

Submissive Penny 2

Although this novella can stand alone, you might want first to read Submissive Penny 1. Here’s a quick recap. Bill had returned to his hometown to take care of his late mother’s affairs. He ran into his high school unrequited love. She has been recently widowed. She looks better than ever. Soon they begin a whirlwind affair. He asks her to live with him for the summer in Austin where he’s a professor at the university. He warns her that he’s a swinger and wants her to become involved if they are to develop a long-term relationship. Although she’s quite nervous about partaking in The Lifestyle her attraction to Bill is so strong she promises she’ll give it a try.

When she arrives at Bill’s home one week later, she surprises him by asking him to place a red collar around her neck. As Bill had suggested, she had read up on swinging and hotwifing. She tells Bill if she’s his sex slave it will be easier for her to have sex with others. It will be Bill’s responsibility, not hers.

Bill, realizing her submissive nature, guides her through a series of sexual challenges, and she begins to enjoy the lifestyle. Additionally, the pair hit it off extremely well outside the bedroom. They fall in love, become best friends and are fast becoming soul mates. Penny secures a teaching job and moves in with Bill full time.


CHAPTER ONE

It’s always a hassle moving, and cramming her furniture into my small house was too much stuff in too little room. We held a yard sale and sold half of hers and half of mine. What didn’t sell we took to Goodwill. Penny now felt like my house was now our home. School was starting up for both of us. Making lesson plans and coming up with course syllabi kept us both busy day and night. We took breaks to work out, and we started meditating daily, something we both wanted to do but had never found the time to stick with it in the past. We no longer had sex every day. Poor me. We were just too busy. But we were still in love and kissed and cuddled almost constantly.

It was the weekend before the fall semester. I felt we were ready for some more fun. I announced that we were going to another swinger party at Jan’s and Al’s. I was very pleased that my little sex slave was eager to go. The big day came none too soon. I shaved Penny’s pubes and picked out her clothing, a tight white tank top that hid practically nothing and a pale blue, short flowing skirt. When she started sorting through her underwear I informed her that since she was my sex slave I was forbidding her from wearing anything under top and skirt.

She looked a little surprised but then smiled. “Of course, Master. However you’d like me.”

“I’m very pleased you understand your role. Now let’s go fuck some other people.”

“Yessir. I’m looking forward to it.”

“Ah, that’s my swinging hotwife.”

“And your sex slave. Don’t forget that.”

Al and Jan were welcoming as always. But there was a surprise, a new couple, and I knew the male half. Greg was a philosophy prof I’d served on a committee with. He was rather a character. Some days I’d see him strolling across the campus wearing a beret. The next time I’d see him he’d be wearing a cowboy hat. More importantly, he was formidably bright, laid back, and was funny as hell. I was so impressed with his insights during our committee meetings I told him I’d like to get to know him better. We met a couple of times at Scholtz’s Beer Garden, and we talked about nearly everything – books, politics, films, hobbies. I told him nothing about my sexual kinks, and he revealed nothing of his. It just didn’t come up.

And here he was giving me a bro hug. Then we introduced our “wives.” It turned out he and Georgia weren’t married either. They had been together for twelve years and under the same roof for ten. Pretty much like Penny and me but farther along. She was short with light brown hair and maybe a few pounds overweight. That didn’t stop me from being immediately attracted to her. She had a pretty face and was warm and vivacious. Her big tits didn’t hurt either. She made it a point to include Penny in the conversation, and before long it felt like we were all old friends.

“Don’t you think it’s about time we dealt with the elephant in the room,” Greg said with a smile. “We’re at a sex party. What kind of experiences have you had? What do you like and what don’t you like? And Penny, that’s a lovely red collar around you’re neck? Does it tell a story?”

Penny looked to me, and I nodded. She took in a big breath. I’m Bill’s sex slave.”

Immediately, Georgia frowned. Greg caught her look of disapproval and interjected, “C’mon, Georgia, different strokes and to each their own.”

“I don’t know folks,” Georgia replied. “I just don’t like to see women demeaned or treated poorly.”

An awkward silence fell upon our love fest. Then Penny reached up and took off her collar. “I’m speaking now as Bill’s lover, not his sex slave. He’s never demeaned me.  He never treats me poorly. Never. He treats me with complete love and respect. In fact, he’s the first man who ever has. When we recently got together… we knew each other in high school … he told me he wanted some form of non-monogamy. Bill had been involved in various aspects of the lifestyle before. I knew I wanted to see if we could make a life together.

Being Bill’s sex slave allows me to fuck other people without feeling guilty. Maybe that’s a cop-out, but it works for us. Outside of sex Bill treats me as an equal in every other part of our lives. Yes, he’s expanded my ideas about sex. He’s pushed me beyond my old boundaries. And guess what. I’m loving it. And I love Bill, and I trust that he loves me and will take care of me in any sexual situations.”

Georgia hesitated briefly, then, with a big smile pulled Penny into her arms for a tender and nurturing hug. “I’m sorry, honey. Sometimes my feminism reacts before I really understand the whole story.” She pulled back and gazed into Penny’s eyes. “I want to be your friend. I want all four of us to be friends whether we swing together or not.” Then she pulled Penny closer and tenderly kissed her.

“Wow,” I said. “Just wow. Maybe you guys can see now why I love her so much. I really think she’s the person I’m going to grow old with. Penny, do you want to play with these nice people?”

Penny returned her red collar to its place around her neck and clicked the clasp into place, She looked at me with a twinkle in her eye and a mischievous smile. You know I’m happy to do whatever pleases you, Bill. Or would you rather I address you as Master?”

“Let’s all get something to drink, say hello to the others, and convene in the group room when things start to heat up. That sound OK to everybody?”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Georgia smiled. “Is that good for you, honey?”

“Absolutely,” Greg grinned.

We moved into the kitchen to get some wine. Everybody seemed glad to see us, especially Penny, who was repeatedly invited to a tryst as soon as the action started. Her answer was always a polite maybe. “Bill and I already have a date with Greg and Georgia, so we’ll see.” Her suiters all pretended to be devastated which brought on plenty of good-natured laughter. Finally, Jan announced that the festivities would begin. Greg took Penny’s hand and Georgia took mine, and they led us into the orgy room. Yes, group room or play space sounds more polite, but we all knew where we were going.

We all stripped and put our clothes in separate bags like always. We took up a space against the back wall on one of the several mattresses covering the floor. There were towels and a few sex toys strategically place around the room. We sat down tailor style in a tight square. I held hands with each woman. Greg held their other hands. I didn’t have an erection yet, but I was definitely feeling mucho horny.

I was about to start a conversation about preferences and limits when Georgia spoke. “Before we get started with any sexing I want to let you, Penny, and you, Bill, know how I handle non-monogamy.” She raised and kissed my hand and then, Penny’s.

“We haven’t known each other very long at all, but I feel a lot of affection for each of you. I have to feel close to anybody to play to play with them. Let me lay my cards on the table: I don’t like to fuck; I like to make love. Greg, he’d be happy to fuck any halfway hot woman. Both of you are attractive, and that’s a plus. But I need to connect emotionally. When I learned you were Bill’s sex slave, Penny, I jumped to conclusions and didn’t think I could love either of you. But then you explained yourselves, and I was touched by your love for each other. I want to be a part of that.

“Wow,” Penny said. “This is different from what Bill and I have done so far with other people. But yes, I’d like to make love with you. Is that OK with you, honey?”

“If you’re up for it, so am I.”

“You don’t have to do anything, Penny. I just want to make up for judging you,” Georgia said.

“But what if I want to do something for you”

“I sure as hell won’t stop you. But let me take care of you now.”

Georgia turned to Penny and gently held Penny’s face with both hands. She locked eyes with Penny. “You’re so beautiful, dear, inside and out.” She pulled Penny closer and kissed her with a tenderness that was incredibly sweet. She planted soft kisses all over Penny’s face. Penny sighed as Georgia returned to her lips, this time easing her tongue into my lover’s mouth.

Greg and I moved back and leaned against the wall, watching the magic unfold before us. He began fondling his hardening cock. What the hell, I started slowly stroking mine. Georgia slowly kissed her way down Penny’s throat and then to her breasts, occasionally gently licking her skin. She planted kisses all over my sweetheart’s boobs, licking with a little more energy now. Penny’s breasts became wet from Georgia’s ministrations. Then Georgia buried her face into Penny’s tits, kissing, licking, and sucking. Penny had long passed the heavy breathing stage and already was softly moaning in pleasure. Then Georgia began kissing her way down lower.

All of their lovemaking proceeded at a leisurely pace, but I can guarantee I was in no way losing interest. Yes, I was eager to watch Georgia go down on the woman I loved, but I was already hard as a rock. There were others playing on nearby mattresses, moaning and groaning, but I paid them very little attention. I was mesmerized by the scene before me. It seemed the same for Greg. Gradually Georgia began kissing her way down further, licking Penny’s inner thighs. She began planting soft kisses and licks on Penny’s labia eliciting sighs of pleasure.

Georgia stopped and looked up. “Your pussy is beautiful. Is it OK if I make love to it?”

“God, yes. Please, yes.”

Georgia began eating Penny out, but she was much more romantic than I’d ever been when I went down on her. She caressed her with her tongue, gently fingered her. Penny grabbed onto Georgia’s head, pulling her into her cunt. It was almost like she was trying to pull Georgia inside of her. She slowly began to fuck the face between her legs. Her breathing grew heavier and heavier, and then she tightened up all over and came with a long groan. “Yes, yes, yes. Oh, God, I feel wonderful.”

Greg and I bumped fists. Not sure why, but we were very happy campers after watching our women put on a live sex show. Georgia moved up and tenderly kissed her lover while gazing into her eyes and softly stroking her face. “I’m such a romantic, dear. I realize we’re just getting acquainted, but I already feel so much love for you.” She kissed Penny again. “Maybe we should take a break for a while and then take care of our hubbies.”

“I love Bill, but, like we said earlier, we’re not legally married.”

“I know, dear. Neither are Greg and I, but we are bonded, united in our love for each other. We’re in it for the long haul. I believe you and Bill are like us, committed to each other through love rather than by law. Shall we get something to drink and get recharged for later?”

“Not yet, Georgia. You just treated me to some of the best loving I’ve ever experienced. I’d like to repay you.”

Dear, you don’t owe me anything. It was a labor of love.”

“Shhh. I’m doing this for me just as much as for you.”

She asked me if I was OK with what she wanted to do. Of course, I was. She lay down on top of her new lover and kissed her tenderly, but still with lots of tongue. Then she laid her head down between Georgia’s sizeable breasts, slowly licking them all over, then finally sucking on each nipple, back and forth, over and over again. Georgia was breathing heavily and began stroking Penny’s hair. My erection was back with a vengeance. I stroked myself carefully so I wouldn’t cum.

Penny now kissed her way down til her head was between Georgia’s thighs. She began gently licking her labia. Very gradually, she began licking faster and more forcefully. Finally, she started pumping her tongue in and out. Georgia moaned softly and began rocking her hips back and forth, slowly fucking Penny’s face. Georgia’s hand gripped Penny’s head and pulled her towards her pussy. I stopped stroking to keep from exploding. Watching them was sooo hot. And then Georgia’s back arched and she led out a big groan. Her facial expression made her look like she was completely lost in ecstasy. I had to pinch down on my prick to keep from cumming.

“Thank you, Penny. That was heavenly. Now let’s get something to drink.”

We stopped in the kitchen to get four beers, then settled down in the living room rug, sitting on some of the many comfy pillows provided. There were other party goers scattered around the room in various groupings, mostly talking with just a little fondling thrown into the mix. Penny and I were focused on Greg and Georgia, however, and they seemed equally tuned into us.

Penny spoke up first. “Given your different approaches to swinging – fucking vs. making love – how do you manage your differences?”

“It’s taken us a while to work things out. We kind of take turns. I’ll fuck him. Next time he makes love to me. Over the years we’ve come to an understanding that works for us. I know I’m kind of an outlier in the lifestyle, but I’m an incurable romantic.”

“Do you have long term relationships? Do you fall in love with any of your partners?”

“Yes and yes. It bothered Greg at first. Anxiety. Jealousy. But he gradually grew to trust me. Now he delights in my other romances which means so much to me. It’s like we’re doing everything together even if I have an overnight with one of my lovers. I feel we’re closer than ever because he understands and accepts me for who I am. Of course, I’m completely honest with my sweety, and he is with me. Basically, we operate like old married farts. I totally believe he’s the one for me. We are in it for the long haul.”

“Wow, that is so special. More and more, I believe that Bill and I will last.”

“Absofuckinglutely,” I chimed in. “How about we take this into the group room?”

Georgia took my hand. Greg took Penny’s. When we reached the orgy room, the only available mattress was smack dab in the middle of everything. We were surrounded by sex. We could see it, hear it, even smell it. I faced Georgia and Penny faced Greg. Georgia took my face in her hands and smiled warmly. She leaned in and kissed me tenderly, pressing her large breasts against my chest. She leaned back and held my gaze. She stroked my face tenderly. This was different than what I was used to as a swinger, but with Georgia it seemed perfectly natural. She lay down and pulled me on top of her. She grabbed my very hard dick and stroked her folds with it. She locked eyes with me and whispered.

