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When Talia found out her husband, Chad, fantasized about her becoming a hotwife, she went along, thinking it would spice up their long-married sex life.

For Talia, she saw this as the beginning of a new phase of their relationship. Her first, Ulrik, opened her imagination to many more hotwife adventures. But also introduced an emotional element that challenged her marriage.

Chad suddenly worried things had spun out of control, as her growing desire pivoted fantasy into hard reality. Could he handle the growing need for ever more?
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Prologue




My hands were trembling as I put the final touches on my make-up. Not sure if it was the situation or my husband fidgeting at the door of our bathroom. Neither was helping.

“After all the talking we’ve done…” I said. “Now you’re nervous?”

Chad just stared at me. “I’m not nervous, Talia…”

I laughed. Maybe too loud for the situation, but the look on his face… “What do you call it? You’re fidgeting like a two-year-old. Married over 20 years, Chad. I can tell. Ever since you shared your fantasy about watching me with another man, you seem…”

Chad laughed loud enough to halt what I was saying. Staring at him.

“Watching you with another man…” he said. “That’s the point. Sure, I talked to you about my fantasy. But ever since I shared it… things have spun out of control.”

“What do you mean? Isn’t this what you wanted?” I giggled, straightening up my top to emphasize the lack of undergarments. My nipples were already rigid points of arousal for him to see. My hands swept down the black leather pencil skirt, so tight I struggled to get it over my hips. Without panty line, of course.

“Yes, it is… wait… No! This is exactly my point,” Chad exclaimed, exasperation in his voice. “I wanted to watch you make love to somebody else. How did it go from watching to your going out tonight on a date by yourself? Not even a date. That guy is going to fuck you. And I won’t even be in the same building.”

“Chad, we’ve talked about this multiple times. Your fantasy is not just wanting to watch me. You are a cuckold. You want me to go out on you. I’ve seen the videos that you hid and listened to you talk over and over.”

Walking across the bathroom to him, I grabbed a hold of his crotch. He was rock hard.

“Not VERY upset, I see…” still giggling.

“Come on, Talia.” His nervousness got to me. Were we making the right choice here? Didn’t matter. That train had left the station, I giggled to myself. My sexual locomotive had been picking up steam all day. Unstoppable now.

I looked at him intensely. “We searched online together, found Ulrik through one of those websites… together. Did you see those photos? How big he is physically and… down below?” He gasped and took a step back at the sight of my flushed face. “Too late to back out now. Ulrik is waiting at the hotel for me. We wouldn’t want to disappoint him, would we?” And I wasn’t about to skip that huge rod…

I stepped closer to Chad again, stroking his stiff rod through his pants. “And we wouldn’t want to disappoint ‘Little Chad’ now, would we?” With each phrase, I stroked him harder. Chad trembled at my touch. “Little Chad seems to want me to go to Ulrik… to get pounded by that enormous cock… to scream with orgasm after orgasm as he takes me roughly.”

Chad’s cock throbbed with each word… and my strokes.

“Or perhaps…” I giggled, “Little Chad wants a special treat. Ulrik might send some video of him taking me. Especially when he takes me hard! My groan might be loud enough to be heard down the hall.” I gripped him with my fingernails extended, feeling him wince back.

I locked my eyes on his as I squeezed. “Would Little Chad like that?”

I almost burst out laughing as I watched the war going on in my husband’s face. Somewhere along the line, he had crossed from fantasy to reality and wasn’t feeling all that comfortable at the moment.

But I was. The idea of letting Ulrik have his way with me… oh yes. I was very comfortable with that idea.

I stepped back to the mirror to finish up my make-up. “Don’t you want to be a good cuckold for my first date as a hotwife?”


Chapter One




I thought back to how this all started. We were in bed, having just made love. It was good, as always. But after 20 years of marriage, it was enjoyable… just… the same as we always did. You know the saying, even bad sex is pretty good. My husband is not out of shape, or unwilling to try new things, or has a small cock. None of those things. It’s just… the same. Over and over.

I love him very much. We have been married 22 years, with three kids now getting older. I was comfortable with my life, and with him as my partner. No complaints. Still, our sex had become a little boring. Again, not bad, just the same.

That’s when he asked me the now fateful question. After we made love, lying in the orange afterglow which I always cherished, cuddling close, he asked me.

“Would you ever think about doing it in front of me?”

I laughed. “Of course. I do it in front of you all the time.”

“No, not like that,” Chad said, sitting up in bed, stroking me. “I mean… make love to someone else while I watched.”

THAT got my attention. I gasped. “You’re making fun, right?”

“No… I’ve always had this fantasy…”

“What kind of fantasy?”

“Look… you are a beautiful woman, amazing personality, great tits, fantastic ass… even after three kids. I’m not kidding. I’ve always wanted to watch you make it with some big cocked guy. That would be amazing!”

I looked at him. The surprise must have registered because his flush of hunger turned to a frown.

“So what does that even mean?” I asked. “We invite someone into our bedroom and he pokes me. You… what… sit in the chair?”

“Kind of like that… Frankly, just a fantasy. Haven’t thought through the details. I suspected you wouldn’t even consider it.”

“But now… you want me to… consider it?”

“I don’t know…”

I noticed the sheet rising, pulling it back. He was already hard again. This would not have been surprising when we first started dating, but in our 40s?

“This gets you going, for sure,” I giggled, tapping lightly on the sensitive head. “Does this mean what I think it means?” I pushed Chad onto his back, moving myself above him, impaling my sex onto his rod. God, that felt good! It had been a long time since we did it twice in one night. I couldn’t believe how hard he was.

I moved myself on him, slow circles of torment meant to excite, but not trigger a release. “So tell me how this would work… how your fantasy plays out…” All the while I was talking, the circular motion kept him focused. He had cum only moments before. Should last a long time in this position.

“Well, what do you want to know?” he asked, grabbing my hips, trying to increase the friction.

I pushed his hands away, maintaining my measured pace. “Hands off,” I giggled. “My turn now. Paint a scene for me. Tell me… in this fantasy world… how this would work? How would we find the guy? Make the connection? How you would get involved… Tell me about your fantasy.”

“Okay… okay… It seems weird, but my fantasy comes in three varieties. The first, we are at a bar. You stand at the bar in a clingy outfit, order drinks. I’m in a booth a ways away, or at the other end of the bar… seemingly not attached to you. You’re a beautiful woman, my dear. There’s no way you’re there for long before you gather an audience. We stay there for a while, as they buy you drinks. You get more comfortable. And you gradually narrow the list. Let me say that Mr. X turns out to be your selection.”

“Mr. X… I see.” I continued to grind on him as he reached up to tweak my nipples gently, massaging my breasts. He can tell his story is heating me up. My rotations are getting stronger. “Go on…”

“Everyone one else gives up except for Mr. X. You get closer, physically and through conversation. Now your full attention is on Mr. X, making it clear you are interested in some action later. You turn your head to me, giving a quick wink or some kind of signal. I leave the bar. We have arranged for a hotel room very close…” He seems to get distracted by the details. “… hopefully someplace within walking distance where…”

I grind onto him twice, hard. “Stay on the story. What’s next?”

“Oh… sorry. I go up to the room, changing my clothes to something not as restrictive on my rod, then wait. Next thing you know, I hear the door open and you walk in with Mr. X.”

He laughed a little, trying to calm down as my grinding brought actual results for us both. “Here, the fantasy deviates,” he said. “Sometimes, you’ve told him all about me. He comes anyway. Other times, he walks in the door to the complete surprise of my presence and you explain to him what’s going on. Another variation, we choose a hotel with a large closet. I’m hiding in there, so he doesn’t know I’m even there.”

I don’t know what it is, but his story is capturing me. Maybe it’s really exciting, hitting my erotic buttons, or maybe the fact he’s inside me. Don’t know. But I’m really getting turned on. I can feel my nipples growing hard. Despite us having made it only moments before, and my cumming with abandon, I am gripping his cock like I haven’t in years. Suddenly, all my complaints about sameness peeled away as I listened to my husband tell a story about my infidelity.

“Can you make it with him while I watch?” he asked.

“That’s it?” I had to laugh. “This is barely a situation, much less a fantasy. You’ve got me in the room… what happens now?”

“The rest is up to the guy.”

“What do you mean by that? Don’t you have any say in what happens once we walk into the bedroom?”

I could see it in his face, his desire so strong. It was the situation, not the physical pleasure of our coupling. I suddenly got it. He doesn’t want a say as the scenario built in his head. My husband wants Mr. X to rip my clothes off and have his way with me. He wants me taken and taken hard. For me to give myself to this other man, so he can watch the other guy please me.

“So what you really want,” I teased him, grinding especially hard on his cock, “is for me to be taken, to be ravaged, to have a stranger’s gigantic cock give it to me. Does that about sum it up?”

He definitely agreed with my summary, barely breathing, staring at me with the most intense eyes I could ever remember. The fantasy had captured his mind now. His panting grew deeper as I ground him harder.

“Could you handle that? Me being taken in such an aggressive way… right in front of you?”

“I don’t know…” He grunted, thrusting up harder. I forced him back down, trying to stay in the moment. My surging need was long from finished now. His story had gotten me seriously aroused.

“Just a fantasy…” he whispered. I could see him fighting not to cum.

So I added my conclusion to the story. “Let me see. How should it go from here? Mr. X is at least six-five, the largest man I have ever been with. He has already ripped off his clothes. A cock at least 9 inches long sticks out at me, wide as my wrist. He ignores you altogether while he pushes me toward the bed, unbuttoning my blouse. I help him as much as I can, pulling my skirt and bra off. He doesn’t give me a chance to do the panties, simply ripping them off my body. I gasp at his aggressiveness.”

Chad and my eyes meet while I grind. “Our eyes catch in the hotel room, a twinkle of delight in mine, mouthing ‘thank you’ to my beloved husband, then Mr. X picks me up, flings me on the bed. I’m shocked at the sudden start, but spread my legs wide, moisture leaking all over the bedsheet.”

While I talk, I am absolutely taking it to Chad’s rod inside me, bouncing up and down, twisting my hips in a constant motion.

“Mr. X’s on top of me, his huge rod looking like a proud God ready to ravage a virgin. No warmup, no preliminaries. He simply slams into me.”

I am staring at Chad now. His eyes closed. The fantasy was deeply in control. “The weird part. He’s aggressive with me, but somehow in no hurry. He’s pushing into me slowly at first, yet working me hard. Moving to hard stabs of plunging as he gets going. Taking it to me, hard like you wanted, punishing stabs…”

By this time, the fantasy had captured me as well. “… repeatedly crushing into me. I’m panting now, unable to control the sensations that are taking me higher. He grabs my head, pulling me down, engulfing my mouth with his passion.”

Before I could get the rest of the story out, my relentless pounding on Chad sent us both over the edge. Screaming my release as he pounds into me, he shoots his load inside. I collapse on top of him, my arms wrapped around his body, struggling to catch my breath.

The power of my orgasm… Oh my God! I hadn’t felt anything like that in a very long time. As soon as I could breathe again, I rolled onto his side, cuddling into Chad’s arms. Those arms were always a source of comfort over so many years. “Well… that certainly got you worked up…” I giggled.

“Got you pretty worked up, too… looks to me,” Chad chuckled.

I still struggled to get my breathing under control. Yes, it did… got me very excited.

Thoughts of actually doing this filled my imagination as I lay cuddling against my husband. Surprisingly, I accepted his desire… and my own. His wife was definitely up for some experimenting.

“So, what do you want to do?” I asked. “Is this pillow talk, something we do in our bedroom to add a little spice? Or is this something you really want to try? I can go either way, but if want to make it a reality, just want you to know. I’m willing.”

“You would?” he said, shocked at my acceptance. “You’d really sleep with someone else… and let me watch?”

“Sure, babe. I’m not some prude. If this is what you want, I would go along. You know I would never cheat on you. But if we are doing it together…. would you want me to do that… for real?”

“No… not cheating. It wouldn’t be that. But I’d still worry if you did it with someone else.”

“Why worry?” I asked, cuddling so close virtually my entire body is touching him. My face was only inches from his. “We’re doing it because you want to.”

“I know… I know… It’s one thing to imagine it, to spice up our love life a little with some fantasy. It’s a whole other thing to have your wife moaning and crying out because another man is giving you what I can’t.”

I laughed softly. “I’ve never complained about our lovemaking. You never have trouble getting it up or of lasting long enough. Our bodies were made for each other, my dear.” All the while I said that, I was stroking his body with my free hand, providing as much assurance as I could.

“Not really that…” he chuckled nervously. “Still, I have watched some porn. Lots of guys out there with large dicks that will take you places I simply can’t go.”

“I see… so it’s an insecurity thing,” I giggled. “You want me to do it, but you are afraid I’ll like it so much that I won’t want to do it with you after that… have I got that right?”

“Wow… pretty harsh. But about right. You put it in as negative a tone as I could imagine, but you got it correct. A little nervous.”

“Okay, Chad. Let me rephrase it less negatively. I don’t want this to become an issue for us. I will not bring it up again. If you are interested in pursuing it, whether in fantasy or reality, I’m good. I’m willing to share this fantasy both by making connections for real, or just by using an hour in bed as fodder to spice things up. Is that easy enough?”

He said nothing, just nodded his head, and pulled me over to kiss him again. Soon, we were drifting off to sleep.


Chapter Two




True to my word, I did not bring it up again. For several weeks, he didn’t bring it up either. Even when we made love, he didn’t resurrect the fantasy. Neither did I.

Then we went out one evening. Now that none of our kids required babysitters, even for overnighters, Chad and I went out to dinner a lot. The twins were already away at college and the last a senior in high school. She couldn’t care less where we were. You know the old saying. She was past the age where she still liked us!

Luckily, Chad and I have always been superb friends, as well as lovers. With all this free time on our hands, we liked to spend it together. We would dress up, go to a pleasant bar for some drinks, then go off to a restaurant.

This time, I thought I would see what Chad would do if I took a step toward his fantasy. To find out if he was serious about it. I chose a restaurant that had a large bar. We had been there plenty without even having dinner. This might be just the place to see how he reacts.

As we walked up to the maître d’, Chad immediately went to the restroom like he always does. I told the man we would eventually eat, but for now we’re just gonna get a drink. I went straight to the bar, ordering a drink only for myself. Chad was certainly right about one thing. It didn’t take long.

Soon, three guys were standing around me. We were having a spirited conversation about nothing, even before Chad got back. When he walked out of the bathroom hallway, he saw me standing there surrounded by testosterone. I caught his eye, flicking my head slightly. ‘Do not approach. Go to the end of the bar.’ I was saying.

As if I had given him careful instructions, he went straight to the other end of the bar, ordering a drink for himself. I winked at him once he had settled in, to let him know this was part of his game. His fantasy. We had not arranged a hotel room, so there was no chance of this going further today, but what the heck? Might as well see how he handles things.

None of these guys were even close to Mr. X of our fantasy night. Still, two of them would’ve been fine. A lot of fun probably… in bed, at least. I was giggling at the dirty thoughts racing through my mind when one guy asked what I was thinking. I told him I remembered a joke I saw on TV, avoiding telling him the truth. We returned to our original topic.

The purpose of tonight was not to get laid, but to see what Chad had in mind. To force him to reveal his internal thinking. True to his word, he did not approach. He got his drink, looked at his phone and only occasionally looked my way.

I caught his attention several times, giving him a wink and a smile. He just smiled back. Before I could beg off that I had to go, that my husband was waiting, I had business cards from the men I found attractive in my purse. Then I caught Chad’s attention, heading to the dining room. He followed a short time after.

This definitely gets him going. I laughed to myself. His boner was so hard a tent had formed in front of his slacks. After I noticed, he took his coat off to fold it in front of him so no one else would catch that detail.

Once we sat down for the meal, I could only laugh. “Was that what you expected?” I asked. “How did I do?”

“You were great,” he said. He reached over to my hand, pulling it down to his hard-as-stone crotch.

“Which one would you have chosen for me?” I asked.

“Chosen for you?”

“Come on, Chad. Isn’t this your fantasy? I’m certainly interested, but we are working on your fantasy. Who you would have chosen for me is an important question, I think. If you want to see your wife taken by another man, what kind of guy would it be?”

I pulled the business cards out of my purse. “Both men would’ve been interested in going to a hotel room with me. I’m certain of it. Jack is an attorney from Cleveland. He was tall, but thin. I ‘accidentally’ brushed up against him one time,” using my air quote fingers to show it wasn’t really an accident. “He was moderate down below. Joe pulled up tops in that score. He was a salesman from Dallas, in town for a convention. Now Joe, the other guy, I did the same, bumping up against him. Oh yes. Much shorter, but had the full package below. So the choices. Smaller but larger endowed. Larger but less demanding. Who do you think I should have chosen?”

That almost took his breath away. I was forcing him to choose between big dick or big guy. Which would be best for me? I could only giggle. Big dick would always win for me. Chad is not small, at least 7 inches and relatively wide. He never failed to satisfy. But, hey, if I’m going to go out on my husband, it might as well be for something I cannot get at home.

He looked at his water glass, as if he was trying to hide from me. “I don’t want to choose,” he whispered. Almost embarrassed.

What? Maybe I had read this all wrong. Definitely some confusion on my part. Or was it his part?

“What do you want, then?” I asked. It was like I had trapped him in a lie that he couldn’t get out of. This just added to my growing confusion because he had brought this up… laid out exactly this bar scenario.

“I don’t know, Talia. Just a fantasy. I really never thought about the details.”

“Okay. I’ll leave it be. As I said before, if you want to take it to the next level, you let me know.”

It didn’t come up again for the rest of the meal. We talked about family, jobs, and what we’re doing over the weekend. The everything and nothing of married life. But my mind wouldn’t let it go. I was now VERY curious. There was something going on. The way he laid the thing out, I thought I understood. When I actually presented the situation to him, the way I thought he wanted, it was like I missed the concept altogether. He needed something completely different.

Now I needed to know what the fuck was going on.

This called for some spy work. Chad was an IT guy at a money manager here in town. His entire existence is on his computer, both his iPad and his laptop. Little does he know I have the password to both. He had told me one time when he left it at home and needed some information. I wrote it down. Apparently, his work computer required password changes every month for security reasons. But he never changed his password at home. Too much hassle, he would often say.

I took the day off to ‘run some errands’. When he left for work, I went straight to his office, looking at his laptop. Where do I start? He’s much too clever to have anything on his main browser used by the company day-to-day. His company had standardized on Google Chrome some years ago, so I knew that couldn’t be the one. So I looked for other browsers.

Here we go. A Brave browser. I had heard of it, but never seen the app. Brave loads faster or something. I forgot what the ad said. But there it was. I clicked. He had a lot of regular stuff, probably used this for most of his personal browsing.

Buried deep in a folder of a folder, there it was. Link after saved link. Everything from porn sites to discussion forums. All of them involved being a cuckold. After looking at several videos and reading the discussions, his weird reaction came into specific focus.

He doesn’t really want to watch me while I do it. He wants me to be a hotwife, to go out on my own, getting laid… without him there. Afterward, I would come back and tell him all about it, have some ‘reclaim’ sex.

On his iPad, I looked through his browsers. He didn’t appear to search much on the iPad, but that is where he keeps his Kindle app. I knew he liked his sci-fi and history books, but then there was a collection he placed in a ‘Fun’ collection. Here, I found a large assortment of erotica. Virtually all were of the cuckold variety. Of wives going out to play while their husbands waited at home.

Never, in all our years together, would I have predicted this outcome. He wasn’t particularly insecure, didn’t have any obvious weakness or uncertainties that seemed such a prominent part of these stories. And he certainly didn’t have a small dick or performance issues.

I read more. Then something else became clear. OMG! My husband has got this thing bad! Almost every single story was about a wife that would go out on her own to find a guy, make it with one or more at a time, then come home to tell the cuckold all about it. And in almost all the stories… the actual surprise… the husband would eat the cum out of the wife. Okay, that might be hot to imagine, even though disgusting. Yet, this was so different from what he said he wanted in our conversation.

I wondered whether he had given me the ‘filtered’ version of the fantasy so it would not scare me off.

Having said all that, what was I to do now? Confront him with what I know? Confess my total violation of his privacy? Frankly, I didn’t want him to know I had the passwords on all his devices…

No, I needed to come up with a different way to convince him to reveal his actual fantasy.


Chapter Three




That night, I suggested we have a ‘date’ on Saturday night. Since the kids were young, this word has always been our codeword for a night where we stayed at home to have sex with each other. No other activities. Our date nights were famous as ‘anything goes’ for us. We had tried BDSM, role play. I had dressed as a nurse and given him an ‘exam’. Even dressed him up in women’s clothes one time. Not a favorite of Chad’s, I discovered to comical results.

Still, you name it. We tried all of them. Some worked, some didn’t. We had a lot of fun. When I told him about a planned Date Night, he knew that meant something kinky. This time out, I had an entire plan. I would play out his real fantasy without letting him know I had discovered the truth. He would think it was an outgrowth of what we had already discussed or done at the bar.

The Friday before that Saturday night, I sent him a long text. Our Date Night was going to be really special. We’re going to pretend I had gone out on my first solo date without him. I was going to come home freshly fucked. We are going to see what comes up.

His reply was almost comical. “Date on your own?”

“Isn’t that the next step? After picking someone up at a bar? For me to go out on my own? I want to pretend that I did, then come home.”

When he came home from work that Friday night, my text really keyed him up.

“Hey babe,” I said, the absolute picture of innocence. Our daughter in high school was at a basketball game that night, not expected back until well after 10, if not later.

Chad looked at me. “That was a weird fantasy you have for Date Night. Where did that come from?”

“Come from?” I said, as innocently as I could. “Isn’t that the next logical step in your fantasy about having me picked up at a bar… going to bed with them on my own?”

“Well… ah… maybe…” I could almost see him as a comic falling backwards in a movie. “We haven’t done the first step yet.”

“We’re not doing it, silly…” I assured him. “It’s a fantasy we’re doing for Date Night. Remember when you dressed in those women’s clothes, did you think I expected you to become a lifestyle transgender? No… of course not. It was just for fun…” I winked at him. “We had some fun that night, didn’t we?”

Chad turned beet red… that had been one of my fantasies… And he went right along with it. Not happily… as it turned out. Though, I will add here, he got really hard and fucked my brains out that night. Oh yes, lots of fun… for me at least!

“Would you? Could you?” The concern in his voice would have been worrisome if I didn’t know what drove that concern underneath.

“Come on, Chad. Been married a long time. There’s no reason for this uncertainty. I’m not gonna change my opinion of you based on some date I might go on. Those times are long past. I love you, always will. I plan to be your wife my entire life. This is fantasy… sex… fun… We use these to spice up our sex life. That’s all.”

“Would you? Be willing to go out on a date on your own. Make love with somebody else without me there? Then come home and tell me about it?”

“Yes and no,” I said in my most reassuring tone. “Am I willing to cheat on you? No. Never have, never will. I would never go behind your back to sleep with another. But am I willing to go out on an agreed night, to find someone to make love to, then come home to show you and tell you about it? Of course. I’m willing to do anything we agree to do together.”

I stepped up to him, touching his face, kissing him softly. “Even if I am out with someone else, it will never be without your complete knowledge ahead of time. You’ll know the day, the place, the guy, what happens afterward. I can guarantee extracurricular activity after I return home. This is about OUR sex life, no matter who might be out there to provide services in between.”

Then I backtracked. Acting as if this was a revelation. “Are you… Why are you acting all tentative here? Are you telling me this is something you would like for me to do?” Then I got quiet, saying nothing further.

He stared at me. It was like he was wrestling with himself, trying to figure out just the right thing to say.

“I can tell something is going on inside that muddled brain of yours, Chad. You can trust me. If 20 years together haven’t proven that, not sure how else I can…” I stepped up to him, holding him in my arms, looking up into his eyes. “You can trust me with your hidden secrets. Do you want me to go without you? Become a real hotwife for my cuckold?”

The correct technical use of the words shook him out of his uncertainty. He simply nodded his head. With my best acting job, I added a surprised gasp.

“You really would?” I asked, looking at him with my arms still around him. “You ARE one of those cuckolds that get off on their wife making it with others, aren’t you?” Again, no words, just a simple head nod.

“My love,” I said, “I’m open for you, always willing to try new things. Why did you hide this from me all these years? If you wanted me to, I would’ve done this years ago. It’s about sex and fantasy; not about our love or our lives together. Not sure I’m happy with the fact you felt you couldn’t trust me with this.”

