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book. But if you’re looking for a fun, dirty read, this is
it.




Chapter 1

 


I’d had sex with men who
weren’t my husband, and I’d even had sex with other women at
the resort. After we returned from our vacation, I
questioned my new identity as a hotwife. Sometimes, I felt crushing
guilt over what I’d become. Surely, my husband was as guilty as I
was. Maybe the guilt was a product of my religious
upbringing?

My insecurities about what
I’d done almost got the best of me at times. I knew my husband
wanted us to continue the hotwife lifestyle. I no longer had any
doubt seeing me having sex with another person was exciting for
him. I didn’t fully understand how seeing his wife making love with
another man—often a man with a much larger penis than his own—could
make his cock so hard. I know it had to be emotionally painful, and
I knew it made him feel insecure about his ability to satisfy me
fully.

I love my husband, and more
than that, I’m in love with my husband. He means everything
to me, and I’m afraid I might lose him being a hotwife. Is it
possible to separate sex from love? How was it even possible for a
woman to have a deep love for one man while having satisfying,
mind-blowing sex with another? At least for me, most confusing of
all was how my husband could watch the woman he loved being…
fucked… and having the experience make the sex we shared so much
better for both of us. It made my head spin just thinking about
it.

My worries were not entirely
irrational. The resort was a special place. A place dedicated to
hotwifes. How would the hotwife lifestyle work at home, in real
life? A real-world where people wore clothing and weren’t
necessarily looking to hook up at every opportunity?

I beat myself up over what I
must have done to my husband. Watching me throw myself at men with
bigger cocks had to be devastating to him, even though it had
clearly excited him. I think he’d had more self-induced orgasms at
the resort than as a teenager.

Through all this thinking
about being a hotwife, I found I was always outrageously horny. I’d
attack Bill whenever I could—whenever the kids weren’t likely to
happen in on us—I threw myself at him. I wanted to be fucked! And
not just fucked—I wanted to be used, pounded. I wanted his finger
in my ass as he rode me.

I loved making love with
Bill. I loved the closeness, the feelings of safety, and security.
Sometimes he’s gentle, and sometimes we both want it a little rough
and frantic. I loved that we’d made two children together. My
family was the most important thing in the world to me, and
sometimes, it felt as though I’d nearly thrown it all away by
becoming a hotwife.

I hadn’t nearly thrown it
away, of course. Bill and I had done something we both found
exciting, borderline dangerous, and deeply fulfilling. I found it
easier to climax with my husband than ever before. I’d rarely had
an orgasm from penetration before our vacation, and now, I had one
every time we made love.

My body had changed too. My
labia seemed to be more prominent and a deeper shade of pink as
though permanently aroused. My clitoris had always been sensitive,
of course, but now I could feel myself rubbing against the inside
of my panties, and it drove me crazy. It became so annoying I
stopped wearing panties entirely like some bar bimbo. I also gave
up wearing slacks—the seam would ride up against me since I didn’t
have underwear on, and on one embarrassing occasion, caused me to
have a sudden and unexpected orgasm while meeting with my son’s
principal.

He had watched, a small
smile on his handsome face, as I hung onto the corner of his desk
and tried my best not to let him know what was happening to
me.

“Are you all right,
Mary?”

“I’m… oh… fine. Just
having a little… ah… pain,” I said, blushing bright
red.

He’d walked around his desk
to help me, and I collapsed in his arms as my climax passed. I’d
never realized how strong and masculine he was until I held onto
him, feeling the orgasm’s aftershocks. A part of me wanted him. I
wouldn’t have protested if he’d ripped my clothing off. If he’d
taken out his cock, I’d have knelt on the floor and devoured
him.

Fortunately, nothing of the
sort happened. He had me sit until I “felt better” before sending
me home because I was sick. I was sick in the head—I even
masturbated in the car as I drove. That was the last time I wore
pants anywhere, for anything. I started wearing ankle-length skirts
while teaching.

Bill loved the new
arrangement. His wife always wore skirts or dresses and never wore
panties. What man wouldn’t like it? He took advantage whenever he
could, which pleased me. I was desirable to him, not just to watch
but to have.

I didn’t know if I wanted to
be a hotwife away from the resort. I considered what we’d done to
be a wonderful break from our ordinary lives, but we weren’t at the
resort any longer. Things could return to normal, couldn’t
they?

Generally, sex is different
for a man, I think. His cock is right out there for everybody to
see when he gets hard. They’re beautiful—hard and throbbing with
veins and knobs. I love watching an erection throb and drool
because of me. Men are reminded of sex all the time, it seems. Bill
wakes up hard every morning.

It’s different for a woman,
our sex is tucked away. We generally have to spread our legs and
expose ourselves to make ourselves vulnerable and to being
penetrated by a man. When he’s done, he leaves a part of himself
inside. It seems wrong to open ourselves like that without feelings
for the man, or in a relationship. Here’s the crazy part… are you
ready for the crazy part? We want him to do it. We crave the
feelings that come with penetration by a hard cock. Some of us
desire an especially large cock—we want to feel stretched out, we
want to orgasm with him, we want to feel him ejaculate
inside and leave part of himself behind.

At the resort, a man was
usually exposed whether he wanted to be or not, but a woman had to
make choices. True, it’s hard to hide one’s breasts, but it’s the
other decisions that make all the difference.

I had to choose to be a
hotwife, to fuck other men and women. I didn’t always have much in
the way of feelings for them or meaningful relationships, but I
wanted them sexually. I craved them, both the men and the
women.

We were home now, and I felt
that I should just want to be a wife and mother. If only I could
turn off my memories and my supercharged libido.

It wasn’t long before Bill
was talking about it in bed. I didn’t need much foreplay, but
instead of just mounting me, he would reminisce about things we’d
done on our vacation.

“Remember the ride in from
the airport?” he began while stroking my breasts, his erection
pressed against my hip. “How you played with James's big cock, how
you stroked the head? Remember how it felt in your
hand?”

Just like that, I was back
in the tiny open car driving to the resort from the airport. This
time, I wasn’t touching James through his shorts; I was stroking
his exposed, black erection.

“Oh, Bill, yes… he’s so
hard,” I whisper-moaned as Bill stroked my pussy.

“He’s throbbing in your
hand, and he wants to fuck you right now,” he said. “He wants to
put you on his lap and push his big cock inside.”

“I want him to do it.
Bill, I’m so sorry. I want him to fuck me before we get to the
resort.” I was bucking to meet his finger as he stroked my
pussy. I was urging him to push his fingers inside me while he
rubbed my clit. What I truly wanted was to be fucked by
James!

Bill had removed the covers
from the bed before we started. I was lying spread out and naked on
a bare sheet.

“James was going to pull
over and fuck you, and I wanted him to do it. I wanted to see my
sweet innocent wife fucked by his huge black cock. I wanted him to
spread your legs and push that monster inside you,” my husband said
as my moans increased in volume.

I felt my body tense. My
eyes were closed, but in my mind, I was back at the resort, and
this time, James was going to fuck me as my husband watched. It
felt so real to me.

“Oh yes,” I cried as
Bill split me open with his good-sized erection. “Would you have
jacked off while he fucked me?”

“Yes… I want you to be a
hotwife. I want you to be my hotwife,” he was
panting.

We slowed down, Bill still
fucking me as we gazed into each other’s eyes. I was back in my own
bedroom with my feet planted flat on our bed.

“You do? You want me to
act like I did at the resort?” I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing. I started to push my pussy back at him. My need was
growing, and I wanted him to fuck me.

“Yes.”

“I came in Mr. McMahan’s
office,” I blurted out as my hips moved faster.

“You did? Did you fuck him?”
Bill was moving harder now, too.

“No.” I stopped
moving again, so did he. “I wouldn’t do that to
you.”

“You could have. You could
have fucked him if you told me about it. You can fuck anybody you
want. You’re my hotwife,” he said, trying to catch his breath. He
moved inside me while I digested what he’d said. I started to move
against him with some urgency.

“I wanted to fuck him. I
wanted to suck his cock,” I confessed in a loud voice as I
neared orgasm.

“I love you, Mary,” he
whispered, his mouth close to my ear.

“I love you too,” I
shouted as I came.

.




Chapter 2

 


I dreamed about the resort.
My dream was so vivid—the ocean was turquoise and clear. I could
see small tropical fish darting about near the bottom. Nova was on
her knees between my legs, licking my pussy and sucking my clit. I
was moaning and about to cum when I suddenly woke to the weak,
early morning light in our bedroom.

The covers had been thrown
off again. Bill was lying on his stomach, his face buried in my
pussy. No wonder I’d been dreaming of Nova. I looked down at him in
awe and the dream merged with reality; I was close to orgasm. I
held my husband’s head as I felt my climax begin deep inside. My
body was pulsing, and I felt as though I was spinning. I was close
to blacking out. Electric pulses raced down my body and up my legs
until they exploded in my pussy. Bill held me as my body thrashed
on the bed, my mind filled with images of Nova. I even imagined I
could taste her juices on my lips as I came.

My husband’s cock was a hard
rod leaking pre-cum, and he moved to lay next to me.

“Let’s talk,” he
said.

I was panting as I reached
for him.

“I want you inside
me,” I said. “I want to feel you cum inside
me.”

“I want to talk about what’s
going on with you,” he said as I stroked his erection.

I rolled up onto my knees,
my legs spread so he could see how wet I was.

“You want to talk about
‘feelings?’ Now? Really?” I said, running a finger between my
folds.

“Yes, I do,” he said,
smiling. “I can see you’re conflicted. You feel as though you’re
unfair to me, that not being able to leave the resort behind is a
form of cheating. Is that how you feel?”

My husband could be so damn
smart sometimes and so fucking dumb at other times, just like most
husbands, I suppose. This time he’d ‘hit the nail on the head,’ as
my uncle used to say.

“It is cheating,
Bill. I had sex with other men, and women too. I was an
out-of-control… I don’t know… slut?”

Bill bent and kissed my
thigh near my inflamed pussy.

“I loved it, but I hated it
too. It caused me a lot of pain to watch you cum harder with others
than you ever have with me. But here’s the part that’s hard to
explain: the pain I felt while watching you added to my lust and
the love I have for you. I didn’t completely lose my erection the
entire time we were there. Now, tell me how you felt,” he
demanded.

“At the time, I loved the
sex and the sense of freedom I had, knowing you’d always be there
when I came back. But I knew what I was doing to you, and I felt
bad even though I knew you wanted to feel the hurt of seeing
your woman with her legs spread for someone else. You wanted the
‘delicious agony,’” I used his term for what he said he felt. “I
was giving us what we both wanted, but it was
confusing.”

“I’ve already booked us for
next year.”

I pulled his head up, almost
hurting both of us in the process.

“You did!”

“Yep, we’re going at the
same time as June and Rickie.”

I was passionately kissing
his face by this time. Planning to go back to the resort proved to
me he did want me to be a hotwife. It felt as though an enormous
weight had been lifted from me.

“June says she’s not done
with you yet.”

I rushed to my laptop and
pulled up video chat. There they were, of course, listed as June
and Rickie.

“Do you have a chat box for
James?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s under Jim.” Bill
looked a little sheepish as he admitted to talking with the
man.

I wanted to talk to them
right away, but life happened, and we had to deal with the kids.
Then it was time for work and bed and work the next day
again.

I had long talks with myself
before I did anything. I was sexually aroused by the thought of
chatting with them and maybe even playing a little. When I thought
of seeing James’ cock, my pussy would begin throbbing. We’d agreed
to leave it all behind at the resort, but Bill booking another trip
changed everything. It opened the metaphorical box I’d built
surrounding my time as an ‘out-of-control slut.’