“I’d really like it if you’d make love to me. Please, it would make me very happy.”

I sank into her like this was meant to be. She wrapped her legs and arms around me and pulled me deeper into her. I began slowly sawing in and out. This was differently intense than my usual energetic fucks with other swinger wives, but I certainly had no complaints. I had never been so emotionally intimate so soon with someone. Next to us, I saw that Penny and Greg were in an enthusiastic 69. I always found it exhilarating watching her having sex with others. I’m such a voyeur. I was so engrossed with watching I had stopped pumping. Georgia pulled me back into a kiss. I started fucking her slowly again.

“It’s OK to look at them, Bill. I know all you horndogs like to watch your lovers get it on. I’ll tell you a secret; I like watching too. I didn’t at first, but I gradually grew into it. Do me doggie style with us facing them but keep on doing me soft and slow. Let’s make it last.”

I raised off, and we rearranged ourselves as she had suggested. I reentered her and resumed my steady, slow pumping. I watched, mesmerized as Greg pushed Penny off, lay on his back, turned her around, and pulled her on top of him. She grabbed his cock, slotted it between her folds and sank down on him all the way with a groan of pleasure.

“Mmmm, you guys look wonderful,” Georgia said. “I love watching you, honey. And Penny, I could watch you 24/7. I’d like it if you’d watch us too. See how Bill is filling my pussy so full. Go ahead and fuck as nasty as you want while Bill makes love to me. God, I feel so good. I could do this forever. And Penny, I hope you and I can be friends. And lovers too. Mmmmm, I know we’ve just met, but I think we could have something special. I just feel like we click.”

“Oh, Georgia, I’d like that. We do click. And right now, I love fucking your husband so you and my Bill can watch us. Honey, can you see his cock going in and out so easily? I love fucking other people for you. And I’m starting to like watching you. Oh, God, it feels so good, I’m going to move a little faster so I can cum. Do you guys want to watch me cum on Greg’s yummy cock?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Georgia groaned. “Cum for us, Look Bill in they eye when you do, and tell him how much you love him.”

Penny sped up. Her body slapped against Greg. All around us I could her other groans and moans and other bodies slapping together, but it was my awesome Penny that I was focused on. Her moans grew louder, her face contorted, and she ground down on Greg, taking him in as deep as she could. She locked eyes with me and told me she loved me as she came. Over and over she groaned out her love for me. Even though I was barely moving, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I grabbed onto Georgia’s hips and pulled her back against me and blasted off inside her. It was a big one, and I groaned out to Penny that I loved her. Not to be outdone, Greg came soon after Penny, and Georgia came last although she required a little clitoral stimulation with her fingers. We all let out a big sigh which elicited some happy laughter. Then, Georgia pulled away from me and spoke to Penny.

“I’d like to clean up your creampie, dear. It’s important for me to do this after I’ve shared Greg with another woman. I let you have him for a while, now I’ll take some of him back. It’s often how we reclaim each other. Would that be OK?”

“Wow, that is so romantic. You’re showing me a whole new way to operate in the lifestyle. And I think I’d like to do the same with you. If that’s OK.”

“It’s more than OK. I’d be thrilled for you to eat me again and slurp up your sweety’s cum with a little of me thrown in for good measure. Let’s do it together in a 69, OK? I’m heavier so you get on top.”

Georgia lay on her back, and Penny climbed aboard facing in the opposite direction. She began slowly and gently licking through Georgia’s folds. Georgia, however, immediately began slurping away noisily, apparently trying to suck up every last glob of Greg’s cum. She truly was cleaning up Penny’s creampie in order to reclaim her soulmate. It didn’t take long for Penny to reciprocate in kind, chowing down on Georgia’s cunt like she was starved for my cum. Their mutual tonguing and sucking made the most lascivious sounds. Even though I’d cum just moment’s before, I was still able to feel a slight tingle in my prick.

I’d been a swinger for ten years and been to sex clubs and sex parties but tonight was hotter than anything I’d ever experienced before. Long after both creampies were completely sucked up, they kept going. They were eating each other like their lives depended on it. My tingle down below grew stronger. I was already starting to get hard. I checked out Greg, and he seemed to be getting an erection too. Georgia had wrapped her thighs around Penny’s head and was humping like crazy. In response, Penny began thrusting just as aggressively. In between slurps, there were moans and groans. It felt like they went at it for hours, but it was probably only minutes. Finally, Penny tightened and groaned loudly as she came. She did not stop pleasuring Georgia though and kept at it until her new lover got off as well.

Penny rolled off and turned around so she could kiss her new partner. There was a little tongue, but the kissing was tender and sweet. Finally, they collapsed onto their backs, still breathing liked they’d just finished a marathon. They both exclaimed a big WOW at the same time. We all laughed out loud.

“Wow, indeed, ladies, I said. “And a super wow at that.”

The girls giggled some more. Then, Greg suggested we take a break and get some refreshments to regain our energy. We gathered nude around the kitchen island and snacked on chips and chili con queso, grabbed some beers and headed back to the living room. Several other couples and small groups were chatting and relaxing. Everybody was naked there with some fondling but no serious sexing. I think we all felt thoroughly sated and relaxed and the conversation flowed effortlessly. We talked about anything and everything but nothing about sex or swinging. It turned out Georgia was a physician’s assistant and worked in an OBGYN clinic.

Several guys stopped by to request a tryst with Georgia or Penny, but they declined. Our hostess, Jan, stopped by and asked if I would like to play. I hadn’t hooked up with her in a while, so I was happy to join her. She had a few more pounds on her than was optimal but, as an experienced swinger, she was uninhibited, playful, and, as the saying goes, a fierce fuck.

I checked in with Penny to make sure she was ok. She replied with a twinkle in her eye that since I was her master, she had no say in the matter. Besides, she was enjoying getting to know Georgia better. When I departed with Jan, Penny and Georgia were sitting together on a sofa and holding hands. I won’t elaborate on my “date” with Jan, but I thoroughly enjoyed it. We took our time, went through several different positions. She came twice, and I finally came as well. She encouraged me to get back with my sweety to make sure all was well. She added that everybody in our circle of swingers loved Penny, and I was one lucky dude to have her as my lover. I certainly couldn’t argue with that.

When I returned to the living room, Georgia and Penny were still on the sofa holding hands. They were so engrossed in their conversation they didn’t even notice me. I stood back and watched them for a while. Penny seemed so comfortable talking with Georgia, so comfortable to be naked in a house full of naked people that my heart swelled with happiness, Happiness for me, for her and for us. I was indeed, one lucky dude.

She finally noticed me watching her and broke into a big smile. “C’mere, mister, and give your swinging hotwife a hug and a kiss.” As I approached her, she threw open her arms and pulled me into a warm and sensual hug. Our kiss was tender and romantic. I soon began to get the beginnings of an erection.

“God, Penny, I’m so in love with you.”

“But not as deeply in love as I am with you.”

“Don’t contradict your master, my sex-slave. How about we go home and show each other who loveswho the most.”

We dressed and thanked Jan and Al for a great party. Greg was off somewhere screwing somebody. Penny and Georgian gave each other a passionate kiss goodbye, and we headed out.


CHAPTER 2

When we got home, we were all over each other as soon as we got through the front door. We left a trail of our clothes as we made our way into the bedroom. Penny flopped onto her back on the bed and spread her legs wide. I knelt between them, slotted my cock in her folds and slid in with no resistance. Locking eyes with her, I began pumping slowly in and out of her. Neither of us said a thing. We didn’t need to. We were making love, reclaiming each other, thrilled to be joined physically again. She placed a hand on each side of my face. I felt like we were gazing into each other’s soul.

I had never felt this close to a woman before. I kept my pace slow and easy. She responded with her own thrusts. We were in no hurry. This was no frantic fuck. We were expressing our deep and abiding love for each other. More than ever, I was absolutely certain that Penny was the woman I wanted to grow old with, and I was confident she felt the same way toward me. Each of us began to cry. There were no sobs, just quiet tears of joy. We came together. It was not the most intense orgasm we had ever had, but it was the most emotionally satisfying. I rolled off her and lay on my back. She lay her head on my chest. For some minutes, neither of us said a word. There was no need to. Finally, she spoke.

Is it ok if we talk about tonight?”

“Of course, sweetheart. What are you thinking?”

“I just want to say that tonight was special. I loved being with Greg and Georgia. I think tonight was the first time that watching you with another woman made me happy for you. In the past, I was ok with it, but I guess I’m starting to feel compersion, and that makes me very happy. You’ve opened me up so much sexually, and I’ve learned to enjoy sex more than I ever thought I could. But this was new for me. It turns me on, yes, but even better, it deepens my love for you.”

“I feel the same honey. You know I’ve always been a horndog, but now I’m able to connect with you on a spiritual level.”

“Speaking of spiritual, I spent a lot of time talking with Georgia. I really like her, and I think we can be good friends. It was almost like love at first sight the way we hit it off after she understood why I like being your sex-slave. Anyway, she and Greg lead a sort of spiritual meeting every Sunday in their home. After living with judgmental bible thumpers most of my life, I’ve gotten very fed up with church. I’m not sure what I believe anymore, but I’d like for us to attend and see what it’s like.”

“I think I’d like that too. I’m pretty much done with religion, but a still think there is room for transcendence in our lives, connecting with something larger than ourselves.”

“I’m glad you’re willing to give it a try. I’d like to go tomorrow. It doesn’t start till 11, so we can still get a good night’s sleep. And there will be a potluck, so I’ll throw something together to bring. And Georgia and I talked a lot about all kinds of things.”

“Such as?”

“Remember Georgia is a PA. Well, I don’t have a doctor in Austin yet. I’d like Georgia to be my primary. She works in a clinic with other PA’s and MD’s. They’re open on Saturday mornings, and Georgia is there some Saturdays.”

“I think that’s a great idea. She is so warm and nurturing, I’ll bet she won’t run you in and out in five minutes to reach some quota.”

“Exactly. I think she wants to be my friend too. Actually, I think she wants me to be her girlfriend, a lover, really. We would still be couple friends as a swinging foursome with Greg included, but sometimes it would just be her and me together. How does my master feel about his sex-slave having a girlfriend?”

“Wow, that was fast.”

“I know. It just kind of happened. Even now that you’ve turned me into a swinging, hotwife, sex-slave, it’s nothing I thought I’d ever find appealing. I honestly don’t think it would be a threat to you or us. I still prefer dick to pussy, but somehow Georgia does it for me. So?”

“Of course, you can be Georgia’s girlfriend. I think it’s hot, romantic even. All I ask is that you don’t neglect me. And we’ve got to keep completely honest with each other. No secrets. Plus, I hope that you would always choose our relationship over yours and Georgia’s.”

“Absolutely. You are my soulmate. We always come first.”

I pulled Penny up for a gentle kiss. I told her I loved her, and she told me she loved me. We drifted off to sleep asleep in each other’s arms.

We slept soundly and woke up a little before nine. A hug and a kiss and we scrambled to get to Greg and Georgia’s place by eleven. No time for weekend morning sex. Yoghurt and toast for a quick breakfast. There was a cabbage in the fridge, and Penny threw together some coleslaw, and we were on our way. I asked Penny if she had a good feel for what in hell we’re going to. She wasn’t sure, but Georgia had promised it wasn’t churchy, and it would make us feel good.

Greg didn’t live terribly far from us, so we arrived a few minutes before eleven. He and Georgia greeted us warmly with open armed hugs. They led us down to a finished basement that had throw pillows arranged in a circle. Georgia took Penny’s coleslaw and placed it on a table along the wall along with other dishes. I counted fifteen people plus the four of us. We were a heterogeneous group. A black couple, three Asians, two teenagers. Greg asked us to sit next to someone other than our partners if we had come together. I sat between the black woman and an older white dude with a long beard. Greg began speaking in a calm measured voice.

“We are pleased to see all of you. We gather to connect with each other in love. We join together to find peace and meaning in an uncertain world. We begin by meditating together. Take in a deep breath and close your eyes. Breathe in to a count of six and out with a count of eight. Rest, then repeat. Empty your mind. When unbidden thoughts enter your consciousness, gently push them aside.”

I followed Greg’s instructions as best I could. Penny and I had experimented with meditating on a mantra, but we probably missed more days than we practiced. There was strong evidence that meditation was beneficial, and I’m an evidence-oriented guy. To date I can’t say I had gotten much out of mindfulness. Maybe a different type of meditation would work better for me. Only, it was not easy for me to clear my mind. Images of last night’s sex party flitted through my mind. A grant proposal I needed to complete. Reclaiming Penny. The kitchen faucet needing a new washer. I did my best to let each thought drift away. I sensed the presence of the others meditating with me. I listened to their breathing. It seemed like the others’ breaths were in sync with my own. I relaxed. No cosmic consciousness, but I did feel more at peace than when we started. Greg invited us to let our eyes slowly open.