“Come on, Talia. You gotta admit this is weird. How was I supposed to bring it up with you? ‘Talia, by the way, would you mind fucking my friend over here so I can dream about it while you are gone? And if you don’t mind, come home to tell me about it while I fuck you? Because that really gets me going?’ That would have been a tough conversation, don’t you think? It is even now… for my wife of 20 years.”

“I understand. Still, now that it is out in the open, I’m a little upset you didn’t think you could trust me. I have shared all your fantasies… even those that included whipping my ass with a belt… I wasn’t too happy about that one… couldn’t sit down for a week… But I did it. I did it because I want you to be happy with our sex life. That’s always been important to me. When was the last time I said no when you expressed an interest in making love?”

The blank look told me he didn’t know. “That’s because I never do. Even if I’m not in the mood. I still do it because it gives me pleasure to make you happy. And, oddly enough, that you are such an excellent lover also makes me happy as well!” I was giggling now. “Maybe the way you give it to me with that rod of yours is the real reason…”

I winked at him, asking if he would fix us drinks. We walked toward the liquor cabinet. I knew he needed a break. He was mentally backpedaling at a furious clip, not really sure how to react to my statements, my assertiveness. Though I still didn’t want to give away what I knew about his cuckold fantasies.

“I’m sorry. It’s a little embarrassing,” he said.

“… but now that I know, it shouldn’t be embarrassing anymore. So tell me about it… this real fantasy of yours.”

Chad looked at me, the new revelation still feeling tentative on his tongue. “Okay… full disclosure… I have wanted you to go out with someone else our whole married life. It gets me so hard. I don’t understand it, but it does.” He looked at me again. I figured, what the heck? In for a penny, in for a pound, right? I could see it written all over his face. “Let’s do some prep for tomorrow night.”

“Prep?” I asked, now with genuine surprise.

He walked me into his office, opened his laptop, then pulled up the Brave browser. I pretended to be surprised at seeing all these links. Most were for the porn sites featuring cuckold activity. Then he pulled out his Kindle app on the iPad. Story after story…

“I want you to see my fantasies. These are the closest I have been able to find. Really gets me going.”

Without looking at the pages or videos, I pulled his head closer to mine, looking at him, and smiled. “I love you with all my heart. I’m yours… in whatever form that takes. If you want me to be your hotwife, I will do that. If you want me to stay at home and do nothing with anyone else, I will do that as well. I will be anything you want me to be in bed… anything… I want us to share the full richness of our lives together.”

I reached across, ‘accidentally’ grazing his now rigid shaft. We didn’t even make it to the bed after that, tearing our clothes off in the office. All this talk really emboldened him. He took me, leaning across the desk, hammering me like I had not seen in years. My husband was on fire!

He grabbed my hips, slamming into me. “Take that new cock,” he cried out. “Feel the joy of something different, something to stretch and control you…” He was hammering into me. I grunted, both from the force and the arousal I was feeling. Chad was taking it to me! “He’s going to fuck you so hard you’ll have trouble walking afterwards.”

By now I was groaning at all the stimulation, both physical and mental. He drove my desire to new levels while continuing to talk. “When you come home, I will throw you down on the bed and make my deposit where another man has tread.”

I knew where he really wanted to go, helping him along. “Will sure get messy down there. You sure you’re gonna want to stick yours where his was?”

“I’ll just have to clean it up first.”

There it was. He really let it all out finally. By this time, I was so turned on that I didn’t know how to react because I couldn’t quench the fire consuming my pussy. I was pushing back on his cock, groaning with each thrust. “Take that pussy. Reclaim it as your own.”

That took him over the edge as we both exploded with one of the strongest releases we have shared in years.

As he pulled out, I had a sudden moment of inspiration. I pushed him down on the floor of his office, positioning my sex above his face. “Some stud has made a deposit in me. Needs to be cleaned up.”

I lowered myself full force onto his face before he reacted. It was like I had hit him with a cattle prod. He was thrashing so hard on his back as he buried his nose in my snatch. Long tongue lashes swept his cum into his mouth as he teased my clit with each swipe.

A release came… suddenly… unexpectedly… I cried out as the surprise shook my entire frame, quivering as his tongue continued to dive inside, gathering every trace of cream. OMG! This fantasy of his had really taken us to the next level.

The next evening, we played out the fantasy as if for real. Chad helped me get all dressed up, as if I was going on my date. He picked a low-cut top… no bra, of course, and a relatively short skirt. I went out, drove around for a bit, went to a mall, and settled into a coffee shop to wait. Thankfully, it was winter. I kept my coat on. If anybody saw me in this outfit, they would think I was a hooker, but I didn’t care.

At 8:30, I returned home. Before I walked in the door, I messed up my hair, used my finger to mess up my make-up, smearing my lipstick. The idea was to make it seem like I had gone out on the town for real. When I walked in the door, Chad looked at me like I really had done the deed. He knew it was all pretend, but I had made a lot of effort to sell the fantasy for him.

It did not matter. He was alive with the reality. His cock stuck out of his gym shorts with fierce resolve. One look and I knew this guy had it bad. And truthfully, by this time, this growing desire consumed me, too. Walking around the mall with this outfit on, knowing what I was going to do later… and the complete fantasy that backed the event… my fire had become a blazing inferno!

We didn’t even make it upstairs to the bed. He took me over the back of the sofa after nearly ripping the skirt, trying to get it off. Hard stabs of his shaft made me scream out with pleasure. To add fuel to his fire, I cried out things I had read in the cuckold stories. Take back ‘his’ pussy. Reclaim the ‘snatch’ that I had given away. Retrieve ownership of my sex.

Chad simply went wild. God almighty… it may have been the best sex we ever had! We fucked like teenagers again. By the time we made it to bed that night, he had cum in me two more times and I cannot even count the number of times I came.

Oh, yes… It was time for us to do this for real.


Chapter Four




“So, why are you so nervous?” I asked, returning my attention to the nervous husband at the bathroom door. “You know what Ulrik is like. Met him. Seen the picture of his cock. Listened in as I chatted with him on speakerphone. That guy is going to fuck me silly. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes… yes…” he chanted. “I don’t know… He’s just right… the kind of guy we talked about… but come on… you’re going out on a date to be fucked my someone else! You know we’re playing with fire here. What if he captures your soul with that dick?! In all those hotwife books I’ve read, story after story has the bull capturing the woman with his lovemaking prowess. They come to ‘own the pussy’, they say. That worries me… a lot! This is a great fantasy. We’ve had some incredible sex from it, but it’s not worth losing you over.”

Suddenly, his face went pale. I almost stepped back, as if he was going to throw up… like a sudden realization had just hit him. He looked at me sternly.

“I’m not going in some kind of cage… cock or otherwise,” he asserted. I giggled at the very idea, but he hadn’t finished. “We still live together, Talia. Still gonna sleep in the same bed. What’s it going to be like when you return from Mr. Big Dick, and old tiny here greets you in bed? Will I ever be enough for you after him?”

He looked down at his crotch, the rigid pole sticking out of his gym shorts still looking like a tent being mounted. “This is really exciting as you can see… It’s still a little unnerving. Tell me you’re not feeling anything like this?”

I stepped away from the mirror, walked up to him, whisking my hand on his rod before wrapping my arms around his chest. He returned the hug. “Of course, I’m feeling the same. But there’s one big difference. For me… my heart isn’t up for grabs. I’ve already given it away.”

I looked directly into his eyes, holding his head in my hands. “Nothing that happens tonight… and I mean nothing…. will change that.” I let go of my husband, walking back to the mirror. The whole discussion made me mad, really. If he thought that, then I needed to change that impression right now.

“Clearly, I haven’t done a good job of conveying my feelings, Chad. Let me make sure you understand… so there is no misunderstanding. There is only one person who owns this pussy. And that’s me. Not you. Not him. I choose who I share it with. I am the only one making that decision. I have shared it only with you for the last 20 years. Now… and only because we have this special arrangement… I choose to share it with Ulrik. With your full knowledge, by the way.”

Sensing him back up a little, as the anger in my words seeped through, I gave him a wry grin, trying to convey all the love I felt for him.

“Make sure you understand this. It’s important. We have been having a lot of fun with this fantasy of yours. But we are doing this as a couple. Two married people exploring new directions. The underlying truth remains. You say stop. I stop. We are in this hotwife arrangement together… I will probably enjoy it very much, yet no amount of dick can change what I feel about you… our kids… our family.”

“I sure hope you’re right,” Chad said, still as uncertain. “You know, I’ve read a lot about this stuff online. Some of its fiction, but some are not. Many people write stories which essentially tell their own experiences. I understand they mean them to titillate, still… there is a discussion site that I have spent time on. There is a reality that frightens me a little. Sometimes a couple starts off on this path and ends up coming out in a totally different place than they expected, unable to get back where they were before. I don’t want that to happen with us.”

“You’re saying this, Chad… makes me angry. Really does. What it says about… about what you think of me. You’re right… we won’t be the same when I return. Your formally faithful wife would have slept with another man. But maybe I’m different from some. I don’t know. I had a sexual history before we got married. You know about those guys. I didn’t come into our relationship without experiencing some wonderful lovers. And yet I stayed with you. Hard to imagine this will be any different. You think I have been pining for some other mythical guy out there… to sweep me off my feet… after 22 years?”

I stroked his face, pressing his hand against my chest. “I haven’t been. This heart only beats for one person. And it’s not now, or ever going to be, Ulrik. Though, even so…” a wicked smile on my face, “… I hope he fucks the shit out of me and we have a story to share for years to come!” We both laughed, the tension easing.

“Chad… please understand… I’m not a high school girl anymore, to be swept off my feet by some young boy. We’ve had three kids. I have a 40-something body now. I’ve worked in advertising for twenty years. Been hit on by a lot of guys. Self-control is not my problem. I am comfortable with who I am. I understand the difference between sex and life… not going to be swept away by some big dick. It’s exciting to think about… I’ll give you that. But leaving my family and beloved? Don’t be ridiculous.”

I finished up my prep in front of the mirror, put the final touches on my outfit, without panty or bra, of course, then turned back to Chad again, still fidgeting in the door. I smiled at him again while I stared in the mirror.

“That’s probably why I’m not as nervous as you are. I don’t feel any risk or internal turmoil. For me… it’s more… performance anxiety. Like the nervousness I felt before giving a speech in front of a group. Been a long time since I took my clothes off in front of someone else. I want to make sure Ulrik has a good time. But… and this is important too… my heart is not on the table for discussion. Okay?”

Chad walked up to me, hugging close. “I trust you, my dear. Always have. Maybe I’m just feeling silly letting you go there when I know, in my heart, you’re doing it because I want this. Just hope I’m not digging my own grave.”

“No chance of that. Now, my cuckold,” I giggled. “Go fix me a drink.” I traced my hand across his face. “I could use some liquid courage.” He laughed and walked out the door.


Chapter Five




As he walked downstairs, thoughts of the last two months came to mind. The hours spent online searching for suitable candidates. How many times I glanced over at Chad while I stood by myself in the bars, entertained by a sea of men. The trips to clothing stores, buying slutty outfits to wear on my dates.

And the incredible sex we had every time we did these. Such sexual excitement! All thoughts of sexual sameness banished to the distant past. The truth is… what started as his fantasy had taken my sex drive up several notches. I so wanted to get laid in this way… by a strong, virile man willing to take me even higher… all with my husband’s approval!

Ulrik apparently immigrated to the United States to attend college 20 years before, staying after marrying an American girl. Along the way, he earned his citizenship. They divorced two or three years before his listing on the website. He claimed to not be interested in emotion. Had too much of that in recent years. What he wants is to play around. Just have some fun. Seemed a perfect fit for us.

I spoke to him on the phone twice, while Chad listened on speaker. We thought about pretending I was single at first, but ended up with full disclosure. We told him all about us, about Chad’s fantasy, and about my growing desire to fulfill his desire. No reason to pretend something I am not… nor going to be. If he was looking for a connection for longer-term, I would not be the woman for him. Like he said in his profile, Chad and I were in this only for the fun.

We exchanged pics. Some of his were amazing! Chad is not a small guy by any means, just under six feet. But he was… well… an IT guy that cared little about being… brawny, let’s call it. Not overweight, just softer. I don’t want this to come off mean to him because it’s not meant to be. Not the way I feel.

But Ulrik… oh yes… I figure if you’re going to go out with someone, not your husband, you don’t want the guy to be LIKE your husband. You want him to be… something else.

And Ulrik was VERY ‘something else!’ From his dark blond, relatively long hair to his well-shaped heavy beard to his gigantic size… had to be mid-6 feet at least… Everything about this guy caught my imagination.

I could only be called petite at five-feet-three, and still relatively thin, especially for my age. No one is going to mistake me for a large woman. My mind keeps picturing myself next to Ulrik, feeling like a middle-schooler! The idea of being taken roughly in his bed… definitely has taken my fantasy life higher.

What really took me over the edge was the picture of his endowments. Wow! I’ve watched a little porn over the years. His cock has to be one of the largest I’d ever seen. As the date night approached, my sex tingled with genuine longing. I wanted that monster inside me… so badly! I could never remember feeling such a longing for a sexual act before.

Maybe this unnerved Chad about the coming event. Not only was Ulrik the biggest dick around, he also possessed all those manly attributes a geek like my husband had probably found intimidating most of his life. He had probably been bullied by the Ulrik’s of the world when growing up.

For me… and I guess for Chad too… the size of his cock made it clear this would be unlike anything I had ever experienced, and certainly nothing I would ever get from Chad. And he knew it.

In my profile, I was very open about what I was looking for. About wanting to help my cuckold husband live out a fantasy. Ulrik suggested we meet for drinks to discuss. So we did, at a bar not too far from our house.

We had a fun evening, actually. Ulrik wasn’t in IT like my husband, but in the financial business where he knew a lot about tech and industry trends. Chad and Ulrik were soon chatting away. Several times, I had to pull them back to the topic at hand. All I could think about was a cock in my openings, and they obsessed about new protocols and pending software releases… so funny.

It quickly became obvious Chad and Ulrik had a lot in common and could become close friends… in another context. And maybe they still could. You never know. If this all goes well, and I really enjoy it, maybe the next level is to have Chad watch live. To be present in the room!

One of Chad’s stories had the husband strapped into a chair, while the bull absolutely took it to the wife right in front of him. I would enjoy that, for sure. The husband could not move at all, no touching or taking part.

What made that story fun for me, though, was what happened after the bull finished with the wife. He then turned and did the same thing to the husband. I knew for sure Chad would never allow that. He liked the idea of eating cum… but there’s a long gap between eating cum to having some big dick up your ass! Nope… unlikely in the extreme. Not sure why this excited me so much, but it got me instantly wet every time I thought about it.

Still, I think Chad would like to be tied, unable to touch himself, while I got ravaged on the bed. Yes, I think Chad would like that very much.

Even if not tied down, having him in the chair watching could be so hot. And if, after Ulrik has his way with me, if Chad wants to join in, I don’t think I would mind that at all. Two at the same time. Oh, yes…

All this sex talk is really giving me some pretty wild thoughts. Even during my hot days in college, I never did that. Imagine it, one down below while I sucked on another. Oh, my… so much fun! Yes, I would like that very much.

For now, I need to get my head together. My husband is waiting downstairs, drink in hand, ego needing to be calmed with assurances. And my pussy tingling so fiercely for Ulrik’s tool I could hardly stop from panting.

It’s funny, don’t you think? My husband had a fantasy… claimed to want this very thing…

As I looked one last time in the mirror, making sure everything is perfect, I wondered if Chad understands how this has lit a fire in my own sexual desire. I meant what I said about never leaving him for some big dick, but that did not mean this was going to be a onetime event, never to be repeated. With this delicious anticipation, and even a moderately good delivery at the hotel, I knew in my heart I will want to do this again and again.


Chapter Six




As I walked through the lobby of the Royal Ambassador Hotel, Ulrik on the 18th floor, my emotions were in full-out turmoil. Fear gripped me, knowing half the stuff I told Chad about locked-down pussy and emotional control… it was all a crock of shit.

I have no more control over my emotions than anyone else. All I knew was that I wanted to feel that enormous cock inside me… so, so much.

Certainly, the tool I saw in the picture. My walk stumbled a couple of steps as I thought about a movie Chad and I watched over the holidays. A woman flew clear across the country to meet a guy, only to discover he had completely catfished her. The guy had intentionally used photos and the profile of another guy to cover his real self. Even though we had met Ulrik… Hey, you never know.

On my way up the elevator, I suddenly had this vision of my tall dream guy dropping his pants to reveal a tiny pencil dick. The one he sent was from some porn website! I giggled to myself suddenly, the other person in the elevator car looking at me, startled.

No way of knowing until you actually see the thing up close! We met Ulrik in person. He was everything promised in all the other departments. Why not this one as well?

I got off on the 18th floor, heading for his room. I was more excited than I could ever remember being, even more than on our wedding night. Let’s face it, wedding nights are not what they used to be. When we got married, Chad and I had been living together for almost a year, making love regularly. There was no surprise that night. I bought a special lingerie set for the occasion, but I knew what he was going to do with it.

Now THIS… this is truly unknown. If Ulrik was as big as he claimed, that cock was going to give me a night like I had never experienced. I squirmed my legs together as I approached the door. Oh, God… so excited!

Chad and I had been chatting all the way over. His text seemed to grow more worried with each mile, no matter how many assurances I gave. Too late to back out now. My sex would never allow it.

I pulled my phone out, using the screen to make sure my make-up and hair were in place, then sent him a quick text.

Talia


Going in.




Chad


Have fun. Looking forward to some pics.




Ulrik had said he would send some, but I was not thinking about that right now. I trembled standing in front of the door… Just like that high school girl I wasn’t supposed to be… then I hit the bell.

The guy that opened the door was every bit the man we met. At least six-feet-five, fit and muscular, my sex was absolutely on fire with anticipation.

“Talia… come in, come in,” Ulrik said. “So glad you came… especially under these circumstances.” I stepped across the threshold as my very soul felt the clunk of that door shutting behind me. Committed now!

“What do you mean? You didn’t think I would come?” I replied playfully, touching him softly on his arm.

He looked at me with a muted smile, offering to take my coat. “I have made these arrangements with five women now. You being the fifth. Two didn’t even show. One came unexpectedly with her husband, unable to come on her own as promised. Before you, only one actually followed through. So… you never know. Glad you came. Our get together for coffee had me ready to go.”

I surrendered my coat and in my mind, felt myself surrendering much more. My desire. My free will. My willingness to say no. His warm, inviting smile had told me everything I needed.

I wanted this man with every fiber of my being. All the buildup had created a burning in my bosom. That burning had been simmering as I came toward the hotel. Now, in his room, strutting in front of him in my slutty clothes with no underwear, that simmering had become a full-out bonfire. I swore to myself at that moment I would do everything he asked. No matter how nasty. I was going to be the total slut my husband and lover wanted me to be…

And suddenly, I realized… maybe for the first time in my life… I was truly here for myself as well. The fun part I was feeling was the joy of full disclosure. Ulrik knew I was a hotwife. He knew my husband was waiting at home. He knew why I was doing this. And accepted me anyway. There was a release, a joy, at feeling this sudden freedom to be whoever I wanted.

I told him at our coffee I wanted to send some pics over the course of the evening, so my husband could take part in his cuckold way. Ulrik was glad to help.

Right now, none of that mattered. I had developed a problem down below that needed immediate attention. I walked across to him, wrapped my arms around his immense body, reaching up to offer a kiss. He did not need any other hint, wrapping me in his massive arms. The deep hunger brought out by that first kiss took my breath away. He wanted to consummate our deal as much as I did. Our tongues danced with each other as the compulsion of need pushed me harder into his embrace.

When we broke apart sometime later, I could feel the moisture dripping down my leg. How could I be this excited by sex? Done it a lot over the years, both with my husband and before. I could not recall ever feeling like this. The desire made my insides tremble.

Maybe it was the circumstance. The forbidden play outside the marital bed, even if I had my husband’s permission.

Maybe it was this mountainous partner. His sheer size, and my touch while we embraced, confirmed that the pic was the real him down below. He was already hard as stone. The trembling got worse as my hand grazed his rod.

No, that wasn’t it either. I knew in my heart it was the freedom, the release from all constraints. My husband had given me permission to be a total slut. To enjoy every part of this sexual experience without holding back. And I had a partner that had agreed to the same thing. No amount of emotional or long-term relationship implications were involved.

I could truly let my inner-slut out for a full test run. Worship that cock with my mouth if I wanted, moan as loud as my body demanded, ride that cock as hard as I needed. The feeling of freedom was exhilarating. I no longer wanted to be the demure wife, the pleasant girlfriend, the chaste partner, taking care of my significant other. Tonight, I wanted to be a vixen slut free to feel whatever happened. To let myself go!

Ulrik must have sensed it too as he pushed me back to arm’s length, helping me remove my clothes. “You are a hot one tonight, my snygging.”

The word meant nothing to me, but I laughed. “What is that? Sneeg-ing?” My mispronunciation was comical.

He chuckled as the last of my clothes fell to the floor, my naked body standing in front of him. My nipples were hard, rigid pebbles of pure desire. “Snygging is hottie in Swedish. And that, my dear, you definitely are.”

“Hard for me to explain, Ulrik. I am feeling a raging desire inside I cannot remember before. Like a caged person suddenly released. My husband would be upset if he heard me say this, but it’s true.” I wrapped my hand around his enraged shaft, sticking out of his pants like a tent. “I am alive with desire.” My trembling hands were fighting with his belt and buckle.

He just chuckled, grasping my hands gently. “Patience… my dear… patience. You will get what you need. I promise. But first, we need to feed your hubby’s need.” He asked for my phone. Here I was standing naked in front of this man, consumed with need, and Ulrik was the one paying attention to my husband. I reached over, handing him the phone. He took several quick pics of me naked, in front of the bed, sending a stream of them to Chad without comment.

He spoke while he took his clothes off. “I would not call my experience extensive, my new hotwife. One thing I know. You will feel guilty later if you do not give your husband what he needs… while you are getting what you need. How about this as an arrangement?” He removed his shirt. That muscular chest drew my immediate touch. “I’ll be in charge of communication. You just relax and enjoy the pleasure. Work for you?”

“You would do that for me?”

“Yes, of course. As long as you agree to fuck my brains out while I’m doing it.”

The laughter and warmth in those words drew me even more comfortably into his world.

“I think we have a deal.”

I fell to my knees, helping him off with his shoes and socks. Then I reached up for his pants. This time, with no trembling or uncertainty. I wanted this RIGHT NOW! The buckle opened, the zipper falling away as my hand never left a solid grip on his cock… helping him get the rest off his legs.

It was just as promised. Huge! The enormous pink head capped a shaft hard and straight. I was a little surprised to see he was circumcised. When I found out he was from Sweden, I did a little research. This is apparently quite rare in that country. But who cares?!

My mouth engulfed this rod. It was way too big to go in very far, but I worshiped this rod with everything I had. Tongue, lips, hands. I needed every part of what this shaft promised. He just stared down at me while I went to work. Several times I glanced up. He groaned with pleasure as our eyes connected, but mainly I noticed the phone in his hands. He was video recording what I was doing!

I was beyond caring. The presence of the camera somehow released my own demons as I drove him deeper down my throat. Moans of pleasure escaped in between my plunges.

In the middle of all this, I heard Ulrik talking and my husband’s voice replying. He had made a video call connection.

“Your hotwife loves to suck cock, doesn’t she?” Ulrik chuckled.

“Not so much for me…” Chad replied. “But I can see a rod like yours has spurred her to extra effort.”

“Indeed, it has. Look up at your husband, my cocksucker. He wants to see you take me as deep as you can.”

I was staring up at the phone, seeing only the camera portals on the back, but knowing I wanted to put on a show for my beloved. Staring into the camera while I went after Ulrik’s luscious tool, I licked up and down, buried it deep, fondled his balls. Both hands were actively moving on the shaft and balls, trying to pleasure him as much as I could. My eyes never left the phone.

The surprising part for me? I loved doing this. Chad was right. Oral sex had never been my favorite thing. I did it mainly to get him hard. As soon as he was ready, I would pull him up to me. But this… Oh God… I couldn’t get enough. I lavished every inch with everything I had. And being able to show my joy to Chad at the same time was just a bonus!

After multiple attempts, I could get him over half-way down my throat and clearly intended to go the rest of the way. I heard a gasp from Chad on my latest attempt. I looked up at the phone again. Not sure what came over me, but I felt a compulsion to taunt him, just like in his stories.

“It’s so great to finally suck on a real man’s cock. So big. Fills my entire throat. You said you wanted our sex life to be more exciting. Hope this is what you had in mind, because I love sucking this cock.”