For days, the desire to
experience our resort friends over the ‘net clashed with the
promise I’d made with myself to leave it all behind until our next
trip.

“I’m going to talk to them,”
I finally told Bill.

“I know. The way you’ve been
acting lately, I hoped you would.” He looked excited rather than
disappointed.

“Why aren’t you disappointed
in me?” I asked, staring up at him.

“Because of this,” he said
and looked pointedly at his crotch. Despite the looseness of the
casual shorts he was wearing, his erection was plain to see. My
husband had a hard-on at the thought of me talking to people I’d
fucked even though we’d only be seeing each other on a computer
screen.

“You want to watch, don’t
you? You want something to happen. Well, we’re just going to talk,”
I said, walking away from him. I may have sounded certain, but
inside, I was hoping for much more.

I called June and Rickie
first but, of course, they didn’t answer. Before giving up, I tried
James. Naturally, he was home.

“My girl, Mary. How are
you?” he said when he answered. James looked wonderful. His
handsome black face and the top of his bare chest filled my
screen.

“Did I catch you at a bad
time? It looks like you don’t have a shirt on.”

“I don’t; I just got out of
the shower. I don’t have anything on.”

My pussy instantly felt wet.
The throbbing I’d felt when he answered became more
intense.

“Ummm… so… you’re naked and
talking to me?” I stammered.

“Yes, look,” he said,
standing so his beautiful, large black cock filled the screen. Just
the sight of it with its startling white, mushroom-shaped head was
enough to make my nipples hard and for my pussy to prepare itself
for sex.

“James, you look… I don’t
know how to say it.”

His hand appeared and
wrapped around his cock. He started stroking himself just as I
felt, more than I heard, Bill come into the room and take a seat,
facing me but still able to see the screen.

“Do you like watching me
touch myself, Mary?” James asked. “Is your husband there with
you?”

“Y… yes, to both questions,”
I answered as Bill moved into view, still facing me more than the
screen.

“Do you miss me, Mary?”
James asked as his cock stiffened.

“Yes,” I stammered,
staring at the image on the screen.

“Does it excite you to see
me like this?”

“Yes, you know it does,” I
croaked.

“Show me your pussy, Mary,”
he ordered.

Bill was nodding his head
‘yes’ as I stood. James’s gorgeous cock filled my vision. I pulled
the zipper down, allowing the dress to pool at my feet. I stood
naked in front of the camera. I was allowing James to see my body
from my neck to my knees.

“Sit down for me, Mary. Show
me what my cock is doing to you.”

As I sat, I glanced at my
husband. Bill had his cock out, and he stroked himself as he stared
at me, his eyes large and unblinking.

I sat on the edge of the
desk chair, then leaned back and draped my legs over the armrests,
so I was spread open and completely exposed to both my husband and
my lover. I probably looked like a wanton slut, and the small
picture of myself within the larger screen caused my pussy to
twinge. I wondered if the men could see my spasms. I ran a finger
between my lips, not surprised by how turned on I was.

“Do you ever think of the
night with both your husband and me?” James asked.

“Oh, yes.” I began
stroking my clit as James sat so I could see his face and his hand
lightly stroking his cock.

“Do you want to be with me
again? Do you want to feel me inside you?”

“We’re coming back. We’ve
booked our next trip. Will you be there?” I was stroking myself
faster as I felt James’s eyes focus on my slit.

“Let me know when you’re
arriving. I’ll arrange to pick you up at the airport.”

“Yes, James. My husband
could sit in the back again… maybe he could watch us together.”
I could feel my orgasm building. My hands and legs began to
tremble.

“It might take us a while to
get to the resort,” he said, his hand was moving faster. His cock
was so long and thick. How had I taken him inside me?

“There’s… no need… to
rush. James… I’m going to… cum.”

“Do it, Mary. Show me how
much you want my cock inside you.”

It was thrilling to be naked
in front of both men, to see the erections I’d caused. I felt like
the sexiest woman alive.

Bill was groaning as he
thrust his hips upward, his cock erupting in a fountain of sperm.
He was staring at my pussy as he came. His excitement combined with
the visual of James’s mammoth erection was too much for me. My body
shook, and my pussy pulsated as my climax took over, causing me to
blackout for a moment. My orgasm didn’t taper off like it usually
did. I felt as though I went through three or four cycles—cumming,
recovering, then cumming again. All the while, Bill’s erection was
pulsing as it subsided, each pulse releasing progressively smaller
amounts of sperm.

By the time my orgasms had
diminished, I was exhausted. I softly stroked the inside of my
thighs as I watched Bill clean himself, and James released his
cock.

“You didn’t cum,” I said to
him.

“No, I didn’t. Until you get
here, I have some other wives in need of my services,” James
explained. A wave of jealousy hit me. I had no claim on James, I
was married to another man, but still, I wanted him for
myself.

Bill watched me closely.
Seeming to know what I was feeling, he stroked my back and
whispered, “I love you.” His support calmed me. I rewarded him with
a lingering kiss.

“You’re jealous,” James
said. “Would you and your husband like to watch me with an innocent
young wife? Perhaps tomorrow?”

Bill was nodding rapidly. He
wanted to watch James take a hotwife virgin. I wasn’t so
sure.

“We have to work tomorrow,”
I said.

“Let’s make it a date,”
James said. “How about ten tomorrow night, your time?”

The kids would be safely in
bed by then, and we could use the laptop in our bedroom in private.
I still wasn’t sure I wanted to watch my James with another woman,
but I reluctantly agreed. He told us he would arrange everything so
we could watch.

After signing off, Bill
pulled me into the bedroom and threw me on the bed.




Chapter 3

 


The next day was hectic for
both of us. There was work, of course, and the kids had an
after-school event for us to attend. The good and bad news was the
rapid approach of summer vacation. I’d be off this year—no summer
school for me—and the kids would be home a lot more, but they would
be away for two weeks at Summer Camp.

When I thought of the kids
while simultaneously planning to be a hotwife, guilt would nibble
away at my heart. By the time we ate a late dinner and tried to get
them ready for bed, I wasn’t sure we’d be on the computer by ten
o’clock.

We’d just fallen into bed,
out of breath when I opened the laptop and called James. He came on
almost immediately, dressed only in white shorts, which made his
body look even darker than usual. His apartment was so familiar to
me—in the background that it caused me to flashback to the
afternoon I’d spent with James and his friends. My pussy
throbbed.

My tiredness disappeared—it
just fell away and was replaced by tingling horniness. I was
breathless from seeing him and the room where so much had happened
to me. Bill saw my immediate reaction.

“The woman in the bathroom
is Scarlett,” James said as a tall, pale, redheaded woman walked
into the picture, wearing just a white towel. She had to be over
twenty-one even to be allowed into the resort, but she looked
younger. Her pale skin was flawless, her eyes the color of
emeralds.

“You must be Bill and Mary,”
she said, smiling shyly and still holding the towel with one hand.
Even her teeth were perfect. “James told me about you.”

We told her we were happy to
meet her, and perhaps, she’d be more comfortable if we finished
taking our clothes off, too. As Bill stripped and I removed my bra,
I kept my eyes on Scarlett. Not only was she beautiful, but she had
the most perfect breasts I’d ever seen—large and round with just
the slightest sag, her areolas were pale pink. If they hadn’t been
swollen and standing out from her breasts, they would have been
almost too pale to make out. Her nipples were hard and a darker
pink, like engorged pencil erasers. Her pubic hair was trimmed
short; she was a natural redhead.

“Scarlett’s getting married
next week,” James said.

“That’s true, and my fiancé
doesn’t know I’m here,” Scarlett giggled nervously. “I wanted to
experience more of life before I was married.”

“Tell them how many men
you’ve been with,” James suggested.

“Just Kenny, my fiancé, he’s
the only man. That’s why I’m here, I guess.”

I felt I had to say
something. “Scarlett, do you know about James?”

“I’ve heard he’s terrific in
bed,” she said as he moved her lips to his.

I muted the sound and turned
to Bill. “This is either going to be a disaster or the hottest
thing we’ve ever seen. How do we record this?”

By the time we were set to
record, James had Scarlett on her back on the bed, and they were
still kissing. He still had his shorts on, but his erection made a
sizeable log down one thigh.

Still holding each other,
Scarlett giggled when James whispered something in her ear. He
was seducing her! He was going to give her the complete
treatment, not just a fuck. I’ve never been crazy about porn, but
this was something different. These weren’t actors playing a part.
Scarlett was a near virgin about to be deflowered by the most
enormous penis I’d ever seen.

James got up to get two more
bottles of beer as Scarlett pushed herself upright against the
headboard. For just a second, I could see between her legs—the
resolution on our laptop was excellent, and her red slit was vivid
against her pale skin. I could have sworn I saw a dark, wet spot on
the sheet where she’d been lying.

Her emerald eyes were fixed
on James when he returned. She was smiling and looking as though
she wanted a real relationship with him, and I suppose she did. He
could have just fucked her, which is probably what her boyfriend
would have done. Instead, he was showing he cared about her! The
bastard was going to make this last, and he was making me
watch.

I didn’t realize I’d been
playing with myself until Bill put his hand over mine. I was
leaving a wet spot of my own.

As Scarlett drank her beer,
James worked on her body, kissing her neck and throat before
running his tongue over her upper chest. Scarlett moaned when he
took one of her hard nipples in his mouth. She had one hand on his
head, holding his nursing mouth to her breast. Her beer was
forgotten until he took it from her.

As he suckled and ran his
fingertips over her other breast and belly, Scarlett raised a knee
and spread her legs, giving us a perfect view of her engorged
pussy. Scarlett was seriously excited. She may have been turned on
because she was naked in bed with a handsome black man, but she was
also excited because an equally naked couple was watching. James
was not just a handsome black man, but one rumored to be a good
lover—if the poor girl only knew.

By the time James touched
her clit, Scarlett was so turned on she was ready to beg him to
touch her ‘there.’ She did everything she could to communicate her
desire to be filled. She moved her hand as if she wanted to feel
his erection while spreading her legs to give him access to her
sensitive pussy.

James wasn’t ready for her
to touch him, at least not quite yet. He kissed his way down to her
spread snatch. I’m not a fan of the word, but I’d never seen a
pussy that looked more like a ‘snatch’ than hers did. Her labia
were spread wide, exposing her slit, only it wasn’t closed tight
anymore. It was opening and closing and visibly pulsing with need.
Her labia were swollen a vermilion color, vivid against her red
pubic hair and pale skin. Her vagina was visible as a dark, wet
hole. I’ve never seen a woman who hadn’t been touched be so
sexually excited. Even her clitoral hood was extended and seemed to
be quivering. When James’ tongue finally touched her there,
Scarlett’s mouth opened, her head fell backward, and a long moan
filled the room.

“Kenny doesn’t do
that,” she whimpered.

The poor girl had never been
eaten! Judging by her responses, she loved it. She alternated
between holding her breath and groaning as James worked on her,
only occasionally dipping lower to lick and suck her spread
labia.

He didn’t stop until
Scarlett experienced her first orgasm. She held her arms above her
head as she leaned against the headboard, her hips pushing against
his mouth, wailing as she came.

James moved up her body then
and kissed her, thrusting his tongue between her lips, giving her a
taste of her own arousal. Scarlett kissed him back eagerly, licking
and sucking his lips and face to collect and taste her own dew.
James took off his shorts and positioned himself between her thighs
after pulling her flat on the bed.

I don’t think Scarlett had
seen the size of his cock before he used two fingers to spread her
wide while caressing her clit. While opening her vagina with the
head of his huge prick. She was thrusting her hips at him, urging
him to push inside, but he continued teasing her and making himself
wet with her natural lubrication.