A young woman covered in tattoos began strumming a guitar. Greg asked us to turn and face a person adjacent to each other. Hold their hands. Look into their eyes. Join in song. All we are saying is give peace a chance. All you need is love. We shall overcome. Every sappy song but kumbaya. Yet somehow, I felt moved, touched, connected to the black woman whose hands I held. Her eyes misted up. I felt at peace. I won’t elaborate on the rest of the hour. We shared with our new partners something important about ourselves. We promised to affirm and respect each other. We gave each other hugs and words of kindness. Then it was time to eat. After serving ourselves, Greg asked us to feed each other. There were occasional bits of dropped food which elicited giggles. Crazy as it sounds, it felt good.

A little after 2;00, some, but not all the people, started gathering their dishes and leaving. Two couples and the two teens exited after receiving lots of hugs. I didn’t want us to overstay our welcome, so I started to get our slaw dish, which was quite good and had been entirely consumed. Penny joined me at the table, took hold of the dish and laid it back down.

“Bill, Georgia has invited us to stay for a while. And she said there would be sex, sex with everybody that remained. What is your pleasure, master? Your slave wants some direction here.”

“Jesus, I hadn’t expected that. What do you want to do?”

With a devilish smile, she informed me that, since she was my sex slave, it was up to me to decide. I replied that as her master, I would, of course, make the decision, but I commanded her to tell me what she wanted. With a twinkle in her eye, she said she’d like to see what happens. If either of us wanted to leave, we would.

Georgia joined us and wrapped an arm around each of us. “We’d love for you to stay but no pressure. I think you’ll find it both erotic and meaningful.” I looked to Penny and could tell she wanted to stay, so I said we could. Georgia wrapped her arms around Penny and gave her a long, tender kiss. Then I got the same. Greg and some of the other men pulled four king-size mattresses out of a storage room. And placed them on the floor together. Georgia left us and brought out a stack of towels which she doled out beside each mattress.

“Hey guys,” Greg spoke up. Bill and Penny are our newbies today, so let’s make them feel special and welcome. They are non-monogamous and are used to playing with others. Just as in other swinging sessions, no means no.”

Georgia spoke next and directed her comments to Penny and me. “I think you will find these get-togethers satisfying sexually but more emotionally intimate than what you’re used to. If it’s ok with you, I’d like to choose your partners for you. First though, let’s lose our clothes.”

We had no objection. Everyone there was fit and attractive. There were the black couple and an Asian pair, and some apparently single men and women in their late twenties and early thirties. I was used to nudity, so I began peeling off my clothes. Penny did the same. Georgia led me over to the black woman who had a killer bod once she got naked. I started to introduce myself, but Georgia shushed me.

“Names are not important. Emotional connection is what we’re after.” She then brought over the Asian woman. Very petite and pretty. Looking around, I saw that all the women and some of the men had lost their pubic hair. Everybody was going to play in threesomes or foursomes. My new consorts each took a hand and led me over to a mattress and firmly pulled me down. The last thing I saw before I got down to business was Penny hooking up with the muscular black dude and the Asian guy.

Black and Asian lay down on either side of me and began kissing me. One would give me some tongue, then the other, interspersed with them kissing each other. The kisses were slow and gentle but very sensuous. They pulled back a little after a while and began fondling my dick while gazing into my eyes. I quickly got aroused. Once I was hard enough, Black straddled me, slotted my cock in her folds and slowly sank down in a series of back and forth thrusts until I was buried inside her warm cunt. Asia continued to kiss me and began caressing my face, periodically pulling inches away to look into my eyes and smile at me. Black was barely moving, so I started pumping.

“Take it easy, friend. There’s no rush.”

I usually want more friction, but being entwined with these two lovelies kept my erection at full mast. Asia began talking sweetly to me as Black began to pump extremely slowly. It was hard for me to hold back, but Asia’s ongoing words and kisses made me feel pretty damn good.

“I love being with someone new, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do. And I damn sure like being with both of you.”

“I think it’s time for me to have you inside of me and let Cherise play kissy face with you for a change.”

“Whatever you ladies want is fine by me.”

Cherise and Asia switched places effortlessly. It was obvious that threesomes were nothing new for them. While they were still rearranging their positions, I glanced toward the adjacent mattress where Penny was being spit roasted by her two partners. The black dude was well endowed, and it thrilled me to watch his large black cock slide slowly in and out while she blew Mr. Asia. Before Cherise settled down, I quickly surveyed the room where each mattress had multiple people slowly making love.

Cherise snuggled up to me and gave me a sweet kiss with lots of tongue. Simultaneously, I could feel Asia slide down onto my cock. I felt no resistance, just wetness and warmth. Cherise playfully licked my face in between sensuous wet kisses. Asia began fucking me very slowly. The more Cherise kissed me, the prettier she seemed. She couldn’t pass for white, but she was not terrible dark-skinned and kept her hair straight. I had to resist pumping harder and faster, take my time, go with the flow.

“See how nice it is to go slow and easy,” Cherise was telling me. “There is no need to hurry, is there? This all about friendship and affection, connecting with each other, caring for each other. That’s why Derick and I love coming to these meetings. The meditating, the chanting, the singing, eating, feeding each other; it all blends in together. Race doesn’t exist here. Sometimes gays join us, and they’re just as welcome. We have all come to care for each other, so it’s only natural that we connect physically as well as emotionally.”

“I have been a swinger for years, but this way of sexing is new to me. I’m finding that I really like it. I think I’ll always like my usual way of swinging, pounding away and trying to have lots of orgasms, but this is a very nice change of pace. Mmmm, you ladies are sure making me one happy camper.”

“I don’t really think of this as swinging. For me, it’s all about the closeness and affection,” Cherise added with a warm smile. Yes, we’ll all eventually cum, but taking our time just does it for me. Being joined physically like this – sometimes I can go on for over an hour. In fact, I want you inside of me again.”

She and Asia, whose name I still didn’t know, swapped positions again. Cherise easily enveloped my dick and began slowly rocking back and forth. Asia gave me a tender kiss with lots of tongue, then asked if it was ok if she sat on my face. I happily agreed, and she straddled my head and lowered herself. I started enthusiastically licking her yummy pussy, which seemed quite pristine. She cautioned me to slow down, so I inserted my tongue in as deep as I could manage.

“Mmmm, yes. That’s perfect. Just keep your tongue inside me as best you can. Let me fuck your tongue.”

She slowly ground her pelvis against my face. Meanwhile, Cherise slowly rocked back and forth on my dick. Even though we’d been screwing at a ponderously slow pace, I could only last so long. I bucked up into Cherise’s cunt with a bit more vigor and began licking Asia’s clit with more than a little enthusiasm. They both encouraged me to stay still, but I was having none of it. I was past the point of caring if I was following protocol correctly. I no longer was able to slow down and soon was exploding inside of Cherise. The two women giggled and when I was finished cumming, they climbed off of me and showered me with kisses.

“Look, my dear friend,” exclaimed Cherise. “Watch how my sweet Derick is taking such good care of your wife.”

Just a few feet away on the next mattress, Derick was moving in and out of Penny almost impossible slowly. How the fuck could he control himself like that. He would pull his very black, very large cock almost all the way out. He would pause, and Penny would push back, trying desperately to pull him all the way back in. The Asian dude was fucking her in the mouth equally slowly. She was moaning around the cock, clearly reveling in the gentle assault that was happening to her.

My consorts pushed me back against the wall. They then proceeded to blow me together, cleaning off every last glob of cum and drop of cunt juice. I briefly looked down and watched them kiss each other around my dick. One would take me into her mouth while the other slowly stroked me. But my focus was on Penny, my awesome soulmate. At one point she pulled off Asia’s dick and turned toward me with a huge smile on her face. She mouthed “I love you” and then swallowed her face fucker’s cock again.

My two luscious ladies continued with the double blow job. So soon after cumming, and I was already getting hard. I could tell I wasn’t going to climax again, but that was fine with me. My new friends were making me very happy while I was watching the woman I love getting spitroasted. It could not possibly get any better than this. From time to time, she would look my way and blow me a kiss and gasp out how wonderful she was feeling.

They went on much longer than I ever would have been able to, but finally, Dereck thrust deep into her with a loud groan and came, which triggered her own orgasm, which led to the Asian dude cumming in her mouth. She turned toward me and opened her mouth wide so I could see it held a copious amount of cum. Fat cum strings hung from her upper lip to her lower. She smiled broadly and then swallowed with three loud gulps. Then, she smacked her lips and blew me another kiss. Penny untangled from her men and started to crawl across the mattress toward me, but Cherise and the petite Asian pulled off of me and stopped her.

“I’d like to eat my hubby’s cream pie if that’s ok.”

Penny did not hesitate at all, laying down on her back and spreading her legs wide. Before Cherise started, globs of cum were plain to see dripping out of her pussy. Cherise wasted no time with kissing Penny’s inner thighs, diving right in. She licked and slurped slowly but noisily. Meanwhile, Asia slipped under Cherise’s body with her face pressed up against the black woman’s pelvis and began sucking up my cum. I was mesmerized watching the three writhing in pleasure. Penny was kneading her tits and giving me a come hither look I couldn’t resist. I quickly moved to lay down beside her and propped myself up on my elbows. She pulled me down and kissed me passionately. I pulled up a few inches so that we could lock eyes. She was moaning softly. She wrapped her arms around me kissed me again, this time more tenderly.

“God, baby, you are awesome.”

“No, honey, we are awesome.”


CHAPTER 3

As we headed back home, I lay my hand on Penny’s leg. She responded in kind. I let out a big breath. “Wow, I didn’t expect that.”

“Georgia gave me some hints, but everything still surprised me too.”

“We just participated in a free-love hippy extravaganza. If anybody had described it to me, I’d have thought I’d be the last person on earth to like it, but I did. The singing and chanting together, speaking so intimately with strangers, feeding each other. None of it was me. Until it was. And the sex. I guess you could say it was swinging, but not like any swinging I’d ever done before. I guess we got a taste last night with Greg and Georgia, but this was different. The whole affair has me feeling hopeful and that I’m better able to love others. Not sexually but as persons. What did you think?”

“You’re sex-slave defers to her master in all matters sexual.”

“Damnit, Penny, take off your collar and talk to me honestly. Were you comfortable? Did you like it? Do you want to return? How do you feel about the whole time?”

“Well, it wasn’t the Baptist Church, was it. It was all new and strange, but gradually I felt like that was where I belonged. I felt a tremendous amount of love from everybody there. And for everybody there. Not just sexual, but the sex was great too. Yes, I’d like to go back. If you’re up for it.”

“I am. But I still want to enjoy our usual way of swinging, just fucking and sucking and trying for as many orgasms as we can give and get.”

“Sounds good to me. We can think of the Sunday free love sessions as a way to broaden our sexual horizons. By the way, I have an appointment with Georgia at her clinic this coming Saturday. She’s going to work me into her schedule last thing, and then she wants us to have lunch.”

“My, my. Your first date without me.”

“I guess it is. Is that ok?”

“I already told you I think your having Georgia as a girlfriend was hot, so go for it.”

We picked up some sushi on the way home. Penny was gradually broadening her eating choices as well as her sexual ones. Once home, I put the sushi in the fridge and poured us each a glass of red. We relaxed on the couch and enjoyed a few minutes of silence. Then, she took off her collar. She wanted to talk. I was glad we could discuss almost anything without being defensive, but I immediately felt a twinge of anxiety. Had I pushed her too far? Did she want to slow things down?”

“I’ve come to enjoy the wild sex you’ve exposed me to, but sometimes it frightens me. I’m afraid I’ll enjoy it too much. I constantly feel horny. Mostly for you, but, honestly, sometimes I want to fuck any dick that’s available. You’ve turned me into a slut. I’m not blaming you. I have allowed it to happen. I own it, but is that what you want? Is that what we want?”

“First off, I like that you’re opening up about your concerns. No matter what we do, our relationship comes first, and honesty and transparency have got to be the foundation. Next, I’m amazed at how far you’ve come, and I’m glad for it. Frankly, I love that you’re a slut, but I don’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with. As much as I love you, I don’t think a vanilla monogamous relationship would work for me, but we could certainly scale back some. I have to admit this has been our wildest weekend yet.”

“I need to know that you’ll still love your sex-slave slut.”

“I have no doubt s about my love for you. Yes, the sex is a big part of it, but it’s everything about you. I love that we live together. You’re smart and kind and a joy to be around.”

“Whew, that’s a relief. Now, about Saturday and my date with Georgia. I really think I’ll like her as my primary. I’m also looking forward to getting to know her better over lunch, but what if she wants to do more than lunch? Are you ok with that? It’s one thing to have a lunch date, but it’s quite different to have sex with someone else without you being there.”

“I’m fine with it because I trust her. It’s sort of weird because neither of us really knows her all that well. She just exudes kindness. I don’t think she would ever do anything to hurt us. I don’t think I’m ready for you to have a boyfriend though. I don’t know if I ever will be. I hope that’s ok with you.”

“I’m absolutely fine with that. I want you with me if I’m fucking a guy. Or guys.”