Ulrik seemed to understand the spirit of what I was doing. He spoke to Chad in the same tone. “Yes, your little slut loves to suck cock… especially big ones like mine. Later, I’m going to shove it up her pussy until she screams with so much pleasure. She will get more hard cock than she ever had before. Her pussy will be wrecked by the time she comes home to you.”

While he talked, in my mind, I became his fucktoy. The instrument of his instruction. He slammed into my throat. Chad could hear the gurgling, choking noises as I struggled with breathing and sucking at the same time. My husband’s gasp touched me even stronger, tingling my sex as much as the rod.

I relaxed and let Ulrik use my mouth like a fuck hole as he slammed into me repeatedly. Again, the odd part of this experience? I loved it. The feel of him using my face, using my mouth, for his own pleasure… oh God… This took me even higher as I heard Chad’s reaction on the phone.

Then Ulrik suddenly pulled out of my mouth as I gasped, trying to regain normal breathing. What just happened? When I heard Ulrik on the phone that it was time to hump your little wife. Will call back later. They hung up the phone.

Ulrik kneeled down beside me as I continued to pant from the mix of stimulations. “How do you think he liked that?” he chuckled. He took my chin in his hand, pulling my eyes to his. “I certainly liked it. You?”

My eyes would not move off his. “Yes, I liked that very much. I hope he enjoyed it, because I want to do it that over and over.”


Chapter Seven




Ulrik’s laughter filled the room now as he helped me to my feet. He then picked me up, walking me toward the bed.

“I thought you said this was his fantasy…”

I started giggling, squirming in his arms. “It was… at the beginning. Now… kind of a shared thing.”

“I can see that,” Ulrik laughed again. “I think it’s time for you to get what you really came for, don’t you?”

“Please… I want that inside me in the worst way.”

And I can honestly say I meant it. All the warm-up… our earlier meeting… taunting Chad… and now that blow-job… Every part of me was screaming for sexual release.

With my heart-felt assurance, Ulrik burst into another round of full-chested laughter. He flung me onto the bed. I screeched with laughter at the sudden change, abruptly finding myself lying on my back as he crawled into position. This was it.

“I think your little cunt needs a big helping of my cock.”

It was almost as if on instinct. I opened both my arms and spread my legs. “Please… please… use me anyway you want. I want to feel you inside me now.”

Then I worried on an extraordinary level. I wanted him at that point, even needed him. But he was so big! I knew his enormous shaft was going to rip me apart. “Please go slow,” I implored my giant lover. “I’ve never had anything that big in me.”

He chuckled more. “Don’t worry… I’ll go slow and steady before I give you the hard and fast you want.” He positioned himself, his hard shaft lying on top of my mons, stretching almost to my belly button. I was really panting now… the anticipation rising.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it, my little slut? You want me to take you… Give it to you hard and fast, not soft and gentle like your cuck. Isn’t that what you said at our coffee… you get that better at home? Now it’s time for something different.”

I reached down to stroke his shaft. Our eyes locked as he moved to adjust my hips. “Yes, Ulrik. I want you to fuck me with everything you have. Anyway, you want. I want to feel totally used by the time our night is up.” I reached my hand down to guide him in, but he slapped it away.

“Just relax. I’m in charge now.” I laid back on the bed, spreading my legs in welcome. My breathing came in short, quick pants as the anticipation drove me crazy!

“The vagina can expand as much as needed, my little hotwife,” he said as he pushed the head against my vaginal lips to gather moisture. “I will push it in a little, wait, pull back, then go in again. You’ll see. You won’t have any trouble taking me. But when I’m all the way in… that’s when the fun begins.”

I gasped again at his words as I felt that enormous head part my opening. Oh, God… so big… He pushed several inches. The cries of sudden pressure escaped my throat before I even knew what was happening. He pulled back, then pushed more. Now my gasps and moans filled the room as he worked himself deeper.

So big and wide! He wouldn’t go fast or slow, just relentless. At some point, I could feel this enormous presence pushing deep inside, touching my cervix. Just when I thought it was as far as it would go, he made one last lunge and a surge of pleasure scorched through me. I moaned deeply, twisting him as deep as it would go, crying out with the strength of the sensations.

Ulrik wasn’t close to finishing, though he was done with the gentle portion of the night’s program. He pulled back, lunging viciously into me. I felt, at first, like my insides were being ripped apart, the hard plunge pushing everything I was aside. Then, a wonderful sensation of pleasure shook me as I wrapped my legs around him, encouraging more.

The pleasure… Oh My God!

He was too big to lie on top of me. So he braced himself on his elbows. I grabbed his meaty arms, holding, grasping as each lunge pushed me further into his world. I cried out again and again.

When the first orgasm came, it literally ripped out of me while I thrashed underneath him. I could not control or contain the wave. It simply exploded through me. The strength of my release shook every fiber as I collapsed on the bed, trying to catch my breath. What the fuck just happened? I had had orgasms in my life… but nothing like this!

He only let me recover for a moment as he pulled me onto my hands and knees. “Now, we’re going to have some fun,” he said. And I heard the phone again, heard Chad’s voice, some whispering I could not make out. Ulrik sat the phone on a stand he had positioned beside the bed.

As if that was all over now, he plunged back inside. I glanced up briefly at the phone. Chad’s face… the look of wonderment as Ulrik positioned for reentry… my clearly cooperating with him to do it. Ulrik began slowly, but soon was hammering into me as if the first round was just a warm-up. Powerful lunges took control.

At first, I tried to maintain eye contact with Chad. Concentration quickly became too difficult. The onslaught of hard meat took over my entire consciousness. I did not know how Chad was going to react to this, but I couldn’t help myself. I started moaning, groaning, whimpering, with every stab.

Ulrik was relentless again. Pushing me into another monstrous orgasm. I cried out with the wildfire of pleasure, my head unable to stop thrashing back and forth. Then another orgasm came, still a third.

In the back of my mind, I heard Chad moaning, but I could not pay attention. This seemed to go on forever as I floated in this world of cock, orgasms, and pleasure, until I could feel Ulrik slowing. His cock pulsed inside as the pleasure took him over the edge. Rope after rope washed my canal as another, more powerful orgasm came with my lover’s delivery.

I collapsed on my stomach, pulling his rod out of me. Our joint heavy breathing filled the room. As soon as I had the strength to do it, I looked up at Chad on the phone. He had sat back in his chair. The white pearls of his own cream sprayed across his stomach made me smile. Yes, this was exactly what he wanted.

Ulrik’s rod softened as it laid on my butt cheeks. I could feel it continuing to throb as Ulrik laughed at something Chad had said. Now he looked directly at the phone. “I think that will be enough video for the night, cuck. I am going to enjoy your hotwife more, then I will send her back to you, used up. You can do what you like with whatever is left over.”

Without waiting for Chad to respond, he reached over, hitting the disconnect button. “You wanted to stay longer, didn’t you?”

“Are you kidding?” I said up to him, as I rolled over, pulling him into my arms.


Chapter Eight




I stayed in Ulrik’s room for several hours. It wasn’t all fucking. Yes, he had incredible stamina, not only for staying hard while he used me, but for getting it up over and over. Before he finished with me, I had cum so many times my body was fighting me on the next one. Ulrik took me in about every position he could think of. My favorite was being on top, as he allowed me to use his rod for my own pleasure. Oh, God… I loved that! Came and came.

Yet, while the hard fucking was wondrous, the soft moments in between were even better. Ulrik turned out to be a gentle giant, full of as much tenderness as he was power. We kissed, cuddled, touched, talked. In the space of only our one night together, we closed an intense relationship gap into becoming genuine lovers. I could see myself falling asleep here, waking to his arms wrapped around me the next morning.

As I glanced over at the nightstand, the 1 o’clock time took me by surprise. I loved being here, but I knew my husband would not allow me to spend the night. Or would he? For another time…

I pulled myself into a sitting position. Ulrik and I talked. About doing this again. About what this meant for the three of us. About being together more causally outside of sex.

In the Uber on the way home, my eyes filled with tears most of the way. In my heart, Chad’s worry took on a new meaning. I had no feelings about wanting to leave him for Ulrik, but the desire to have that wondrous cock in me again was very strong. How long could I resist? It wouldn’t be long.

In fact, Chad was exactly right. As I returned from being taken by my ‘bull,’ I was a changed woman. The intense physical pleasure of the night had reoriented my sexual brain to seek this level of pleasure. The day-to-day making love and fantasy sharing, so integral a part of the love life I shared with my husband, all seemed timid and boring now.

How was I going to tell Chad about these additional needs that were coursing through me? Would he understand how much I longed for the powerful release that Ulrik had pulled out of me?

Abruptly, I remembered several of his erotic stories. How the wife behaved when she returned. Should I go full femdom on him? Pushing my cuckold harder? I had tried some language like that during the session. Maybe doing more would get him excited. A plan formed in my mind as the car pulled up to the house. Yes, my little cuckold, I had quite a surprise in store for you.

I had texted him about my pending arrival. Told him to be in bed, naked. Ready for my arrival. I had put panties on as I left the hotel, subconsciously trying to preserve as much of Ulrik’s cream as I could. This was going to be fun.

When I walked in the door, the house was quiet. I could see only a light from our bedroom upstairs. When I walked in the bedroom door, there he was. On the bed, naked. Just as requested.

“Lay on your back in the middle of the bed,” I instructed. “I need some cleaning.” The gasp from him made me smile. Luckily, my back was still to the bed as I turned to lock the door.

My clothes fell to the floor as I approached the bed, talking all the way. “Yes, my cuckold. Your hotwife got her fill tonight. He fucked me so hard I had trouble breathing. You saw only the beginning. It got much more intense after that.”

It was all in his eyes… intense, staring, sweeping my now naked body for every sign of what had happened.

And there were plenty of signs. My breasts were red and swollen where he repeatedly sucked on my nipples, teasing them as we made love. My lips down below were painfully swollen, their appearance protruding from my body with a vivid crimson hue. The sensation of repeated abuse lingered, accompanied by a throbbing ache that resonated, wanting more.

I crawled up on the bed, positioning my knees on either side of his head. “And he made such a mess. Now, it’s your turn,” as I dropped my sex right on his face. The mess had to be intense down there. Multiple releases, my own juices. I was kind of sore, though I would not accept no from my cuckold. He was certainly willing. His tongue lashed out to scoop up everything he could, covering my lips and clit with his full attention.

It hurt a little at first. My opening was so sore already. Somehow I got over that, and the pleasure of his tongue took me higher as I continued speaking.

“Yes, my cuckold. Clean that mess. Your wife has been a very naughty girl tonight. Letting a strange man do anything to her he wanted. She was a total slut to his needs. Giving him everything. And he left quite a mess behind, cumming all over my pussy as I came and came. You saw me. He took me higher than you ever have.”

I ground myself on his face. I could hear his struggle to breathe, not caring. He was mine tonight. If he wanted to be buried in his cuckold fantasy, his new hotwife was more than willing to take him there.

“I know you said you would eat me after I got fucked, but I didn’t know I would enjoy it this much.” I ground my sex more. “Keep going, babe. I can feel his cum sliding down into your mouth. I love to have you eat my pussy when it’s still dripping from another man’s cum. You said you wanted our sex life to be more exciting. Hope this is what you had in mind, because we are going to do this over and over.”

My release came hard, intense, as his tongue continued to stab into me. Before I could even finish, I moved back to Chad’s stiff rod, lowering myself onto him. Oh god… so good. I could hear his own grunt of pleasure as my box, which was still hot from the night’s abuse, engulfed his rod.

I stared down at him. His face was a mess from our combined juices. My desire seemed to grow as the look on his face matched my own, growing more excited, more worshipful. He definitely wanted to do this again.

“I think next time… we’re going to change some things, my cuckold. Next time… I will bring you along… tie you to a chair right next to the bed, forcing you to watch him as he ravishes me the entire night. You won’t be able to touch yourself or do anything but watch. Yes, that sounds good to me.”

The pulse of his desire flowed through the shaft inside me. He really did like this stuff.

“And not just for the hard fucking, but for the slow, sensual moments as well, as he makes love to your hotwife with his marvelous cock. After that… oh, just had another wicked thought. After your watch session, I think you will drive me to the next one after that, then sit out in the car waiting until he finishes with me. He will take me hard and often, as long as he wants, but you won’t see a thing. No cell, no pics. Be stuck in the car… waiting. The image of what I am going through painting your desire. Maybe I’ll forbid you to touch yourself while I am so full in your mind. Oh yes, I think that would be a great way to do this. Don’t you?”

He almost choked at the last line, still whispering a soft yes in response.

“Would you get hard… driving me to my next date, my cuck?” He stabbed into me twice. Hard, vicious stabs. I chuckled, feeling the pleasure of his shaft inside me. “I think you would…”

He was active now, feeling the flow. The desire pushed at him.

In for a penny, in for a pound, I thought. “Maybe I’ll stay the whole night one visit, or the entire weekend. Let my bull use your wife’s pussy as much as he wants. Maybe even allow him access to all the holes he might want.”

That took him over the edge as he pushed into me one last time, spraying me with all he had left from his night alone. I rode him like a bronco rider, capturing every bit of his release as I settled down on his chest, holding him in my arms, grinding my clit on his pelvis.

All of my words came out, with Chad barely responding at all. He just stared at me as I stared down at him. Now, all the excitement of the evening and the desire painted on his face could take no more. The explosion of my last release shook me on top of him, grinding on his stiff rod.

I was shaking so hard he wrapped his arms around me, holding my body close as I repeated over and over, “Thank you, my love, thank you…”

After I caught my breath, I looked up at him. “How did you like your first cuckold experience, babe? Want to do it again?”


Epilogue




There was no way I would ‘ask’ about doing it again. My pussy was already demanding a return engagement, even before my husband’s cock had finished reclaiming me at the end. I wanted Ulrik inside me another time, and probably many more times after that.

I rolled off him, cuddling close as I always do, then fell asleep in his arms. We had done something totally outside normal tonight. In fact, I knew it in my bones. Our ‘normal’ had changed forever. Sharing fantasies had opened a window into my husband’s inner self I did not know existed. And my acceptance of that fantasy had opened a window of my own.

Talia, you old slut, you’ve finally come to accept what you have always known. You LIKE getting fucked. Always have. You really enjoy making love to your husband, but you LOVE feeling someone new inside you. Someone forbidden. Accepting this about yourself was the hardest step. Now, there is no way to turn this off again.

That morning, I woke before Chad. I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. My nipples were red. My pussy lips swollen. And every muscle in my body seemed to be stretched in ways that caused soreness. Those two guys had given me a workout.

Before I finished, Chad walked up to me, wrapping his arms around my chest, gently tweaking my nipples. “Some night, huh?” he asked softly, nibbling on my ear.

“Oh, yes. We have definitely gone in a different direction now, haven’t we?” I laughed. “Any regrets?”

“Do you?” He rejoined, hesitantly.

I spun back to face him, wrapping my arms around him. “Not in the least. You liked it. I liked it. We’re going to do this again, aren’t we?” He just nodded his approval. “I thought so. You have been hiding this one deep for a long time. Just wish you would have trusted me sooner. We could have shared a lot of fun experiences over the years.”

“Not sure I could have handled it then… Even now, it’s hard. The amazing mix of arousal and jealousy eats into me. Last night, you talked about all the things we were going to do. And they were exciting… You really want to spend the weekend with the guy… leaving me to wallow in that misery?”

His anxious look spoke of both desire and concern. I smiled gently, touching his face. “Only if you want to, Chad. So many of your stories had this as the eventual outcome. Just wanted to add to your torment.”

We were both laughing now, holding each other tightly. “We do this together. Or not at all. I really enjoyed Ulrik’s big rod. Really did. But nothing compares to you and me. Nothing.”

We hugged again, then I pushed back, looking him in the eye. “You need to understand something, though. This is important for us going forward. I am your hotwife now. Things have changed. I desire the feeling of a new cock in me as much as you enjoy allowing me to get it. Your concern about things changing after we took this step… they have. My promise to you still stands. If you say stop. We stop. But neither of us wants that, do we?”

Chad shook his head no.

“That’s what I thought. And you liked my taking charge as the hotwife, too… treating you like a weak cuckold. That really got you going, didn’t it?”

He nodded yes.

“Then here’s our new deal going forward. I promise I will stop when you say stop. Until then, you are my cuckold and will be treated like one. I will plan for whatever cock I want and you will help me. Before every session, you will give me a bath, shave my pubic hair, prepare me for the new cock. You will help me pick out the outfits I wear and give me whatever advice you think I need for the cock I have chosen. I will go to him for an evening, a full night, a weekend, whatever I choose. You will have the choice of saying stop. But until you do, we will play by my rules. Understand?”

Chad nodded yes, again. This time, the anxiety of his choice coming through.

“You say you want to be dominated in this way. Are you sure you can take it?”

“I’m sure I will struggle occasionally,” he chuckled nervously. “I already am. Still, I know one thing for sure. They built you to take a lot more than I can give you. I’ve always known this. Please take this the way I mean it, Talia. You are a slut. Always have been. Whenever we made love, I could tell you were just getting started. I was finishing when your engines were warming up.” I protested, but he hushed me. “It’s okay, babe. I don’t mind. I like the way you are. And I really liked the aftermath last night. So fucking hot. I can’t imagine what it will be like after you go for a weekend. Shit…”

“So, you want this to become a lifestyle? Where I get to date other men and you eat my freshly fucked pussy afterward?”

“Could you still respect me if I said yes? Still treat me like your husband?”

“That’s an easy one. Of course. Nothing about our relationship will change. Except I might be more satisfied regularly…” I grinned.

“Then yes,” he said. “I would like this as a lifestyle. If I have troubles along the way, I’ll let you know. Let’s put off full weekends until I see whether I can handle overnighters, okay?”

“Yes. Last night, I was throwing in everything I could think of from one of your books, without planning anything. We’ll decide where to go from here. Next, for sure… you have a rendezvous with some rope and a chair, don’t you think?”

His rod was already hard again. “Let’s go work out some details…” as I grabbed onto his cock, dragging him back to bed.
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Chapter One




Even after only three sessions, Chad and I had gotten into a routine of preparing for my dates. He became quite the cuckold.

First, I tell him the scheduled date; always leaving him at least a week’s notice to build anticipation.

Second, the night before the date, he takes it to me. And I mean it. He is so keyed up by the growing expectations he gives me a long, hard fucking. Sorry to be so crude, but this ‘night before’ session is so different from our usual long-married sex. I wasn’t sure how else to explain it. He slams into me repeatedly, stressing how much I am going to get hammered the next night. And I cry out with my own desperate release as I feel all the love we have gathered explode in a night of intense pleasure. This is making love on another level for us.

Third, on the night of the event, Chad prepares me to go out. He bathes me, shaves my pubic hair, lays out an outfit for me, and even brushes my hair. I think if I would let him, he would put my makeup on, too. THAT will not be happening. Still, his excitement is obvious at every one of these steps.

Since I knew he enjoyed this just as much, I did not hide my excitement, either. I explained to him how important his help was. How I looked forward to Ulrik’s gigantic cock taking all he wanted, about how many times I would cum. Yet, as I teased my husband, I knew much of what I was feeling was not Chad’s arousal, but the anticipation of what was coming for me.

For our last session, this was warm-up for my first overnighter. Chad could not have been more excited… at first, at least. Ulrik had invited me to spend the entire weekend, but I accepted only for an overnight. I wasn’t sure Chad was ready for a full weekend at this point.

Frankly, not sure I was ready either. My emotions were moving into uncertain territory and I knew clouds were already forming in our perfect hotwife world.

The feelings for Ulrik started almost from our first moments together. His domineering nature when taking me hard, and the tenderness during our slow caressing, planted a seed which took solid root during the second hotel visit. Ulrik gave my husband the multiple videos and pics he required at the beginning. After he felt he sent enough, Ulrik said no more would come, hung up the phone, then took me back to bed.

The hard portion of the night wasn’t exactly over. He still gave me plenty to keep me fully engaged. No, what followed was worse for Chad and me. The orgasms grew more intense and more emotional. Once he banished Chad to electronic silence, we became lovers. His alternating hard and slow sessions pulled me fully into his world. In-between panting cries from hard releases, I moaned as his soft caresses took me higher. After I could no longer resist his caresses, he sealed the connection with a hard fuck. I was his by the third round of this incredible mastery.

When I came home that night, Chad did not notice the changing tenor of my emotions. He gave it to me just as hard as I teased him with carefully scripted versions of what actually happened. I left out all the softness, the emotion, the growing linkage. What he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him, right?

By the time I got to Ulrik’s for the overnight, I was desperate to have him inside me again, to rejoin the union we had developed. In the back of my mind, I knew this violated every understanding I had with Chad… for outside play… for our relationship. But I couldn’t help myself at that point. I wanted Ulrik… even needed him.

And staying overnight did not help with my emotional confusion. The idea of being with him for such an extended period became very attractive to me. I wanted to celebrate our growing attachment through multiple lovemaking sessions. And waking up with him in the morning?! I was so ready for that.

We did some exciting things for Chad to watch. I already mentioned the tripod he setup behind us. Ulrik was on his back and I was on top, working my sex up and down on his shaft. The phone was on video call mode, showing every detail of plunging myself down aggressively onto Ulrik’s enormous cock, crying out with every orgasm. I came and came. Being on display for Chad like that gave me orgasms so strong I had trouble absorbing them. Shook my very bones.

That night, after we had given Chad what he needed… or I should say, what my lover thought was enough… I gave myself completely to Ulrik for the night. And I don’t mean allowing him to do whatever he wanted. I did every bit of that! No, I gave myself to him physically and emotionally.

I cuddled so tight against his massive frame when I woke up next to him in the morning, all I felt was genuine contentment.

For the first time, I understood how dangerous this game could be. At first, it seemed a fun thing to do with my spouse, to liven up our sex life. As I cuddled closer that morning, I understood this was becoming something entirely different. This was now a relationship… a pairing that had the danger of destroying my family.

Sorry, it just occurred to me. I’m telling you this as if it was happening as I woke up next to Ulrik that morning. That is not actually how it happened. I realized the danger almost from the beginning, but didn’t care.

Waking up that morning with Ulrik, feeling him beside me, his strength so close, my desire for more simply exploded! As I stroked his enormous cock, loving the very presence of him next to me, Chad was nowhere in my thoughts. All I could think about was the joy I would feel with Ulrik inside me again, and of the love that was rising in my heart.

My lover was hard moments later. I got on top of him again. We made love repeatedly for the rest of the morning, only breaking because I had a school event with my daughter at noon. But I no more thought about Chad than about my daughter as I pulled him closer. In that moment, as we passionately embraced in Ulrik’s own bed, I was in sexual heaven.

The connection between Ulrik and I was so potent by then, even Chad sensed it when I arrived home from the school event with our daughter, Cindy. Explaining to her why I was out all night was hard. I didn’t want to lie to her, but a sick friend that needed some help was the best excuse I could figure out. Luckily, I brought a proper change of clothes. Ulrik and I took a very sensual shower late that morning, giving me one last release with his luscious tool before I walked out.

Later that night, as Chad took me to bed, I literally had to pretend to be interested. It may have been my best acting job ever. But I didn’t fool anyone. Certainly not my husband of over two decades. He knew there was something going on, that I wasn’t really with him. A tension grew. We both felt it.

For the next two weeks, our relationship seemed to exist on a knife’s edge. Every little thing was a crisis, every action a slight or done intentionally to hurt. We had never been like this before. Our high-school-aged daughter even noticed it on one of the rare nights she had dinner with us. She asked me some uncomfortable questions, and I snapped at her, really hard. She shriveled in her chair, unable to figure out what had happened to her mother. And why that mother was talking to her like this? Chad reacted worse than Cindy. We almost had a fight in front of our daughter. Something we hadn’t done in many, many years. It was so embarrassing.

As soon as she could, Cindy told us she was meeting friends after dinner, then ran out of the house. I made an excuse for running to the store myself. Anything to get out of the house as fast as I could before Chad started asking questions; ending up at a local coffee shop.

Suddenly, all the warring and conflicting emotions came pouring out of me. Tears flowed down my face at the shop. People would come in, ask if I was okay. I told them it was fine.

How could I explain to anyone the conflict between a cuckold and his hotwife? How that hotwife was losing control of the situation?

Here is when I realized, for the first time, how much danger we were in as a couple. My developing attachment to Ulrik, and the pleasure only he could bring, had become a barrier to my relationship with my husband. This was exactly what I promised my husband would NEVER happen!

As I sat in the coffee shop, I thought about where we would go from here. Every plausible scenario flew through my thoughts, from leaving Chad, moving in with Ulrik, to dropping Ulrik altogether. My relationship with Chad had come to a crossroads. One that came on faster and more powerful than I could have imagined. Something needed to be settled.