“Fuck me, James,” she
wailed. “I know you’re big, but please put it inside. I need it.”
As his giant cock stretched her open, she howled. “Stop… stop,
please. Give me a second ...” James held himself above her,
supported on his muscular forearms and his knees, her nipples just
touching his powerful chest. His stomach was touching hers, and her
legs were spread wide for him.

James held still, continuing
to kiss her and to whisper in her ear. We could only see between
their legs and the way her vermillion-colored labia darkened as his
cock stretched her. After a few moments, James moved again. He
pushed his way inside an inch or two and pulled back out, his cock
shining wet.

After fucking that way for
several minutes, Scarlett put her hands on her ankles, holding
herself open. James’s cock was gleaming wet for most of its length.
Her cervix stopped him, and she howled and tried to push him away,
but he held her as he had held me. Somehow, he slipped below the
obstacle, and when he did, Scarlett lost her mind. The poor woman
slipped over the edge of sanity. She began fucking up at him as
hard and as fast as she could, her nails digging deep into his ass.
She held her butt off the bed, and her cries were unintelligible.
James held perfectly still and let her fuck herself on his giant
cock.

She’d clearly experienced
two hard orgasms before James put her on her hands and knees, so
she was facing us while he pushed his well-lubricated cock all the
way inside her. Her eyes were wild, and she appeared to be looking
directly at us. James held her long, red hair tightly in his fist
as her mouth hung open, and she screamed as she climaxed
again.

I was masturbating as hard
and as fast as I could. My pussy was almost as wet as Scarlett’s.
My clit felt like a live wire with a direct connection to the
pleasure centers of my brain. Bill was jacking his cock next to me.
If she were looking, she’d have seen a married couple cum just from
the look of bottomless lust on her face. I was trying to see
everything as I came. I wanted to watch Scarlett, and I tried to
concentrate on my own pussy. But most of all, I hungered to have
James behind me, his cock buried deep in my cunt!

Her face showed her arousal
when James came deep inside her. She held perfectly still as he
pumped her full of load after load of his cum. When he was through,
and his balls were empty, she collapsed on the bed, breathing
heavily.

“What was that?” she
asked, her voice was scratchy from screaming. The grating quality
sounded sexy to me. “Is that what sex is supposed to be
like?”

James was stretched out
beside her. His massive cock was lying across his thigh when she
reached over to stroke him.

“Can we do it again?” she
asked, a pleading tone in her voice.

“You won’t be satisfied with
Kenny if I keep fucking you.”

“I don’t care.”

The poor woman was ruined. I
knew how she felt; he’d destroyed me too.

I asked both men to leave
the room, telling them I needed to talk to Scarlett alone. Woman to
woman. After they left, we sat in front of our computers, looking
at each other, both of us naked.

“It was good, wasn’t it?” I
asked.

Scarlett was still shaking
when she answered, “I didn’t know sex could be so good.”

“You’re going to fuck him
again, aren’t you? Probably more than once?”

“Oh, yes. As many times as I
can, hopefully again tonight,” she said breathlessly.

“Are you going to be
satisfied with your fiancé after this?”

Scarlett’s face went blank
as she stared at the screen. Her perfect breasts were rising and
falling rapidly, and for a moment, I was envious of her
body.

“I don’t know. God, why did
you ask me that?” Her breathing increased. I was afraid she’d
hyperventilate.

“You’re going to have to
live with your new husband and sleep with only him. Unless he’s
willing to share you, that is.”

“I don’t think he’d ever be
willing to—how did you say it? Share me?” she answered.

“What are you going to do?”
I asked.

“I’m going to fuck the hell
out of James,” she smiled. “What do you think I should do? Your
husband seems okay with sharing you.”

“He’s not completely okay
with it. He calls it ‘delicious agony’ because it hurts him, causes
him real pain, jealous pain, but at the same time, it makes him
harder than he’s ever been otherwise. His orgasms, after he watches
me, are monumental.”

“I don’t know if Kenny would
ever go along. His cock is so small, and I’ve never climaxed with
him inside me. I think he’d be intimidated, and he wouldn’t be able
to handle it. I don’t think the agony would be delicious for
him.”

“Do you want my
advice?”

“Please.”

“Let me give you my phone
number. The only other person who has it is my husband.” Scarlett
took a piece of paper from her purse and wrote it down.

“Your area code is the same
as mine!” she said in surprise. “Where do you live?”

It turned out that the
gorgeous Scarlett lived less than two miles from us.

“Okay, here’s my advice.
Unless you’re absolutely positive you are willing to forsake all
other men for the rest of your life and don’t feel you can talk
openly and honestly with your fiancé, postpone the wedding. Since
we’re so close, we can meet and talk about things.”

“I’d like to meet you, but
postponing? All the guests are coming, and everything has been
ordered and paid for,” she said with a worried
expression.

“You have to do what feels
right. Just make sure it’s what you want. It’s easier and less
expensive to postpone than to get divorced. Contact me no matter
what you decide. I’d like to get to know you.”

Just then, James came back
into view, his wonderful cock fully hard again. “Are you ready for
round two?”




Chapter 4

 


All I could think about for
the next week was James and the way he’d ruined Scarlett just
before her wedding. I watched our recording of the session
repeatedly, noticing different things each time—how wide he
stretched her, how her entire pussy seemed to have been pulled
inside-out when he’d fucked her. I’d felt the sensation, but I
hadn’t seen it. I was mesmerized.

I’m sorry to say I neglected
my husband when he might have needed me most. Bill watched me, even
ate me, and brought the vibrator to me, but what I wanted was to be
taken by James. One night, after the kids were in bed, I pushed the
big rubber head of my magic wand vibrator into my vagina and turned
it on at the same time my husband fucked my ass. It might not have
been as good as James, but it was still spectacular.

I was hoping Scarlett would
call me; I’m a selfish bitch sometimes. I wanted her; I wanted to
fuck that woman and show her another kind of overwhelming pleasure.
A type of pleasure no man could give her. I wondered if she’d gone
through with the wedding?

It was about that time Bill
bought a Sybian riding vibrator. I needed something more, and my
husband knew it. A Sybian is a masturbation device consisting of a
saddle-like seat over an electric motor connected to a dildo that
rotates inside the vagina. A pebbled rubber mat vibrates against
the clitoris. The vibration intensity, and the speed of the dildo
rotation, are controlled by a box that can be in the woman's hands
or some other person.

It’s billed as the ultimate
masturbation device, able to take a woman to fantastic sexual
heights. When it first arrived, I read the operation booklet first.
I walked around the machine and examined the various dildos—one was
undoubtedly fat enough. I even turned it on a few times to feel the
vibrations.

It sat in our bedroom closet
for a week before I was ready to try it. With the kids away, Bill
and I enjoyed a relaxing dinner and a bottle of wine. We made out
for a long time before making our way to the bedroom.

As my husband watched, I
stripped and put lube on my pussy and the largest dildo attachment.
I also followed the instructions and lubed the pebbled rubber mat
that would press against my clit.

We were giggling as I sat on
the machine and eased the fat dildo inside my pussy. I had to
stretch myself to make it fit. I felt full of cock as it slid fully
inside, causing my clit to mash against the pebbled surface of the
mat.

I turned on the rotating
dildo first and was astonished as the huge thing moved inside me. I
could feel it pressing against the extra-sensitive spot in my
vagina with every rotation. I wasn’t sure I needed more than the
dildo. I was increasing the speed of the rotation when Bill turned
on the vibrator. He turned

it on to about half speed.
Suddenly, my entire lower body was vibrating while a huge cock
rotated inside me.

I was breathing heavily
through my mouth, my body racked by the strong vibrations as I
looked at my smiling husband. It wasn’t like a man; it was a
machine, and the machine didn’t get anything out of it—the Sybian
existed to give me pleasure, incredible, body-shaking
pleasure.

My orgasm built fast, and it
was strong and overwhelming. Even though I’d only been on the
machine a few minutes, it felt as though my entire body was in
spasm. For the first time in my life, I squirted. I drenched the
machine and the carpet experiencing my first wet orgasm. I released
a lot of sexual tension built up from our session with James and
Scarlett, but the Sybian didn’t stop. Bill set it as high as it
would go, so my orgasms didn’t suddenly stop either. As the machine
continued to vibrate and rotate, the sensations became more
intense.

I don’t know how long I
came. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore, and Bill turned the
machine off. My chest and face were bright red and blotchy. My
pussy was swollen, bright pink, and tender. I was embarrassed by
how much I’d squirted. All I could do was sit on the couch and look
at the machine in wonder.

Bill’s erection was massive.
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” he said, stoking himself. I
bent over and put his erection in my mouth. It took only a second
before he exploded. It felt like he came for a long time, flooding
my mouth faster than I could swallow. As his cum overflowed and ran
down my chest, I smiled up at him, happy I’d pleased him so
much.

I had to rest after my
session. The Sybian would never take the place of another person,
but as a vibrator, it couldn’t be beaten. I was drifting off as
Bill cleaned the machine, the dildo, and the rubberized massager
when a weird thought popped into my head.

“Bill, how expensive are
those attachments?”

“It depends on the size,” he
told me while wiping his hands dry.

“What’s wrong with you?
Order the jumbo,” I laughed. “Then sit down. I have an idea. What
would you think of renting the machine to a few friends? We’d have
them buy their own attachments.”

“Would I get to watch?” My
husband is a pervert.

“If you hide,
yes.”

“How much?” He’s also a
little nutty about money, being an accountant and all.

“I don’t know, maybe fifty
dollars?”

Three days later, I was
having drinks with some friends. The usual topics of conversation
were their husbands and their unsatisfying sex lives. Most women
don’t talk with their friends about their sex lives, but our group
broke the rule.

“What if I told you, ladies,
I have the world’s best and strongest vibrator? One guaranteed to
give a woman more pleasure than any man ever could.” I wasn’t
over-selling by much.

“Oh, give me a break,” Alice
said. “I haven’t had a good orgasm in five years. John will come to
life at times, and I love him, but he never lasts long
enough.”

“You’re due.” I continued,
giving them a brief description of the Sybian. “I’ll make a deal
with you. Buy your attachment—regular, large, or jumbo— and if it
doesn’t give you one of the best orgasms you’ve ever had, I’ll
reimburse you the cost and give you fifty dollars.”

“How will you know it
works?” Alice asked.

“I’ll be there.” Alice is a
few years younger than I am—a trim-looking blonde, trim except for
her breasts.

“You’ll watch me get
off?”

“Yep. Here’s the rest of the
deal. If it works, you own the attachments, and you pay me fifty
dollars,” I said.

The girls laughed among
themselves, but the seed had been planted. They asked me a lot of
questions, giggling at my answers. Later that same afternoon, Alice
called. “I’m in.”

A week later, Alice and I
were sitting in my living room, sipping wine and chatting. She was
clearly nervous as I poured her another glass.

My crafty husband had placed
small “spy-shop” cameras around the house so that he could watch
from the garage. We’d set the Sybian so Alice would be facing our
closet. The sliding closet door had been left open about two
inches, and one of the tiny cameras was in the opening, at ground
level. I hoped Bill enjoyed himself.

“You’re nervous. Is it
because I’ll be here with you?”

“No, I want you here. You’re
my security blanket,” she said, patting my arm. “I’m ready to try
it.” Alice picked up a bag she’d bought with her and followed me up
the stairs. “Where’s Bill?” she asked.

“He’s somewhere else. We
won’t be bothered,” I told her, careful not to tell an actual
lie.