“Then it looks like we’re on the same page.”

“Only because you’re a pervert who’s turned me into a slut.”

“True, but I’m your pervert, and you’re my slut.”

“And sex-slave.”

And I love my sex-slave. How about some sushi? I also got some seaweed salad.”

There was no hanky-panky except with each other for the rest of the week. We took walks in the evening, watched Mel Brooks movies, and made inexpensive, but yummy meals together. Come Saturday, Penny left for the clinic at 10:30. I gave her a big hug and a kiss as she walked out to get her car and told her to have a good time on her date eliciting an eyeroll. I washed the dishes and straightened up the kitchen. It was a little lonely without her as we usually spent our weekends together, but I planned to take us out to a BBQ dinner.

I ate a light lunch consisting of salad and fruit. I outlined next week’s lectures for a while and then settled into watch the Texas game on ESPN with a cold bottle of Corona. Hook ‘em horns! Texas got so far ahead, I channel surfed to check out some other games. I was working on my second bottle of Corona when I heard Penny pulling up into our driveway. My God, it was nearly five o’clock. She entered the living room with a broad smile.

“Hi sailor. See anything you like?”

“Not really, but I see someone I love. Like is far too inadequate a word to describe my feelings for you. So, how did it go? You stayed out longer than I expected.”

“Did I now? Well, I had a pretty busy afternoon.”

“Go on. What went down?”

“My, you sure are curious,” she said with a smirk. “Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom.”

It seemed like she was taking forever, and I was on pins and needles waiting for her. Finally, she returned and plopped down on the couch next to me.

“Well?”

“I had a very nice day, but it’s good to be home with my sweety. What should we do tonight?”

“Damnit, Penny, what were up to all day long? Sorry, that didn’t come out right. I’m not angry, but I’m dying of curiosity here.”

“Ok, ok. It was delightful spending the day with Georgia. She was extremely thorough and professional at the clinic. She spent nearly an hour with me. Some interesting things came up. Nothing bad but something for us to talk about later. There was a nice Mexican restaurant within walking distance of the clinic. We shared an order of fajitas. We each had a margarita and talked  for well over an hour. She’s kind of intense and serious, but not in a bad way. The more I get to know her, the more I like her. She really is a super person. We finished up a little after 2:00. Then, we went to her house and had sex.”

“Holy shit, you did it. I want to know everything in minute detail.”

“All in due time. Are you taking me out to dinner or not?”

“Yes, we’re going down to Lockhart to get the best barbecue in the world.”

“Sounds great. We can talk about my appointment and what we talked about at lunch on our way. I will not say anything more about the sex until we’re in bed and your inside of me.”

“Fair enough, although I may die of curiosity before we get back home.”

“Poor baby. I think you’re strong enough to survive. I’m going to change into my jeans and put on my cowboy boots.  Barbecue just tastes better when I’ve got my boots on.”

Fifteen minutes later, we were on our way. I was taking her to Kreuz’s. If you’re a barbecue fan, there is none better. I asked Penny about her medical appointment.

“She interviewed me for a long time. Family history, diet, what kind of exercise I got, mood and mental issues, what my childhood was like. I gave blood and urine samples, but I won’t get the results till next week. She seemed to think I was pretty healthy, but I needed more exercise. I want to start regular workouts. Maybe join a gym. I don’t think we have enough room in your house to squeeze in a treadmill or resistance machine. And I want to start running several times a week. She said I could stand to be more fit aerobically.”

“Makes sense to me, and it’s something we can do together. One thing though; it’s not my house; it’s our house.”

“Thank you, honey. I’m starting to feel that way more and more every day. You make me very happy. Off the topic, I think we need to create a budget together. I don’t like sponging off you. I want to contribute financially, build some financial security for our future together.”

“Sounds good. You said there was something about appointment with Georgia that you wanted to discuss.”

“Yes, birth control.”

“Is staying on the pill a problem?”

“Only a little. I do get occasional stomach aches or nausea. It’s not awful, but I’d rather not have the discomfort. If we were younger, I’d want to have children with you. But we’re not; that train has left the station. Georgia has had a tubal ligation, and she swears by it. Other than abstinence, it’s the only method that’s a hundred percent effective. Which would you prefer, tubal ligation or abstinence.”

“Gee, that’s a tough one. I know abstinence works, plus it’s free. Hmmm, somehow I think I’ll go with the tubal ligation.”

“My thoughts exactly. Asshole. She also said Greg has had a vasectomy and thinks it’s really wise for people in the lifestyle.”

“Ouch, but it makes sense.”

“Next, lunch. I really liked the food, and the margarita was primo. My main focus, of course, was Georgia. Difficult childhood, physical abuse from religious fanatic parents. Gave her no support for college. Had to work her way through nursing school and PA school. It was a real struggle, but she made it although it took her longer than most students. Likes being a PA because she can help others. Is mostly comfortable in her current workplace. Occasionally the managing physicians bug her about taking too much time with her patients, but they like that she’s in demand.

“She’s always had a strong sex drive. Made her feel guilty as a child, rebellious as a teen, promiscuous as an adult. She finally got over her shame and guilt and embraced her sexuality. As we have seen, she is much more romantic in her liaisons than most people in the lifestyle. I wondered if that maybe was a way for her to justify her non-monogamy in the same way that my sex-slave status lets me screw others. She agrees that is probably a part of it, but she’s always been a romantic. Sometimes she feels a little out of place at sex parties because she wants to be loved not fucked. Somehow, she and Greg have made it work.

She asked me all kinds of questions about our sex lives. It’s kind of strange that I felt so comfortable revealing how we operated in the lifestyle, but she has an almost mystical aura about her that makes me trust her completely. I hope you don’t feel I’ve betrayed any confidences.”

“Not at all. I hardly know her, but she just exudes kindness and that she’s utterly trustworthy.”

“She is remarkable in that way. Anyway, that led to a discussion about our feelings for each other. In no way does she want to threaten our relationship, but she feels very romantic towards me. She asked me to be her steady girlfriend. I admitted to her that I kind of had a crush on her, but I needed to sort things out with you.”

“So, what do you think? Do you want to be her steady?”

“I think I’d need to get a clearer picture of what that would entail, but I do feel very drawn to her.”

“My sense is that you do want some sort of ongoing relationship.”

“Honestly it excites me to think about but are you sure you’re ok with it.”

“I think so, but our relationship must always have priority. And I need to be first in your heart.”

“That’s a given, honey. You have given me a new lease on life. As long as you’ll have me, I’m yours.”

“And, as I’ve said many times before. We must always be completely honest and transparent. No secrets.”

“I completely agree. Whew, non-monogamy can be complicated.”

“Very true but experiencing it with you is worth it. Here’s the place. Let’s go pig out on some barbecue.”

As we chowed down on brisket and ribs that tasted heavenly, I agreed to get snipped. She did plan to get the tubal ligation. That taken care of, we enjoyed our fantastic meal and each other’s company. Some good country music was playing, and the beer was cold. She talked about how her classes were going. I discussed my research. We left in a very good mood, but as we got closer to Austin, my curiosity began to kick in big time. How did lunch lead to sex? And what did they do? How did Penny feel about it during and after? Once home, Penny coyly asked if we could watch a movie together. I told her maybe later. First, we had other business to attend to. She wondered aloud whatever business did I have in mind.

“Listen, sex-slave, you’re going to tell me everything as soon as I get my already hard dick as deep inside you as I can. I want to do it in bed where we’ll be more comfortable. Scoot.”

Sensing my eagerness to learn everything, she giggled as we made our way into the bedroom. We undressed and got into bed.

“Let’s see, we had a great lunch and great conversation. She asked me to follow her home. We made out. Then we had sex. Is that what you wanted to know?”

“Damnit, Penny. Tell me everything. Step by step. Don’t leave anything out. You can start while I eat you.”

She smirked at my impatience but did spread her legs for me. I didn’t spend a lot of time kissing her inner thighs. I just dove in and started licking while she told me about her afternoon.

“After we finished our meal, I was feeling very close to her. We had shared so much. She took both my hands in hers across the table and asked if I was ready to take our relationship to the next level. Mmmm, that feels good, baby. Don’t stop. We’d had sex just a week ago, but that was with you present. This would be just her and me. I felt so safe with her, and I was getting turned on. I had your ok, so I agreed.

“Once we were in their living room, she pulled me into a warm embrace and kissed me very tenderly. She led me into their bedroom. We took our clothes off and got on the bed. She held me close and kissed all over my face. Mmmm, you’re eating me so good. We kissed and fondled and just generally made out for a good while. She maintained eye contact with me the whole time. It felt like she was looking into my soul She kept telling me how beautiful I was and caressing my face. It was intense, and I was getting very turned on. Without either of us saying anything, we moved into a side to side 69. It seemed so natural, like we could read each other’s mind. She set the pace, slow and gentle. I had to hold myself back from attacking her pussy. I don’t know how long we ate each other, but it was a while. She’s definitely not from the wham bam thank you ma’am school of sex.”

I was getting so turned on, I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved up her body and slid into her very wet pussy. She sighed and smiled and pulled me in all the way. I began moving very slowly. I wanted this to last, but I felt like I was ready to explode. I stopped my thrusting and just rested deep inside her. I asked her to continue.

“Mmmm, baby I love when you’re inside me. Oh God, baby, we kept eating each other. Gradually she picked up the pace, and I followed her. We went faster and faster. Oh, baby it felt so good. God, Bill, I love you. I don’t know who came first, but we weren’t very far apart. Fuck me, baby, fuck me hard. Make me cum. Cum with me. Yes. yes, YES. I’M CUMMING SO GOOD.”

I’d had ideas about making her cum several times, but I could not have held back any longer if my life had depended on it. I blasted off like a rocket, almost screaming. I felt like we were welded together into one body. I was in as deep as I could go, and we both had tears in our eyes. We held onto each other tightly, then gradually I pulled out and rolled off. She put her head on my chest and rested there. We were both breathing heavily.


CHAPTER 4

We were both busy with our careers, and we had begun working out in a neighborhood gym. We had sex less often but still frequently. We planned to get snipped and tied off the Friday after Thanksgiving. That would give us the weekend to recover enough to work on Monday. I would be ready to boogie within a week at most. It would take Penny as much as a month before she could be sexually active.

“You won’t have to go without,” she assured me. “My mouth will still work fine.”

“You don’t have to give me blowjobs, honey. I can endure a month of blue balls. Of course, it will be excruciatingly painful, but you are worth it.”

She rolled her eyes. “Your willingness to sacrifice is quite touching.”

“I can always jack off when I need to.”

“Yeah, like two or three times a day. Seriously, my soulmate, what kind of sex-slave would I be if I didn’t suck you off whenever you wanted me. And I like having your cock in my mouth, making love to it that way. And I’d miss eating your cum. I’d be doing it for me as much as for you.”

“Well, if you insist. But mostly I’d be doing it for you, my soulmate.”

She rolled her eyes again and shook her head. “Another possibility would be for you to get some different nookie while I recover. I bet Georgia would be glad to service you. I’ll ask her on our next date.”

Yes, Penny was now Georgia’s girlfriend. They got together almost every week. Usually, they did the deed at our house our theirs, and it was always behind a closed door. Sometimes they would spend an entire evening together, going to a nice restaurant or one of Austin’s world class honky tonks. We also played sometimes as a foursome. It was always a delight hooking up with Georgia, and it never failed to thrill me while watching Greg fuck Penny’s brains out. After one of our sessions, we were naked, drinking wine in their living room and gabbing about a Wim Wenders film Greg thought we all should see. I was reluctant to break the aura that surrounded our sated and happy mood. But I did.

“Listen up guys, something’s been bugging me.” I took in a deep breath and continued. “I very much support you ladies’ love affair. Penny and I have great sex after one of your dates, but I feel kind of left out. I don’t want you to stop seeing each other, but I’d like to feel more included. It’s hard for me waiting in the den, reading boring journal articles while you two are moaning and groaning in our bedroom with the door closed.”

“Amen, brother,” Greg added. “I love that you two are lovers, but I want to be a part of that.”

Penny took my hand and looked remorseful. It was so obvious she never wanted to hurt me. Georgia pulled Greg in for a big kiss. She was concerned about us guys too. Greg and I were clear we wanted the girls to stay lovers but with more involvement from us. We batted around various ideas. It was gratifying that we could share our concerns so openly without anyone getting defensive. Penny thought more threesomes might help. Greg and I wanted more foursomes. Georgia suggested we experiment with Greg and or I simply observing.

“You pervs are such voyeurs I think you’d both get off on it.”

We agreed to try all of the above. I thought being a fly on the wall, as it were, while our girls were getting down and dirty could be really hot. We set a date for next Saturday at our place. First, dinner. Then playtime with Greg and I just watching. Penny was quieter than usual on the way home. Once inside our home, I asked her what was up.