I came home two hours later. Chad had ended in his office. I knew the shared live session was building anticipation in him, only a week away. Something had to be done before then, or we may not survive the event.

“Hey, babe,” I said when I walked in. “I think we need to talk.”


Chapter Two




Chad looked up at me. “Sure, Talia. I was wondering when you would tell me. Something’s been going on with you for a couple of weeks now. But snapping at Cindy… ouch. She’s a little old for that kind of treatment, don’t you think?”

I took a breath to steady myself, trying to settle my mind for the hard conversation I knew was coming. He was right about Cindy, of course. It was way out of line for me to yell at a 17-year-old like she was 5. I would owe her an apology.

“Cindy didn’t deserve that. I will apologize later. For now, we need to talk about us.”

I bowed my head with the shame I was feeling, then looked up at Chad. His look… with such love and concern. It occurred to me at that moment he always looked at me that way. Genuine heartfelt love with literally decades of time spent to show how deep that caring really went. This man had dedicated much of his life to me and our family.

And first dick out of the block I was thinking about throwing him out for a better model. Suddenly, as if struck by a lightning bolt, I understood what was going on… deep inside. Another round of remorse washed over me. Trading in this man for Ulrik? What the fuck was I thinking?!

This may be one of the finest men I know. Strong, loving, sensitive. A great father, good provider, and, truth be told, an excellent lover. He may not be as imaginative as he could be in bed, but I was no different with him. We had gotten into the doldrums of long-married sex as much because of my neglect as his. We only meant these first attempts at hotwifing to draw us closer, not tear us apart.

Breaking my promise to never leave him for a big dick had become embarrassingly real in only our first few sessions. And worse, after only one lover! I settled back in my chair. It was like I had lifted an enormous weight from my shoulders. No fucking way was THAT going to happen!

“But this is really about you and me, Chad. Not Cindy.”

“You and me?” he asked incredulously. “What has happened there?” His worried look almost broke my heart.

“It’s about our outside play…” I said.

Chad abruptly sat back in his chair, the tone of my statement quickly connecting all the loose pieces he had sensed but could not identify. “Ulrik…” he said. “You’ve developed feelings for him, haven’t you?”

I bowed my head again, knowing further lies would not work. “Yes, I have. The overnighter may have been too much. We spent as much time kissing, cuddling and talking as we did making love.” I could see my husband blanch at those words.

“Making love? You and him were…”

Before it went too far in his mind, I cut in. “I know. It’s crazy. I’m sitting here trying to figure out the best way to talk about it, when I suddenly realized there was nothing to talk about at all. Yes, Ulrik and I have gotten very close. Over the last two weeks, I have been trying to tell you about what was happening, how strong the feelings had gotten. But as I sit here looking at you, it now seems so trivial, so unimportant. There is no way I am leaving you for him. Just no way.”

“If that’s true… then what did we need to talk about?” Skepticism touched his every word.

“That’s the weird part, Chad. As I sat down to talk to you about my growing feelings for Ulrik, I had a hard vision. Just now. How stupid could I be?! I don’t care how many times he humps me. Nothing he does could even come close to what we have together.”

I reached over to stroke his arm. I could see his muscles flex with the urge to pull away. “Look… I’ll confess. The pull is powerful. The pleasure he brings me is so… I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings… so much better than when we make love. That gigantic cock and his mastery of my needs… it’s hard to resist.”

Then I reached up to hold his chin. I could see the tears forming in his eyes as we locked our gaze. “But not THAT hard… I love you, Chad Morrison, with everything I am. And nothing Ulrik can say or do will change that. I will never leave you for him or even think about it again…”

“You… thought about it… leaving me…”

My own eyes were tearing as the hurt I was bringing my husband landed squarely on my shoulders. “Yes, I’m ashamed to say… I’ll confess… having more overnighters with him had crossed my mind. Making love all night and into the next morning was a very erotic experience.” My face must have flushed with the thought, because Chad jerked back from my grip on his chin.

I let him go, placing my hand on his arm, a firm grip of resolve. “But my answer now… and forever… is a hard no. The pull is strong. I cannot deny it. I like our new hotwife lifestyle. And Ulrik certainly brings the pleasure we both wanted. But… from now on, I think we should open it up to other players. This reliance on one guy has too much emotional risk involved. For him… and for us. Okay?”

“Should we go this weekend?” Chad asked tentatively. “He will want to take you again. It won’t matter that I’m there. Not sure I’ll be able to handle your… emotional connection. Frankly, not sure I want to see that…”

“Watching might be hard in parts. I will not try to hide anything from you, but I think we should do it. Probably be our last with him for a while. What he does with his cock is… amazing. Truly.”

I reached up to touch him again. “Chad, I am not looking to change where my heart belongs. Ever. I’ve been a complete and utter fool to allow that, even as a possibility. If you are willing, I would like to play with him one last time. I won’t go back to him by myself again… at least not for a while. Need to cool things down.”

Chad looked at me again, finally a grin coming to his face as he sees the love I have for him painting my decisions. “So, how do you want to handle these going forward? Up till now, I saw myself as being uninvolved, looking in a little on video, that’s it. Do you not want me to do that now?”

I got up off the chair, crawling between his legs, forcing them apart. Both hands grabbed a hold of his shaft through his gym shorts. He squirmed, surprised at my aggressive move.

“You, my cuckold, are going to remain tied to your chair, naked, unable to move, just the way we discussed. You are going to watch your hotwife get the fucking of her life. I want that so very much,” stroking his shaft, now hard under my active treatment, “and you want that as well. I know you do. You do not need to worry about Ulrik, or my love for you. Both are… what they are… forces of nature, not to be controlled. Ulrik will do what he does… fuck the shit out of me!” I giggled. “You, my cuckold, will do what you love. Watch me get plundered so hard I struggle to breathe afterwards.”

My hands were actively working on him now. “You want that, don’t you? To watch me get fucked.” I couldn’t believe what was coming out of my mouth. I was not normally a dirty talker, seldom cursed, but the dirty thoughts I was having seemed to pull those particular words out of me.

“Yes…” I could hear the shiver in his voice, the need to see him filling me. His shaft was hard as a post.

“You want to watch him stretch my pussy… to use my cunt for whatever he wants… my mouth to take as much as I can… to see me swallow his load…” Chad was panting now. The images in his mind adding to the pressure of my hand on his rod. “As for you, I think we should go upstairs. Your hotwife needs some serious tongue work. And I know just the cuckold that needs the same…”

We flew up the stairs, hand in hand. I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough. By the time we were in the bedroom, I was flat on my back, ready to feel his touch once again. The last two weeks of worry… so silly now, in retrospect… poured out of me like air from a pricked hot-air balloon.

None of that mattered. Not now, not ever. Only Chad and I and how we lived our lives together really mattered. Thoughts of my feelings for Ulrik vanished as my husband’s tongue plunged into my depths. And my mind went wild. The words came pouring out as he lavished his attention on my pleasure center.

About how we would cuff him to the chair, unable to move. About how Ulrik would hold himself right in front of his face as I sucked him. About how I would taunt him by pushing the cock close, as if to shove it in his mouth, before pulling it back. About how we would get on the bed, Ulrik on his back, me on top, my sex facing him as I took Ulrik’s gigantic cock into me.

Chad’s tongue would not stop. The words slowed as he took me higher, exploding into an orgasm for the ages. I had settled all my conflicting emotions. This was where I belonged as I pulled on Chad to get him on top of me. I needed him inside me… right now!


Chapter Three




Now that Chad and I were back where we belonged, I had to deal with Ulrik. The emotional attachment had grown so strong, for both of us, that he was sending signals of wanting a closer relationship as well. I needed to talk to him before our live session with Chad this coming Friday.

All of this emotional turmoil of the last few weeks had left me with one conviction I knew to be true. The problem with repeat bulls is always the danger of attachment. I had been with Ulrik three times now. One a full overnight with multiple sessions of lovemaking. Waking up with him certainly gave me the most erotic morning in my memory.

But waking up with him was also full of danger for my family. I knew that now. A danger hard to resist with repeat exposure. We gave my husband all he wanted during those sessions… videos and pics… but I stayed for much longer. This left just the two of us making love deep into the night and into the next morning. I wanted more. And so did he. We talked about how to arrange that, seeing each other more, even broached whether Chad mattered in making these decisions. Jesus, what was I thinking…

The intensity of my feelings over the last few weeks had taught me one obvious message. I could go either way, playing Friday night or leaving the lifestyle for good. My emotions were no longer in question. We settled that in that tough evening with Chad, and the abject apology I gave to Cindy the next day. Both confirmed to me how much my family remained a priority. Not Ulrik, my family. I would love to have him take me again in front of Chad, but knew our days for going by ourselves were likely over.

It was time to cool things down with my lover. Chad had barely spoken to me since that conversation. I called Ulrik to see if he would meet me for lunch on Wednesday that week. He was happy to accept.

For that discussion, we met at a downtown tavern near both of our offices, but far enough away, we were unlikely to see work colleagues. I worried his penchant for touching could carry over to a public place.

I was there when he entered. God almighty, he is a handsome man! So large, calm, and that beard… indeed. It was all I could do not to drag him to the hotel across the street and put that man to work! But that was not the aim for today.

“How’s my hottie doing?” he asked, clearly happy to see me.

We chatted about nothing until the server took our food and drink order, then I looked at him. “We need to talk about us.”

“Us? Unhappy all the sudden?”

“No… too happy. Remember when we first got together, how we assured each other we were not in relationship mode? I was a hotwife for my husband and you just out of your divorce. What happened to that?”

“We happened…” he said. “How could we predict the draw would be so complete? The desire so… captivating?”

“That’s just it, Ulrik. It’s not… not for me, at least. I am not interested in leaving my husband, or having you become a second husband, or going exclusive with you. I AM a hotwife for my husband and want to leave it that way.”

Ulrik sat back in his chair, caught completely by surprise. All the talk during the overnighter had left him with the impression I wanted more. And I did, too… at the time.

“You don’t want to continue?” he asked.

“That’s not it. Especially our Friday session with Chad. But our overnight and solo sessions are unlikely to be repeated. I love being with you, Ulrik. From the first day we were together, you brought out the best in me. And the pleasure… so much. But… and here’s the critical point… I already have a husband. Not looking to change that…” My steely glare drove home my meaning.

He shook his head, as if in disbelief. “What about all the talk the other morning? When we were together… planning the future? Weren’t we talking about being together more then? What’s changed?”

“Nothing has really changed. I just can’t do it. Can’t leave my husband and family. The ties are just… I love that man with my entire heart. I’m sorry, Ulrik. This is startling and sudden, especially considering what we have been doing together.” I stopped to gather my thoughts, fight back the tears that were forming.

“Would you want me to leave them? Really? How could you ever trust a woman that would dump her husband of two decades after making it with someone a few times? You might say you love me, but that mistrust will always be in the back of your mind.”

The food arrived. I gazed at him as I sipped my iced tea. He really was a gorgeous man.

“Ulrik, I love you. That feeling grew powerful in our time together. Spending more time would only strengthen that further. I’m sorry, but my heart is simply not available for that. I can’t go where you seem to want.”

The hurt look on his face made me blush. This has to be done! “Though you must understand, nothing has changed there. I always loved him. Every time I left you, I went home to make love to my cuckold. Our sessions gave Chad and I our best sex in years. Quite exciting. Truth is, Ulrik, my relationship with Chad has never been stronger, despite all this outside play. I am not willing to change that… or cause any more damage to it… no matter how I feel about you. I’m sorry if that hurts your feelings… this needed to be said before we went any further.”

Tears were running down my face now. I really had grown attached to this man in our brief time together. Cutting him off would be difficult. We both knew it.

Ulrik got up abruptly, walking toward the restroom. I wondered if his own emotions were proving as difficult to control as mine. He returned later, sitting down. A hardness in his gaze.

“You’re right, Talia. My feelings for you have grown in our time together. But you are also right… that I promised you no-strings when we started. That you are holding me to that… despite what we said the other morning… should not be surprising. I’m old-fashioned in that way, a man of my word. If you want to do our session with Chad, I am still willing. We can think of it as one last go.”

I reached across to stroke his arm, trying to be as discrete as I could. “Thank you, my friend. You know how much you mean to me. Yet, I can’t throw away my family… I just can’t. They are too important.”

“So we going to do a rough-only session for Chad? Just the hard fucking as long as I can get it up…”

“No,” I assured him. “The arousal of jealousy is part of the thing for my cuckold. He enjoys feeling that threat. I want him to see the hard and soft parts of what we do. Though, there is one other thing. I would like to experience my first shared session… have you both in me at the same time. Would you be willing to do that?”

He laughed, a roar so loud the other patrons turned our direction. “You know I would! Not sure you could take my rod in your backdoor, but Chad should be fine. I think my little hotwife would like that, wouldn’t she?”

My panting at the very idea told Ulrik all he needed. I nodded my agreement, anyway. “Please take me anyway you want on Friday night. I will be especially submissive in front of my husband. I think he will like that.” A close look at Ulrik told me he liked that idea. “And you know I’ll like it!”

“It’s a deal,” he said. “I have had great fun with you, Talia, and my feelings for you… I cannot hide them. Still, I respect your choice and will support it. Let’s give Chad a night to remember.”

That conversation turned out better than I expected. Now, if I can only convince Chad.


Chapter Four




Yes, Chad was becoming a problem. The war between jealousy and arousal had been pushing at my husband since we started our hotwife adventures. He loved it and hated it in equal measure, especially the overnighter. That turned out to be more of a struggle for him than I had known.

Many conversations later, it turned out the overnight was too hard for him. Some sleep would be required. That meant the overnight would be as much about tender slow moments as hard fucking. My sleeping with another man had taught Chad the limits of what he could tolerate. A full weekend was likely off limits for anyone.

Now that I had my conversation with him about Ulrik, Chad is now reluctant to continue at all… even with my assurances. Clearly, the blame is mine. I had assured him I would not fall for the next big dick, then did so on the first one. What if the next guy was harder to resist than Ulrik? Would he have any chance to survive such an encounter, or the next one after that? Survive as my husband, at least…

These conversations got so difficult, I felt compelled to have that lunch with Ulrik. To make sure he understood what was going on, in case Chad could not accept one last session. I made it clear with Ulrik, I would not be coming without my husband. Ulrik seemed to understand. Now, if only Chad would get his thick head around how much I continued to love him.

The week leading up to the Friday session, normally one of almost constant sexual touch, had instead become one of relationship repair… at least for me. Chad had withdrawn into his work world, trying to find some peace of mind. Every night, he would retreat to his office at home, pretending to do something.

After our daughter left to be with her friends each night, I would dress in some slinky nightwear, go down to his office, then entice him to come out… to talk… to make love… to find a place where we could be together again. The first two nights, he refused. ‘Too busy,’ he claimed. I knew better.

That’s why I had lunch with Ulrik. The chances of playing on Friday were growing less likely all the time.

Wednesday night, I told Chad all about the lunch with Ulrik and resulting conversation… it made little difference. He no longer saw the coming session as pure pleasure. The content of what I said convinced him this could just as likely be the end of our marriage. No matter how many assurances I offered, he could not get past it.

Again, I knew the blame was mostly mine. The emotional attachment to Ulrik happened quickly. Yes, I told him we would not see each other in the future, but that made little difference to my husband. What about the next guy? Or the next? Playing like we do would always contain the peril of the next player. Or at least that’s what he came to believe.

I needed to get him past that. On the Thursday before our planned live Ulrik session… that same Thursday night that was full of debauchery in the past few weeks… I took a stronger approach. After Cindy left for the evening, I got our bed ready, placed candles around, even set some soft music. Then I took off all my clothes, walked into his office, standing next to his chair. My nakedness demanded attention.

“Get off your ass, my cuckold. Your hotwife needs to be serviced.”

“Come on, Talia. I’m not ready for that.”

“You are. Right now. Or we will reconsider all our future fun together. If you can’t handle the first bit of challenge, I don’t want to go there again. So choose…” Then I walked out, back to the bedroom, sitting on the edge of our bed.

Chad came in 15 minutes later. My sympathy for his feelings had turned to anger by that time. I was about ready to get up and turn all the lights and music off. But I did not hesitate when he entered.

“Take your clothes off,” I instructed. Obedience was his only option.

“Don’t you think we need to talk first?”

“No, I do not. Get on the bed with no clothes on or go back to your office. Those are your only two options right now.”

His look was almost comical, both the surprise and indecision, yet he slowly removed his clothes.

“How can you even want me when you really desire someone else?”

“Such an ass…” I scoffed at his words. “As always, no clue what is going on.”

I stopped talking until his clothes were the rest of the way off. He moved to the bed, his cock already rising to 3/4 mast. I reached over, swatting his semi-erect shaft with the palm of my hand.

He flinched, trying to roll away from my hand. I grabbed his hip, holding him to his side. “Put your hands underneath your butt. Do not move.”

“Talia! What are you doing?”

“Shut the fuck up… you are so turned inwards. I need to get you back out again.”

He was reluctant, but he did it. As soon as he was in position, I grabbed the robe tie I had pulled out of the bathroom, tied his hands together, and pushed him onto his back. I moved in between his legs, grabbed his balls harshly with a twist of my hand, then began slapping his shaft again. Harder this time, repeated stabs of the anger I was feeling. He was squirming now, pulling at his hands, but did not move out of position.

After a few more strikes, I stopped. Those same cruel hands now caressing his shaft and balls, with full intention to arouse. “You are such a stupid jerk, Chad Morrison… No one has had it so good and felt so terrible about it. You are so deep into your own pity party you can’t see all the great things that have happened.”

Despite his protests, all my striking had inflated his cock fully now. Or maybe it was the soft caressing and my mouth occasionally dropping to join the touching. I was stroking him actively now.

“I could have run off with Ulrik. You know I could have. He would have taken me. But I didn’t! I CHOSE you. Will ALWAYS choose you. Why is that so hard to understand? I’m here with you every fucking day. Have been for 22 years. Nothing has changed about that. Yes… we have chosen a riskier approach in our sex life… so? That’s what makes it exciting for you, isn’t it? Feeling that edge of jealousy and arousal…”

He started to say something. I put my hand up. “I did not give you permission to speak.” He settled back on the bed, waiting, while I crawled up, impaling his rod inside my welcoming sex, which by this time was leaking all over the bed. I groaned loudly at the pleasure I was feeling. My knees were tight against his body, further trapping his arms underneath him.

As I ground myself on his shaft, I told a story. “Tomorrow night, you are going to go to that hotel room. As soon as the door is closed, you will take your clothes off. No one will tell you to do that. You will do it because you want to. Then you will reach in the bag, and put those leather cuffs we bought on your wrists and ankles, sitting in the chair beside the bed. And wait.”

I was abusing his cock with my sex, pounding up and down repeatedly, but I continued talking. “Then Ulrik will come over, fasten you to the chair. You will not move for the next two hours as he fucks my brains out. He is going to give me that outrageous cock as often as he can get it up. And I will enjoy every minute. We will start right in front of your face so you see every inch of that monster pass down my throat.”

The images and the stimulation were my near-term limit. An orgasm blasted out of me as I thrashed on his pole, groaning with the release. Chad was so wrapped up in what was happening, he appeared not even close to cumming.

As soon as I could get my thoughts back, I started again. “If this excites you… you know it will… I have worked out a deal with Ulrik to be shared that night. He will come over, unfasten you, then invite you to join us on the bed. I want you both inside me… in whatever way you want to be there.” My leering gaze told him how open this offer was.

Chad gasped, knowing one way that might happen. We had done anal a few times over the years, but I preferred him to cum inside my sex. Much more satisfying. But with two cocks, one in each hole…

“Yes! Just like you are imagining. The two of you… in me… at the same time. But you won’t want to do that, I’m sure.” I moved as if I was getting off him. ‘Wait,’ he said.

“What? Thought you weren’t interested anymore. Wanted to call our playing off.”

He was struggling to breathe, with all the stimulation I overloaded on his system. “I never said that,” he protested. “I just don’t want to lose you.”

“That is no longer an issue,” I laughed. “I’m not leaving you for an enormous cock. So what’s the real reason?”

“That is the reason,” he asserted again. “I love you…”

“Just don’t trust me any longer because of Ulrik, is that it?”

“I never said…”

“Yes, you did,” I cut him off. “You have barely said a word to me since we spoke last weekend. It must be the trust.”

“No, that’s not true…”

“Then what? Why would you camp out in your office pretending to work every night?”

“I’m scared, okay… scared… of losing you. You are everything to me, you crazy bitch. What would I be without you? Nothing is what I would be… nothing.”

“Good thing that’s not under consideration, then. You have me… have me now… will have me after we are done. Always…” I leaned down on him, my full weight pressing his body as I pushed my mouth onto his. “You never have to worry about me, babe. Never. I love you and will always love you. Can’t we get past this?”

“Can you unwrap my hands?”

“No…” I giggled. “You owe me a delivery.” I worked his cock again, this time with my entire focus on getting him off. I squeezed on the shaft with every muscle I could muster. “Cum for me. I want to feel your release in the one place it belongs!”

It did not take long. He was groaning, pulling his arms against the rope tying his hands while he exploded inside me, grunting with pleasure as my body worked his rod. My legs continued pinning his arms underneath him while he came.

Once he relaxed back, I undid his hands, crawling next to him, feeling the warmth of his body against mine, arms wrapped firmly around him.

“Please, Chad… I love you more than ever. Can’t you see that? I don’t want this outside play to color our own life together.”

He hugged me back as we settled into our night together, so full of the love we both shared. We cuddle together like that for a full half-hour.

Finally, Chad spoke up. “Okay, Talia. We’ll do tomorrow night. I will stay open-minded about it. Though I think we should think seriously about any more solo overnights. I don’t handle those so well…”

“All you had to say was no. Remember? That’s always been our deal. You can say stop at any time. Until then, we play by my rules. Understood?”


Chapter Five




Chad nodded his head. He says he understood the nature of our deal… just not really.

“I’m not kidding, Chad. THAT is our deal. You say stop. We stop. Until then, you do what I say when we play outside. Nothing has changed about that. Ulrik or no.”

We talked almost continuously into the night, making love twice more. When our daughter got home past midnight… on a school night, we were both too exhausted… and other focused… that neither went out to talk to her. The next day, we both called in for a Friday day-off. We needed the sleep to prepare for the Ulrik session that night.

But before our daughter could get out the door for school, I was up and in her face. School night. Midnight. Is she kidding? She thought we didn’t notice it. Funny, after my calling her down so harshly the other weekend, she seemed to test her limits with me, but not too much. She was genuinely contrite about being so late. In some weird way, I felt like she wanted me to call her on it, to feel my concern for her. She wanted to make sure I still cared about her.

And I did, very much. ‘These rules are for your safety,’ I told her. Chad and I knew she had been experimenting with marijuana over the last few months. We knew from our own experience that sex and marijuana are a potent combination. We encouraged her to go on the pill and to carry condoms in her backpack, just in case.

That conversation so many months ago was harder for her than for me. Quite embarrassing, she later told me, but my obvious concern for her safety, without parental judgment, touched her. She wanted to be safe, but the lack of a steady boyfriend had left her still a virgin, even in her senior year. I assured her she would know when the time was right and warned the marijuana would encourage that moment sooner than she thought. Being prepared was the best answer.

I had even taken her to a local sex shop for her first dildo. That turned out to be a fun time, though awkward at moments. I could tell having your mother tell you the pros and cons of each kind (I owned several) was weird for her, but an eye-opener all the same. This humanized me in front of her, all the while letting her know the impulses she was feeling were perfectly natural. That we all went through them as we got older.

She ended up buying a rabbit style vibrator. One late night, after coming home from spending time with friends, Chad and I could both smell the dope in her hair as she walked by us. I know it should upset me in some parental way, but I smoked a lot of dope when I was young. She needed to find her own way. The funny part for me… she went straight to her room with the buzzing of the new vibrator easily heard down the hall. Yes, indeed, dope and sex are a potent combo.

Sorry, got sidetracked. But maybe not too far off track… Maybe my mind was looking in one direction to inform another. Chad and I hiked in Colorado last summer. Brought home some marijuana candy. Still have some left. Maybe we should break that out for my first threesome. Oh, yes… that might be a great idea!

All that Friday, Chad and I talked non-stop about the evening. I told him to remain without clothes the whole day. That was so much fun. We had never done ‘lifestyle’ play before. He would walk by me and I would grab hold of his cock, fondling him until he was hard, then walk away, leaving him hard and frustrated.