Alice did the same thing I
had—she walked around the machine and touched it before putting on
the attachment. She’d purchased the medium, regular
dildo.

Moments later, she came out
of our bathroom, her left hand trying to cover her mammoth breasts,
her right hand held over her pussy.

“I know, I know. We’re both
women, but still…” she said, dropping her hands and kneeling by the
machine. “What do I do?”

After spreading lube on the
dildo and herself, Alice spread her legs and straddled the
machine.

“Do I have to be facing the
mirror?” she asked.

“There’s only so much room
and so many outlets.” We had a small bedroom with only room for the
bed, one nightstand, and a dresser. The space facing the closet was
about all there was.

“Okay,” she said as she
lowered herself.

I turned the rotation on
first, just like my first time. I watched as Alice’s abdomen
shook.

“Oh, wow, that feels pretty
good,” she said before I increased the speed.

When she seemed to have
adjusted to the feel of a rotating cock. Her clitoris was flattened
against the pebbled surface of the rubber mat when I turned on the
vibrator.

“Ah… that is good.”
She was already gasping when I increased the power of the
vibrations. Over the next ten minutes, I slowly increased their
speed and rotation rate until Alice was moaning and pounding the
end of the machine.

“I’m cumming, Mary,” she
screamed. “Oh yes, it’s so good.” Her head was down as her entire
body shook in release. I could feel myself throbbing, sharing the
experience with her.

Her breasts were wobbling
when she grabbed her nipples and continued to cum. She was pinching
herself so hard her fingertips were white from the
pressure.

Orgasms raced through her
system, just as they had mine, until I finally, slowly, lowered the
potency of the vibrations, and Alice, breathing hard, climbed off
the machine.

She stared at the now still
dildo for a minute before leaning forward and taking the plastic in
her mouth. My breath caught in my throat as Alice sucked her juices
from the attachment, then licked the rubber mat clean.

“I miss the taste of pussy.”
Her face was already bright red from the orgasms, so it was hard to
tell if she was embarrassed.

I certainly wasn’t. “Please,
taste mine,” I said, pulling up my skirt to expose
myself.

Alice crawled around the
Sybian—her open and still-throbbing pussy exposed to my husband’s
camera—and between my legs. Neither of us needed or wanted
foreplay. I just wanted to feel her tongue on me, and she just
wanted to eat me.

I hadn’t been with another
woman since the resort, and Alice wasn’t slow and tender. She’d
just experienced her first hard orgasm in years, and she wanted to
be with someone. I was so turned on from watching her and knowing
my husband was watching us that I was ready as she sucked hard on
my clit while lapping me with her tongue.

I could feel my climax
building much faster than I wanted. I intended to enjoy what she
was doing for as long as possible. But Alice sucked my orgasm out
of me. All the tension in my body concentrated in my clit, and I
exploded against her face.

She pulled away, her face
shining with my juices, and she looked embarrassed. I grabbed her
head with my hands on either side of her face and kissed her hard.
I ran my tongue over her lips and into her mouth, tasting myself on
her.

I pushed her onto her back,
next to the machine, and, spreading her legs, devoured her dripping
pussy. I wasn’t any subtler than she’d been, sucking her clit and
hood into my mouth before moving down to lap up her flowing juices.
I was a woman inspired, it had been a long time since I’d been with
Nova or June, and I’d missed the taste and feel of another
woman.

Alice erupted as I held her
clit in my mouth, her body shaking, her moans filling the
room.

She laid on her back, and
her large breasts filled her armpits. Her legs were still spread,
her light blonde pubic hair shining wet, her pussy was a vivid red
against her pale skin. I cuddled against her, moving her breast so
I could fit under her arm before letting her large boob rest on
me.

“I’m not a lesbian,” she
said. “I… I experimented in college, and I guess… with you here and
the vibrator…”

“I’m not a lesbian either,
but I’ve had some experience, and watching you turned me
on.”

“I owe you some money,”
Alice said. “I’m almost tempted to invite my husband, but I think
I’d rather invite yours.” Our eyes meet over her nipple.

“Maybe he could watch. You
know, if you were into that sort of thing.”

“Do you think I’d turn him
on?”

“Without question. Look what
you did to me,” I laughed softly.

“I’d like to know I could
make a man hard, really hard, so I knew he wanted me,” She sounded
wistful.

Alice wasn’t even in her car
before Bill was buried inside me as deep as he could go. He wasn’t
subtle either. He just pounded me with my legs wrapped around his
ass until we came together.

I was on Bill the next day
to order the jumbo attachment for me. I could see the displeasure
on his face.

“What’s the
matter?”

“The jumbo is almost as
large as James. I just feel a little inadequate when I see you use
something so big.”

All the uncertainty came
rushing back as I felt my emotions coming to the surface. I’d hurt
my husband too much. I hugged him as tears started to run down my
cheek.

“I’m sorry, Bill,” I
whispered. “I’m so sorry. I’m an awful person.”

Bill held me away and stared
into my eyes. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I… I fucked other guys. I
made you watch. I’m so sorry.” Tears were beginning to run down my
face as Bill handed me a tissue.

“You’re not an awful person.
You’re the most wonderful wife in the world. I wanted to watch you
with other people. It was my, excuse the expression, fucking idea.”
He wasn’t shaking me or anything, but he made sure I understood
what he was saying. “I… don’t… want… you… to… stop!”

“But… but you don’t want me
on the jumbo, and I get it. It hurts you to watch. You feel like
you don’t measure up, somehow. You’re afraid you’ll lose me. You’ll
never lose me. I love you.”

The tears were starting
again.

“I want to see you riding
the jumbo on the Sybian,” he said, staring into my eyes again. “I
want to see it, and then I want to fuck you when you’re so
stretched out you can’t even feel me.” My husband had grown hard as
he talked. I touched him, running my thumb over the hard head of
his cock.

“You want me so used, I
can’t even feel you?”

“If you keep doing that, I’m
going to cum.”

“You mean stroking your cock
like this and telling you how my pussy, my cunt will be
stretched so wide, I won’t even know if you’re inside me?” I wanted
him to prove what he’d been saying.

“My hole will be so
stretched you’ll be able to see inside me. The jumbo dildo will
have been rotating inside me, making my vagina huge.” I licked his
cock, making him wet, so my hand would slide smoothly as I stroked
him. “You might have to fuck my ass. Maybe you could fuck my ass
while that big dildo is rotating inside me, and my clit is
vibrating against the machine.”

Bill was moaning as I
stroked him. When I said he’d have to fuck my ass while the big
dildo vibrated inside my pussy, he came, his sperm shooting into
the air in long ropes, some of it landing on my face and
breasts.

It was so satisfying, and I
felt like I’d orgasmed with him. The release was total. My husband
loved me as I was!

Two weeks later, Bill
presented me with a glass of wine and the most enormous dildo I’d
ever seen. It wasn’t long enough to get near my cervix, but it was
very fat.

The next night—with the kids
safely stashed with my parents—we drank wine again and fit the big
dildo on the Sybian. We’d been making out for at least an hour, and
I was ready as I spread lube on the Sybian and my pussy. Bill took
the bottle from me and spread more lube on my ass.

“Just in case.”

It was a tight fit. I rubbed
the giant head on my slit, tickling my clit as my excitement grew.
I had to take two breaks to add lubrication as I worked the dildo
inside me until I could sit down all the way—I was completely full
of cock.

Even before the rotation and
vibration were turned on, it felt great. I heard myself moaning,
and then Bill turned on the rotation. The big thing was moving
inside me, stretching me as it pushed against the walls of my
vagina, and then he increased the speed.

I’d never felt anything to
compare with that dildo. It was different from a big cock, not
better, just a completely different sensation. Every rotation
rubbed against the sensitive spots inside me and caused me to lose
contact with the world outside. All that mattered were the
sensations deep inside my body.

I was already mentally
checked out when Bill turned on the vibration. Now, my clit was
wildly quivering, and the giant rotating dildo was shaking inside
me. I was crying again, this time from pleasure.

My orgasms started in my
legs, and before I knew what was happening, I was cumming and
squirting again. I was only vaguely aware of Bill kneeling behind
me and rubbing his cock on my rear entrance.

When he pushed inside me,
his cock combined with the dildo and vibrations made me lose track
of everything that wasn’t inside me. I screamed and begged him to
fuck me, to turn the controls up all the way. Bill hung on my
breasts as he moved, creating an odd feeling of ‘closeness’ with
him.

When he turned the machine
up to its highest speed, I blacked out. Bill held me up and
continued fucking me as I drifted in and out of consciousness. Even
when I was out, I was aware of being fucked, and when I came to, it
would be because another orgasm was ripping through me.

Bill came with a roar. The
pressure on his cock was too much for him. He throbbed
rhythmically, pressing against the thin membrane separating his
cock from the dildo, and both pressed against the spot deep inside
my body that pushed me over the edge into a last screaming
orgasm.

My husband slowly decreasing
the rotation and the vibration until I could stand on shaking legs.
The Sybian was soaked from both of us. I’d never experienced
anything like it, and according to Bill, it might have been the
best sex we ever had together.

What I’d told him was true,
in a sense. It took a very long time for the throbbing to end and
my vagina to return to normal. Two days later, I was still tender
and had to be careful touching my pussy, and as for my ass! I had
trouble sitting until the next day. Because of all the screaming,
my voice didn’t return to normal until the following day. It’s a
wonder the neighbors hadn’t called the police.




Chapter 5

 


I was running late the
following week when I met the girls. I could see they were animated
as I walked up, but they fell silent when I took a seat.

“Whatcha talkin’ ‘bout,” I
asked before I ordered.

“Umm… Alice was just telling
us how she…. umm… had to pay you fifty dollars,” Betty
began.

“And it was worth every
penny and more!” Jennifer almost shouted. “Did she really… you
know?”

The girls were embarrassed
but so excited they were having a hard time sitting still. Jennifer
was leaning so far over me she was almost in my lap.

“So, Alice,” I asked. “How
much did you tell them?”

“I told them everything
about the Sybian, how it was the best thing ever invented, and how
I was going to pay you fifty dollars to use it again,” she
answered. “I also told them you’d been there, but you let me
experience everything for myself.” She was letting me know she
hadn’t told them about our lovemaking.

“Can I be next? Please?”
Jennifer begged her face next to mine.

“Hey, how about the rest of
us?” Betty wanted to know.

“You can each use it. Just
buy the attachments, Alice can show you how, and we’ll figure out a
day that works best for everyone.”

“What if we all want the
same day?” Alice asked, looking around the table. “Could we watch
each other?”

I knew what was on her mind,
and I wasn’t opposed to it.

“Whatever you’d like, just
let me know.”

It took two days for
Jennifer to call. “We’re all coming over at the same time!” She was
so excited she forgot to breathe. “We’re going to all drink the
wine I’m bringing and get naked!” She had to pause to catch her
breath.

She might have been excited,
but I was scared and nervous; we were outside my comfort zone.
Three married friends were coming over to ride my Sybian sex
machine—together… all at the same time… and they’d all be naked. It
wasn’t like the resort where everyone was a stranger, and we’d all
signed on for the same type of experience. These were my friends,
and we shared many interests and civic activities. We weren’t
together just to fuck each other.

Bill was even more excited
than Jennifer had been.

“All of them? At the same
time? With me watching?” He had a hardon.

“You’ll be in the garage
where I can call you or text you if we need a man.”

Bill’s eyes grew wide. “You
might need a man?”

“You can never tell. Now,
get busy and make sure everything is set up and works from the
living room.”

When we all gathered at our
home, and Alice was the ringmaster. I served wine all around while
Alice did the talking.