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I’m a little worried. You’ve seen us together before, but that was in a group setting. When it’s just the two of us it’s different. We do the same stuff, but it’s more intense. We’re so emotionally connected. It’s very passionate and romantic. It’s… I don’t know. I guess I’ve fallen in love with Georgia. I’m just now admitting it to myself. I should have said something sooner. We don’t have to do this, you know. You’re my master. Tell me to stop and I’ll stop.”

“It’s ok, baby. We can figure this out and make it work. Honestly, it turns me on – the idea of watching. I’ll admit I have felt the first pangs of jealousy about your affair. Especially the part about your falling in love, but I think I can do this. At least I want to try. We just need to be completely frank with each other.”

“I really want this too, but you will always be number one in my heart. And my feelings for you have only been strengthened as I’ve grown closer to Georgia. And when you reclaim me, it’s the most thrilling sex we ever have. I just want you to know I don’t plan to hold back. It’s going to be intense. I’m pretty sure Georgia feels the same.”

“We’ll do it next Saturday. You guys will do whatever you want however you want. Just pretend Greg and I aren’t there. We can debrief after and see how we all feel.”

We didn’t really talk about it anymore throughout the week. We worked at our jobs, worked out, made love and enjoyed being together. We thought it best not to have a heavy meal, so I put together a charcutier platter with a loaf of pumpernickel. Per usual, conversation flowed and wine was drunk. These really were the best couple friends I could ask for, and I knew Penny felt the same. By the time we got to the dessert grapes, however, there was a bit of tension in the air. I think we were all eager to proceed but a little nervous too. Penny and I cleared the table and put the dishes in the dishwasher. Greg and Georgia took up a sofa in the living room. When we joined them, Georgia took over.

“I’ve thought about this a lot after our conversation last week. I really want this to work for all of us. Here’s how I think we should proceed. We all head for the bedroom. Penny tells me Bill has arranged two chairs near the bed for your viewing pleasure. Once you are seated, the action begins. Penny and I will focus only on each other. As far as we’re concerned, you’re not even in the room. We will not look your way, speak to you, or blow you kisses. Likewise, you two can watch but not intrude in any way on our love making. No words, no gestures, nothing. You should get naked too for reclaiming after Penny and I finish. You can jack off but you must not cum. You save that for your sweety. Is that ok with everybody?”

Penny and I nodded at each other and then said out loud that we were on board. Greg also agreed to the plan. Georgia said we should think of this as a trial run. We would process everything after the fireworks were over. If it didn’t work for anybody, we could try something else that worked for everybody. With that, she took Penny’s hand and led her away with us guys in tow. In spite of all my experience as a swinger, I was somewhat on edge. Penny had told me how passionate and romantic they were when they were alone with each other, Would I panic? Be overcome with jealousy? Would Penny’s affair threaten our relationship? At the same time, I was also very aroused. Not full on hard but well on the way.

Greg and I undressed quietly as though we were getting ready to take a shower. Meanwhile, Penny and Georgia took their time. They embraced and kissed as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Georgia slowly peeled off Penny’s top and unclipped her bra. Then more kissing with soft moans of pleasure. Penny kicked off her loafers and lay back on the bed. Georgia stripped off her jeans and panties. Penny lifted her bottom to ease the way. Then her sox.

“Oh baby, I could feast on your body all day long. I want to be naked with you. Please take off all my clothes.”

Penny stood immediately and unbuttoned Georgia’s blouse, then removed her bra. Her large breasts sagged a bit. Penny paused to kiss each nipple, then pulled off her peasant skirt. She wore no panties. She kicked off her sandals and then the women tumbled onto the bed, each giggling. But then they were kissing and squeezing each other’s breasts.

“Penny, darling, I’m so in love with you. I hope you’ll be my girlfriend for a looong time.”

“I want that too. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone except for Bill.”

“Mmmm, I get goosebumps when you tell me you love me. I believe love can be infinite. We can love each other completely and still love Bill and Greg. But right this minute all I want is you. Please take off your collar for me. I know you’ll always belong to Bill, l but I want you to be mine when we’re together.”

Penny didn’t hesitate for a second, undoing the clasp and tossing the collar aside. Gulp. I’d read plenty of hotwife literature and understood that some cuckolds got off on anxiety and jealousy. But I wasn’t a cuck. I would just have to manage my emotions. Happily, my cock was as hard as it ever had been. What I was watching was absolutely mesmerizing – two beautiful women expressing their deep feelings for each other. I glanced at Greg who was slowly stroking himself, turned on but apparently untroubled by the scene before him. I began stroking myself. The women were in no hurry, caressing, fondling, and kissing. They faced each other on their sides and began slowly fingering each other.

“Oh Georgia, that feels so good. I love making love with you. I love you. I’ll never stop loving you. Can I be your sex-slave too?

“No baby. We’re equals when we make love. I’ll do anything you want me to. Will you do anything I ask of you?”

Yes, yes, yes. Ask me anything. I’ll do it because I love you so much. Oh God, please keep finger fucking me.”

They stared into each other’s eyes and kissed, tenderly but with lots of tongue. They only stopped kissing just long enough to declare their love for each other. This went on and on, kissing, finger fucking, and saying “I love you.” Then without a word from either of them, Penny turned around so they could 69. Each opened her leg so the other could bury her head between her lover’s thighs. This went on for a while until Georgia rolled over on to her back, pulling Penny along with her. They wrapped their arms and legs around each other, their hips undulating in pleasure. They licked and moaned and moaned and sucked. Gradually, they picked up speed, writhing in their seemingly unlimited passion.

Greg had picked up his stroking somewhat, but I had to slow down. I was soooo turned on. I desperately wanted to cum, but I really wanted to save it for when I reclaimed Penny. Finally, I had to stop completely to keep from exploding. The women were wildly thrusting and moaning. You could clearly hear their slurps. I just gawked, transfixed by the scene before me. Suddenly, they both came, almost together. It wasn’t clear who was first. Gradually, their undulations slowed down and finally stopped. They stayed like that for several minutes, limp but breathing heavily. Eventually Penny turned around so they could kiss and reaffirm their love for each other. She rolled off Georgia, laying her head on her lover’s chest. She began sucking her nipples, one then the other, back and forth.

“Thank you, Penny. That was wonderful. You are so special, but I think we need to take care of our special men now. C’mon, guys. Reclaim us. Remind us how much you love us.”

Greg and I wasted no time in joining our women. They spread their legs, and we climbed on missionary style. Penny looked into my eyes. “Welcome home, baby. You’re still my soulmate and always will be.”

“Thankyou, sweetheart. I needed to hear that. That was unbelievably hot. I could hardly touch myself for fear I’d cum. I’ll be doing good to last fifteen seconds.”

“Don’t worry, honey. I really need your cum inside me. C’mon fuck me, baby. Give me your cum.”

Sliding in all the way I did feel like I was home, and home was paradise. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and pulled me in as deep as I could go. I did last for over fifteen seconds. But not by much.

When Greg and Georgia finished their reunion, we all cuddled up with each other, enjoying the afterglow. Finally, Georgia spoke. “OK, guys, I believe you saw how much that meant to Penny and me. What about you?”

“I believe you outdid yourself, honey,” Greg answered. “I thought you and Penny were awesome. I want to do it again. And again, and again. I might be more comfortable with how lovey dovey you were because I’ve lived with your romantic ways for several years now. I no longer feel threatened by your affairs. In fact, I’ve come to embrace them. I feel incredibly close to you right now. Actually, I feel closer to Penny and Bill too. I know you’ve been a swinger for as long as I have, Bill, but I suspect what you witnessed tonight was different. How are you feeling?”

“You’re right. It was something new for me. I won’t lie; at times I felt a little uneasy. But when I saw how meaningful everything was to Penny, how happy she was, I started to feel happy too. I feel very good right now. Reclaiming Penny kind of eased any anxiety I had. I definitely want to do this again, but I think I’d like to try a slight variation. How about if the girls express themselves just like they did tonight, but they include us a little more. They tell us how they’re feeling.  We encourage them to let go even more. Maybe some kisses blown our way, some ‘I love yous’ directed towards us guys. I’m ok with how tonight went, but I’d like to try different things too.”

Nobody had any problem with my suggestion, and we made a date for next Saturday evening at Greg and Georgia’s. They got dressed and after some serious hugs and kisses, went their way. Penny and I stayed naked and made love again before falling asleep.


CHAPTER 5

We started meeting as a foursome a couple of times a month. Our sessions always began with the women making love. Some of the time, the guys were flies on the wall. Some of the time, there was interaction between the guys and the gals. We would egg them on, telling them how hot they were and expressing our undying love. The ladies responded in kind, telling us how fantastic their lovemaking made them feel and reassuring us of their love for their guys. When the girls finished round one, the guys got involved. We typically started out in a swap, Georgia taking me on while Penny fucked Greg. We always ended up with everyone reclaiming their spouse. I found everything to be super-hot but found the concluding lovemaking with Penny to be extra special.

Penny and I also went to Greg’s “church” some Sundays and continued attending Jan and Al’s monthly parties. Between our sexcapades, our work, and staying fit, we were too damn busy. It started to feel overwhelming. We decided our medical procedures would give us a good opportunity to slow down for a while. We enjoyed Thanksgiving with Greg and Georgia at their place. We were forbidden from bringing so much as a toothpick. Ever the earth mother, she wanted to make sure Penny and I were well rested for Friday’s surgery. A few strays from our Sunday meetings joined us. We all had a great time. Georgia is practically a magician the way she can make people feel welcomed and included. Unsurprisingly, after the other guests said their goodbyes, the four of us quickly became embroiled in quite the fuckfest.

Our surgeries were completed without a hitch. Getting snipped is not that much of an ordeal for men. I would have been able to drive Penny home, but Georgia insisted on ferrying us to and from the clinic. She got us settled in and then proceeded to make us some chicken soup from scratch with lots of veggies. Nothing quite like “Jewish penicillin” if you’re sick or recovering. Penny and I are both decent cooks, but Georgia’s soup was far yummier than anything we’d ever made. She also left us a casserole to feed on for the next few days.

Penny rested and felt able to teach her classes on Monday. Of course, no penetrative sex for probably a month. By the middle of the week, I felt able to jack off. Penny insisted that I finish in her mouth. She was, after all, my sex slave. It was nice being less harried. We watched movies, read short stories to each other, and snuggled a lot. Every few days, she gave me a blow job to keep her master satisfied. Two weeks in, Georgia and I had sex at Penny’s insistence.

It was a little different, given Penny’s abstinence but very special just the same. After making out for a few minutes, Georgia moved up and straddled my face. She began slowly humping me while I tongued her. Penny lay down next to us and fondled my rapidly growing cock while Georgia fucked my face. Georgia made me even harder with her running commentary about our coupling.

“Oh Penny, your sweet hubby is eating me so good. He’s getting me all wet and juicy so I can fuck him. Would you like that, sweetheart? Do you want me to fuck him/”

“Yes, absolutely. I want you to fuck him hard and make him cum deep inside your cunt. Will you please fuck him for me. Please.”

Georgia clambered down my body and perched on her knees above my now steel hard erection. She instructed Penny to hold my cock upright for her. She slowly lowered herself till my cock was just touching her folds. Penny slid it back and forth, preparing Georgia for me. Then, Georgia slowly lowered herself, enveloping me in her wet warmth. Jesus, I was turned on. Penny stroked my hair and planted sweet kisses on my face. The three of us carried on a very lurid conversation throughout.

“Oh baby, you’re fucking Georgia so good. I love to see you so turned on.”

“Look, Penny, how your hubby and I are fucking. Does that turn you on watching us fuck?”

“God, yes. I can’t wait till I have his wonderful cock inside me again, giving me big loads of cum. Plus, I miss our love making terribly. I love being your girlfriend. I love how we make love. I love you so much. And baby, I love you too, more than anything.”

“Are you going to cum in my girlfriend’s cunt for me, baby. Please, do it for me. Take your time, honey, but tell me when you’re ready to cum. I want to look into your eyes while you’re cumming deep inside my girlfriend. If you really love me, you’ll cum in my girlfriend’s pussy. Do you love me?”

“Yes, yes, yes. I love you more and more every day. Just when I don’t think it can get any better, you loan me your girlfriend. I’m starting to think I’m your sex slave and not your master.”

“Only when we’re like this. I’d like you to tell my girlfriend that you love her Will you do that for me?”

“I… I…”

“It’s ok, Bill. Penny and I talked about this. We both want this from you. Don’t be afraid to use the L-word. And I want you to know that I love you. Very much. I can love you and still love Penny. And Greg too.”

“I want you to look into my eyes when you cum with my girlfriend. I want you to tell her you love her while you’re cumming. Please, baby, it would mean so much to me. And then tell me you love me.”

“Oh God, Penny, is that what you really want?”

“Yes, that’s what I really want, baby. Georgia, honey, fuck Bill harder. Make him cum for me.”

“That would make me happy, too, girlfriend.” She began riding me harder and faster, her thighs slapping against mine. “Oooh, that is so nice, Bill. Mmmm, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. I think I’m going to cum too. Cum for me. Cum for all of us. I love you. I love you. I LOVE YOU.”