One time, I dropped to my knees in front of him, engulfing his rod down my throat. Worked him solidly until he was ready to blow, then walked away. THAT got some groans from him, I can tell you. I never let him cum the entire day, despite the active torment. I had read somewhere that denial was a part of every cuckold’s fantasy. This was as good a time as any to find out.

During this Friday of play, we talked and talked. About what would happen that night, mostly. But also about the future. In our new post-Ulrik world, what did he want to do? What did I? How would we find new candidates?

I was so excited about my first threesome. Chad could sense that. By late afternoon, almost all our conversations were about group play and what I would do. Having done nothing like that, I wasn’t sure. Though I told him I will try just about anything. You never know, I said. Might like a big gangbang someday.

Said that last to shake him up… for a bit of humor… but in my heart, I knew it was true. The time with Ulrik had opened my eyes to a world of sensual possibilities I could not have imagined only a few weeks ago. Taking on three or four men at the same time? Or more? With all that pleasure… Oh yes, I could see myself doing that… with Chad’s permission, of course.

That last had become a hard rule in my mind. The closeness of the near disaster with Ulrik had created a firmness not to be broken. Play was something we did together, not separately. I might occasionally go out on my own again, but overnighters and weekends, without Chad along, were no longer even up for consideration. No amount of pleasure was worth the cost of my family.

At 5 o’clock, I asked him to pour me a bath and to prepare to shave me. This had become a major part of our ritual. He put bath oil in the tub, filled it with water that he considered scalding, but I treasured. My big, manly husband was a weakling with hot water. We frequently shower together. By the time he can get in, I’m at the edge of being cold. So funny…

Our bath had become almost a ritual on its own. I would soak long enough for the water to cool for him and then he would scrub me with a mesh body sponge with a body gel. His concentration on my ass and sex always left me crying out with a powerful release before he finished.

He would then drain the water, help me onto the bed, where he shaved my public hair so meticulously not one shred of hair remained. For me, this was one of the most sensual things we did together. Feeling the blade while he crossed my skin, my trust and love being the only thing keeping me calm and comfortable. Like much of our outside play, this minor risk had become another step in the comfort we felt in each other.

The outfit he had for me was shockingly revealing. Luckily, it was a cold late fall. A coat would cover the mix of transparent white tank top, without bra of course, and tight black leather skirt, also without under garment. He even dug around the closet to find the tallest heels I owned. Not exactly stilettos, I’ll admit, but the overall effect screamed ‘take me now!’

I stared at myself in the mirror as Chad admired his handiwork. So strange… my husband had just spent the last hour getting me ready to be fucked by another man. And he loved doing it. He was naked and hard most of the time. I refused to touch him, even with a light graze, during this last round of preparation. I was in full denial mode now. Keeping him on edge had become my primary purpose.

Indeed, this new hotwife and her cuckold had come a long way! We had found a balance between the excitement of the play and our firm commitment to each other.


Chapter Six




Somewhere along the way, we changed our venue to Ulrik’s place. This would allow us more flexibility to do what we wanted, to customize the bedroom for playing, and to allow us to stay as late as we wanted. We could even spend the night without worry of checkout schedules or house staff interfering.

Chad asked him if he would want to join us in taking some candy before we played. Ulrik declined, but did not mind if we did. Dope never agreed with him, he said.

We also changed another part of the plan. Ulrik insisted I be the one that removed my clothes as soon as we walked in the door. I would not wear clothes the entire time I was in his house. With that nudity, I was making a statement to both my men that I was sexually available for whatever they wanted. Since they will be dressed most of the time, this statement will broadcast my willing submission to them.

I was a little nervous at the initial idea, but it grew on me as all the fun implications came to mind. If this was to be my last time with Ulrik, I wanted to go out giving him everything he wanted.

This also allowed me to dive deeper into Chad’s own expectations as we talked during our Friday together. Ulrik had sent the clothing request via text earlier that day. I discussed it with Chad. He agreed, even replied directly to Ulrik on his own phone. The rest of the day, Chad and I talked about what was allowed and what was not.

Before we were even deep into the conversation, he called a halt to the entire line of discussion.

“Look, Talia. This may or may not be your last time with Ulrik… not sure I feel as strongly about that as I did… but none of that really matters. I don’t want you to feel like every action will have me on edge. ‘What did he think about that?’ ‘Should I have been less forward?’ ‘Should I try to touch one as often as the other?’ Just don’t want it to be like that… for you, or for either of us.”

“I don’t want you to feel left out or anything,” I said, trying my best to be reassuring.

“Doesn’t matter. I know what you mean. Just don’t want that. Here’s the deal. I know what’s coming, and about the love you feel for him. It might make me feel bad for stretches, but… I’ve decided.” He turned toward me, taking my hands in his, our eyes locked. “I am giving you full permission to do whatever you like. To follow whatever he wants. And to not worry about me.”

I leaned into him, rubbing his rigid tool, still hard from all my teasing. “Are you sure? I don’t want there to be any problems later.”

“Look… I need to be a big boy about the choices we have made,” he chuckled. “This is a one-night gig. I understand that. Let yourself go. Do what you want. If things get too much for me, I promise to say something, not let it grow into a crisis. But until then, I… formally… right now… give you permission to be as selfish and as passionate with Ulrik as you wish. Don’t worry about me. I’ve come to terms with what has happened and the risk we are taking. I’m no longer worried you’ll run off with him, so… just have fun. Plus, I quite enjoy watching you get so excited by him. Okay?”

That conversation really helped me relax the rest of the day. By the time I was putting on the tank top and skirt combination for the ride to Ulrik’s, my sex was already moist with the arousal of what was to come.

The trip to his house was like every trip to a friend for dinner. Laughter, stories, shared expectations. My husband really had come to terms with what was happening. And the tingling down below told me I was ready to take him up on that open permission. Before we got in the car, we both ate a marijuana gummy bear. Taking dope this way needs an hour or two to have an effect. Since Ulrik did not want to, we started the process early.

When Ulrik opened the door for us, I walked in the door, immediately taking him in my arms, kissing him passionately. I couldn’t help myself! Chad just chuckled behind me, looking at my big lover. “She’s had that pent up for several days. Better calm her down before we get started.”

Ulrik pushed me away, forcefully. Welcoming us into the house as he closed the door. He had placed electric candles around with all the outside curtains closed. He shook Chad’s hand, thanking him for allowing us to be together again. I found out later; they had been texting back and forth all day, planning what we would do together.

“Take your clothes off,” Ulrik said to me. This was no request, a simple order to be obeyed. My eyes went back and forth between the two men. Chad just smiled but offered no help, stepping over to stand next to Ulrik.

His message was obvious. It was time for me to make the choice I wanted, to offer my desire openly to these men. Now, I needed to commit to what we all wanted.

I pulled my coat off, hanging it in the closet. When I turned around, both guys gasped at the outfit. My nipples were hard as stone, poking through the thin material. I faced them, a soft smile on my face as I pulled the tank top off my shoulders, taking extra care to make sure my breasts jiggled as much as possible with every motion.

By the time I got my skirt off, I could see Ulrik’s bulge solid against his jeans. I stepped forward, rubbing his rod, but he would have none of that. He grabbed my arms firmly, turned me toward the living room, throwing me over the arm of the sofa. My ass was sticking straight up as I spread my legs a little wider to offer open access.

The sound of a zipper filled the air, but before I could figure out who, the head of a warm rod pressed against my vaginal lips. No question, it was Ulrik. He was just so much bigger than Chad… Without hesitation, he pushed himself in. No lube needed. He could see the moisture glistening on my lips.

The hammering he gave me at that moment was just the start I needed. My closed eyes relished the pleasure as I groaned with each push. The first orgasm came surprisingly fast. I guess all the talking during the day had left me most of the way there already!

As I settled down from my release, in the middle of taking me, Ulrik spoke about the night without slowing. “You have promised to do whatever we want. Right, my slut?” The pleasure of his pounding filled my every cell as I tried to push back against him.

“As you wish…” I smiled up at Chad.

“Good, then obey your husband.”

I felt a tap on my head. Ulrik slowed his pounding as I looked up. The familiar view of my husband’s cock was only inches from my face. Pushing myself up to gain access, I opened my mouth to welcome him. Oh god… two at once.

Ulrik went back to his hard pounding as Chad did the same in my mouth. This wasn’t like any blowjob we had done before. I could barely close my mouth around him. He was fucking my face, holding my head, pushing himself savagely into my welcoming maw.

The sensation of both openings being taken so aggressively sent me to another place. I came again. This time, my release was hard as I thrashed on both rods. My body flopped between my invaders, losing all control. They did not let up, pushing me again and again.

Being fucked in the face like that was an unfamiliar experience for me, but breathing was not optional. I sputtered while trying to catch a breath. Chad saw this as some kind of signal. Ulrik continued to pound into me. My husband pulled out, whipping his log rapidly, spraying his release all over my face.

Just as I felt the warmth of his cream touching me, Ulrik grabbed my hips, pulling me in tight. I could feel the pulse of his own release covering my vaginal walls.

We all held still for a few moments, trying to catch a breath. Then Ulrik pulled out. Chad leaned down to kneel by my face, scooping his cream into fingers, feeding it to my mouth. Our eyes locked as I stared at him, hungrily taking every drop he offered.

Chad chuckled, “You probably going to get a lot of that before the night is up.”

I stared at him. “As you wish…”

He broke out laughing. “I wondered how long it would be before you dropped a Princess Bride quote on us.” That movie had been one of our favorites. We were always dropping line after line into daily conversation. Sometimes people would recognize the reference. Other times we would have to explain, but it always brought a laugh.

He looked up at Ulrik, who must have looked a little confused. “One of our favorite movies,” Chad said. “Lots of fun quotes we use in a variety of situations.”

He just shook his head, walking into the kitchen for a washrag. “Now that we got that out of the way, my dear,” Ulrik said. “You should go fix us a drink. You know where the cabinet is. Chad and I will be in the bedroom. Your cuckold has an appointment with a chair.”


Chapter Seven




When I finally made it upstairs, drinks in hand, Chad was sitting naked in the chair, except for leather cuffs on his wrists and ankles. We had purchased them at a sex store for this very event. Ulrik was also naked, but sitting on the bed. They were chatting away like old friends. Ulrik stepped over to me, taking his drink. I handed the one to Chad, sipping on mine, when Ulrik looked at Chad, a smirk on his face.

“Told you…” Chad laughed.

“What?” I asked.

“The agreement was that you would do what we said this evening, right?” I nodded yes. “Did anyone say you should fix a drink for yourself? Chad bet me you would do all three without even thinking.”

“And what did he win?”

“Oh… I get to fuck you as long and as often as I like. Wasn’t that the wager, cuck?”

“Yes, it was.” His grin was disgustingly self-satisfied, I thought, but knew he had me. When Ulrik said ‘us’, I just assumed he meant all three of us… And the wager… I think I can live with that punishment.

“Oh Masters, what should I do to repay this slight?” I giggled. Ulrik was already there, taking my drink from my hand. “On your knees in front of your husband, facing the window. Touch nothing with your hands.”

My smile told them I would eagerly play along. Chad took a couple bigger gulps of his Scotch, then settled back in the chair. Ulrik placed all the drinks on the nightstand, moving over to fasten the cuffs to small ropes he had placed on the legs and arms of the chair. Chad tested it a few times to make sure he couldn’t move, then turned to me on my knees in front of him.

“You ready to get fucked, my dear?” I nodded my head. “Ulrik has promised me he will ignore my being here. Give it to you, just as he always did. I want to see the real thing, understood?” I nodded again.

“Good,” Ulrik interrupted, “now that the pleasantries are out of the way, I need some loving.”

He stepped up to me. My side faced Chad. This left Ulrik’s cock only inches from my face and directly in front of my bound husband. “Use your mouth and hands to get me hard again.”

My eyes glimpsed Chad’s face, so full of anticipation and his own desire. How I loved doing this for him… and for me! My mouth attacked the luscious rod in front of me as my hands came up to caress his balls and shaft.

I was pleasuring myself with this beautiful cock, but my eyes could not stay off my husband, bound so close to me. Our eyes would catch each other. He glistened with the fun of watching me. I knew mine were reflecting the same. I loved being so open in front of my husband, so free to be what I wanted to be.

Ulrik knew what was going on. Built on it. “Look at her suck that cock, my friend. She loves it. Cannot resist the pleasure of feeling it go down her throat.” He reached down, twisting my nipples firmly. I moaned further, could not stop loving this shaft. “She is going to get lots of opportunities to do this tonight, don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” Chad chuckled. “As much as you want. She wants every inch.”

I could not help myself. His words sent a tremor through my body as I drove him as deep as this massive rod would go. Moaning gave away what I was feeling. Both guys chuckled.

“Indeed she does,” Ulrik laughed, tapping on my head. I looked up as he was pulling me off my knees, flinging me on the bed. “Right now, this cock wants something different.”

I ended on my side, facing the men. Ulrik crawled on the bed, pushing me on my back. No words spoken. He didn’t even pretend to take me into consideration. His body went on top of me as he plunged himself home. I groaned sharply at his sudden penetration. Not a groan of pain, though. His treatment on the sofa and sucking him in front of my husband had left more than enough lubrication to take care of that.

I wrapped my legs around his ass, forcing him in harder. My husband had left the room as far as I cared. Ulrik and his rod were all-consuming as his lips found mine. How I love this cock… and the way this man uses it! Our tongues danced at the fury of his attack and of my acceptance of what he wanted.

It did not take long for my first release to come. I trembled under his weight, his driving cock taking me higher and higher. He didn’t even slow as he felt my climax. Though, he broke our kiss, looking over at Chad.

“She likes to suck, but she really likes to fuck, doesn’t she? I think we should do this to her all night long, don’t you?”

Chad did not respond, but I glanced at his hard cock. That was all the information I needed. Ulrik chuckled again as he turned his attention back to me, slowing his constant barrage of thrusts into a pattern of slow and fast.

I would feel the pressure of his slow movement growing inside. Just as he felt I was ready to crest, he would attack my pussy with hard thrusts, taking me over the edge to scream with my release. He did this to me repeatedly. Occasionally, I would hear a groan from Chad as I screamed with my latest pleasure.

Ulrik is strong, and in good shape, but this level of torment took it out of him as well. He was panting heavily from the exertion. Suddenly, he pulled out of me, pushing my legs out of the way. He laid across the width of the bed so his spread legs faced Chad.

He leaned down to me, whispering, “Your turn,” he laughed. “Time to put on a show for your cuckold.”

My mind flashed to the tripod, and I knew what he meant. Oh, yes… But something first. I scrambled off the bed, using my mouth to drive down hard on my beloved’s stiff shaft. Only a few trips up and down. Then I turned around, lowering myself on him, groaning all the way down.

“Ready to watch the real thing close up, my cuckold? Watch your wife’s pussy being stretched to its limit by Ulrik’s massive shaft?” I turned my head as I moved up and down. The look of pleasure on Chad’s face told me what I needed. I pulled off his rod abruptly, returning to the bed. Lowering myself on top of Ulrik’s throbbing tool. A tool made for my pleasure.

I was fully on display now as I straddled Ulrik lying on his back. My hips spread wide, pussy full of cock. I looked down my back to make sure Chad could see everything, then I went to town on that cock, pistoning my hips up and down. Oh God! So good… knowing my husband was watching just made it more exciting. Occasionally, I would sit up a little, grinding my clit against my lover. I came and came.

Ulrik didn’t want to cum again. He seemed to bide his time as I made use of his tool for my pleasure. Every once in a while, he would speak up. “She likes her cock, doesn’t she?” or “This slut needs to get fucked.” Each statement would bring a laugh from Chad.

Finally, Ulrik hustles me off him. “My rest is over. Time for some real fucking.” He had me on my hands and knees at that moment before plunging back in. For nearly two hours, the man was a machine. He pounded into me until he came, forced my mouth roughly on his cock until he was hard again, then started over.

He took me bent in half, on my knees, over the edge of the bed, standing with my feet on the floor, face pressed to the sheets. I came so often my brain was getting fuzzy. But Ulrik’s constant chatter with my husband as he slammed into me would always bring me back.

Finally, he came one last time with my hips wrapped around his torso, welcoming his abuse on my back. I collapsed on the bed, trying desperately to recover my breathing. Ulrik got off the bed, walked to the bathroom, then returned to the bed after unfastening Chad from his chair.

Chad cuddled next to me on one side, Ulrik on the other. Ulrik wiped me out, but I looked up at Chad. “Enjoy yourself?” I asked.

“You really do like to fuck, don’t you?”

“Who knew?” I giggled. The truth of that statement hit us both hard, bringing laughter as I coughed, again trying to catch an exhausted breath. I had always enjoyed sex and my husband never had trouble making me cum. Even before we married, I had several lovers, enjoying them all.

But this… this was on some other plane. Pleasure that shook my very soul. The marijuana had fully kicked in by this time, amplifying everything I was feeling. Not only was Ulrik a great lover, able to take me places I had not been before, but having Chad watching and now, holding me afterward, just took the total experience to that higher level.

I turned on my side, cuddling deep in Chad’s frame. We often slept in this position. I glimpsed the clock. It was already past 10. Good thing we told our daughter we were going out of town to visit a friend, would not be back that night. I didn’t want to leave now, not even close.

Ulrik slipped back into bed. His body was so much bigger than either of us, I felt like a middle schooler looking up at my father. He seemed to understand the difference, moving closer on his back, allowing me to drape an arm over his chest.

“What you expected, Chad?” he asked.

“And more. My little slut here really loves to get fucked.”

“Yes, she does,” I giggled, moving my ass against Chad’s stiff rod. “And I know someone who could offer some relief.”

Chad playfully swatted my rear. “Settle down, babe. You need some rest. Ulrik and I have plans for all your openings. But for now, you need to rest.”

I saw the nod between them, but they surprised me when both got out of bed. Ulrik handed him a bathrobe. On Chad, it looked like he was a kid wearing his dad’s robe.

Chad looked at me softly, throwing a blanket gently across my body. “Time for a rest, I think. We will order some dinner delivered. I brought your silk nightgown if you want to wear it. On the chair back. Take a nap now. Come down when you are ready for more.” Then the two men walked toward the door.

I protested their leaving, but before they could even turn the lights off, my head was back on the pillow and everything went black.


Chapter Eight




When I awoke later, the clock said 11:30. My Lord, I had slept for an hour and a half. I got up, went into the bathroom, and took a quick shower. Cum and my own juices were all over me. What a night! My thoughts kept pulling back to getting humped by one man while the other looked on, loving every minute. How weird am I that I loved that experience?

I heard talking downstairs. Walked to the chair with my nightgown, then stopped. There was a little chill in the air, enough to make my nipples frisky, but not too cold, so I stayed naked for my men.

As I descended slowly, trying to be quiet so I could listen in. Glimpsing around the corner, they were sitting on the kitchen bar high tops, nursing whiskeys. I kept myself on the side.

“No, not always like this,” Chad said. “Once she found out I was interested in being a cuckold, she found that out on her own. You were our first. And so far only.”

“Amazed she never brought it up before. She certainly loves sex.”

“As she said… who knew? Been a surprise to me. She has taken to it so strongly. Maybe it was your lovemaking prowess. She definitely likes that.”

“Sorry about the misunderstanding before. Your wife would never leave you for me. That babe is in love!”

Chad chuckled. “Good to know. I was worried whether I would need to move out or something.”

“I’ll be honest with you. I would like to see her regularly, but I understand that will not be possible. And understand why. Asking you to allow your wife a regular outside lover would be a stretch for any relationship.”

“True. But you know, it was the overnighter I struggled with. Watching you tonight was sure exciting. I can see why she enjoys doing it with you so much. She likes the rough, manly thing. Not something I can do. Maybe I need to rethink stopping it altogether. Just go for an occasional evening.”

“I’d like that…” Ulrik said tentatively. I knew he was nervous about putting his enthusiasm too far out there.

Time for me to arrive. “Like what?” I said, acting like I was just coming down the steps. I moved in between them, to the other side of the kitchen counter. The granite top was freezing to my skin. I startled back from the cold.

“Babe…” Chad cried out. “What were you thinking? It’s wintertime! I like the naked you, but come on…” He left the room, bringing back the nightgown. It was not thick by any means, but even a thin cover would protect me from the cabinets.

“Thanks,” I said, wrapping him in my arms. “You guys were talking. What would you like?” I said to Ulrik.

“Your husband and I were just talking. It was nothing.”

Chad looked at him, shaking his head. “I told him I didn’t handle the overnighters very well, but might rethink an occasional session for you two.”

“I didn’t want to overstep…” Ulrik started.

“Understood,” Chad chuckled. “Don’t want to hide anything from Talia. She will need to be the ultimate decision maker here.”

“Chad, you know that’s only half true,” I said. “When you say stop, we stop. There is no middle ground with that. Still… if given the chance, I would love to have Ulrik inside me whenever you allow.”

“I can see that…” Chad chuckled. “We can talk about it later.”

There was a doorbell ring. I ran into the laundry room, so the person could not see me. It was the meal delivery. We sat down to eat soup, salad, and cheesecake. A splendid meal!

While we ate, I took care to make sure I spent time with each of them. We ate at the kitchen bar. I would drape myself over each of them as I moved back and forth. A couple times I thought I saw a twinge in Chad’s face, but when I moved away, he just shook his head, pushing me back toward Ulrik. Maybe I was being hypersensitive.

After we finished eating, Chad looked at me. “Now is the time for choosing. We can go home together now. We can go upstairs and give you that double penetration you wanted. Or I can leave, and you spend the time with him. Which do you prefer?”

That last option caught both Ulrik and me by surprise. “You would leave me here to stay with Ulrik?” I asked.

“Only if you wanted to.”

“No, I think being actively shared by my guys would be the best solution for me. Enjoyed the early version very much.” By the time I finished talking, I had taken the nightgown off my shoulders, allowing it to fall to the floor. I draped my hand over each of their shoulders.

“This body needs to be fucked hard… in every opening.” I giggled at my own brazen language, but I had caught the tone right. His offer made me think something was going on that he wasn’t saying. He told me not to worry about it, that he would tell me if he had some uncertainty. So, time to go along. “Does that work for you, gentlemen?”

Neither uttered a word. Ulrik reached over, pulled me up onto his shoulder, like a sack of potatoes, carrying me upstairs. Over my protests to be put down, I could hear Chad’s full laughter as he followed us up.

“Be careful what you want…” he chuckled.

Then Ulrik chimed in to complete the phrase, “… for you will surely get it.”

He flung me on the bed, giggling all the way down. The robes flew off, and they were on me. It did not take long for me to be sucking on two shafts at the same time. The funny part was they were rating my technique, 4.5 for depth, 8.6 for effectiveness. We were laughing so hard I struggled to keep up my switching between the two shafts.

As if an unspoken signal passed between them, Ulrik laid on his back. I moved up to impale myself on him. Chad walked over to the overnight bag we brought, pulling out a bottle of lube. He lathered himself up, dripping the cool lube on my back bud. First, one finger entered. Once I was ready, another followed, then a third. I was squirming now, feeling the pressure on both openings.

He pulled the fingers out, and I felt Chad’s cockhead find its way inside. So full! I could feel both cocks inside as they slowly pushed me higher. It did not take long for them to coordinate movements as they took it to me.

This was sensory overload, like I had never experienced. Each cock brought its own pleasure, but the combination brought moans and whimpers. Once I started cumming, it seemed like I couldn’t stop. We adjusted positions multiple times, but for the next hour, I seldom had a time when two cocks were not in at least two of my openings. My cries of release became so loud that they did the same rating shtick on the quality of my releases. This shared laughter allowed the frantic sexual energy to finally slow.

It did not take long for exhaustion to come again. After one last release, I fell onto Ulrik’s chest. Chad ran into the bathroom, bringing out washcloths. Chad wiped me down, then himself. And I wiped off Ulrik. It was already 1 o’clock.

We cuddled into the same bed. Arms and legs draped over each other. It had been a night to remember for all of us. I pushed myself deep into Chad’s arms and was quickly asleep.
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I abruptly woke, feeling the comfort of arms around me. When I looked up, Ulrik had his arms around me. My body spooning closely as I listened to the soft sound of his breathing. But Chad was not on the bed.

I lifted my head to look around the room. There was Chad, putting his clothes on, tears in his eyes.

“Babe… where are you going?” I asked, trying to disconnect myself from Ulrik’s embrace.

Chad looked at me, such a crestfallen look of despair on his face that I teared up as well.

“I can’t compete with that…” waving his hand at the immense body lying next to me. “Even when I’m sleeping in the same bed, you still end up in his arms.”

Tears were flowing now, as he stuck feet in shoes. “Stay with him. You’d like that better, anyway.”