“There’s been a change,” she
announced. “Instead of going up to Mary and Bill’s bedroom, we’ve
bought the machine down here. There’s more room, and we’ll be more
comfortable.”

“By the way,” she continued.
“Where’s your husband?”

“He’s out in the garage,
tinkering. He’s been banned from the house while my friends are
here.”

“Too bad, in a way. I’d love
to have him watch me.” Alice was still into her fantasy of a man
growing an erection from watching her. “I think I’ll go last… you
know, in case he shows up. You wouldn’t mind him watching me, would
you?”

“As long as there’s no
touching, I guess I wouldn’t mind.” Bill and I had arranged for him
to ‘unexpectedly’ appear.

I took the sheet off the
Sybian, then Alice and I placed it near the center of the room,
facing the couch where the women were sitting. Jennifer and Betty
made the same inspection we’d made—walking around the machine,
looking at the controls. Jennifer—tall, elegant Jennifer, almost a
physical clone of myself—got on all fours and inspected every inch.
She even felt the soft blanket we’d put down to protect the carpet
and knees, then stood and smiled at me.

“I’m going first. I’ve been
so excited by this. I haven’t been able to sleep since my
attachments came.”

“What did you get?” Alice
asked.

“I got the regular
attachments, same as you. Plus, the sleeve that makes the dildo
bigger,” Jennifer answered.

“Not the jumbo?” I
asked.

“No. Just the bigger one.”
Jennifer lowered her jeans and panties but left on her light
t-shirt. It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra—her nipples were
erect and obvious through her shirt. Her body looked so much like
my own. If she had darker hair rather than a rich burgundy color,
we could have been twins.

Jennifer was shy at first,
keeping her top pulled down as far as she could and turning away
from us to put lube on her pussy. When she turned, we could see her
spectacular tight ass. I briefly wondered how mine would
compare.

Jennifer was blushing bright
red as she eased down on the dildo, blushing even redder when she
had to use her fingers to spread herself so that the large dildo
would go inside.

“Don’t be a prude,
Jennifer,” Alice said. “Show us your titties.”

Jennifer pulled her t-shirt
up for a quick flash before starting the dildo rotation. She sat
perfectly still, savoring the sensations deep inside before bending
forward to put the vibration on her clitoris. Over time—as she
eased the power higher and the vibrations increased in strength—she
lost her inhibitions. Her moans started softly, but the higher she
turned the controls, and the faster the dildo rotated inside her,
the louder her moans became until the sweet torture sent Jennifer
over the edge. There was no question when she came the first
time.

“I’m cumming, oh yes, I’m
cumming so hard,” she yelled. “This is so good. Please don’t
let it stop.”

Jennifer tore off her
t-shirt and bent forward as far as she could, draping herself over
the small stool that came with the machine, so she could put
maximum pressure on her clit. She didn’t say much more, just a
series of “Ohs” and “Ahs” as she humped herself against the
vibrating mat. She didn’t need to move for the vibration, but it
looked like she was also rubbing her clit over the vibrating
pebbled surface.

Then she’d had enough.
Jennifer sat up straight and turned to look at us, her nipples hard
and her chest bright red, a big smile on her face.

“That was incredible. Can I
buy five visits for two hundred?”

“Of course,” I
answered.

“Me too,” Alice always liked
a bargain.

Betty didn’t wait. She was
already stripping when Jennifer stood up. Betty didn’t have an
attractive body. Her husband was obese, and Betty was on her way.
She didn’t bother changing the attachments on the machine. She just
gave the attachments she’d purchased, still sealed in their
original packages, to Jennifer.

Betty’s stomach bulged, and
one breast was small and pointy while the other was average size.
Her pussy was covered with dark hair, grown so thick we couldn’t
see her slit. She was a wonderful, warm-hearted person whose looks
did not seem to concern her. How she looked didn’t mean anything to
us either. We only cared about her personality. It sounds like a
cliché, and maybe with some women it was, but not with us. We liked
Betty.

She wasn’t bashful as she
rubbed lube between her legs and sat on the dildo. Betty didn’t
make any adjustments; she just sat down all the way to the base and
turned on the rotation and the vibration. She didn’t ease her way
into it, either. Betty started with the machine set close to high
and approached her climax almost immediately.

Betty wasn’t a talker,
except to say, “This is wonderful,” followed by a lot of grunts and
moans, punctuated by a series of “Ahs” and “Ohs.”

She rode the machine for a
long time, leaning forward, then sitting straight upright, even
leaning backward, supporting herself by hanging onto the back edge
of the machine.

Betty hadn’t had sex in a
very long time, and she was needy. I don’t know how many times she
came, but by the time she’d had enough, the settings were at their
maximum.

She didn’t try to cover up
when she sat on the couch with us. She just put her shirt beneath
herself to protect my furniture.

“I… let me catch my breath…
I want in on the five visits for two hundred, but we don’t have
much money,” she was still gasping for breath. I had the machine
about a third paid for, if Betty could raise the funds.

“And I got Betty’s new, in
the package, attachments out of the deal,” Jennifer
said.

“And I’m never cleaning mine
because I want to catch whatever Jennifer has that makes her so
sexy,” Betty smiled. I guess she was concerned about her looks—more
than we knew.

“I’m next,” Alice said
excitedly, stripping herself bare, her huge breasts wobbling as she
placed her new attachments in place. Alice now had the jumbo dildo
and a smaller one behind it that looked like a man’s
finger.

“You’re going to put the
finger in your asshole?” Betty seemed shocked by the idea. “You can
do that?”

I stroked Betty’s mousey
brown hair. “It’s wonderful.”

“I still wish I had a man
watching me. I want to see if I’m sexy enough if just watching me
will make a man hard. Plus, I want to see a hard cock,” Alice
said.

“If you promise not to touch
it, I might be able to get you one,” I offered.

“I promise, I promise.
Anything you want.” She looked so hopeful her fantasy might come
true.

I picked up my cell phone
and called Bill. “Come in here. Take off all your clothes in the
kitchen and come in here naked.”

He knew what we’d been
doing, and he’d been watching from the monitor in the garage. I
hoped he hadn’t been playing with himself too much. Alice had
impaled herself on her double dildos by the time Bill walked in the
room. He was completely naked, his hands held over his semi-hard
cock.

“Oh, wow,” Alice said. The
other girls just stared as Jennifer moved to cover herself. Betty
didn’t move, but her eyes grew to the size of saucers, and her
nipples hardened.

Bill had gotten himself into
incredible physical shape before we went to the resort, and we’d
both maintained our training after we returned. He looked
great.

“Here’s the deal, honey.
Your job is to show Alice your cock and watch her ride the Sybian.
You cannot touch her even though I know you want to maul her boobs,
but you can jack-off if you get excited enough. Deal?”

“Okay, deal,” he was staring
at my friend’s quivery tits.

Alice started the rotation
and the vibration, her eyes never wavering from my husband’s
exposed cock. As she groaned, he began to grow; when she held one
of her breasts up and sucked a nipple into her mouth, his cock
reached full size.

Bill doesn’t have a small
cock—it’s more than enough to satisfy me—and judging by Alice’s
groaning, enough to satisfy her too.

As Alice reached the edge of
orgasm, she turned the machine off to sit puffing and watching my
husband pull on his erection.

“Why did you stop?” he
asked.

“I’m edging,” Alice
answered. “I get right to the edge of orgasm, as many times as I
can stand, then when I can’t hold back, I cum.”

“Why?” Jennifer
asked.

“Because when I do climax,
it’s the best feeling in the world. All those frustrated orgasms
seem to amplify each other, and they make me ache to cum and, when
I finally do cum, it’s better than ever,” she explained, starting
the vibrations again.

“Am I making you hard,
Bill?” she panted. “Am I making you want to fuck me?” She was
getting close again. Her orgasm had built fast.

“Yes, I’d like to fuck you.
I’d like to shove my cock in your mouth right now,” Bill said,
almost driving her over the edge before she could stop the
machine.

Panting, Alice raised
herself a little from the pebbled mat giving us a view of her
throbbing, drooling pussy.

“How does it feel in your
ass?” Jennifer asked.

“Awesome, the two make me
feel like I’m filled with cock.” She was panting as she looked at
my husband. “All I need is one in my mouth.”

She was getting closer each
time and hanging on the very edge of orgasm longer. Her lower body
trembled, and her thighs quivered, and she moaned the entire time.
She rubbed her thighs near her pussy before she’d tried to stop
moving entirely. She worked on her breasts, holding them and
sucking her hard nipples until the sensations became too much for
her.

Her pussy was a throbbing
wet mess, and her clitoris was visible, peeking out from under its
protective hood, just like a miniature cock. I wanted to suck it
and have her cum with my face between her legs.

I whispered in her ear, so
the others couldn’t hear, “I want to suck your clit.” Alice moaned
loudly and held herself perfectly still to keep from tipping over
the edge into orgasm.

“What did you say, tell us?”
Betty demanded, and Jennifer joined in.

“I told her that her clit
looked good enough to eat.”

Alice moaned again, and my
husband jacked his cock even harder. Betty and Jennifer just looked
at each other before Betty eased her bulk to the floor and spread
Jennifer’s legs. I don’t think she’d ever eaten pussy before, but
judging by Jennifer’s reaction, Betty was a quick
learner.

“Am I turning you on, Bill?”
Alice asked. “Do you like looking at me naked?”

“Yessss.” My husband
was staring at her. “You’re so sexy. If Mary would let me, I’d fuck
you right now.”

It was the right thing to
say. Alice turned the machine back on, and this time, she didn’t
stop. Her eyes didn’t leave my husband’s cock; she surrendered to
her climax.

From where I was, I could
hear the wet, squishy sounds of her pussy as she came. She didn’t
say anything, just howled as though in pain. The edging she’d done
and the sight of a very hard cock drove her to a level of pleasure
she’d hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Behind me, I heard Jennifer
cum as Betty worshipped her pussy. Bill followed my unspoken wishes
and held off cumming. His cock was too sensitive to touch, but it
jerked on its own and dripped pre-cum.

Alice took a long time
recovering. Before she got off the machine, she asked Bill one last
question.

“Do I look sexy to you? Did
I really turn you on, Bill? You can tell me the truth.” Alice’s
husband had done a job on her, even if unintentionally. She was no
longer sure any man would want her.

“Yes, you turned me on;
you’re so fucking sexy, Alice. If Mary gave the word, I’d bury my
prick inside you. I wouldn’t last long right now, but I’d take my
time when we did it again.” Bill said the right thing. I could see
and feel my friend perk up, and I knew Bill had told her the truth.
Fortunately for me, my husband liked to watch. He saved himself for
me.

Betty and Jennifer were
relaxing against each other on the couch when I helped Alice off
the Sybian. Her legs were as wobbly as her breasts. Bill offered to
help, but he was still so hard, I thought it might not be a good
idea for him to touch Alice’s deliciously soft skin.

“What about you two?” Betty
asked. “We’ve all had our… um… fun. I know Bill’s ready to go. How
about you?”

I wasn’t sure about having
sex with my husband in front of my friends. Still, after what
they’d done in front of us, combined with the pressure building
between my legs…

“Okay,” I said, and I began
taking off my clothes. Alice stood up as quickly as her wobbly legs
would let her and helped me strip. She kissed each part of me as it
was exposed. I particularly loved the feel of her soft lips on my
nipples. She lowered my panties and licked the length of my slit
before sucking on my clit. Just hours before, what she’d done would
have been considered scandalous by the group.

Her mouth felt so good; I
was disappointed when Bill pulled me away and pointed me toward the
Sybian. My disappointment disappeared as soon as my jumbo dildo
slid inside me. I was wet and excited and so turned on by what we’d
been doing for the past several hours, the firm plastic cock met no
resistance as it filled and stretched me.

