable with alcohol. Mustache, dark rimmed glasses, hair parted in the middle. I was near you dozens of times."
"I just can't believe all of this! Damn, you were in control the whole trip, weren't you? I...l...l'm really embarrassed. I'm trying to think of anything I did with Henry that was really bad when I was out with him. The only time I remember doing anything affectionate with him was that time in the whirlpool and I did it then because of that silly bikini that exposed me every time I moved."
"No, to be totally honest, I watched a lot of things I regretted seeing, the things in those pictures, but I never once saw you make an affectionate move toward him. You had sex with him, got hot with him, but not because it was him. I saw the total lack of afterplay, something that is very important to you. You just rolled over to your side of the bed, totally uninterested in kissing, fondling or being held. I saw that and I heard your comments you made about me and they changed by perspective on everything.
"Understand, there was nothing I saw that I liked about you being with him for that week. It was what I didn't see made that change - no affection from you, no initiative for sex on your part. You became comfortable being naked but, in general, you seemed more like roommates than lovers - roommates with privileges. Frankly, I was surprised at how little that bothered me once I saw your total lack of affection. It seemed almost like a duty, doing what was expected, than any desire on your part. That was particularly true since I knew that you would enjoy it after he heated you up. In any case, by the time the cruise was over my unquestioned need for a divorce was gone.



"Remember way back when I told you no matter how cold you were at the start, if any man managed to get you wet enough to get into you, you would get hot and have an orgasm? Well you proved that I was right, at least the part about getting into you! I also said that your ass would get hot if it happened! I would have loved to have given you a very hard spanking when it did happen! However, I saw something else too, or, more accurately, I didn't hear something else! Not once in the entire week did I hear you give that shriek, or whatever you call it, that hurt my ears when you had an orgasm!"
"Oh my god, Mark, I remember that! Looking back on it, I would have welcomed that spanking. You are right about how I reacted. I'll admit that I enjoyed the sex, but only in a physical way. Whatever it is that sets me off and gives me the orgasm that you always did was missing with Henry. It felt good and I would even have a small climax, but no more than if I were masturbating. Damn it, how could I have been so stupid as to go with him? You warned me, you threatened me, you actually begged me and I was so wrapped up in Henry and my career that I turned you off. Well, I've paid for it!"
"Yes, you were blinded by Henry Johnstone and your desire to move up and we both paid a price. Now, before we go any further I want to return to you something you never should have lost" Reaching for her bare left hand, he carefully slid first her wedding band and then her engagement ring onto her third finger. Julie looked at her hand and burst into tears.
"Oh, Mark, thank you so much! I've missed those rings every single day! Every time I looked at my hand! I love those rings more than anything I've ever had and even if they don't signify what they once did, I'll wear them with love and pride. Thank you! This is such a wonderful surprise!"
"Well, honey, that is only part of the surprise!" He leaned over to an end table and picked up some papers and handed them to her.
She didn't look at the papers at as she hesitantly, "Honey? You called me honey!" She dropped her eyes to the papers and saw the words "Dissolution of Marriage" and was completely confused. She looked up at him questioningly.
"Those are the divorce forms you signed after leaving the ship. I never filed them. We were never divorced! I'm not your ex-husband and you are still my wife and I love you with all my heart!"
Julie sat there for a full thirty seconds, staring uncomprehendingly as Mark as his words slowly sank into her stunned mind. She heard the words, but their meaning was just too much to take in. Suddenly, her face was wreathed in an unbelieving smile as she launched herself at him. Her arms went around him as she buried her face in his chest. "My god, Mark, do you mean it? I don't believe it!" She finally rose up and started kissing him with abandon, kisses he returned with vigor. It was a good ten minutes until they settled down and were ready to talk.
"Mark, darling, I think that this is the best thing that could happen to me - has ever happened to me! All I hoped for was friendship and I wasn't even sure of that! Why did you do this? Why didn't you file the papers after you saw what happened on the cruise?"
"Well, as I said earlier, when I got on the ship I wanted to get explicit evidence to use, or threaten to use, in a divorce. Also, I wanted to disrupt things. I had no doubt that divorce was the way to go. I had no idea whether your relationship with Johnstone was a love affair, but it seemed likely since you blew away our cruise to go with him. I knew that your career was a part of it but it seemed so obvious that you could have gotten out of the conference cruise if you really wanted to.
"However, I very quickly saw that there was no love affair. I was amazed to see you so subordinate or, maybe better, submissive. I don't know what the word would be, but if he said something you agreed with it. If he told you to do something, you did it. He wasn't really ordering you around, but the result was the same. From the first night right through the cruise I could tell that you had sex with him but you never were really into it. You never initiated sex but you always complied. As I would have expected, once you were into it you enjoyed it, but when it was over, you had absolutely no interest in afterplay - which always has been a really big thing for you. Obviously you were not with him for the sex.
"That was good because, believe me, I was very unhappy with that sex. However, for me the physical intimacy was far less important than the emotional ties. I don't think that I could have gotten past a true love affair.
"The real turn around for me was when you talked about me with him. You didn't know that I was listening so your defense of me and your expressions of love for me had to be genuine. My real problem was the lack of respect you showed me, particularly that night you cancelled our cruise. Your comments to Henry showed both love and respect which was far more important than physical acts.
"However, while you didn't love him and you did love me, you were still there on a cruise that was killing our marriage. I knew about your compulsion to succeed in you work but I had no idea as to how much that drive controlled you. It literally was a case of putting career over me and our marriage. Henry had seduced you, but it appeared that you were vulnerable only because of your career objectives. I don't think that you ever sat down and cynically decided to go with him on the cruise for that reason, but it certainly played a major role.
"That was the problem when we returned. My lawyer had the papers ready and you signed them. I knew that I wanted for us to be together again - depending on which Julie went back to work. I knew that Johnstone was finished at the bank and that you would likely replace him. Would you be that driven person ready to do anything to move up the corporate ladder or would your career be important but kept in perspective? Would the queen bitch reappear? Would that arrogant, self-centered woman who blew off our fifth anniversary honeymoon cruise return? If yes, I was gone. I needed to know, so I waited.
"Fortunately, everything I heard was that you were doing an excellent job and, more importantly, there was absolutely no sign of that single-minded, excessive ambition reappearing. At that, my optimism grew. Then, to my real surprise - no, my shock - I heard that you had resigned after being assured that you would be promoted to vice president. Then I found out about the Wharton School and your part time job, I knew that the Julie I loved was really back. So, here we are.
"Oh Mark, this is so unexpected and so wonderful that I just can't absorb it all. My god, it changes my whole world. It's doing it in a wonderful way but my mind just doesn't work. I'm so happy that I...I...I just don