Then he walked out the door. Before I could even get out of bed, I heard the car pulling out of the driveway. My husband had left me in bed with another man.


Chapter Nine




“Let him go, Talia,” Ulrik said. “He’s caught up in emotions he doesn’t know how to handle. You need to let him come to terms with it.”

I laid back on the bed, wondering what the fuck had just happened. We had what I can only call a wonderful night. First with me and Ulrik, then the dinner and talking. Finally, my two men sharing me for the rest of the night. What could have caused him to run out like that?

Then I suddenly realized my position. Even with my husband sleeping only two feet away, my lover cuddled me tightly in his enormous arms. Oh, my God…

I laid back, full of despair in my heart. “That settles whether we were going to continue doing this in the future,” I said to Ulrik. “There’s no way he’ll ever let us do this together again.”

“That’s understandable, Talia. We expected that going into tonight, didn’t we? I tried to be nice to him, to make sure he knew I was not a threat. But emotions go their own way. Maybe after you get home, you can settle him down. I don’t have an answer for you, that’s for sure.”

Tears flowed down my face, but all I could think about was cuddling deeper into his arms. It was like my body was on automatic. The closer I got to him, the more we cuddled together, the more I wanted him. Even if this was the last time, I knew I wasn’t about to give up this man until I had to.

I reached down to stroke his cock, already at 3/4 full. “Please make love to me, Ulrik. This may be our last time.”

It didn’t take him long to harden further, rolling on top of me. I was ready for him, soaked with my arousal. For the next 20 minutes, we made slow, passionate love. Like we did on the morning of our overnight. This was our last time together. I knew it. He knew it. We would never see each other again. All the emotions I was feeling, everything that I was, poured into my arms and into my lovemaking at that moment.

After we finished, I got up, dressing as quickly as I could. “Can you call me an Uber?” I asked.

“Of course not,” Ulrik said. “I will take you home.”

“We can’t do that. I can’t take the risk of my daughter seeing you bring me home. She has probably already wondered why Chad came home by himself. For me to show up with a strange man? It would embarrass him too much.”

“Very well. I will be your Uber. You sit in the back. We can talk on the way home. When I drop you off, you can pretend to pay me.”

I didn’t know what else to do, so agreed to his plan, rushing toward the door. We were only 20 minutes from home, but I had stayed in bed with Ulrik for a full 30 minutes after Chad left. My heart was breaking with the betrayal I felt. That 20-minute trip may be the longest of my life. I wondered when I arrived, if he would even be home.

On that trip, it was not only Chad that had to come to terms with emotions. I truly loved the sex I had with Ulrik, but I truly loved, and belonged, with my husband of 22 years. I thanked Ulrik for taking me, then told him this was our last time. He simply nodded his acceptance.

When I came into the house, my first stop was the garage door. Thank God! His car was still here. I was also thankful that Cindy’s car was gone. Though I looked at the time. It was only 7:30 on a Saturday morning. Where did she go? That was something for another time.

I rushed upstairs. Chad has two suitcases on the bed, piling clothes inside them.

“What are you doing?” I shrieked, hurrying over to the bed, taking everything out of a case he had placed there. “This is not what I want… and it’s not what you want, either. I know it.”

“Come on, Talia. Let me go. You want to be with him. You know you do.”

“I do not. I told Ulrik we were finished. Nothing is more important than you and my family.”

“Of course…” His skeptical look ended with shaking his head and looking at the wall clock. “Been almost an hour since I left. We are 20 minutes away. Took a long shower? Had a heart-to-heart? Or did you make love again?”

My face blushed red, telling him all he needed.

“I thought so. Who are you trying to fool? Even when your husband was sleeping right there, you still ended up buried in his arms. I can’t compete with that. He made you come more in the first two hours than I have in the last… what… 6 months? Year? I’ve seen it now. You don’t have to soften the blow. The guy is incredible. I’m just a geek compared to that.”

“You never cease to amaze me!” I screamed at him. “Such a blockhead! Yes, Ulrik is a wonderful lover. I will not try to deny it. So? Hate to break it to you, babe, but I bet there are a lot of guys out there that are better lovers than you. Didn’t your mom ever give you the ‘always someone out there worse off than you’ speech? The same is true in the opposite direction.”

He started fighting me, refilling his suitcase.

“Stop it!” I screamed at him. “Just stop! I don’t want him. I want you.”

I walked up to him, grabbing him in my arms. “Don’t run away from us, my love. Please. I’m here. Will always be here. We started this outside play together. We will end it together. I promised that then. I promise it now.”

He could not look me in the eye. I grabbed his head, holding it in my grasp. “Look. No matter what you saw last night, I want to be with you for the rest of my life. Ulrik knows that. He went at me so hard because he knew this was the last time. I’m sorry I ended up in his arms. I was asleep. I cannot explain why I was on his side of the bed. Does it really matter? You were there. One touch would have brought me over, but no… you had to run away. Aren’t I worth fighting for?”

He nodded his head, finally looking at me. The tears in those eyes broke my heart. They banished all thoughts of Ulrik for good.

“Put your clothes back where they belong, you numskull. You’re not going anywhere. I will not allow it. We are here because of your fantasy. Now, you are going to live with what comes from it. Nothing has changed my opinion of you… or of us. Notice here. Ulrik is not part of this equation. Only you. We are in this together or not at all…”


Epilogue




Lest you think this ends unhappily, just the opposite is true. Chad and I continued talking all morning, went out for a late breakfast to talk some more.

Somewhere in the middle of all that conversation, Chad and I came to terms with our respective desires. He was a true cuckold, loved the thrill of the jealousy/arousal mix, and wanted me to enjoy as many orgasms as I could. He also liked to watch me make love to others, to feel the pleasure he thought I deserved.

I wanted much the same. I wanted to feel those cocks inside me, to gain the pleasure I loved. Plus, Chad had needs of his own. We agreed that morning to play again, but not to focus on one person.

Before we left, Chad called Ulrik, asked him to join us at the restaurant. Truly. It was Chad’s idea. Surprisingly, he came. Chad was honest with him. Not sure if we will play again, Chad said, but he wanted to apologize for the way he ended things. It was unreasonable. It took another three months, but Chad eventually allowed me to go to Ulrik again for an evening. We have been playing regularly ever since. Though my deep hunger for him was broken that morning.

When we got home that afternoon, we discovered the actual surprise of the night. It was Cindy. She had not come home at all. Remember the conversation about her time would come when it comes, not to hurry it? That turned out to be her night. She had gone to a party with friends, ended up with a guy who really got her going. They made love several times that night. She woke up with him the next day, only to do it again.

I grounded her for two weeks for staying out all night without telling us, but I could not be angry about why. She was ready when it came and it turned into a wonderful experience for her. She told me all about it later that first week. Sounded like an incredible experience. But she obeyed the grounding.

For Chad and me, the key was to move away from Ulrik as our only partner. He became one of several players, not the only available option. I became a regular on websites and the local bar scene. One time, I had three guys at once, with Chad watching the action from his chair (though not bound this time).

I have had large men and small. White, black. One older guy stands out, a man with incredible control of his cumming. Once he got hard, he lasted a long, long time. I came and came using that cock for everything he had. Chad loved to watch him take me. Or should I say, I used him. So good…

And I now look for every opportunity to play when we can. Chad does too. Three times, he has called me from the road on a business trip, telling me about something that happened. The next time he went back there, I went along and got myself seriously laid all night long.

Now Chad and I plan our vacations around playing. We have always been avid hikers and campers, loved to visit the national parks. We had planned a camping trip to Bear Lake, a beautiful setting about 20 miles away from our town. With all the play and travel, I had used up our vacation time. That trip would have to wait until a long weekend over the summer months. Still looking forward to that.

The story continues in BOOK 3

of ‘Talia’s Hotwife Adventures:’

Talia Goes Camping
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Chapter One




The view over Bear Lake from Ridgeline Peak is breathtaking. Over the years, this has become one of my favorite places anywhere, but especially when Chad and I have hiked to the peak.

We would rest on the large boulders some park designer had placed there, winded and satisfied with the effort. Looking down at nature all around, I would wonder how something could be this beautiful. I was really looking forward to returning.

The spring had been a hard stretch for us both. Our jobs, so different… his in IT, mine as a teacher… had gone through rough stretches.

Chad’s worked in IT at Amber Financial. They had been implementing a new system upgrade, requiring him to spend hours getting everything tweaked just right. Plus, he traveled away from home, converting the regional offices.

For me, the English Department head had decided to redesign the middle school curriculum. This required hours of committee meetings and rewriting of lesson plans.

By May, when his system conversion was complete and my school year was almost over, Chad and I were ready for a break. And our favorite activity was just what we wanted… hiking!

Bear Lake was the best place for hiking within multiple hours’ drive in every direction. Carved out of the earth by a glacier 10,000 years ago, this 7,000 acre lake was made into a state park in the 1930s to protect the space for future generations.

The Lake has since become one of the most popular parks in the state, with thousands of acres of natural wilderness, campsites, hiking trails and a unique peninsula jutting into the center with an overlook at its tip. Luckily, what everyone in the region just calls ‘the Lake’ is only 20 minutes from our hometown.

Chad and I had made a reservation for a Memorial Day weekend campsite. The nights still had a bit of a chill this year, but we figured a campfire and our double sleeping bag would keep us plenty warm after we worked up a sweat hiking all day. Besides, the campground would be full for Memorial weekend. We always ended up in groups around someone’s campfire, telling stories and listening. Just what we needed to get away.

The Lake had an amazingly varied terrain for a Midwest parcel of land. On the north end, where we always camped near the Ridgeline Peak trailhead, rugged hills created the barrier which allowed the lake to gather water. There were multiple trails with wide elevation changes to give us a workout and provide scenic overlooks at almost every turn.

At the other end, the shoreline was mainly wetlands, where the park designers had created both wood-plank walkways through swampy marshes and trails through the thick forest. This was a favorite place for fishermen to gather for early morning tries at bass and other game fish.

Neither of us were into fishing. But the trails at the south end were less physically demanding. We liked the varied terrain and unique wetlands wildlife. Typically, we would do the easy southern hike on our first day out, saving the demanding Ridgeline Peak Trail for our last of the weekend. In our mid-40s, we were in very good shape… for our age… but thousands of feet of elevation changes in an eight-mile trail will test anyone’s endurance.

If I am being honest here, I must admit to challenging my endurance in another way as well. Since we started exploring my hotwife lifestyle before Christmas, Chad and I have been successful in finding partners to fulfill our mutual desires. Even as work placed stress on our time, we still played nearly every weekend.

I have had large men and small. White, black. One older guy stands out, a man with incredible control of his cumming. His name was Manny. Once he got hard, he lasted a long, long time. I came and came using that cock for everything he had. Chad loves to watch him take me. Or should I say, my using him? So good…

One time, Manny even brought his girlfriend, Nora. They had apparently been together a long time. She did not take part in the play, just sat with Chad chatting away while they watched us go at it. That was a weird experience, but we still had fun.

Sometimes, when my desire was especially strong, we arranged sessions for both Friday and Saturday nights. I even traveled with Chad on his business trips to play on the road in front of him.

All this activity was exhausting in its own way. By the time we got to Bear Lake on the Friday before Memorial Day, I needed a break, and I think my loving husband felt the same. A solid dose of natural beauty, vigorous hiking and calm was just what we needed.
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We arrived at the campsite late Friday afternoon. After many years of practice, we were old hands at setting up camp, pitching our tent, and getting ready for the weekend. Surprisingly, the campgrounds were almost deserted.

Even for cooler temperatures, the lack of campers for a holiday weekend made us wonder whether we should check the weather forecast. No, that wasn’t it. Still looking for warm days and moderately cool nights. And by moderate, I mean light sweater, not jacket. It didn’t matter. We loved the site, the trails, and being in nature again.

Maybe my hubby and I are too used to creature comforts. We were back-to-nature only to a certain degree. Our first stop after getting everything set up was to head to the Bear Lake Diner, one of our favorite restaurants in the area. It had a splendid view of the sunset across the water. The food was always fresh and service friendly. We had been there so many times, I even knew the names of some wait staff who greeted us warmly when we entered.

Before the food could arrive, Chad and I discussed the plan for the weekend, pulling out our maps and trail guides. We were going to do the easy trails on Saturday. Relax that night with a lovemaking session using the last of our Colorado marijuana candy. Then hit the hard Ridgeline Peak Trail on Sunday. The anticipation was building for a fun weekend.

Then, just as the food arrived, Chad asked me how I was going to handle a weekend with only him. He meant it as a joke, but as with most humor, there was an edge of truth to the comment. This led to a long conversation about how much we had been playing and whether it was good to maintain this pace.

When he asked this question, I knew he was asking for us both. Something inside was making him nervous. Chad knew how much I was enjoying the play. He also knew my need was growing stronger with each session. Chad wondered how far we could go before he was no longer a necessary component.

I didn’t have an answer, despite us having played actively for seven months already. To me, it felt like we had just begun. My desire had not found a top yet. I wanted much, much more.

Truthfully, I told Chad. I was now thinking more about variety than quantity. I had only done two group events. Once with Ulrik and my husband. The other with three guys where Chad just watched. Both were fun, but I would like to do more, maybe even with more at the same time.

He laughed at this comment. Chad had accepted the responsibility of finding the groups for me after the three-guy event. But he had gotten so involved with the upgrade project, his commitment had fallen to the side. As a result, I mainly did solo sessions, trying to find guys with large cocks that could really give it to me.

Chad was a great lover. Tender, sensitive, a decent size, and even lasted a long time. I never failed to find my release. Our deep love and strong relationship made our lovemaking more a celebration of that love than of sensual pleasure. And it was every bit of that.

In fact, our playing has spurred more lovemaking than we had done since we first started dating. For sure, my sexual hunger had been supercharged, but Chad was right there with me. His hidden cuckold desires bloomed fully. In between our weekend play, we would make love most weeknights before going to bed. Our desire for each other seemed to be spurred by the outside play, not left aside.

But when I played outside, I wanted something completely different. Tender and sensitive, I had plenty of that at home… done better. I figured, if I’m going to go outside to play, I need brawny, hard and hopefully enormous. A solid fucking.

Ulrik had spoiled me. The stimulation of a large shaft had become my primary requirement. I know… I know… size isn’t really that important. It’s the skill that counts. But… the combination of size and skill… that is a magnificent combination!

Still, ever since the big blowup after our overnight with Ulrik, I have been very sensitive about Chad’s needs and of his words. I love my husband, but he lets things build up sometimes. The result can be an explosion of anger and emotional distress, which often takes days or weeks to work through.

Asking me whether I could go for a weekend without a new lover told me much of his worries… his growing concern.

“Haven’t you been having fun with our playing?” I asked.

“Of course. A great time, especially the playing in-between. But you… you REALLY like this… a lot! This is much more than your becoming enthusiastic about a new TV show. You love having all those new dicks. No need to deny it. I’m not upset about it. It’s still true.”

“We’ve only been doing this for a few months. Is it any surprise that I would still enjoy it?”

“No, I suppose you’re right. And I enjoy what it has done to our sex life. Frankly, my worry is the group play. You keep talking about wanting to do more of that. Hard for me to compete against groups.”

“You think of yourself as competing against them?” I asked. Frankly, I wasn’t sure what he meant by that.

“Not compete exactly…”

“Funny how we look at things so differently,” I cut in. “I see the group things as safer for you. Certainly more so than one-on-one’s like Ulrik. Hard to see me falling in love with an entire group. Those are all about the pleasure.”

“I’m sure,” he grinned. “Having said that… you’ve been mentioning them a lot lately. Now that my upgrade is over, I’ve been thinking about how to arrange some. Just wanted to make sure you were serious about wanting to play like that… and… to make sure they would not become your total focus.”

“I would like to do more. Those three guys with you watching… that was so HOT! Didn’t you enjoy that?”

He laughed, nodding his head. “That would be an understatement. Enjoyed that a lot. Still, you know the way I am. It doesn’t take long for me to build a scenario where you only want groups and I am dropped as a priority.”

“Oh, Chad… Now you’re just being silly. You just need to look at it from my perspective. Paint THIS into your scenarios. You and I… we make love. It’s tender, loving. You are sensitive to my needs. I love every minute of that. But when I play… I don’t want it to be like that.”

I took a couple of bites of food to collect my thoughts, not wanting him to go down the wrong direction. “I’m truly sorry things got the way they did with Ulrik. Don’t want that to happen again. In fact, I decided I want something very specific when we play outside. I want to get royally fucked. Hard… driving… merciless. I want to scream my releases because they literally rip them out of my body.” I wonder if he understands all this?

“No one can touch you for tender love, Chad. Why would I want that from anyone else when I have the best already? But for the group things and solo sessions… I want those guys to fuck my brains out. I love you, my dear. Very much. But you’re not the fuck-my-brains-out kind of guy. Truth is, you love me, have too much respect for me. You’ve shown that repeatedly over the last 22 years. And that’s what I want for my husband, the person I live with every day.”

“I always tried to be, but…”

“And you are,” I cut in. “But what I want from these guys… it’s not respect. I’m not looking for them to be a suitable life partner. I just want them to fuck me… and fuck me until I can’t breathe from cumming so often. I really enjoy that part of the outside play.”

This got Chad laughing again.

“Do you know why we’ve been making love so much during the week?” I asked. “More than we ever did before. It’s because I want… I need… to reconnect to you. I feel a little… not sure what word to use… dirty, slutty, I guess. I don’t want any lingering thoughts of those guys hanging around. That’s what happened with Ulrik, right?”

The server came by. We splurged on dessert since we were going to be working out so much this weekend. The place had a world-class blackberry pie a la mode!

I stroked Chad’s arm, looking at him directly. “You’ve seen me with these outside guys plenty. Surely you’ve noticed how different I am. Pliant, almost submissive. I want them to take control of me, do with me what they want. Because that brings me the most pleasure. I want to give up control, let them use me. I love that! And come on, Chad. Let’s be real. You’re not that kind of guy. And I don’t want you to be.”

“Okay…” Chad said. “I just don’t want to lose you because of all this. I love watching you pleasured by these men. You know I do. The sex never caused me any problem. But… as you saw with Ulrik… things can turn terrible, really fast. And I’m not all that certain I know where to draw the line. Are you?”

He had me there. One thing I have discovered in all this outside play. I don’t have a line. Once the sex gets going, I am wide open, cannot stop.

So far, all our playing had only drawn one line. We don’t do it overnight. Chad can’t handle the emotional turmoil. But that’s not the real reason. I don’t want to put myself into a position where I would develop feelings for these guys. If Chad changed his mind, decided he didn’t want to play anymore, I would stop. Even though I wouldn’t be happy about it… no, not happy one bit.

“You never have to worry about me, Chad,” I giggled. “I’m not much of a line drawer, yet you know where my heart is and where it will remain.”

When we got back to the campground that evening, there were a few more people on various sites, though still sparse for a Memorial Day weekend. None of the surrounding spaces were occupied. Quite surprising. We didn’t even start a campfire.

In fact, we did something better. We broke out the sleeping bag early, knowing we had a long day ahead tomorrow. That’s not to say we went to sleep. We had a fantastic lovemaking session. Chad is the best lover I ever had for tender moments like this. I came often.

By the time we were asleep, only dreams of marshes and forest landscapes filled my dreams.


Chapter Two




The south trails of Bear Lake involve mainly marsh lands with wooden walkways through the bogs and hiking paths cut through the trees. They are not demanding, most rated as Moderate in trail guides, though we loop several together to make it about 7 miles. When we combine the three shorter hikes into one, it moves up to Moderately Strenuous.

Still, after doing this for over 20 years, Chad and I were veterans, both of this park and many around the country. We have hiked over a 1,00 miles of the Appalachian Trail (mainly through Georgia up to Pennsylvania). But the Appalachian takes time and planning. Bear Lake is easier and very scenic all the same.

Chad and I discovered hiking as a passion after we got married. We honeymooned in Washington state (at a lodge near Mt. Rainier) and discovered the beauty of the Wonderland Trail… and how inexperienced we were. Wonderland, with its daily 3,000 to 6,000 foot elevation changes, represented advanced hiking for these two neophytes. Since then, we have rounded Wonderland twice, hiked in Yosemite, Grand Canyon, and most of the Big 5 national parks in Utah. Most of our family vacations over the years included some hiking in the mix.

Today was a leisurely stroll in comparison. On these hikes, we were in no hurry. We examined flowers and fauna, watched animals, and especially the large bird estuary on the Marsh Trail. Herons of all kinds, otters, and deer are the most common animals. We watched a construction crew trying to unblock a beaver dam that was blocking one inlet of water to the main marsh. They were trying to do it without harming the beavers, knowing the dam would come back. Not a simple task.

We took a break to eat at a rocky overlook for the birds. There are a series of trees on the edge of the water where the birds just cover the branches, hundreds of them. We stared at them for what seemed an hour.

This hike certainly confirmed why we loved to do this so much. The cool early morning gradually moved to a toasty afternoon. By the time we got back to the campground, it was past 4 o’clock.

Here we were in for a surprise. We discovered why all the surrounding campsites were empty last night. They were all full when we arrived. The surprise? They were full of college guys. Six guys had taken the three campsites that surrounded ours.

It was like something out of the movie Animal House. The guys were already plastered with beer cans strewn around the campsite. Chad and I looked at each other, shaking our heads. It was obvious we weren’t getting much sleep tonight! We laughed, remembering camping trips we did with our friends in college.

It had been a good day on the trails. I needed a shower. I grabbed my stuff, walking over to the communal shower facilities to get the grime of the day off. As I was washing my hair and scrubbing down, I kept thinking about all those guys. My arousal below told me exactly what my body was thinking.

I have been an active hotwife now for over seven months, engaging with several partners, including my beloved Ulrik and, of course, my elder suitor, Manny. The pleasure these two brought… oh my!

But I’m 44 years old, with three grown kids. College boys? And so many of them? I was not sure I had the stamina to take on one, much less a bunch of them at the same time. But my body was thinking before my mind could catch up.

After I got out of the shower, my hair wrapped in a towel, I put on my normal hiking clothes of tank top and cargo shorts, but this time without a bra. Hey, you never know!

When I got back, the lack of a bra was clearly visible to Chad. He looked at me with a wide grin. “So… been thinking about our new neighbors, have you?”

His chuckle caused me to giggle with a little ‘who me?’ grin. “Maybe…” I said.

“Oh, I think it’s a little more than maybe. You took your bra off, my hotwife. Your nipples are so hard they might beat you into the camp before you get there. I could see them as soon as you left the showers.”

I flushed red. “Okay… okay… maybe I’ve been thinking about them.”

“A little more than thinking, I would say…” he laughed more.

Ever since I had discovered my husband of 22 years wanted me to cuckold him, to become his hotwife, we have been actively playing to fulfill his desire. Along the way, I discovered my desire as well.

In my mid-40s, I had become a terrible vixen, hungry for sex and the feel of new cock inside me. The one thing we discussed this hotwife lacked was group play. Lately, I had been talking to Chad more about this, asking him to organize a session. Now, as if by serendipity alone, a group of college guys arrives in our midst. Chad just shook his head.

“Come on, Talia. Let’s go meet the new neighbors. Leave your outfit like it is. Trust me, they won’t miss the signals.”

As soon as we were ready, we walked over to the campfire they had built, introducing ourselves. One look at my stiff nipples, and those boys were all over me. Not that they touched me inappropriately or crowded in too much. Rather, they were very welcoming and had trouble keeping their eyes on my face. Yes, my ‘girls’ definitely caught their attention.

All the guys were from State U, just here for a weekend of hiking and fun. All were athletes from the school. Three were football players, two baseball, and one soccer. They introduced themselves, but I didn’t catch their names on that first go round. Three names I caught. The football players.

Roydell, a tall black with milk chocolate skin who apparently played wide receiver. He was powerfully built, but in a tall, lanky way. Strong arms and legs showed through his shorts and shirt. Jalen was larger. Played linebacker. He was darker skinned and taller. His chest was enormous. Sawyer was simply a giant of a man. A lineman. He had a bit of a ‘lineman’s belly,’ but everything else was massive. Made Ulrik look like a shrimp. His skin was dark chocolate and the bulge that showed in his shorts almost took my breath away.

We told them about our plan to hike to Ridgeline Peak tomorrow, invited them to join us. They thought that was a great idea, if we wouldn’t mind. I assured them we would welcome the company.

They offered us beers, and we settled in for a night of fun conversation. They even passed around joints that Chad and I gladly shared. My problem was the lack of undergarment. Going without sounded tantalizing at the time, but my nipples were now on full high beams. The moisture below showed through my khaki shorts. I couldn’t help it! The combination of blustering testosterone and high-quality grass was making me horny as hell.