Bill turned the rotation and
vibration to high, and before long, I was bent at the waist, my
clit mashed against the heavily vibrating mat. I moved my hands to
hold my ass open for my husband. The jumbo dildo filled me
completely, and I was worried that just touching my tight hole
would be enough to set Bill off.

I heard myself wailing as he
penetrated me without cumming. His cock plunged in so deep his
balls were pushed against the rotating dildo and my
pussy.

I couldn’t have held back my
orgasm if I’d tried. I felt as though every ounce of my sexual
energy was being sucked out of my body. My pussy, clit, and ass
were on fire. Bill was pumping his cum into me as my pussy
spasmed.

Then it was over, and the
machine was turned off. Bill pulled out of me with a wet sucking
sound. I laid where I was, only partially aware of my surroundings.
I watched in a haze as Jennifer dressed. She bent over and kissed
me.

“I’ll call you. I want to
try this thing with my husband. Love you.” Then she was
gone.

Betty and Alice remained on
the couch, occasionally kissing and caressing each other. Betty was
mesmerized by Alice’s oversized breasts. I think Alice just liked
sex so much, particularly with women, that she’d have stayed for
anyone.




Chapter 6

 


Jennifer did call with a
fascinating proposition. After some mundane conversation, she
broached the subject.

“I’ve never told any of you
my secret, but I have an idea, so… here goes.” She said,
mysteriously.

“My husband has a big cock.
Actually, it’s immense, and most of the time, it’s too big for me.
It’s always been our secret, of course. It’s frustrating for both
of us. I want to be able to take him. He’s my husband, and I love
him, but I’m just not able to satisfy him the right way most of the
time.

“I loved what we did at your
house. I was so turned on watching you and your husband. I didn’t
run away because I was embarrassed; I ran away because I was too
excited.” She paused for a moment. “Does that make
sense?”

“It does. How about when it
was just us girls? How was that for you?”

Jennifer sighed into the
phone. “I didn’t think I’d ever like something like that, and I
would have thought it was perverted and wrong. Maybe it was just
the moment and everything that was happening, but I loved what
Betty did for me. Am I a lesbian?”

“No,” I laughed. “You’re
human and, better yet, a woman. Betty did it for herself as much as
for you. Do you want to try something like that again?”

“I might,” she answered
tentatively. “Yes, I definitely might, but that’s not why I called.
So, here’s the deal. I know you like them big; I saw you on the
Sybian, and I’ve heard… things. How about if I trade you a night
with Fred for a night with the machine? You can do anything you
like because I trust you. You can even have Bill there if you’d
feel better. I don’t care. I just want the Sybian experience again,
and I need a ‘Fred’ break,” she finished in a rush. After catching
her breath, she continued. “Fred needs something, too. He’s getting
frustrated, and I’m afraid he might start looking around. I don’t
want to lose him. I’m trusting you.”

That night I talked things
over with Bill. As soon as he understood where I was going with the
story, his cock began to grow, and he couldn’t hide it. The idea of
watching me with another big cock was painfully exciting for him. I
made it clear I wouldn’t do anything without his approval. If he
didn’t want me to make the trade with Jennifer, I wouldn’t do it.
Of course, he’d lose the opportunity to watch her ride the Sybian
again, but still, if he wanted me to call it off, I
would.

I’d always been in awe of
Jennifer though I’ve been told our bodies are very similar. That’s
all well and good and nice to hear, but naturally, I’m able to
locate every flaw in my appearance. I’ve never seen Jennifer as
anything but perfect.

She’d always seemed so
sophisticated and elegant, so “pulled-together.” Seeing her let
loose on the Sybian was a revelation to me. I expected it from
Betty, the poor woman had been denied for so long, and I knew what
Alice could do. But Jennifer amazed me, and now, she wanted me to…
there was no other word for it… fuck her husband for
her!

Jennifer and Fred arrived on
a Saturday evening two weeks later. Our kids were on another
overnight with some friends—there seemed to be a sleepover at
someone’s house every weekend, and we’d even played host when it
was our turn.

Jennifer looked nervous when
she stepped inside our house.

I’d met Fred a couple of
times—he was a big man with a mass of wild black hair on his head
and more sticking out the top of his shirt. It turned out that
Fred’s entire body was covered in thick black hair. This was
something new to me, and I found I liked it. But I’m getting ahead
of myself, again. Calm down, Mary!

He greeted me with a huge
smile and a hug. He knew what would happen, but his smile and
greeting seemed genuinely friendly and not at all
creepy.

Jennifer and I drank wine
while the men had beers. We sat on our back deck and watched the
sun go down. It was a quiet, peaceful time and helped calm the
anxiety we were all feeling. I talked quietly with Fred, trying to
get to know him better.

“You know, I’ve never
actually made love to a woman,” he said.

I looked at him in shock.
“What about your wife?”

“I’ve never been able to
get… excuse my language I don’t mean to offend you. I’ve never been
able to get more than the tip inside… you know ... ever,” Fred
said. “Jennifer told me a little about you, and again, I don’t want
to offend, but I have some hopes.”

I felt my pussy tingling as
he talked. I liked the sound of his voice, and while the things he
was telling me weren’t seductive—far from it—they were
sexual, and I could feel his anticipation.

“So, I think we should do
things this way,” Jennifer began, “because I’m already so turned
on, I can’t stand anymore waiting.”

Fred laughed and, after a
brief pause, we all joined him. Even Jennifer was laughing at
herself.

“I’m going to ride the
Sybian and watch my husband fuck my best friend,” she
said.

“What about me?” Bill
asked.

“You get to watch and wank
off if you want,” I answered him.

“Cool.” My husband has a way
with words.

Jennifer led the way into
the living room, where I had everything set up. The machine was on
an old comforter, and we’d hauled in a single mattress and arranged
it sideways in the front of the Sybian. Our coffee table had been
pushed off to the side to make room.

Jennifer wasted no time
taking off the few items of clothing she was wearing and
encouraging all of us to strip with her.

“Mary, is it alright if I
make out with Fred for a while first? I think I’d like to be with
my husband before we start.”

After an extended period of
heavy kissing and groping, we switched men. It was interesting to
watch Bill as his lips explored Jennifer’s mouth. I felt jealous of
my husband kissing and… fondling… another woman! The bastard
had his hand between her legs! The fact Fred had a much larger
finger stroking my clit didn’t make it right, but my husband’s
description of “delicious agony” suddenly took on a whole new
meaning for me.

I was relieved when Jennifer
began lubing herself and the machine, leaving my husband with a
throbbing erection to watch her. Fred stretched out on the
mattress, and I bent to lick his large cock.

Jennifer hadn’t exaggerated.
Fred was hung. Not as large as James, but still long and very thick
with a prominent vein and a large cockhead. He was uncircumcised,
which I liked.

Jennifer eased herself down
on the machine’s dildo and started the rotation, all the while
staring at her husband and me. I climbed Fred’s body and lowered my
pussy directly onto his face to make sure I was wet, open, and
ready for him. He had practiced oral skills—he knew how to suck and
lick my clit, how to nibble on my labia while sucking my entire
pussy into his mouth. In no time, my moans matched Jennifer’s, and
I could feel how wet I was.

Jennifer groaned, and the
machine’s vibrations increased. I lay on my back and insisted Fred
use lube on his cock and my pussy—I wasn’t going with just natural
lubrication. He lined up his swollen cock and began penetrating me.
The feel of his enormous prick splitting me open was amazing. I
concentrated on how he opened me and the feel of his hot cock when
he pushed in two or three inches. He held still then as I adjusted
to his girth.

When I urged him with my
hands on his hips, he pushed back in, much further this time. I
could feel, actually feel his foreskin rolling back and
forth against the walls of my stretched vagina. It felt so good I
begged him to fuck me. I wanted all the pleasure he could
give.

Fred added more lube as he
went until he pushed all the way inside, stretching me almost to my
limit and pulling my vagina inside out when he withdrew. I lost
myself in the sensations even as I wished he was long enough to
slide under my cervix, but a girl can’t have everything, and what
he had was damn good.

I lost track of Jennifer as
her husband fucked me. I heard her—our moans and groans probably
seemed like the soundtrack of a poor porno, but they were
authentic.

When he was in as far as he
could go, Fred kissed me. I felt his hunger, igniting my own. His
kiss was so intimate I felt my pussy flooding. It was spectacular
to feel my body let go. I wanted to be fucked.

“Oh, Fred. Fuck her, fuck
her hard,” Jennifer wailed as she turned the Sybian to its
maximum.

Fred was in so deep his
balls hit my ass—it felt wonderful to be so full of cock. I fucked
back at him, lifting my ass off the mattress and pulling him in by
his hips.

I looked over at Jennifer.
She was red in the face and humping against the wildly vibrating
mat.

“Thank you, Jennifer. Oh…
thank you!” I wailed.

My husband was standing next
to the machine, watching all three of us.

“Come on me, Bill,” Jennifer
wailed as she held her hand under her breast. “On my
tits.”

I could feel my orgasm
approaching as Bill exploded on Jennifer’s breast; his sperm
dripped off her nipple. The sensation of my husband’s cock pumping
cum on her was enough to push Jennifer over the edge. As she came,
so did I. Fred was still pounding me, but he stopped moving as his
huge cock began pumping load after load deep inside my womb. The
sensations were too much for me, and I came a second
time.

We talked and drank more
before Jennifer went down on her husband. “Went down” is probably
the wrong way to put it—she couldn’t fit him inside her mouth, but
she did use her tongue to clean him as he grew hard
again.

Bill and I held each other
close, watching the happy couple and whispering to each
other.

“Are we okay?” I asked
him.

“More than okay, you were
fantastic,” he whispered back. “I wanted to be in your
ass.”

I slapped him on the
shoulder just as Jennifer asked, “What are you two whispering
about?”

“I was telling Mary I wanted
to fuck her ass while Fred fucked her pussy.” My husband was a damn
tell-all.

Fred’s cock was suddenly
hard. It didn’t stand upright—it was too big and heavy for that—but
it gained its full length.

“I think I’d like to see
that,” Jennifer said. “I might be too tender for full speed on the
Sybian, but maybe if I kept the vibration speed down, I’d be okay.
I’m still pretty turned on.”

I wasn’t sure if this was a
good idea, but I found myself well lubricated and sitting on Fred’s
erection. My pussy was swollen and tender, but I was able to work
him back inside carefully. Once in, all the wonderful feelings
returned as his foreskin peeled back and forth. The large hard vein
on his cock added even more stimulation. I was losing myself to the
sensations when I felt my husband spreading my ass cheeks to open
me up.

As Bill pushed inside, I
held still, except to add more lube as he went until I was filled
with cock. The sex-crazed maniac inside me was turned loose, and I
was yelling, begging them to fuck me with their wonderful
dicks.

As they got their rhythm
going, I lost all contact with reality. All that mattered were the
sensations caused by the two men, who were separated from each
other by only a thin nerve-filled membrane.

I think I heard Jennifer
urging them on, telling them to fuck me like they paid for it.
Maybe it was just in my head. The source didn’t matter; it all just
increased my pleasure. We were so dirty, and it felt so good. When
the men came inside me, I went over the edge again—feeling their
throbbing shafts deep inside. The aching pounding released my
orgasm, and I felt it in every part of my body.

Both Jennifer and Fred gave
me lingering goodbye kisses before dressing and leaving. Jennifer
whispered she wished she was me. I whispered back I’d always wanted
to be her.