I managed to scream out an ‘I love you, Georgia’ as I blasted off inside of her. Penny was just inches from my face with a beatific smile, gazing lovingly into my eyes. She held my face in her hands and gave me a tender kiss. We exchanged our professions of love repeatedly. Georgia rolled off me, and Penny scooted aside to give her room. They embraced and kissed. Each told the other she loved her. Then, without a word, Penny slid down Georgia’s body and noisily slurped up her cream pie. When she finished, she raised her head and told me that I was now inside of her again, and that made her very happy.


CHAPTER 6

We celebrated Christmas and New Year’s with Georgia and Greg. Penny was good to go sexually and enthusiastically celebrated her lust and love with all of us. Our careers cranked up again, and we were back to the grind. Grind is probably not the best descriptor because we both loved what we did. I’ll just say we were very busy. We resolved to spend more time together in fun activities that weren’t sexual so we could nurture other aspects of our relationship. We visited honkytonks, went to plays and concerts at the university, and watched arty movies at home. For a girl from a small town populated by Southern Baptists, she took to high-brow culture quite well. I shouldn’t have been surprised. She was bright and intellectually curious, traits in her that I treasured.

It should be no surprise to you, dear reader, that we didn’t abandon the lifestyle. We merely tried to get some more balance in our lives, but that definitely included sex parties. Just fewer of them. In the spring, I attended a four-day psychology convention to give a paper. Georgia invited Penny to stay with them while I was gone. She was more than happy to accept. My talk went well, but I was eager to return to my soulmate. When I entered our home, Penny was waiting for me in the living room, kneeling on a cushion and wearing only her red collar.

“Your sex-slave is very happy that my master is back home. How may I serve you?” she said with a seductive smile.

She didn’t really wait for an answer. She unbuckled my belt and unzipped me. With my pants around my ankles, she began making love to my dick. Worshipping it is a more accurate description. She moaned softly as she showered kisses all over my shaft. She kissed and licked my balls. She sucked one into her mouth, then the other. All the while she lovingly gazed up at me. She managed to get my entire scrotum into her mouth and gently sucked. The pleasure was exquisite, and when she took my cock into her mouth and began to swallow it inch by inch, I knew I wouldn’t be able to keep control of my orgasm for long, but I wanted something different, something more intimate.

I pulled her up, kicked off my shoes and pants, and led her into the bedroom. She lay down and spread her legs for me. I quickly finished undressing and joined her on the bed. We kissed passionately, and I fingered her already wet pussy. I got on top of her and slid my dick back and forth between her folds. She urged me on, grabbed onto my butt and pulled me in. A couple of thrusts, and I was in all the way.

“You know how much I love your blow jobs, but I wanted to be inside of you. I want to fuck your brains out later, use every orifice you have, and splatter my love all over your face. But first, I want to make sweet love to my sex-slave. I’m surprised how much I missed you. It’s the first time we’ve been apart for so long.”

“Oh baby, I missed you too. I love you more and more every day. Just when I think it can’t get any better, my feelings for you grow even stronger.”

I told her I wouldn’t be able to last long, but she assured me that wasn’t important. She wanted my cum inside her as deep as possible. Even though I moved slowly, I could contain myself for only a couple of minutes. I came staring into her eyes, her legs pulling me in as far as I could go, her hands tenderly holding my face. We stayed like that for at least a full minute before I rolled off and lay on my back. She lay her head on my chest, and we rested together, all cares gone for the moment.

After our breathing settled down, she asked me about my time at the convention. I told her my talk had gone well and that I had met some guys that might be collaborators in the future. Subjects from different universities would make our anticipated results more broadly applicable. But what I really wanted to talk about was her stay with Georgia and Greg.

“Honestly, it was fantastic. The only way it could have been better would have been if you were with us. I made love with her, fucked him, and had several threesomes. Both of them were very sweet toward me and made sure I was satisfied.”

“Were you?”

“Oh God, was I ever. I must have cum over a dozen times. Neither of them lacked for orgasms either. One night I slept with Georgia. Just the two of us, It was very romantic. We’ve talked about it before, but I really have fallen deeply in love with her. I hope that’s still ok because I’m really enjoying having a girlfriend. I do have some feelings for Greg but nothing like my infatuation with her. And, as I’ve said before, my affair has had zero negative impact on my feelings for you. “

“So long as you and I are good, I’m a happy camper.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you. Just remember, you’ll always be my number one. The three of us talked about having a vacation together, all four of us. We could go someplace nice, drink wine, eat great food, smoke dope, and fuck a lot. What do you think?”

“Wonderful idea. I love having sex with them, but I also enjoy just hanging out together. For me, they would be our special couple friends even if we were all vanilla.”

“Couldn’t agree more. Anyway, the other nights, all three of us slept together. Last night was something else. We were spooning, with Greg behind me. I was snuggled up to Georgia. We had fucked that afternoon and had another threesome earlier after dinner. I was about to drift off when I felt Greg’s cock slip into my pussy. I certainly wasn’t expecting it, but it seemed perfectly natural. I fell asleep with his dick inside of me. I want us to try that sometime.”

“Count me in one hundred percent. Looks like we’ll have lots to talk about when we see them.”

“We can talk over plans next weekend. I’ve made us a date to stay with them Friday night to Sunday afternoon. I hope that’s ok.”

“Hmmm, as your master I demand that you call them right now and confirm.”

She called and left a message, then began kissing me. Before I got too aroused, she said Greg had encouraged her to talk with me about some legal and financial matters. We should have wills, power of attorney, work out a budget, and start some kind of investment plan together.”

“Makes sense to me.”

“They have a lawyer whom they really like, and he charges them zip. The deal is Georgia gives the guy a blowjob before a consultation and a fuck afterwards if he has to take any action. She says he’s a great guy, not bad looking, and she’d fuck him anyway.”

“My, my, my sex-slave has been a busy little slut.”

“Honey, you must realize that that as masters go, you’re pretty lax. I’ve read about doms who are very harsh and punitive. That wouldn’t work for me. I like being your sex-slave because you are kind and considerate.”

“I could never be harsh with you. I do like that we sometimes get wild in the sack, but I don’t think I could ever hurt you even if you asked.”

“Good. There’s one more thing. This was Georgia’s idea. She thinks we should have some kind of ceremony to celebrate our commitment to each other. It would be a marriage by love rather than by law. They did it, and it was very special for both of them. I very much want this, honey. We can talk about it more this weekend if you’re willing.”

“I think that’s a great idea. I love you, and I want the world to know.”

“Also, given our sexually libertine lifestyle, they recommended some kind of swinger wedding. We would make vows about fucking other people, me being your swinging hotwife and sex-slave.”

“Wow, this ceremony is sounding better all the time. It’s making me horny. Let’s fuck.”

And that’s what we did.

I was curious as hell about our upcoming weekend with Greg and Georgia because I wanted to know what our swinger wedding was going to look like. Penny said she didn’t know much more than what she had told me. The four of us would figure it out together. It was our wedding, so we could do pretty much whatever we wanted. I vacillated between thinking the whole idea was a bit too kooky and thinking it could be very meaningful as well as erotic.

Friday night came. We brought beer and wine, nuts and chips for snacks. Plus, Penny had made some of her dynamite chocolate cookies. The four of us always enjoyed our meals together, and Friday night was no exception. The guys drank beer and flipped burgers. Georgia had made potato salad and a killer southwest slaw that had a bit of a kick. We ate outside on their back deck. There were plenty of fixings to make the burgers especially yummy. After stuffing ourselves, we cleaned up and retired to their den. I started off the discussion by thanking them for suggesting we support each other with wills and all. We wouldn’t need them any time soon, but it was best to be prepared. Same with finances.

“What I really want to know is what this ceremony is going to entail. It’s not something that I had thought of, but I’m starting to like the idea. I truly believe Penny and I are soulmates. It makes sense that we affirm our commitment to each other in front of our friends. But what? How? Where? When?”

“That’s what this weekend is for,” Georgia said. “It’s for the two of you, so you can do whatever feels right. Based on our experience, I’ve got some categories you need to fill in. We’ve got some ideas, but everything is up to you. You need to decide whether to include vanilla friends or not. If you want to emphasize your non-monogamy, you should probably invite only people who are somehow in the lifestyle. Unless you want the whole world to know, but I strongly advise against that. I can just imagine some bible thumping politico demanding that you be fired for moral turpitude, tenure be damned.”

“I’d like to invite only other swingers. I know that covers a wide range, but mainly people we’ve hooked up with sexually.”

“You need to decide whether you’re going to emphasize the romance or the raunch or both. And there is a lot more to your relationship than sex. I think your friendship, your affection, your honesty and transparency are important.”

“I think I’d like to include both love and lust. What do you think honey?”

“I agree. We should cover all the shades of our relationship. I certainly never thought my life would be so sexually adventurous, but it is.”

“Let’s come back to the vows you’d like to make later. Who would you like to invite?”

“The swing group where we first met Georgia, maybe some of the people we’ve met at your Sunday sessions. What do you think, honey?”

“Yes, I’d like all those folks. How about some of the ones you first had me fuck. I was afraid at first but was able to get into it once the action started. And I don’t know if you’d be ok with this, but when we were hitting the sex club, you got the contact information of some of the guys that fucked me. Just the nicer ones.”

“You sure are getting cheeky for a sex-slave, but yes, I’d be cool with that.”

“I ain’t in sex-slave mode, buster. I’m in commitment ceremony mode.”

“Good, this has got to be about us, not just me.”

We knew a church was not right for a venue. A hotel suite would work, but then it dawned on me. Al and Jan’s basement which they had fitted out for their sex parties. It would be perfect. I was a good friend, and everybody in the swing group loved Penny. And once the ceremony was over, we could have one hell of an after party. I also had plans for our honeymoon. I wanted it to be a surprise for my soon to be bride, but Georgia and Greg would be in on the secret.

The rest of our weekend was tons of fun. We fucked several times, went dancing Saturday night, and played several board games. We batted around lots of ideas for vows and finally came up with something Penny and I both liked. All that remained was to work things out with Al and Jan and invite the guests.


CHAPTER 7

We were both a little nervous but also excited when we arrived at Al and Jan’s for the big event. Several cars were already there. I gave Penny a big hug and we walked up to the front door holding hands. Jan, ever the charming hostess, hugged each of us warmly and led us into the living room where guests were gathering. Most of our swing club had already arrived, and they welcomed us with cheers and applause. We drank wine and chatted about everything but the ceremony at hand. The wine was excellent. Jan had splurged for the occasion.

Others drifted in, a few couples from Sunday mornings, some of my old swinger friends, and four guys Penny had fucked at the sex club. They were all obvious choices, well-built and nice looking. For dudes in their mid-twenties, they were confident and friendly. When all the guests were present, Greg announced that it was time to get ready to commence to begin, and Al led us downstairs to the playroom. Jan had gone all out for the occasion. There was a large urn with two dozen perfect roses, half red and half white. Large pillows were arranged around the carpeted floor in a two-tiered semi-circle. The guests sat down facing Greg, Penny and me. We faced each other, both hands joined. He began the ceremony.

“Friends, all of you have been invited to witness and support this loving pair because you have known them intimately. No one here is monogamous, including our principal couple. But a healthy relationship is more than sex, as important as that is to all of us. Bill and Penny, do you promise to be honest and transparent with each other in all areas of your lives?”

“We do.”

“Do you promise to support and care for each other through the inevitable difficult times every marriage must face?”

“We do.”

“Will you each strive to help your partner in life to grow and flourish?”

“We will.”

Penny was gazing into my eyes with a warm smile. Her eyes were beginning to mist up. God, I loved this woman.

Bill, will you be her stag, her lover, her swinging partner and soulmate?”

“I will.”

“Penny, will you be his vixen, his hotwife, his swinging partner and soulmate?”

“I will.”

“Bill, please place the ring on Penny’s left ring finger, symbolizing your commitment to her.”

I produced a ring from my pocket. We had had matching silver rings created by a local silver smith. They had small bits of turquoise embedded in them. They were rustic but artfully done, I slid the ring down her finger while looking into her eyes. Penny produced the other ring and placed it on my finger. I was so infatuated with this woman I almost felt dizzy.

“Bill and Penny, you are a couple, united by love rather than law. You may kiss now.”

We embraced each other and shared a passionate wet kiss. We felt like we were in heaven. Our guests erupted in raucous applause and cheers.

“Bill, please undress Penny.”

I quickly peeled off Penny’s top and skirt, unclasped her bra, then knelt before her. She kicked off her sandals, and I slid her white bikini panties down her legs. She stepped out of them and stood proudly naked before us all. Greg next instructed Penny to undress me. I kicked off my loafers. Penny knelt before me and removed my sox. She unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans and briefs down. She stood and removed my shirt.

We stood together naked, holding hands, in front of a room full of clothed people. That didn’t last long as Greg invited all who were present to disrobe if they wished to do so. Given this particular crowd, it was no surprise that everyone did. Greg nodded at me, while everyone was shedding their clothes, and I addressed the guests. Somehow, I managed to control my emotions enough to speak clearly and not choke up.