Chad could tell as I fidgeted in the camp chair. I got up to walk around, trying to cover my sexual excitement. Instead, I just made it worse, walking from guy to guy, touching arms, stroking shoulders, paying attention to each as a separate person. Sawyer, the largest of the black guys, was so tall, I ‘accidentally’ grazed his arm with my breasts as I passed. He just chuckled.

Chad just smiled, telling the guys we had hiked all day. That we were pretty tired. Would see them in the morning. I waved to them all as we walked back to our tent.

Before we got all the way back, Chad tapped me on the arm, pulling me over to a nearby tree. “You wanted a group, didn’t you? I think these guys are a perfect fit for you. Six guys. All in good shape. Fairly large men, so should have the tools you like. What do you think?”

“Chad! I’m old enough to be their mothers! I’m not sure I have the stamina to take on that many guys.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” he chuckled. “I saw you with the three guys, remember? They were all early 30s. You had no trouble with them.”

I looked at the ground, wondering if they rejected the offer, how awkward the rest of the weekend might be. “How are we going to do this?” I asked him.

“I’ll go over and talk to them. I doubt you’ll be able to have any inside of you tonight. Probably too late… Hey, I have an idea.” I both love and hate it when he has that look in his eyes. “I’ll invite them over. We can do some combo of blowjobs and jacking off. I’ll figure something out. You come out of the tent with your top off, leave the shorts on. Put a beach towel near the tent that you can lie on. Be a fun way to start the play, don’t you?”

Oh, shit… He’s really going to do it! I giggled softly, but nodded an agreement with his plan. I wondered if they would want to.


Chapter Three




I needn’t have worried. Chad walked back to the campfire. I snuck up, hiding behind a tree, wanting to hear what he was saying.

“Hey guys. Got a minute?” They all murmured sure. Chad took an offered beer. “Do any of you know what a hotwife is?” A couple seemed to have a vague idea, but the three football players shuffled in their seats. The side glances between them told me they knew exactly what that meant. Probably involved in something like that before. He just smiled.

“A hotwife,” he began, “is a wife that sleeps with other men with the full permission of her husband.” Nervous chuckles flew around the group. “My Talia is a hotwife.”

The nervous chuckles erupted into laughter and cheers. All the guys had already caught on to what this meant. That Chad was about to offer my services. I stuck my hand down my shorts, rubbing my clit. I was so ready for this.

“Talia and I would like to know if you guys would be interested in taking advantage of her… if you know what I mean.”

“You serious, man?” one guy asked. “You offering to let us fuck your wife?” His exasperation was surprising, but you had to know the skepticism was real. Some stranger walks up to you and offers you to fuck his wife. It’s weird.

“Sounds strange, I know,” Chad said. “Typically, Talia just does one-on-ones where I get to watch. That’s my thing. I like to watch… maybe join in. But recently we have been talking about a group thing. We have only done one. She wants to try another.”

That same nervous chatter went around the guys, each of them looking at the other. ‘Can this guy be serious?’ written all over their faces.

“I’m in,” said Sawyer. “Been doing a regular thing with another MILF here in town. Loved to do another.” Roydell and Jalen chimed in at the same time. The other guys were all nodding their heads, but said nothing.

Chad looked at the gathering. “Here’s what I was thinking. Too late to do a full go tonight. How about this as an alternative?” Every eye fastened to Chad now. I giggled to myself, almost loud enough to be heard from behind the trees.

“Why don’t you come over… she will suck on you until you’re hard. Then she will kneel in the middle of a circle and you can jack off all over her breasts and face.” Face? I gasped. He never mentioned that. “Tomorrow, when we go hiking, I give you each permission to take her while we hike the trail. Naturally, much of this will depend on how crowded the trail is, but Ridgeline is so thickly forested on both sides, we shouldn’t have a problem.”

Excitement was flying around the campfire. ‘Yeh, man.’ ‘Love to.’ ‘Let’s do it.’

Sawyer spoke up. “I last a long time. Do I get to go until I cum?” At first I thought he might just be bragging, but his tone was serious, and Roydell was nodding his agreement. “He really does,” Roydell said.

Chad just shook his head. “You may not get full satisfaction then. Our fun tomorrow is about her, not you. Let’s do it this way. You lean her across a stump or tree, on the ground. You get to take her until she cums. Then you stop. If you can cum quickly, good for you. If not, then you get the first crack at the next stop. We’ll repeat this until you each cum, we get to the peak, or she says stop. Work for everyone?”

Oh my God! My husband just promised my sex to these college boys while we hiked Ridgeline tomorrow. Plus blowjobs for each tonight. My hand was slashing inside my pants, caressing my clit. I could not remember a time I was more aroused!

“Before we get started tonight,” Chad went on, “there are a couple of rules I will expect to be obeyed. It’s important you remember, this is a consensual agreement we have between you guys and us. Specifically… with my wife. I am here speaking on her behalf. If… and for any reason… she says no, then all action stops. We are doing this for fun… and because she likes it. If she expresses discomfort. Wants to stop. Poor position. Whatever the excuse. Her feelings rule. I expect you to respect her wishes and stop. I don’t care whether you haven’t had your turn or not. Is that understood?”

All the guys chimed in their full agreement. I sure hoped they held onto that. Six guys could easily overwhelm Chad.

He went on. “The second rule is one of style. Talia likes it a little rough. I don’t mean she wants to be beaten or whipped. No, she just likes the guy to be a little forceful in taking their pleasure. Hard thrusts, not treating her breasts like they are too tender to touch. For whatever reason, she responds very well to that kind of treatment. Can you guys do that?”

The enthusiastic response to that was loud enough to get the attention from other campsites. And from this hotwife who came hard as her cuckold spoke, struggling to keep her outcry quiet.

“For tonight,” Chad concluded, “you will just jack off on her. For tomorrow, I want you to know you have permission to cum inside. There is no risk of pregnancy.” I had my tubes tied after the birth of our third child.

“Questions?”

“When should we come over tonight?” one of them asked.

“Give me 15 minutes to tell her about our deal, then come over.” He looked at his watch. “Say… about 9:30?”


Chapter Four




Before Chad could turn back to our campsite, I hustled back to the tent. My trembling would not stop. So excited! He stayed chatting a little longer, not sure what that was about, but I went into the tent to change and find our beach towel.

Chad wanted me to go topless, but I had nothing but my hiking shorts to wear for bottoms. Getting cum all over them was not a welcome prospect, so I went with panties only. Nothing sexy, just regular cotton bikini briefs. I giggled to myself. I’m sure the guys won’t mind. My sex was still nearly hairless. The briefs showed my lips clearly. Chad had shaved me the previous weekend for the visit with that salesman from Kansas City. Oh… he was so good…

I buried the beach towel in our packs. Had to dig it out. By the time I freed it, Chad was outside the tent, using his boots to clear a space for me to kneel on the ground. I stepped out of the tent, beach towel in hand, but wearing only my panties.

Chad shook his head. “You are eager for this, aren’t you?”

“Is this too much for you? My being so brazen?”

“Are you kidding? Love it. Love when you are naughty. You know that. These guys will not know what hit them!” He stepped up to hug me, twisting my nipples gently. “Your girls are going to get a workout. I told them not to be easy on them or you, that you liked it rough.”

A worried look must have come across my face. Chad took my head in his hands, looking at me. “I will be there the entire time, with some limits. Don’t worry. I got the feeling several of the guys have done MILFs like you before.”

“MILF?”

“Mother I’d Like to Fuck.”

I burst out laughing. “I guess I qualify for that one… though I see myself as more the cougar type with this group.”

“That you definitely are,” I laughed. “On the hunt, for sure. I told them you liked hard fucking, not slow and tender. That big guy, Sawyer, I think. He definitely had a gleam in his eye. I’ll bet he is huge where it counts.”

I was so wet, the moisture was leaking through my panties. Good thing I brought along extras.

Chad finished the clearing in front of the tent. Not sure whether it was the moderately cool night, or my growing arousal, but my nipples were so hard they ached.

“Go into the tent and get on your knees,” Chad said. This was no request. He expected to be obeyed. I almost ran to the tent. My Chad, being bossy! Oh, that could be fun! By the time he got in the tent, he had opened his shorts. His already semi-hard cock poking out the front.

“You need a warm-up,” he chuckled, as his cock pushed into my welcoming mouth… What was going on with him? He wasn’t normally forceful like this. So many possibilities were opening in my mind.

As I lavished attention on his growing rod, Chad reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. “I’ve been thinking…” God, I felt slutty. Here I was sucking enthusiastically on my husband while he indifferently browsed his phone!

“You are going to want to feel these guys inside you. Several at a time, I think. Especially after getting repeatedly fucked on the trail all day. This campsite is too public. By Sunday, the place is going to be packed and our tent is too small for more than us two. What would you think about seeing if there are any cabins available around the lake? We could invite them to join us. A group of young guys like that… they could fuck you all night long. I could join in.”

Every phrase got me more and more excited. I nodded my head yes, but did not stop sucking. He grew hard in my mouth, but otherwise involved elsewhere. Soon, his phone was to his ear, talking to someone. Oh, that naughty, slutty feeling washed through me as I continued sucking while he talked.

“We’re in luck,” he said after disconnecting. “There is a cabin available. The owner said the previous renters only wanted Friday and Saturday. It is available for a Sunday night only rental. He claims it will accommodate 12, secluded from all roadways, and difficult to get to, surrounded by trees. Lots of privacy. Might even be able to play outside in the open air. That would be fun, don’t you think, my little slut?”

I just nodded as I continued to suck. “Plus,” he went on, “it’s air conditioned and has running water, so we could shower and clean up. Just think, you could stay naked all the time in front of them, inside and out. You liked that with Ulrik, didn’t you?”

I pulled my mouth off him to speak. He did not hesitate, putting himself back in his shorts. It surprised me he didn’t want to cum. “Plenty of time for that later. I suspect my MILF is going to need a good fucking after all these guys finish.” He chuckled, but I knew he was right. My pussy was already burning hot, wanting to be touched.

“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him from my knees. “I’m a little worried, though. When we did an overnight with Ulrik, you freaked out about my falling asleep in his arms. I don’t want that to happen again.”

“Unique situation,” Chad assured me. “You told me only a few days before that you loved that guy. Hard to imagine you leaving me for any of these kids. You are… after all…” his comical leer staring down at me… “old enough to be their…”

I slapped his arm gently, giggling. “Don’t remind me!”

He laughed, a full belly laugh of mirth. “Let yourself go this time. I know what’s going on. Be whatever you want to be. Take them one at a time, or all at once. I will be there to supervise, so things don’t get out of control, but you can do what you like. That Jalen said he had some sweet dope to get us going… something called Wedding Cake. Never heard of that one, but he said it would give a substantial body high for the Missus. You might just get the royal fucking you’ve been looking for.”

We heard rustling leaves and steps outside. “Are you ready?” he asked. “That mouth going to get a serious workout with six guys…”

“So… so… ready,” I giggled. Chad reached down between my legs. His hand came away drenched with my moisture.

“I can see that. Remember, no humping tonight. Reserve that for the trail tomorrow and the cabin, if they will meet us there… And for me later tonight. After watching all this, I will be one horny MILF fucker myself!”

He turned to the tent flap. “I like you dressed like this. We should do this more often.” He grinned as he stepped out to greet the guys.

I was trembling in the tent as the guys approached. Chad welcomed them to our little party. Made sure they understood the rules one last time. No humping this evening, just touching, sucking, and cumming. The humping will start tomorrow. They all agreed.

The placement of our tent could not have been more perfect. Their campsites surrounded us on all sides. We were at the end of one arm of the campground road. Trees covered our other exposure. We would have plenty of privacy for me to take care of them.

While I was fidgeting in the tent, Chad also took this opportunity to ask them if they would be interested in going to a cabin with us on Sunday night. We had rented one on Bear Lake. He told them. They would have open access to me for the entire night. It wasn’t exactly a loud cheer to attract attention, but the enthusiasm was clear. My sex almost gushed with more arousal. I was struggling to maintain steady breathing.

“Well…” Chad said. “Let’s get this show started. Talia, come on out and greet our neighbors.”

I stepped out, taking care to make my breasts jiggle with every step. Once I was clear of the tent, Chad stepped aside, allowing them a full view of my nearly naked body. There was no hiding the wet spot in my panties. A soft cheer went up from the crowd of men in front of me. They were standing in a semi-circle in front of where Chad had stood.

I stepped into the clearing Chad had made in front of our tent, laying the beach towel down, then walked to the spot where Chad had stood in front of the guys. “You ready for me?” I whispered. “I’m looking forward to a fun weekend.”

There was no holding them back now. Hands covered my body, nipples pinched. We said no humping. They did not assume from that my sex was off limits, despite the panties. Hands were down front and back, pushing into both openings. I groaned with the onslaught of sensations, looking over at Chad. He just smiled.

I let them play for as long as they wanted. The surprise was Sawyer… so unexpected. He left the touching to others, reaching down to kiss me hard. Oh my! That guy knew how to kiss. Hands covered my entire body, yet that kiss pulled me fully into his world. The moan that came out of my mouth brought chuckles from several guys. ‘This bitch is hot,’ one said. Chad just nodded his agreement.

The roughness of their touches and the intensity of Sawyer’s kissing got me so aroused, I could not stop moaning, whimpering. So much pleasure…

“Let’s move on,” Chad said. “We have a big day ahead.”


Chapter Five




The guys took that as a signal to pull back. I stood there for a few moments, panting. Never had I felt such sexual hunger. Every cell in my body wanted to be fucked. But I knew that would not happen… at least not by these guys.

Chad straightened the towel a little, inviting me to get on my knees there. While I got into position, I could hear belts and zippers coming undone. By the time I was ready, on my knees, facing the guys, six cocks were only a few feet away. Chad told me later the hunger on my face shook a couple of them. One guy even stepped back, wondering what was going on.

I couldn’t explain it even if I wanted to. That hunger went deep. It was like all the sessions up to this point had trained me for this moment. This one weekend of total release. With some unspoken signal, one guy stepped up, pushing his cock toward my mouth. I hungrily gobbled it down my throat. A chatter rose from the group as I showed every bit of the desire I was feeling, lavishing his cock with my tongue, mouth, and hands.

The nice thing about young men, it does not take long for them to get hard. My first customer was hard as stone as I worshiped his rod, lost in the feelings of pleasure.

Chad tapped the guy softly on the shoulder. “Next.” A new guy stepped up. I think they may have organized this in size order, because the next guy was larger than the first. Already hard. I gave him the same attention as the first. My passion growing with each passage down my throat.

Chad could tell of my growing arousal, stepping up behind, kneeling his face to my ear. “Suck that cock, Talia. You want it. Know you do. Hunger for it. Every guy here knows it, too.”

He tapped the guy on the hip, the next one came up. I went right back to work. Chad continued to whisper in my ear. “Every one of those cocks is going to be inside you by the end of this weekend. So much cock. You will be exhausted, used up, blathering, as the need consumes you.”

Another tap, another cock. This one not so much wide, as long. The first of the black guys. I could barely get it in my throat. I groaned as I felt him push further down my throat. The pleasure… Oh my God!

Chad reached down to trace my sex through the panties, touching my clit with every pass. “Imagine every one of those cocks inside you… over and over…” He reached up, moving his hand inside my panties. His fingers separated my folds, touching directly on my clit, teasing the opening with short insertions.

I was moaning deeply now, unable to control the yearning that the cocks in my mouth, his fingers, and his words had built inside me. Another tap. Another cock. This one was much bigger. I looked up. It was Jalen. He smiled as our eyes locked. I went to town on this guy, shoving my mouth up and down, twisting his balls the way so many men liked. His groan told me what he was feeling.

“Not only a few cocks,” Chad whispered, “but enormous cocks touching every inch of your passage. So large you have to take time to get them inside, to allow them to work their way up.”

Another tap, another cock. I couldn’t believe what appeared in front of me. This cock made Ulrik look like a shrimp. I looked up as I grasped his massive log in my hand.

It was Sawyer. “Gonna love fucking you tomorrow,” the giant in front of me said. “I love MILFs. They know what they want. And I want you.”

I groaned, taking as much of him in my mouth as I could. It wasn’t much. The thing was massive, like I was trying to get a tree limb in my mouth. I got the head in, but only a couple more inches past that. He just chuckled.

Chad leaned forward again. His hands now working me hard below, trying to get me to cum as I moaned on Sawyer’s member. “That one will take you to fresh places, won’t it?” Chad said. “So big… I think having that in your sex, another in your ass, a third down your throat. Oh yes, you are going to get everything you want this weekend.”

Even though I could not get much of the log in my mouth, my hands caressed his balls and tongue licked his length. Sawyer was hard. I gasped at the sight. Had to be 9-10 inches. Would that even go in me?!

Chad tapped him on the side. Sawyer stepped back. I looked around. All the guys had been stroking themselves, still hard, as they watched me take on the next one.

“I think you need a good cleansing shower, don’t you?” I could only nod as I moved to the middle of the beach towel, panting so hard I was getting lightheaded. A cleansing shower? So funny…

All six stepped up closer, whipping their cocks furiously. Everyone wanted to be the first. Except for Sawyer. He was using slow rhythms to build the pressure. Our eyes locked. I could tell. He wanted to go last.

Closing my eyes, I left my mouth open and waited. I started when the first blast arrived, aimed straight for my face. I had opened my mouth, thinking they would go for that opening, but he used his hand to guide the huge load all over my face. Before he could finish, the second delivery landed. This time, on my breasts. The hot cream coated my left breast. The next two came almost together. One covering the other breast, the other onto my face again.

Despite my face being covered, I opened my eyes to look at Chad. He wasn’t there. I wondered what was going on, but the next load sprayed the side of my face, dripping down to my chest.

I was trembling now, feeling the exhilaration of the ‘shower,’ combined with Chad’s sudden disappearance. Then Sawyer stepped up, his enormous frame covering my entire landscape. “Don’t worry about hubby,” he said. “Went to wet some washcloths. You gonna need it,” he chuckled.

I heard his words, but all I could think about was his stroking that huge tent pole in front of me. His pace was rapid, controlled. Wanted to cover my face. When the ropes came, it was a flood. Like his cock, this man could deliver some serious cum. It went everywhere. Face, breasts, neck, hair, up my nose. I giggled as the deluge of white cream covered my front. The other guys were laughing as I trembled on my knees.

A loud groan told me he finished. I could barely open my eyes. The white completely covered my face. Then I heard Chad handing out paper towels to the guys, telling them to clean me off. They just laughed.

Suddenly, I felt a tongue flash across my face. I jerked back, surprised. A voice, the guy spoke to me. “Our Roydell likes a little taste of the white cream. He likes it a lot. We want to give him a chance before we clean you up.”

I relaxed at those words and let him go at me. He took a large portion off my face, but concentrated his efforts on my breasts and nipples, slurping with wide streaks of tongue. When he had his fill, the other guys moved forward with towels, wiping all that remained.

Sawyer’s big laugh came near my face. “Wait till he licks it out of your pussy, after we all cum inside. I predict you like that.” I must have grimaced at the thought. He laughed more. “You’ll see.”

Chad came over, helping me to my feet. Been on my knees awhile. Had to shake off the stiffness. He looked at the guys, thanking them for their contributions. That brought a round of chuckles from the group. “We plan to leave for Ridgeline Peak around 8:30. Does that work for everybody?” All heads nodded as they walked back to their own tents.

I was trembling as we walked toward the tent, my sexual energy flowing through me like water streaming over a dam, shattering on the rocks below. Chad helped me into the tent, but wasted no time, pushing me down on my knees, pressing my head against the sleeping bags. Yanking my panties out of the way.

And he was in me. This was not MY Chad. My loving, tender husband. This guy hammered his cock inside my drenched sex. I had so much pent-up sexual energy, my release came only moments later, crying out with the pleasure I was feeling. My cry was so loud, I could hear the chuckles coming from the surrounding campsites. All the guys knew what was happening in our tent.

Chad didn’t care… hammering into me, repeatedly. Taking me hard. “You are a little slut, my dear. You loved all that cock around you, being covered like that.”

“Yes… yes…” I cried out with another release scorching through me. “I loved that. Take me, take me now. I love you inside me.”

“The pleasure is all mine!” he grunted, grabbing a hold of my hips, sending his own offering of cum into me. Only his cum was going where it belonged. I cried out again with a climax that shook my entire body. My mind almost went blank as I felt every thrust wash pleasure through me. Finally, Chad pulled out, breathing heavily behind me as I collapsed.

I trembled as Chad took his clothes off. He helped me get inside the bag. Those college boys had drenched me in sex as my naked Chad crawled into the bag beside me. I pulled him close, both from the chill of the evening and my need to have him touch me.

“This has certainly changed our plans for the weekend…” he chuckled. “I think you are going to like big Sawyer. That cocks gonna take you to new places.”

I whimpered in agreement, looking up at him. “Have I told you how much I love you?”

He chuckled softly, pushing my hair away from my face. “I know…” He said those last words as sleep took me.


Chapter Six




I woke the next morning to the sound of clattering equipment. Ridgeline Peak Trail was not a tough hike, rated Moderately Strenuous on most Trail Guides. Mainly because of its relatively short distance, only 4 miles each way. But it was steep in parts and came close to several tall drop offs. Experienced hikers took it seriously and came prepared.

The real safety issue is the portion of the trail going through heavily forested terrain. They cut the trail through the forest, but the trail wasn’t wide. Lots of opportunities for splinters on exposed skin and snagging of equipment yanking you down. Plus, the terrain is relatively rough there, requiring heavy hiking boots and thick clothing.

In the summer, most people still wear shorts, and work to avoid snagging their legs in the underbrush. That’s what I did today, emerging from the tent with hiking shorts, heavy boots, tank top covered by a hiking waffle sweater. Everybody else assembled in front of our tent.

When I came out, the guys cheered and applauded. This was a serious hike. I had on all my underwear and thick clothing for protection. Safety was my primary concern. But nothing could hide the arousal of my stiff nipples as I looked at the guys, knowing what they were thinking… and I was thinking as well. All of them were going to fuck me before this hike was over. My sex continued to tingle at the prospect.

“Hey, guys,” I said. “Ready for a good hike and some great scenery?”

They all just laughed. One guy, whose name I would later learn was Jackson, looked at me with a wry grin. “That’s not the scenery I’m looking forward to.”

That got all the rest of them laughing as well. Chad walked up, putting his arms around me, but addressing the guys. “I think she’s looking forward to both. Aren’t you, babe?”

I giggled, nodding my head. Another round of applause filled the campsite. Oh yes, I thought to myself, this was definitely going to be a fun hike.

The temperature was already in the upper 60s, but I still had a sweater I could take off if needed. The tank top underneath would ward off whatever chill remained once the temperature gets back into the high 70s later in the afternoon. Plus, the hike would warm me up. You know the veteran hiker’s rule: always easier to peel off than create on the trail!

Besides… I expected there to be long stretches where my pants weren’t in the standard position… I giggled with anticipation. Get a grip, you slut! You have gone off the deep end. These college boys are going to devour you before the day is up! I was so looking forward to that!

As we gathered at the trailhead, ready to depart, all the guys felt like they had to touch me. Each came over, gave me a hug, thanked me for last night, and let me know how much they are looking forward to our special hike today.

I was pretty sure it wasn’t the hiking they were looking forward to! I laughed and thanked them for their… contribution last night, with an accompanying giggle.

All of them did, except for Sawyer. He was different. There was something about that guy. Calm, yet strong. My sex simply tingled just before we entered the trail, as he walked up like all the rest, giving me a hug.

“You ready for all this dick today?” he chuckled.

I grabbed his shirt, pulling him down so I could whisper in his ear. “Very much,” I said, “especially yours. Really looking forward to feeling you inside me. We’re going to have a lot of fun together…”

He laughed at this, a big garrulous chortle full of mirth. “You bet. Gonna give it to you strong and hard. I think I know just the way you like it.”

I must have flushed, because Chad looked over at me and started chuckling himself. Indeed, this is gonna be a fun, fun day!

The early part of the trail is relatively flat, surrounded by forest on all sides. Beautiful in its own way, with lots of wildlife scurrying about. Trees provided shade for hiking, allowing shafts of sunlight to deliver sparkles through the canopy of leaves. Chad and I would frequently take our time through this section, sitting on benches and stumps, enjoying the natural wonder all around us.

This stretch also provided ample opportunities for seclusion. We weren’t a quarter mile in before one guy, I would later learn named Mike, put his arms around me. Softly massaging my breasts, he rubbed his already stiff rod against me.

“There’s a little cove around the next bend with a stump which should work very well for us,” Mike suggested. “Want to get started?”