I was nervous when I crawled
into bed with my husband. I cuddled next to him, resting my head on
his chest, his arm around my shoulder.

“It was a crazy night,
wasn’t it?” I began.

“You were… beyond
description.”

I was a little taken back by
his comment. Was it good or bad to be ‘beyond description?’ I
needed to use tact. I snuggled against him some more and
smiled.

“How was I beyond
description?”

“You are so wonderful and
sexy, and the way you give yourself is like a fantasy you keep
fulfilling.”

Ah, so good ‘beyond
description.’

“You really like big cocks,
and I really like watching you. We’re a perfect match.”

“And you like my butt,” I
added.

“And I like your butt,” he
agreed.

“Would you pick up the kids
tomorrow morning? I’m not sure how well I’ll be sitting,” I
giggled. I may have been laughing on the outside, but on the
inside, I knew I’d be sore. I smiled; it was worth a little
soreness.




Chapter 7

 


Things returned to normal
for a while. We worked, did our parenting thing, life was pretty
good for us. I even met the girls for drinks after work one
day.

“How’s the machine? Have you
worn it out yet?” Betty asked.

“Better yet, have you rented
it enough to pay for it?” Alice wanted to know.

“The machine’s just fine, I
haven’t worn it out, and it’s not paid for,” I smiled.

Betty looked down at her
drink. “I want to use it again, but our budget is pretty thin.” I
was about to give in and let her use it for free—free for each of
them. I knew Betty needed the release the machine provided more
than anyone else probably did. That’s when she said, “But I’ve got
fifty dollars saved. I was going to spend on something special for
myself, and I can’t think of anything more special.”

Betty valued an hour of
orgasms more than new clothes. At first, it seemed like heresy
against all women, everywhere. Then it didn’t. It sounded just
about right.

“I want to use it again too,
but I don’t want my husband anywhere near me when I do,” Alice was
looking into my eyes as though to add, ‘but I want you to be
near me.’

A jolt went through me. I
wanted to be with Alice, too. What was wrong with me? Hadn’t I had
enough lesbian sex at the resort? I just smiled back at her,
chasing the lesbian thought around in my head without catching
it.

Jennifer put her hand on my
leg under the table, causing me to look up at her. But Jennifer
just continued to smile as she raised her glass in a toast.
Everybody joined in, ignorant of the private party we’d had
together.

“How’s Fred doing these
days?” I asked.

“He’s been outstanding
lately. I… sort of… remind him to lube first, and now we’re having
a better time in bed. I knew about lubrication, of course, but he
never thought he needed it, for some goofy guy reason.”

“So, it’s better with him
now?”

“Oh yes,” she
blushed.

Betty and Alice didn’t know
the whole story, but they raised their glasses in another toast,
anyway.

Betty came over a few nights
later, and Bill and I entertained the kids in the basement family
room with pizza and their favorite animated movies. They watched,
transfixed as we all overate. It was great.

Betty was upstairs in our
bedroom alone with the Sybian. Whenever Bill or I would go up to
the kitchen, we’d be able to hear her moaning and the sound of the
machine running at full speed right through the ceiling. We kept
the kids occupied until she left. I found a check with a thank you
note on the dining room table.

I wasn’t comfortable with
the arrangement, and we agreed never again to rent the Sybian with
the kids in the house. Even though Betty was two floors away,
behind a locked door, I was still uncomfortable. Alice had an
entirely different proposal.

“I’d like to rent your
machine, but I want you to be with me. You know. Helping
me?”

“By ‘helping,’ you mean what
exactly?”

“Oh, you know. Sucking on my
nipples, stuff like that.”

That night, I talked it over
with Bill. We were nearing the end of summer by then, and I’d be
back teaching in a few weeks. I was looking for one more adventure
before we were buried with projects and the winter weather
came.

It would just be Alice and
myself, so Bill wouldn’t be there. He’d seen me with women before
and knew I sometimes enjoyed the sensual nature of other women
without a man around. Bill wanted to play golf, anyway. All he
asked was I tell him what happened.

We snuck the Sybian out of
the house and into my car for the drive to Alice’s. Bill didn’t
know where I was headed, and I had no idea what his exact plans
were. We should have talked.

Alice was different this
time.

“We’re going to do things my
way. I have a fantasy, and you’ve always been a part of it. It
involves me tying you and having you do whatever I want you to
do.”

I’d never been tied up
before, but the idea had intrigued me in the past. I’d even tried
it with Bill, but we’d giggled and laughed so hard at the
ridiculous efforts that we’d quickly given up. I’d even
masturbated, imaging my legs and arms—except for one hand, of
course—were bound. As for obeying Alice’s orders, all I could think
of were orders to eat her pussy, something I was more than willing
to do, anyway.

“Okay, but you can’t hurt
me.”

Alice pulled me close and
softly kissed me, her hands caressing my smaller breasts. “I’d
never hurt you. Any time you want to stop, just say ‘stop,’ and
everything ends.”

Her mouth and soft voice
were turning me on. I returned her kiss and lifted one of her large
breasts from inside her blouse. She started undressing me, taking
care to touch and kiss me as she went. It was a repeat of the
Sybian party, and I loved it just as much as I had then. When I was
completely naked, and she discovered how wet I was, she produced a
length of very soft, white silk rope.

The rope itself was
beautiful, and I wanted to admire it, but Alice was busy tying my
arms behind my back. I expected her to tie only my wrists, but she
tied my forearms, causing my back to arch and my breasts to become
more prominent.

When she had me the way she
wanted, she slowly undressed. First, removing her blouse and
offering her breasts to me, one at a time, rubbing their large
softness over my face and tits before ordering me to suck one and
bite the nipple. Alice liked to have her nipples bitten. She moaned
as I gnawed down hard enough to leave teeth marks.

She’d shaved her pussy. The
excitement of fulfilling her fantasy made her pant as she pushed my
head between her legs. Her soft thighs pressed on my ears as I
licked her dewy velvety folds and swollen clit.

I was caught up in the
moment, enjoying the sensation of silk ropes limiting my movements
and forcing me to use only my mouth and lips to satisfy her. My
excitement had been building. I wanted her mouth on me or, better
yet, a hard dick inside me!

Alice climbed on the Sybian.
She didn’t need much lubrication, even on the finger dildo for her
ass. She ordered me to kiss and lick every exposed surface of her
body as the machine vibrated madly between her legs.

I first kissed and tasted
her thighs, feeling the wild vibrations through my lips. Then I
spent a lot of time on her huge breasts. Her areolas were so large;
I had a hard time sucking one into my mouth. I bit her nipples,
then knelt so I could rub our nipples together, which made her
groan. As I worked on her back and ass, I let the rear of the
machine grind against my pussy. It wasn’t enough, but it was
something, and my need was growing.

The front door suddenly
opened, and Alice’s husband John walked in carrying a golf bag, and
my husband was with him! They’d been golfing together.

It took John a moment to see
and understand what was happening. Bill understood immediately and
simply stood quietly, taking in the scene. John, however, stopped
in shocked surprise to see his wife in the middle of the room on a
big vibrating machine and her friend with her arms tied behind her
back, sucking and biting his wife’s nipple. John’s face broke into
a huge smile as I froze. My mind was desperately empty.

“John,” Alice said. “You
won’t believe what this machine does for me.” She was panting as
she spoke. “Please, John, I’m so close to cumming. Does this turn
you on to see? Show me your cock. Let me see both your
cocks!”

Alice had forgotten about
me, but John and Bill hadn’t. They moved to the side to see us
better.

I was surprised at how good
John looked naked; I had no idea how strong he was. I was also
surprised at the size of his rapidly inflating member. He wasn’t
huge or even close, but he had a good-sized, nice-looking
cock.

“Do you like seeing your
wife like this, John? My pussy’s on fire from this machine. There’s
even a big dildo inside me, vibrating and rotating… oh… oh… these
are the controls,” she said, handing the box to her
husband.

“These controls can make the
thing vibrate harder?”

“Oh God, John, yes.”
Alice was trying not to cum again as her husband turned the
controls to the highest settings. We all could hear the vibrations
speed up.

“Ah… John… I… I can’t
hold back.” Alice was hanging on to the front edge of the
machine. Her orgasm had conquered her; it took over her
body.

John’s large cock was
bobbing, and I sat on my haunches before him. I was naked, my arms
tied behind my back, staring at his cock. I had to stop myself from
taking it in my mouth. But John read my mind and moved
closer.

Still holding the box, he
lifted his wife’s substantial breast and offered me the nipple to
continue sucking. Alice turned her head and saw his erection. She
was vibrating so wildly that all she could do was groan and give
into another orgasm, which turned her body to wet, spasming
jelly.

Alice fell off the Sybian,
leaving the mat vibrating wildly and the dildo rotating so fast, I
was afraid it would tear itself loose. I wondered how she could
have handled the machine at full speed.

His cock was throbbing as
John helped his wife to sit on the edge of the sofa, her legs
spread wide, her pussy still pulsating. Her hole was opening and
closing of its own accord, and lubrication, most of it hers, was
dripping onto the seat cushion.

“I think you should clean
that up,” John said to me.

I’d been staring at his
wife’s pussy. I crawled to her and put my mouth on
her.

“Oh… Mary… ah,
yes.”

I could hear John behind me
grunting as he stroked his cock. I was reacting to the
situation—tied and helpless with my face buried in his wife’s
pussy. I knew John would meet no resistance if he pushed his cock
inside me.

Bill was sitting next to
Alice, his fist rapidly stroking his swollen cock. I saw my husband
nod to John and point at me with his chin, giving his friend
permission to fuck me.

John pulled my hips up and
rubbed his cock head on my dripping pussy; only a slight push
buried him inside. It suddenly hit me; I was being fucked by
another man in front of my husband again. Not only that but my arms
were tied behind my back as John held me by the rope and slowly
fucked my pussy.

My face was still buried in
his wife’s wet, pulsating pussy, her juices covering me and slid
down my throat. It was almost perfect—a cock inside me, my husband
looking on with his cock in his hand, and a very wet, very excited
pussy in my face. Even the rope added to the erotic nature of the
scene. I loved not being offered a choice.

I heard and felt Alice reach
another orgasm. She squeezed my face with her thighs, blotting out
all sound as John moved faster inside me. I could feel my muscles
tighten as my orgasm approached. It wasn’t just John’s cock. It was
also his balls slapping against my clit every time he pushed
inside.

“Make her cum, John. Fuck my
wife as hard as you can.” My husband wanted me fucked. This was our
fantasy, and it was enough to push me over the edge. As I came, I
turned my head to see Bill’s cum shooting into the air and onto his
stomach. The combination was too much for John—his cock lurched and
jerked inside me, filling me with his hot seed.

“Did you like it? Being tied
up, I mean,” Bill asked me as Alice and John retreated to their
bedroom.

“I did if you did,” I
answered, feeling submissive. We could hear Alice wailing as John
fucked her.

“Good,” he said, untying me
before my hands went completely numb. “I have some
ideas.”

I was conflicted. I tried to
reason with myself—I shouldn’t want to be tied up and just fucked.
It just felt wrong. On the other hand, there was no denying the
excitement I’d felt even though I knew I wouldn’t have felt so
excited if I hadn’t been naked with Alice at the time.

I wondered what it would be
like to be tied and treated like a genuine submissive? Maybe even
led around by a leash? I shuddered at the thought.




Chapter 8

 


Scarlett called me! She’d
come home from the resort and postponed her wedding and weathering
the storm from her fiancé and their families. She needed a friend
who understood what had happened to her at the resort. Other than
James and Bill, I was the one who understood. I invited her over,
but with one thing or another, we had to schedule an evening a
month out for her to visit. I was looking forward to getting to
know her better.