“Friends, I think every man here has fucked my beautiful bride at least once. Before, Penny and I consummate our marriage, I want all of you to fuck her tonight. In fact, we think of it as part of our consummation.”

“Ladies,” Penny said with equal pride, “I want everyone of you to fuck Bill, my lover and soulmate for life. I know he won’t be able to cum with each or you, but I want each of you to take him inside of you. Then, all of you can witness our first lovemaking as a couple.”

Jan and Al brought out two mattresses and laid them side by side. Penny and I held hands as we watched a line of guys form. The women were a little slower to line up, and about half of them waited on their cushions for their turn. Jan and Al were our hosts, so it seemed natural for them to go first. They went down on us to get me hard and Penny wet. Al noted that Penny was already wet just as his tongue swiped up her folds. It didn’t take long before Jan mounted me and began slowly rocking her hips. I started to thank her for hosting our “wedding” but she shushed me.

“This is for you and Penny. You don’t need to need to worry about getting me off. Go ahead and watch my husband fuck your wife.”

I turned my head and found Penny smiling at me while Al slowly fed her his cock. She wrapped her legs around him but maintained eye contact with me. We had planned all this with Georgia and Greg, and now it was happening. This was swinging on steroids. I was in love. I was in lust. I was the happiest man alive. We blew each other kisses and whispered ‘I love you.’ Jan congratulated me and climbed off so the next woman could climb aboard.  Penny and I had abstained for a whole week so our libidos would be at full strength. When my next partner began enthusiastically bouncing up and down on me, I knew I wasn’t going to last very long. With a groan, I announced that I was cumming.

“I love to watch you cum, baby. Mmmm, I’m about to cum too. Fuck me Al, fuck me harder. Cum inside my married pussy.”

She came with a long sigh, and he came soon after with a groan. The next man entered Penny immediately after Al pulled out. I had taken an ED pill, so I wouldn’t experience a lengthy refractory period. Georgia knelt by my side and took my dick in her mouth. In between slurps, she told me we were a beautiful couple and that our commitment ceremony made her tear up. She loved us both and was so grateful that I was ok with Penny being her girlfriend. It didn’t take terribly long before I was hard enough for my next partner to straddle me. Georgia held my dick for her to slide down on. She rocked her hips back and forth, and I was soon being fucked by another woman.

The women kept coming, climbing onto me and fucking me in the cowgirl position. Since I had just cum, I was able to manage my orgasm better. My string of partners sensed my desire to hold off until I could be with Penny and would slow down at my request. Since there were four more men than women, Penny was kept very busy. She was able to cum with most of the guys, and they all came in her or on her. The women sweet-talked me while they slid up and down my cock.

“Penny is so lucky to have you.”

“I’m so happy for you guys.”

“Mmmm, I love your cock.”

It was an unwritten rule that Penny and I were free to pay more attention to each other than to whoever was fucking us. We held hands throughout the trains we pulled. Much of the time, we simply gazed into each other’s eyes, often whispering our love for each other. Whenever she came, she always kept her eyes locked with mine and moaned how much she loved me. Finally. the women were finished with me. I turned on my side so I could watch her finish with the last few men.


Each coupling sounded nastier than the last. She had taken so many loads in her cunt that every guy’s thrust made a loud squelching sound, Her body and face were splattered with cum. There were splotches of cum in her hair. She had never looked more beautiful to me. Just as I was about to position myself between her wide-spread legs, Greg asked us to stand and thank everyone there. I spoke first.

“Thank you so much everybody for witnessing our union. Guys, thank you so much for fucking my sweetheart. It always thrills me to watch her being pleasured, and I absolutely love watching her cum on another guy’s dick. And, ladies, thank you for fucking me. I hope I can fuck everyone of you again many times. You are all hotter than hell.”

“Fellas.” Penny began, “thank you, thank you, thank you. I lost track of how many times I came. And ladies, thank you for fucking my Bill. I also love watching him fuck others. When he’s happy, I’m happy. We make each other very happy. Bill led me on this journey. I was uncertain and anxious about not being monogamous. but he encouraged me to give it a try. I am soooo glad I did.

“I used to be almost indifferent to sex. My first marriage was not good. Now, as you may have noticed, I love to fuck almost as much as I love Bill. I, too, hope I get to fuck all you guys again, but right now, all I want to do is make love to Bill. He’s my lover and my best friend. I’m his swinging hotwife and sex-slave. He wanted us to be completely equal tonight, so I didn’t wear my collar. And now I’m his wife, joined by love, not by law. And tomorrow, I’ll be his sex-slave again. Now, Bill, for God’s sake, please fuck your wife.”

Penny lay down and spread her legs wide for me. She smiled up at me and opened her arms to take me in. A steady trickle of cum was seeping out of her pussy. I always find it such a turn-on when a women spreads for me, and it’s especially thrilling when it’s Penny. I was also getting a little misty eyed from hearing her short speech. I knelt between her legs and encountered zero resistance as I entered her. It felt a little like I was fucking a warm soup. Her cunt was sopping with cum and very loose from all the guys she’d just fucked. I raised up on my elbows and began slowly pumping into her. She held my face with both her hands and locked eyes with me. Greg spoke again.

“Everyone here participates in the lifestyle in some way. We all think fucking is not a sin. It’s a wonderful gift we share with each other so long as it’s consensual and done with respect and affection. We believe ‘fuck’ is a beautiful word. Let’s help Bill and Penny consummate their union while they make love. by chanting together one of our favorite words.”

He began chanting “fuck” slowly and clearly. All the witnesses joined in, chanting ‘fuck’ over and over. Even though I had already cum once, I’d had no trouble getting hard. We took our time, thrusting against each other at a leisurely pace with the soft sounds of the chant surrounding us. Neither of us felt the need to say anything until I announced that I was getting close. Penny urged me to give her my cum, mix it in with all the other loads.  It was a very sweet orgasm, lasting longer than usual. I collapsed on top of Penny. She stayed wrapped around me for several minutes. I pushed up and tenderly kissed her. We were both crying.


CHAPTER 8

We left on our honeymoon the next Saturday. Hawaii and Paris were out of our price range, so we traveled by car to Padre Island. Penny loved a beach and was very excited. She had bought a new bikini, a pretty skimpy one at my urging. It would be warm but not scorching as yet in south Texas. We talked about our future together. We’d take care of wills and finances. Maybe start a couples’ book club. And, of course, lots of sex between ourselves and with others.

Once we were on the causeway, we rolled the windows down so we could smell the fresh salt air. When we found the house I’d rented, Penny was amazed at how palatial it was. Plus, it was beachfront. Then she saw that there were three other cars parked in front of it. She did not know the big surprise I had in store for her. She looked at me quizzically, but I just told her all would soon be revealed. We lugged our bags inside to the master bedroom. You could hear garbled conversation interrupted by occasional raucous laughter.

I led her upstairs into the spacious living room. Les and the four single studs who had attended our wedding were lounging around, drinking beer. They greeted us with some whistles and cheers. I pulled her close and spoke softly.

“Penny, my love, this is going to be a special honeymoon, a hotwife honeymoon. But only if you want this. You can have five boytoys for your exclusive pleasure for an entire week. And also me, of course; so, six boytoys. What is your desire?”

“Oh my God…. I wish I’d brought my collar, but I couldn’t find it.”

I pulled her collar out of my pants pocket. “Is this what you’re looking for?”

“You rat; you hid my collar.”

“All the better to surprise you with,” I said with a smirk.

“You are my master. I will always do what you tell me to do.”

“Your collar is not on yet. This is your decision. Obviously, I want everybody to fuck your brains out all week, but it’s up to you. And because this is different, I insist on a safe word. It’s red light. You can stop us any time if you’re too tired or getting sore. I’ve talked to all the guys, and they want to give you a great time. There will be no pain, no humiliation, just lots of orgasms. But we can all just swim and fish, eat good food and hang out. No pressure, honey. What will it be?”

She looked over at the guys. They all were younger than us, good looking and in great shape. Everyone had fucked her in the recent past, but this was going to be more extreme than anything she’d ever done before. An entire week with multiple partners, each one well-endowed and with lots of stamina. She took in a deep breath and said in a soft voice that she wanted to proceed with her hotwife honeymoon. The guys all clapped their hands and cheered.

“Ok, baby, you’ve made your master very happy. I am now going to put your collar on and undress you for your fuck buddies. While we are inside this house, you will wear nothing except your collar. When we go out to eat, you will not wear panties or bra under your clothing. And another thing, although you are our sex-slave, we are your servants for everything else. We will do any cooking, laundry, housecleaning you ask of us. We will pamper you in every way we can think of. And… you are not obliged to service any of us between eleven PM and nine AM. Unless, of course, you’re horny and in the mood. We’ve got a whole week together. We want everybody rested so we can keep on fucking.”

I grabbed the hem of her sundress and pulled it over her head as she raised her arms for me. I undid her bra, then pulled down her panties. She stepped out of them. Then, I put on her collar. She stood butt naked in front of me and five horny dudes.

“Well, guys,” she said with a smile. See anything you like?”

God, I loved this woman. The guys, of course, liked everything they saw and started undressing. Penny moved in among them, kissing and fondling them. When they had all joined her in their nudity, she asked me to toss her a cushion. She placed it on the floor and knelt on it. She looked up with a smile as she took hold of two cocks and began slowly stroking them.

“Mmmm, fellas, can your sex-slave do anything for you?”

Les replied for all of them. “I think a blow bang would be a nice way to start as our communal sex-slave.”

“Mmmm, you mean all these big cocks are for me.”

“That’s right, Penny. All. Week. Long.”

Some of the men moved closer and began rubbing their dicks all over her face, leaving trails of pre-cum wherever they touched. She planted kisses all over each cock, then began licking up and down. Brad, one of the young studs, grabbed her by the back of her head and pushed into her mouth, sighing as he entered. She moaned as she began sucking him, stroking two others at the same time. The other two men continued to rub their now fully erect cocks all over her face. She moved from cock to cock, always sucking one while stroking two others.

“None of us have cum for an entire week,” Les said.” Not since your commitment ceremony. Bill said he wanted us all to be extra horny for you. Does that excite you?”

“Mmmhmm, very much.”

“Where would you like us to cum, you gorgeous slut?”

“Wherever you like. I’m your sex slave, remember.”

“How about we cum all over your face and in your mouth? Would you like that?”

“Mmmm, yes, very much.”

“Slut, what makes you love cum so much?”

“Because it tastes like sex. And guys love blowjobs, and it turns me on to please them. I’m basically a submissive. Now, give me your cum. All of you. I want to feel it on my face and taste it and eat it. I want to keep it in my stomach for the rest of the day.”

I had been recording all this on my phone. I moved closer to catch everything as the guys started to unload. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide as a cum blizzard rained down on her. Some landed in her hair but most of it hit her face, and plenty accumulated in her mouth. One eye was plastered shut. A couple of fat strings drooped down from her chin and hit her tits. The men began pushing the cum into her mouth with their dicks. Her mouth began to fill. She wriggled her tongue all through the cum, gargled briefly, and swallowed. It took three gulps to get it all down. My cock was at an all-time hardness.

“Mmmm, that was yummy. I’m looking forward to eating lots of cum this week. Honey, get me a towel, please.”

I fetched a towel and wiped her face clean as lovingly as I could. I bent down and kissed her tenderly. She tasted like cum. In planning this fuckathon, I had some doubts whether she’d be into a hotwife honeymoon. Boy was I wrong. She was so far embracing this adventure even better than I could have hoped.

Penny and I showered together with lots of hugs and kisses. Neither of us chose to pursue our lust enough for orgasms. We wanted to stay horny for the evening’s festivities. The guys had checked out restaurants on-line, and we settled on Blackbeard’s. One of the studs had an SUV the size of an aircraft carrier, so we all piled in. The restaurant was pleasant enough with plenty of seafood options. The head waiter pushed a couple of tables together so we could all sit together. We ordered a round of beers and scoped out the menu. Everything looked great, but before we could order, Penny advised us to not pig out. She wanted us to have some more fun when we got back to our house.

The food was quite good, nothing fancy but well-prepared and delicious. I had to exercise restraint to keep from stuffing myself. We were all in a happy mood over what had happened and what was yet to come. Conversation flowed. Sex was not mentioned once. Les and I were friends, but we didn’t really know the four studs. Neither did they know us other than that Penny and I were swingers and she was a hotwife. Although they were all only in their late twenties and a little full of themselves, they were basically nice guys. Young, ambitious, and successful, they were interested in our story as well as sharing their own. We divvied up the bill and headed back to our beach mansion. Each of the five boy toys had chipped in substantially, or we would not have been able to afford it.

Once inside, Penny immediately took off her clothes. She knew her role and was embracing it, making me one very happy and horny dude. Les had brought a heavy-duty full-size air mattress and quickly pumped it up. Penny lay down on her back, spread her legs and asked us what we were waiting for. While the boytoys were taking off their clothes, I announced that I would prepare her for them. I knelt between her legs and dove into her pussy. I was too horny for any foreplay. I just started licking and sucking and tongue fucking her. It didn’t take long for her to cum. I rolled over on my back and had her ride my face cowgirl, thus enabling her to suck and stroke each guy hard. Once they were all ready to go, I reminded them that while she was our sex slave for the entire week, we didn’t want to wear her out. All holes were open for business, but I wanted us to treat her well.

Les picked her up and placed her on all fours. He got behind her, slotted her folds and slowly slid in, pausing briefly from time to time to let her accommodate him. When he was in all the way, he started slowly pumping back and forth, eliciting moans from Penny. I loved watching his big dick enter and withdraw repeatedly.

Soon, one of the studs knelt in front of her and fed her his cock. She took it in, and he began to fuck her face, taking care not to jam it down her throat too quickly. Another stud stood behind him waiting for his turn. The other two studs started a line behind Les, slowly stroking themselves, waiting to fuck her. She was moaning around the dick she was blowing. Occasionally, she would stop sucking and urge Les to fuck her harder. I was recording the action on my phone, so aroused I didn’t dare touch myself lest I cum.

After a few minutes, the stud fucking her crawled around behind the guy she was blowing. He pulled out and moved to the back of the fuck line. They weren’t gentle with her, but they weren’t really aggressive either. Just good hard fucking. The new guy in her mouth told her he was about to blow, but she urged him to wait and cum in her pussy. The guys rotated from front to back, changing places every couple of minutes. Finally, Penny was so worked up she screamed out a very intense orgasm.

The guys didn’t let up, a new guy taking her, cunt and mouth, then moving on before anybody but Penny could cum. And boy did she cum. She was super turned on, reveling in the pleasure she was receiving. She came three times more before she pulled off the blowjob she was giving and rolled over onto her back. She grabbed onto her legs behind her knees and pulled her legs wide open, ready to be mounted.

“Come on, guys, fuck me harder. Cum inside my married pussy. All of you. I want all of your cum inside me. FUCK ME. GIVE ME YOUR CUM. PLEASE; I NEED YOUR CUM!”

One after the other, the guys piled onto her and fucked her hard. They held back no longer, pounding her until each one came crammed deep inside her cunt. She came twice more, wild screaming orgasms that were blatantly demonstrating her intense arousal. Throughout this session, she urged them on, almost chanting to them in her euphoria.

“FUCK ME. CUM IN ME. FUCK, CUM, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!!!!”

I was able to capture it all on my phone. When the last guy came, I handed the phone to Les and told him to keep the video going. I climbed onto the mattress, positioned myself between her legs and shoved my cock in all the way to the hilt. Kind of like fucking a bucket of tepid water she was so loose and wet and warm. As I had discovered many times in the past, the psychological thrill of entering her after others had fucked her was so intense that I came not long after she wrapped her arms and legs around me. I collapsed on top of her and told her I loved her over and over.

“I love you too, baby, more than anything.”

Somebody said, “Wow, I hope someday I can find a woman like that.”

Another one said, “Get a room.” We all laughed.

“I think that’s a good idea,” Penny said. “It’s 10:30 and I have a feeling I’m going to be a busy hotwife this week. A girl needs her beauty rest.”

We untangled and made our way back to our room which had its own shower. Penny held her palm under her crotch to keep from dripping cum all over the place. We got into the shower together and turned up the hot water. She put her head and my shoulder as the water pelted us.

“Was I a good sex-slave, Master?”

“No. Good does not do you justice. You are the best hotwife in the world. I’m the happiest man in the world. I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

We lovingly soaped each other up and then rinsed off. We dried each other off, got into bed, and spooned. We fell asleep not long after.


CHAPTER 9

We slept till 8:30. I kissed Penny awake and we got up to face the next day of our hotwife honeymoon. It didn’t take her long because she wasn’t allowed to wear anything but her bright red collar. We strolled into the large kitchen holding hands. Two of the studs were seated in the breakfast nook. Les was getting the coffee started. They wore only their bathing suits. We exchanged good mornings, and I helped Penny up onto one of the expansive island’s stools. I fetched some OJ for Penny and me and joined her on the next stool.

“Don’t I get a morning kiss,” Les smiled as he sidled up to Penny. She pecked him on the lips and pulled away, prompting him to say he wanted a real kiss. Penny grabbed the back of his head and pulled him back to a passionate, open mouth tongue tangling connection. Brad and Ed declared they wanted their good morning welcome. She hopped off her stool, walked over to the two studs and sat in Brad’s lap. Ed pulled her toward him and began to suck face. She kissed them each back and forth while they fondled her breasts The breathing was starting to get heavy when she hopped off Brad.

“Since it looks like I’m going to have a busy day, I think I’m going to need some nourishment. How about some bacon and eggs so I’ll have lots of energy for whatever you naughty boys want to do to me.”

Les had grown up in restaurants his family owned. Even though he was now a lawyer, he definitely knew his way around a kitchen. While he whipped up breakfast, Penny asked if she could get a little sun and surf before the honeymoon resumed. We all thought a quick dip and some sun was a good idea before it got too hot. But there would be more sensual activities later.

After breakfast, I swapped out my shorts for some bathing trunks while Penny put on her new light blue bikini. Looking herself over in the full length, she just shook her head. It was legal but just barely. We joined the others who strongly approved of Penny’s scandalous bikini and headed out. Renting beachfront was expensive but worth it. Penny walked between Brad and Ed holding each of their hands. In retrospect I find it significant that she and I hadn’t really talked about her week-long sex-slave role, yet we both seemed to be completely in sync. We understood each other so well we didn’t need words.

We hurried into the inviting water with shouts of glee and lots of splashing around. The water was just cool enough under a cloudless sky. The other guys did not hesitate to grab Penny for a wet kiss and a squeeze of her ass. By the time we made it out of the water, all of them had had a brief make-out session with her. We all settled down on beach towels to catch a few rays.

Conversation was casual – what other restaurants to visit, maybe rent some jet skis – no sexual innuendos at all. Yet there was an erotic undercurrent I suspected we all felt. A couple of the guys were happy to apply suntan lotion on Penny’s delectable body, but aside from copping a few feels, nothing too outrageous. After soaking up the sun for a while, Brad declared it was time for some more intimate activities, and we all headed back. Once inside our rental house, Penny was reminded to strip. She immediately removed her bikini, handed it to me and told me to hang it up to dry. She was permitted to shower but was to report back for duty as soon as she finished.

Twenty minutes later she returned to the dining room clad only in her collar. The guys had finished their own showers and were lounging around in their underwear drinking beer. I got Penny a beer and one for myself. The guys, occupying facing sofas, were discussing Longhorn football, a perennially popular topic in Austin. I plopped down in one easy chair; Penny took the other. She had opinions of her own about the coach and didn’t hesitate to express them.

Brad pulled his dick out from his boxers and motioned for Penny to join him. She hopped right up and sat down on his lap. He pushed her down so that she was on her knees between his legs. He grabbed her hair and firmly pulled her forward. She took him into her mouth without hesitation and began slowly bobbing her head. Meanwhile, the conversation went on as though it was perfectly natural to have a blowjob while arguing about sports. Penny even stopped sucking long enough to tell us why she favored keeping the current coach, then resumed blowing the cock in her mouth.

When he was sporting an impressive erection, he pulled her up and turned her around. She slowly lowered herself onto his cock, slotted it between her folds and rubbed it back and forth. Gradually, she worked her way down until she was sitting on his thighs fully impaled, her back against his chest. And still the sports talk went on. She rocked her hips slowly, in no rush for any fireworks. Fucking in the reverse cowgirl position gave the rest of us a perfect view of the cock penetrating her pussy.

Ed stood up next to her and offered her his dick. She took him deep into her mouth and soon had him hard as well. He sat down and pulled her off Brad so she could fuck him reverse cowgirl just like she had Brad. This time she slid right down, taking him in all the way with no problem. She was telling us who should start as quarterback next year when Les cut her off by stuffing his cock in her mouth. She bobbed up and down for a few seconds, then paused just long enough to tell us the why of who should start. Every man was now sporting a hard-on. She moved from guy to guy riding each of us casually, ever quick to offer her opinions while she was fucking us.

Was she our sex-slave or were we her boy toys? None of us cared. It might seem counterintuitive, but this casual fucking and sucking was incredibly arousing to me. As our honeymoon unfolded, it became a big part of our daily activities. There were plenty of wilder sessions – gangbangs, dp’s, blowbangs – but nothing turned me on more than the casual sex while chatting or watching TV. Sometimes she would share a beer or juice with whoever she was riding. As the week wore on, Penny became a bit more animated during these sessions. Sometimes she came. Sometime one of the guys did, but everything continued as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening. Occasionally, a guy would cum while in the middle of a sentence. It was surreal, and we all loved it.

On our last night, Les whipped up an awesome shrimp gumbo. After taking care of the dishes, we took a walk on the beach, Penny always holding two guys’ hands. She was affectionate with all her men, nothing outrageous but a fair amount of kissing and ass squeezing. When we returned, we all wanted a special conclusion to our group honeymoon. Les broke out some killer weed, and soon, we were all high as kites. We’d been pacing ourselves all week so as not to wear our sex-slave out or make her too sore to fuck, but it was now time to cut loose. Penny blew everybody, rode everybody, and pulled a train. Each guy came at least twice, a couple of the studs, three times. I lost count of how many orgasms Penny had.

Finally, she could take no more. I carried her limp, cum splattered body into our bathroom, lay her down in the tub and ran the water. Once the tub was full, I climbed in behind her and pulled her back against my chest. She sighed. I nibbled on her ear and told her I loved her.

“Honey, if somebody told me before we got together a year ago that I’d fuck multiple guys multiple times for a solid week, I’d have thought they were crazy. But last week, I married you in a swinger wedding which ended up with me pulling a train. And we’re just winding up a hotwife honeymoon. Oh. My. God.”

“I hope it wasn’t too much for you. You never used your safe word.”

“Oh, baby, it was perfect. Better than perfect. I never knew I could cum so many times in a week. The guys were all sweet and respectful. They didn’t just use me to get their rocks off. They always made sure that I was having a great time too. In fact, I don’t think I’m going to need my collar anymore.” She unclasped it and tossed it aside.

“I don’t need to be your sex-slave. Yes, I do have a big submissive streak in me. I love pleasing you sexually. It was a huge turn-on making all the guys happy. But I don’t need to be a slave to avoid feeling guilty when I fuck other people. I love doing it for you, but now I do it just as much for me. You’ve turned me into a slut. And guess what? I love being a slut. An ethical slut but definitely a slut. Your slut. I’ve been thinking during this week about where we go from here. I’ve got some ideas. I’d like to know what you think.”

As we soaped each other up, we discussed our future together. Everything. Not just the sex part. But also the sex part. We were on the same wave-length. We slept like logs, happy as clams. In the morning, she wore her sun dress to breakfast. Les fixed us bacon and eggs. Just as people were getting up to pack their clothes, Penny asked them to wait a minute.

“Guys, I can’t thank you enough for the best honeymoon in the history of honeymoons. Every one of you is very special to me. I wish it didn’t have to end, but I’m starting on my master’s degree on Monday. I’ll only be taking two courses, though, so it doesn’t really have to stop completely. I’ve talked it over with Bill, and he’s one hundred percent behind what I’m proposing. I’d like everyone of you to continue being my fuck buddy. This summer, I will be available to any of you just about any time. It can be one at a time or several at once. In fact, I definitely want all of you to gangbang me at least once a month. Anybody interested?”

The guys all enthusiastically agreed. The four studs all worked punishing schedules, but nooners and nighttime booty calls were possibilities. Les was seeing someone who was uncertain about swinging. Maybe some foursomes could ease her into the lifestyle. I liked being present for her “dates” when possible, but my absence did not preclude hookups. We’d see how all of us were feeling after three weeks, but Penny hoped her “summer of love” would last until her teaching resumed in the fall.

At that time, we’d have to figure out how to structure things differently if we all wanted to keep on keeping on. They had to accept that she would be attending sex parties with me, and that she also had a girlfriend she needed to spend time with. Les could continue seeing his latest girlfriend, but she expected the four studs to remain exclusive to her. After plenty of hugs and passionate kisses, we cleaned up, packed, and headed back to Austin.

“I still can hardly believe how we spent this last week,” Penny observed. “Are you still cool with what I’ve got planned for the summer?”

“Absolutely. And if either of us ever has any qualms we can call a time-out and figure out how to make things work for both of us. I love what you’ve got planned, but our relationship always comes first.”

That seemed to put Penny’s mind at ease. She reclined her seatback and snoozed. Every now and then I would glance her way and marvel at how beautiful she was. She had developed into the super slut that I had always dreamt about. Yet somehow, she remained innocent. She was kind and caring and had a pure heart. I really was the luckiest man in the world.

THE END

I hope you enjoyed the story of Bill and Penny. I would be sooo grateful if you’d leave a rating and a brief review. The only way I can continue cranking out erotica is for me to get enough positive ratings to generate more readers. If you have ideas for how I could improve my writing, I welcome your feedback. Ditto, if you have ideas for themes relaed to swinging and hotwifing.

Bill Watchman
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