Bill and I had gone back to
using fantasy to enliven our sex lives. The problem was since we’d
lived the dream, talking about things that hadn’t happened wasn’t
the turn-on it had once been. We’d reminisced so much about our
experiences that the memories were wearing thin like old letters
that had been opened and refolded too many times. The thrill was
still there, but we needed to make new memories.

One night, we hired a
babysitter and went out to eat. I’d been horny all day—maybe it was
the right time of the month—and the wine I’d had with dinner added
fuel to the fire. After eating, we went to the bar. There was a
good crowd, and we grabbed the last table for two with a view of
the action.

As we had our second drink,
I noticed a man watching me—a beautiful young man looking very
uncomfortable in an expensive gray pinstriped suit. He tried hard
not to let me catch him looking, but the harder he tried not to get
caught, the more I noticed him checking me out.

I was better at not getting
caught than he was—I noticed the bulge in the front of his pants,
for one thing. I shifted in my seat to give him a long look under
my skirt, and his lump grew larger. My young man was seriously
hung.

Bill and I had been back
from the resort for several months, and the sex we’d been having
with each other had been fantastic. The Sybian and all the action
with the girls had added to my hunger. Fucking other men was an
addiction. As much as I tried to deny it, I needed more, and so did
Bill.

When I caught my young man
looking at me like a piece of meat he wanted to eat, my heart began
to pound. My palms were wet, and I felt the familiar slight upset
in my stomach. I don’t remember thinking about what I was doing
when I moved in my seat and completely opened my legs for him. I
don’t know how much he could see, but I could feel my dampness when
I exposed myself.

I didn’t say anything to
Bill, I probably should have, but I was too caught up in the
moment. The return of the old thrill had turned me on. I wanted to
feel that hard lump as my husband watched.

“You’ve been staring at me.
Do you like what you see?” I asked him. My voice didn’t sound
right. I was nervous and scared.

“Yes.” He looked as nervous
as I felt. “You’re a beautiful woman.”

“How much of me did you
see?” I asked, cutting to the chase.

“I saw enough to know I want
to see more, but isn’t that your husband watching us?” We both
turned and looked at Bill. My husband had his legs crossed as he
smiled at us.

“Do you care if he’s my
husband?” I asked, putting my hand on the young man’s
arm.

“I guess not, if you don’t
care,” he answered carefully, his eyes on mine.

“You don’t you care if he
watches us talk?” I asked, this time looking directly at the lump
in his pants. He followed my eyes, and when he realized what I was
looking at, his lump grew. I smiled as I watched him
swell.

“Do you have a big
cock?”

“That’s two questions,” he
said, smiling at me and putting his arm around me to hug me so my
hip touched the bulge in his pants. “I don’t care if you’re married
or if your husband watches us… talk. Do you think I have a big
cock?” He moved his body, so his lump rubbed against me. I felt it
growing larger by the second.

“This must be uncomfortable
for you, keeping him restrained,” I said, my hand stroking him as
his cock tried to unbend, but it was too confined. “How about if we
go someplace where we can get things straightened out between
us?”

I know it was the memory of
the hotwife resort causing me to act so flagrantly in a public bar.
As hot as I was, a small part of me was ashamed of my behavior. I
wasn’t like this, at least not away from the resort where it was
okay to be flagrant. Everyone there was naked and fucking each
other in the open. My hormones had run wild, untethered from polite
society. But we weren’t at the resort now; we were at home and in
public. We weren’t even in the house with my girlfriends and the
Sybian.

The sensation of stroking
his cock was making me light-headed. I felt my pussy swelling in
anticipation. I could have sworn I could even smell my
arousal.

“Would your husband want to
join us?” he asked.

“Not if you don’t want him
to. But, he only wants to watch and maybe touch
himself.”

“I don’t want to see another
man’s prick. How about if we go to my place, and he stays out in
the living room?”

I felt myself gush with
excitement even as I felt a certain amount of guilt. The guilt
didn’t stand a chance against the throbbing between my legs. I
wanted this man!

“I’ll ride with you. Give me
a minute to explain to Bill, my husband. If you’re parked in the
lot, he can follow us. By the way, what’s your name?” I asked
belatedly.

“Anthony,” he answered,
finishing his beer.

I walked over to our table,
and my lips just touched Bill’s ear. “His name is Anthony. We’re
going to his house, I’m riding with him, and I’m going to fuck him
while you wait in the living room.” Gathering my things and without
waiting for an answer, I joined Anthony, and we walked toward the
door together. I knew Bill would follow us.

I snuggled against Anthony’s
arm as we left the bar and into the parking lot. My body was
thrilled by the contact, but my mind was racing. The idea of
fucking Anthony excited me partly because Bill and I had made up
fantasies initially, and the first one had been an imaginary
situation much like this.

In our fantasy, I’d allowed
a man to pick me up and take me to our hotel room while Bill hid in
a closet and watched us. We’d both been so excited, our lovemaking
had been frantic, and I orgasmed repeatedly. For days, it seemed,
all I could think of was the feel of another man’s cock inside me
while my husband watched and jacked off. I couldn’t get that
fantasy out of my head, and here I was, leaving a bar on the arms
of another man, a man who would soon be fucking me. Despite our
time at the resort and all I’d done with my girlfriends, that first
fantasy still had power for me.

Best of all, this man had a
large cock, and I wanted to explore him, taste him, and fuck him
until he couldn’t get it up again. I wanted to be the best piece of
ass he’d ever had. I wanted him to dream about me, to lust after me
in his memories. I was determined to milk this experience for all
it was worth.

As soon as I was in
Anthony’s SUV, I spread my legs and put his hand to my thigh. I
wasn’t shy anymore, I knew what I wanted, and I was quivering with
anticipation. As he ran his hand up my thigh, caressing me, I
reached over and did the same to him. The difference was I ran my
hand up to his erection.

By leaning over the center
console to reach him, I forced his hand further up under my skirt.
By the time his cock was jumping in my hand, his fingers were busy
on my freshly waxed pussy.

It wasn’t a long drive. When
we parked in his driveway, I leaned over to give his now exposed
erection a loving kiss and suck on the large, smooth head. Bill
parked behind us, and I smiled at him when we got out. Anthony was
using his hand to hold his erection, hoping to hide it from the
neighbors. My dress had been pulled up in the car and slid up
further as I struggled to get out of the SUV. Anyone looking would
have seen everything I had.

Bill smiled back at me, and
his pants showed a lump as we all walked to the door and waited for
Anthony to let us in. He had a nice ranch-style home. The
furnishings looked expensive, as though decorated by a
professional.

“My ex-wife is responsible
for all this,” he said. “She chose to leave it.”

A thousand questions went
through my head, but there was no reason for me to care. I wasn’t
planning anything beyond the one night. Besides, he was busy
unbuttoning my blouse while we hungrily kissed.

My hands were on his belt—I
wanted to get at the cock I’d been feeling all night. But before we
could go further, my husband coughed politely and suggested we
might want to find the bedroom.

I made love to his
magnificent prick, stroking and licking him on my knees. He was
almost as long and as big around as James. I had a hard time
believing he was white; his cock was so large.

I felt myself gush as I
worked on him, and I moaned as I tried to get the mushroom-shaped
head into my mouth. He gently laid me on my back on the bed and put
his head between my legs. I would have thought a guy with a cock
like his wouldn’t be as practiced with his mouth, but Anthony knew
what he was doing.

He licked me and sucked my
clit, and I made sure Bill heard me moaning. I wanted him to enjoy
his wife’s slutty ways from the living room.

“Your tongue feels so
good,” I said, knowing Bill would be right outside the door.
“I love when you suck my clit.” Anthony was rapidly building
my excitement with his tongue; he was so good. “He’s going to
make me cum,” I said, picturing my husband stroking himself
faster.

He did—my muscles
contracted, my thighs shook, and I went over the edge, flooding his
mouth with my moisture, screaming as I came. Before I had a chance
to recover, Anthony was on top of me, sliding that beautiful
monster inside. I was still having after-shocks as he eased inside
me, and the combination set me off again. I felt like my climax had
never stopped.

He fucked me relentlessly,
my legs spread wide as he touched me below my cervix, only the
second man ever to be so deep inside my pussy. I loved his
cock.

We didn’t tire for a long
time. I even sat on top of him, and his pubic hair mashed against
my mound. I put my hands on his chest and my feet flat on the bed
to fuck myself on him.

I caught sight of my husband
in the mirror over Anthony’s dresser, peeking in at us with his
erection dripping cum onto the carpet. Anthony had taken command of
my body, at least for the night, and I did have a plan for him. One
he could not possibly anticipate.




Chapter 9

 


When Scarlett came over to
the house a few weeks later, the worst part of the breakup was
behind her, but her emotional scars were still fresh. We sat on the
deck, drank wine, and talked for hours.

Scarlett was as spectacular
looking as I remembered. Her perfect features, vivid red hair, and
ivory white skin were breathtaking. I recalled how she’d looked
after James had given her first taste of his oversized cock. I
wanted to see her looking like that again.

“I don’t know what I’m going
to do, Mary. I’ve broken it off with Kenny, and he’ll never speak
to me again. I’ve gone out with other guys, I’ve even slept with a
few, something I’d never had done before going to the resort, but
nobody compares to James. I can’t seem to connect with any of them
emotionally.”

“We only went to the resort
on a whim, and I had no idea it would be… so open. I knew it was
clothing optional, and sometimes people had sex in the open, but I
didn’t even know what a ‘hotwife’ was before we got there. I just
wanted to see more of the world before I tied myself down. The
resort changed everything for me; James changed everything for me.
Kenny was never a ‘nice guy,’ but now, I know what an asshole he
is, and how lucky I am I talked to you when I did.”

“Do you want to meet a guy
who compares with James between the sheets?” I asked. “They’re
rare.”

“Yes!” Scarlett’s green eyes
lit up.

“You’ll have to share him,
and you might even have to agree to be… you know…
watched.”

“Share him with who… or is
it whom,” she slurred slightly. We’d had a lot of wine.

“With me.”

Scarlett was suddenly
serious. “You know somebody.”

“I do.”

“He’s single, and he’s built
like James?” she asked eagerly, leaning toward me in her
chair.

“He is, and he
is.”

“Take me to him. I want him.
Right now.” Scarlett didn’t need any more wine.

“You’re coming over on
Monday, and it’s all set up. I’m taking a vacation day, and the
kids are in school. We’re going to have fun. Even Bill is staying
home that day.”

“But remember,” I cautioned
her. “Please don’t fall in love with him. He isn’t meant to replace
what a husband can give you emotionally.”

Scarlett was smiling and
nodding along, but I don’t think she understood. Oh, she understood
the words, but I didn’t think she appreciated what I was trying to
tell her.

On Monday, Anthony came to
the door with a bouquet and a smile. His smile faded only slightly
when Bill answered his knock, but he brightened when I wrapped my
arms around him, wearing only a light, transparent robe.

“I hope you’ve been resting
up; you’re going to get doubly lucky today,” I told him as Bill
took the flowers and put them in a vase.

We were sitting on the couch
talking—I sitting next to him with my knees drawn up as he stroked
my leg—when Scarlett walked in. I was looking at Anthony’s eyes
when he saw her. His pupils grew large and his mouth dropped
open.

“This is my friend,
Scarlett. I think you two are going to like each other,” I turned
to Scarlett, “as long as she’s willing to share.”

A few months later, we were
again looking down at the white sand of the Hotwife Resort beach. I
was extra excited because there were four of us on the plane
together. I chanced a glance at my smiling husband—now he had to
keep track of two women.
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	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