Okay, the guy’s not the smoothest. I simply nodded my head as we approached the cove. There was no question this hotwife was ready. I moved up next to Chad on the trail, telling him about Mike’s offer.

“The earlier you start, the more you’ll get poked, right?” Chad chuckled.

I could only smile in response. With that, I walked back to Mike, putting my arm around his. “I’m yours whenever you are ready.” The kid beamed with enthusiasm.

The guys chattered as we diverted off the trail, our aim known to all of them. Mike was all over me, stroking my hair, my chest, my ass. I did not resist any of his touching, allowing him open access in front of everyone.

The small cove was off the trail by 10 yards. A large oak tree had fallen, creating a weathered stump that park rangers had sawed smooth on the top. Chad pulled out a small trail blanket from his backpack, laid it across the stump.

Luckily, the trail looked deserted because of the early hour. The guys formed a circle around, just in case. Mike helped me lean over the stump, got my pants down. I spread my legs, giving everyone a clear view of the moisture already leaking.

He stepped up behind me, using his fingers to make sure I was ready, then slowly pushed himself in. His groan told everyone he was all the way home. My own confirmed the arrival! A soft cheer went up from the group.

Chad stepped around the stump, kneeling in front of me. I gripped his hands as Mike stepped up the pace. He leaned in to kiss me as Mike grew more aggressive with his plunging. While we made out, I was moaning actively, pushing back against each thrust, welcoming everything he had.

Mike must have been thinking about this all morning. He came only a few minutes in, grunting loudly with his release. This brought another round of cheers from the guys, but I had not cum yet, and everyone knew. Chad pulled back, nodding his head to someone else. Quickly, another shaft entered my moaning.

I could not see because Roydell stepped in front to replace Chad. His kissing was tender while the guy behind slammed into me with everything he had. I was actively moaning now, the two guys bringing me higher as Roydell welcomed my tongue.

As soon as I came, the guy pulled out. Chad stepped up with a cloth to clean me, then helped me pull my pants up. My flush face and slow panting from the powerful release brought more soft laughter around. The guy who just pulled out, Sergio was his name, had a hard cock still sticking out of his pants. I knew the frustration must be torturous for this young man.

I came up, stroked him a few times, whispering in his ear, “You will be first on the next stop.” He nodded his acceptance. They all knew the rules and seemed willing to obey them.

After Chad confirmed I was ready to move on, we went back to the trail. And this is how it went for the rest of the hike up the ridge. Whenever the opportunity presented itself, we would move off the trail. Chad would drape a blanket over what was available. Whoever was next took it to me. One time, I just laid on my back. I came and came all the way there.

But the mess was getting pretty intense down there. Globs of spunk would leak out of me as we went to the next stop. After the third go round, when Sawyer took me, Roydell volunteered to help me with the cleanup. After every guy would cum inside, he would move behind, burying his face in my crotch. Oh my God! The orgasms when he did this were like nothing I had experienced before. Hard. Shook my entire body.

Now Sawyer… THAT was an experience. By the time he came up, everyone but Chad had already had me. They had pushed me to the very edge of sexual thirst, needing more. Yet nothing could prepare me for the sheer size and girth of his rod. I was moaning and screaming so loud, as he pounded into me… hard vicious stabs of pure lust… that Chad came over, started kissing again. He needed to quiet me before other hikers came running. That orgasm simply consumed me. I shook hard, trembling as the waves torched my core.

And then Roydell buried his face in me again as Sawyer came around to replace Chad’s lips. The combination of Sawyer’s taking me so hard, and then Roydell’s tongue… The orgasm shook me with its power.

Sawyer pulled back, chuckling softly, allowing the release to consume me. Then he leaned forward again. “Told you Roydell would make you happy…” he said. “We’ll do a train later. You gonna like that…” I could only nod as I tried to return my breathing to normal. Had no idea what a train was, but after the strength of that cumming, I wanted to try it. Chad had to help me off the stump. So intense!

By the time we got to the peak, all six of them, and Chad, had cum in me at least once, and I came many times. My challenge was the gap in between each stop. I came and came, but each release, followed by a hike afterward, just seemed to drive my need higher. It was like I could not wait for the next stop.

Chad could sense the growing lust as my cries at each insertion got stronger and louder. I went to the restroom at the Peak, cleaning myself off a little. Apparently, while I was gone, Chad talked to the guys. They decided not to make any more stops on the way down. It was Sawyer’s suggestion. His other MILF experience had used this forced denial to drive the woman crazy. They wanted to keep me on edge for the cabin that night. Chad agreed.

And they succeeded. I didn’t know they had this agreement. On our way back down, as we approached a spot we had used before, I would start flirting and caressing the next guy in line. Each would allow me whatever touching I wanted, but we would pass the stop, to my obvious frustration.

Finally, about halfway down the hill, Chad came up beside me, creating a little distance between them and us. “We’ve decided to let your desire simmer, Talia. Wait for the cabin. You can continue touching them as much as you want, but there will be no more humping.”

He chuckled loudly at his words, especially as I mewled in protest. “That Sawyer has done this before,” Chad told me. “Seems to know a lot about how to rev up a MILF like you. I’m going to let him control the action from now on. He really gets you going, and I think you would appreciate what he has in mind.”

“What’s a train?” I asked. “Sawyer mentioned it earlier.”

“He’s planning a train? Interesting…” Chad chuckled. “A train is when all the guys take you one after the other with no break.” He stopped for a moment, thinking. “I see now…” he went on. “Roydell will be the cap. After they have taken you over and over, bringing as many orgasms as they can, Roydell will step in for the cleanup. I think you are going to really like a train…”

I could only nod. My already sopping wet sex grew even more aroused. Yes, I think I am going to like that very much.


Chapter Seven




We got back to the campsite late in the afternoon. Everyone started packing their gear away, taking down tents. The cabin had everyone’s focus. Chad and I did the same, but I was having trouble concentrating on the task at hand. My mind was on the cabin as well. Giving myself… so openly… so wantonly.

I had never been a loose woman, even when I was young. Sleeping around seemed counterproductive to me. But now… after all my playing over the last several months, and all these men inside me today, all I could think about was more. Lust consumed me. I wanted every hole filled all night long.

Mike and Sergio did not last long, but they were hard and handsome, could get it up repeatedly. They would provide plenty of pleasure. Jackson and Jalen were bigger and could last. But it was Roydell and Sawyer that showed the most promise. Roydell, with his talented tongue and willingness to go where Chad would not, and Sawyer, that rod… going to take me places.

When we got in the car, I suggested we stop at a store on our way to pick up the key from the landlord. We needed some lube, snacks, and something for breakfast, I told Chad.

The cabin owner was a nice man, who seemed to understand people rented cabins like his for privacy. He did not have a rental for Monday night, so told us we could stay as long as we liked on Monday. Leave the key under the pot by the front door.

As we pulled into the driveway, we could see the other cars surrounding the cabin. Chad stopped at the entrance, turned to look at me.

“Before we go in, I wanted to talk about what was to come. This will not be like anything we have done before. Are you okay with what they are planning?”

My heart was pounding with anticipation. “I am… though still nervous. Will you be okay with me being taken by all these guys?”

“That’s why I wanted to have this quick talk, Talia.” Chad put his hand on my shoulder. “There is a nasty slut inside you… waiting to break free. I’ve seen it in several of our sessions over the last few months.”

His hands stroked me softly. “I want you to let that slut out to play tonight. All the way. You do whatever you want, when you want. Let yourself go! Don’t think about me, or my feelings, or the future. Be as nasty as you want. I won’t be jealous if they all make you cum over and over. That’s why we are here. I will make sure things don’t get out of hand, but Sawyer will be in charge. Do what he says, okay?”

“You won’t be upset… if I take three at once, scream too loud?”

“Not even close. This isn’t Ulrik. You’re not leaving me for these guys… though I would say…” He chuckled lightly, “I could see you wanting a regular thing with Sawyer. He has taken a shine to you. And you LOVED that cock…”

My face flushed a deep red. “You wouldn’t be upset?”

“One-on-one, I would probably grow nervous if you did it over and over. But tonight? No. Do whatever you like with him.”

He got back into the driver’s position, restarting the car. “And one other thing,” he continued as he slowly wound up the long drive to park in front of the cabin. “I don’t want you to worry about sleeping arrangements… or whose arms you wake up in. I don’t expect to be that guy. Pretty sure you won’t get a lot of sleep. Once your slut comes out to play, you will want more and more. I just want you to know… that’s okay with me. Take naps when you can. My guess is that I will probably fall asleep while you are still playing.”

I joined him, laughing, knowing he was right. The way I was feeling, I could see myself playing all night, especially if Sawyer can stay hard as long as he says.

“Don’t worry about my reaction,” Chad finished. “I will be here mainly to watch, and to make sure things do not get abusive. These guys do not seem to be like that, so… let go. Will you do that for me?”

I nodded my head, touching his face. “You really love it when I get nasty, don’t you?”

“With all my heart. But now… I don’t love you. I lust for you. I want to see that slut you have hidden so carefully. Let her roar!”

I smiled, nodding I would, stepping out of the car. The guys were already there, grouped by the front door. They had stopped for beer and snacks as well. Grocery bags littered the small stoop. Chad’s words gave me the confidence to let go. I walked up to them, touching each, thanking them for coming. Chad said nothing, just opened the door.

The cabin itself was a three-bedroom beauty, nestled in a thick stand of trees with a path to the lake only a hundred feet through the woods. The outside had a concrete patio with a large fire table in the middle, surrounded by chairs, with a picnic table on the side.

A high-ceilinged Great Room greeted us when you walked in, open to the kitchen. A dining room and a small loft with two twin beds could be seen on the side. The room had a large sectional, an ottoman coffee table for more seating, and two side chairs. The three bedrooms on the first floor included the promised king-sized main bedroom and full beds in the other two rooms.

A brief discussion of sleeping arrangements ensued. Chad and I got the Master bedroom, of course. The guys split up the other rooms. No one expected to be in them much.

Once everyone settled in place, Chad asked us to gather in the living room. I sat on the ottoman in the center. “Thank you all for coming,” he started. “This is something new for us. My loving hotwife has agreed to do whatever you guys want for the next 24 hours. She has not said this, but I want to exclude peeing on her, or any BDSM style tying her up. We’re just not ready for that. Does everyone understand?”

All heads nodded. “Good… because we are so new to this, I have asked Sawyer to take charge for the evening. He has done this before. All of you have agreed to do what he says. Talia as well.” All heads nodded agreement. “Talia, do you have anything to say?”

My eyes were on the ground, uncertain how much I should say. ‘Talia?’ Chad asked again. I finally looked up, uncertainty in my words. “This is my first time in a group like this. I will do whatever you want with as many of you together at the same time. The only thing I want is for you not to treat me too tenderly. I don’t want to be beat up or anything, but I like it a little rough. Want to be fucked hard.”

That last left me blushing, but I knew it had to be said. Even during our hiking, some of them were reluctant to really pound into me. Could I handle an entire night of being taken so aggressively? Not sure, but I definitely wanted to try.

The guys were acting like horses at the starting gate of a race. ‘Gonna take it to ya, bitch.’ ‘We’ll give you want you need.’ ‘That pussy is mine.’

Chad chuckled at my words. “Yes, indeed. My wife is very ready. So, let’s get started. Sawyer?”


Chapter Eight




“Stand on the ottoman. Take your clothes off,” Sawyer said. “Don’t put them on again for the entire weekend. You’re ours now, to use as we want. Your lack of clothes tells us you agree. If you get cold later, we can talk. We’ll come up with something.” He did not say this as a question. It was an instruction.

I trembled as I stood on the ottoman. All eyes in the room stared at me as I pulled the sweater over my head, followed by the tank top. Only the sports bra remained covering my top. My hard nipples told everyone what I was feeling.

The hiking boots and socks came next. Shorts followed. I stood there trembling in only my cotton panties and sports bra.

“Do the bra first,” Sawyer instructed. “Play with your nipples.” What was he doing… making me do this humiliating stuff? I didn’t care. I had promised to obey him. As I unfastened the hooks in the back, the bra slid off my arms with a subtle whisper. With a delicate touch, I gently rolled my nipples, feeling a tingling sensation that sent a wave of pleasure through my body.

My face was fiery. Must be beet red. Both hands moved up to a nipple as I looked at every man in the room. Their eyes were on fire, gripping their shafts through their hiking shorts.

I groaned at the pleasure of my nipples. Yet it wasn’t the nipples arousing me. It was the looks of these men. I took a quick glance at Chad. He was standing away from the crowd, near the kitchen table. He knew exactly what I was feeling, nodding for me to continue.

“Now the panties,” Sawyer continued. “Get on your knees. Spread your ass for us so we can see all you offer.”

I dragged my panties down, teasing them with slowness as I uncovered my mons. I turned a circle in place, allowing them to take me in fully nude. My eyes locked on Sawyer. He was in control. I gave him that ability as I winked, dropping to my knees.

My breath grew shallow as I got on my hands and knees. The trembling wouldn’t stop. The fuzzy surface of the ottoman stroked my face as I lowered my torso, bringing my hands up to my rear. This is it. The last act of humiliation, giving myself to whatever they wanted.

Pulling my ass cheeks apart. My arousal made it hard to concentrate. Leaking fluids had to be glistening in the room’s light. I shook my ass a little, bringing a laugh to the room, but Sawyer didn’t care, releasing the horses from their restraining gate. “She’s all yours.”

The men launched themselves at me. Five sets of hands. I started at the sudden contact, glancing at Sawyer. He was standing back, winking at me.

Hands were on my sex. Nipples and breasts pulled and pinched. Groping my ass. This went on and on. I was panting with the arousal, so eager to be entered. I could hear zippers pulled down, belts unbuckling. But before anyone could enter me, Sawyer called it all to a halt. Chad could hear me panting across the room.

“I have asked Chad to give our little slut a shower. We did a lot of hiking and fucking today. She’s a little skanky. We’ll all do the same. Don’t use a lot of water. Not sure how big the heater is in this place.”

A disappointed groan went around the room, but everyone understood. Chad came up to the ottoman, helping me off. I was quivering in his arms. The feel of all those hands ignited my desire so much I was having trouble not pulling Chad’s hands directly to my clit. He held me tight in his arms as we walked to the bath in our room.

As we made it back there, I suddenly understood. Sawyer had done the whole thing to get me ready. To get my sex so sizzled that when the real thing came, I would explode. And he had succeeded! I moaned for more as we walked. Chad just chuckled.

He sat me on the toilet, starting the water. As soon as it was hot enough, he helped me in, scrubbing my entire body with soap and his touch. I melted into his arms, letting him caress my skin as I pulled his lips to mine.

“I am so aroused, Chad,” I said. “Hard to handle. Like all this energy is about ready to burst out of me.”

“Sawyer saw that,” he said. “Why we are showering. He thought starting fresh would be the best. That guy is wiser than his years. He has spent a lot of time with a woman our age, named Eileen. Seems to understand your needs. How lucky were we to run into someone like that?”

I kissed him several more times. Passionate kisses while I trembled. “You’ll join in with them, won’t you?” I asked nervously. “I would like that.”

“I’ll get mine. Don’t worry about that. But Sawyer has special plans for you. I might get in, might not. You won’t notice, my dear,” he chuckled. “You’ll be busy.”

Now I was trembling for real. Special plans? Chad dried me off, paying close attention to my openings down below. He claimed to want them clean and ready for my men. His emphasis on the phrase ‘my men’ made me giggle. They were definitely going to be my men before the night was over.

By the time we came out of the shower, I was naked, of course. All the guys were standing around the ottoman, as if I was to be the sacrificial virgin. They were naked, too. Their cocks were nearly hard already.

“The party girl returns,” Sawyer said. “Ready to get the fucking you want?”

I nodded yes, walking up beside him. “So ready,” stroking his massive rod, already 3/4 full.

“Good. Up on the ottoman again. Mike is ready for you.”

I looked over at Mike. Indeed, he was hard! His cock jutting out in front.

At this moment, something snapped inside me. I decided if I’m going to do this, might as well let go. Be the vixen they want, what my husband wants… and I finally admitted… what I want, too. I crawled up on the ottoman, my sex facing Mike. My ass wiggled at him a few times before I lowered my face to the fuzzy surface, spreading my cheeks like I had done before.

And that was all the invitation he needed. I felt his cock spread me gently on entry, then slamming into me. No warm-up needed. Just like on the trail, he went at me like a machine, pistoning his cock hard as I groaned at the sudden beginning.

Before I could cum, another cock tapped my head. Jalen. I lifted my mouth to receive him and both guys were giving it to me. Mike did the same as on the trail, cumming shortly after he started. Maybe all the guys knew he was like this and wanted to get him off to a quick start as a warm-up.

Unfortunately for Mike, he was also the smallest. None of the guys were big like Sawyer, but Jalen and Roydell were both much larger than my husband.

A rotation started. Jalen moved to my sex, then Sergio attacked my mouth. The guys did not care about me at all, using my openings for their own pleasure. Just the way I liked it! I came and came as ecstasy flooded my body. It was like I was floating as waves of pleasure pushed through me.

As each would cum, the next would move down below and another would insert into my mouth. I groaned at each transfer of power. And at the increasing size of the cocks.

I lost track of time as I floated in rapture. Every stiff rod had their way with me, even Chad, finding their way into my mouth, my sex, and even my ass. When a cock was recovering, their hands were all over, pinching my nipples, caressing my ass and back. My orgasms would erupt in me, euphoria coursing through my body, then soften to a glow of ecstasy. Only to go strong again as they continued.

The difference this time, compared to this afternoon? They didn’t let up. As soon as they spent one cock, another took its place. They had me on my knees, on my back, draped over the side, my feet on the floor. It didn’t matter, something was in me all the time.

Soon, I was panting, trying to catch a breath as another release shook me. Near exhaustion.

Sawyer noticed, nodding to Chad. “Time to take a break, guys. Our babe needs a rest.”

I started giggling, just as Sergio released in me. His second time already. I collapsed on the ottoman, deep breaths needed to steady my system. Oh my God, I thought to myself. We were just getting started.

“Let’s go have a drink. Jalen promised us some Wedding Cake. Still have that?”

“You bet,” Jalen replied. “She’ll love it.”

“I know she will,” Sawyer went on. “After we’ve rested, we’re gonna take her up to the Master Bedroom, and show her the wonders of the triple-tap. She gonna like that.”

Triple-tap? I thought to myself. I could not concentrate on what that meant. A blanket covered my frame, and I finally gave in to the exhaustion.

I awoke to laughter by myself on the ottoman. A blanket wrapped tightly around me. The guys were all sitting at the kitchen table, beers in hand, a feint hint of marijuana in the air. I giggled. The memory of the first session filled me. Every guy had been inside. All seven, including Chad! They were laughing at the table while Roydell told them about how he discovered he enjoyed eating cum.

“A few years ago, a group of us found this MILF online. Named Brynn. Her husband made the arrangements. She loved getting fucked by lots of guys. He had arranged for us to do a train on her…” I laid there listening. Oh my God, that’s what they are planning for me!

“She was on her back,” Roydell said, painting the scene, “legs spread, the cum just pouring out of her snatch after all those guys. We had given it to her good… the bitch could take some dick…” He looked over at me. “Kind of like our hot one here.”

I must have moved or something. Chad came over, asking me if I wanted to get up, helping me off the ottoman. I felt so much better as I looked at the wall clock. I slept for nearly an hour. Chad left the blanket covering my shoulders as I shivered in the cool air.

“Go on,” I giggled. “The bitch could take some dick.”

Roydell looked around the room, suddenly embarrassed at his language. “Sorry… Anyway, I don’t know what happened. I felt this strong desire to try it… I love to eat pussy, anyway. So I did… buried my face in this mass of cum. Discovered I loved it! While I was scooping away, getting as much as I could, she came like a rocketship, exploding off the bed… just like you did on the trails today.”

“Those were powerful orgasms,” I giggled. “We will have to do that again.” The way his eyes lit up made the entire room laugh now.

My eyes met Sawyer’s. “How you doin’, babe?” he asked. “Still want to continue?” I walked over to stand next to him. He reached inside the blanket, caressing my breasts.

I giggled softly, looking around the room. “I’m just getting started.”

Cheers, laughter and applause swept the room as I glanced at Chad. He was laughing as well, shaking his head. I could tell what he was thinking. My wife is incorrigible. She definitely can take some dick. And wants to do more.

“We have plans for the rest of the night,” Sawyer said. “How much do you want to sleep?”

I giggled again, looking at the room. “When I have all of you available? Not much. I can sleep tomorrow night. Though after that earlier session… My lust might want me to keep going, but my body needs to take breaks in-between. I’m not as young as I used to be. Can we do that? Take breaks…”

“That’s the plan,” Sawyer chuckled. “After getting a little juicing from the Wedding Cake, thought we’d try a little triple-tap first thing.” A quizzical look must have crossed my face, because Sawyer looked at the room. “She gonna like that, won’t she?” The laughter and cheering started again.


Chapter Nine




Sawyer pulled me onto his lap. It was like everyone else left the room as our eyes met. “We gonna fill all three holes at the same time. Ride you like a rented mule. You good with that?”

I adjusted my position on his lap as he grew hard again, moving my back to face him, gripping his rod between my legs, then lowered myself on that glorious shaft. “Oh, yes… I would love that,” as groans escaped my lips.

Sawyer nodded to Jalen, who fired up his vaporizer, handing the Wedding Cake around. In-between pushing down on Sawyer, I took large draws, passing the pen on.

He pushed our chair away from the table. I leaned back, spreading my legs, so everyone could see what was going on. They wanted to watch that log split my folds. I was working him up and down. He pushed the blanket off my shoulders, gripping my breasts as he thrust firmly upward. Moans told everyone what I was feeling as I closed my eyes, feeling the rush of pleasure. The warmth of the dope seemed to float me ever high as I plunged down on my new lover.

“You really do like this, don’t you?” Chad laughed. The guys stood up, surrounding us. Wanting a closer look.

“What else did you have planned?” I asked as I worked that cock inside.

Sawyer went on. “After we wear you out, all the guys want a little alone time. We’ll let you nap a little, then pull you over for a one-on-one, or maybe two-on-one, then let you sleep some more. In the morning, when everyone has taken what they want, we are going to do a special for my man, Roydell. Run a train. Know what that is?”

It was all I could do to concentrate on what he was saying. The steady movement of his enormous shaft inside me, combined with the images of being taken all night, and the Wedding Cake, were clouding my mind. Groans escaped. Other hands joined in, pinching my breasts, stroking my clit. I simply nodded. I knew what a train was.

Sawyer’s thrusts became harder, deeper. “Yes, gonna do a train on you so hard you’ll walk bow-legged for a week. Every guy gonna fuck you for a long time. Work for you, Chad?”

“Just what she wants… go for it.” Chad said, stepping over to take my head in his hands, kissing me as I groaned with Sawyer’s latest plunge upward. I struggled now. The touching, the plunging, the dope, the kissing, being on display.

I screamed as the release tore through me. My body twisted with the wild pleasure, convulsions wracking my core. All hands grew more aggressive, twisting, pinching. The sensations unlocked a desire inside I had never felt, even after all the pleasure of the last few hours. I wanted more, needed to feel all these cocks. I hardly recognized myself as I gave everything I was to the pleasure, finally collapsing back on Sawyer, panting heavily.

Sawyer was laughing now, joined by the rest of the men. “I think our little slut is ready, don’t you guys?”

He did not wait for a response, pulling out of me, guiding us toward the bedroom. My knees wobbled as we got closer. The desire quivered in me, controlling my need. I wanted every cock to take me as often as I could stand.

It did not take long for me to get him back inside my welcoming sex. Sawyer dropped to the bed, holding his shaft up at me. I scrambled up, impaling myself. Groans escaped my lips on his re-entry. God, that feels so good!

By the time everyone else entered the room, I rode that monster with all I had. Pleasure surged through me. Sawyer gently slapped my ass. “Slow down, now. Long night ahead.”

I couldn’t stop. Desire… and probably the Wedding Cake… were in control now as I continued slamming myself on his rod. He swatted me again, this time harder. I whined at his slap. It did not matter. “I said to slow down,” grabbing me by the throat. “I don’t want to cum yet. Your husband put me in charge. And you agreed. So stop.”

I whimpered, but finally stopped moving.

Sawyer released my throat. “You gonna get plenty, girl. Need to give us a chance to get ready.”

Collapsing on his chest, I waited. I could not stop trembling as this overwhelming desire continued to shake me. Soon, a cool liquid touched my rear opening. I looked around. It was Chad.

He smiled at me. “Just getting you ready. Sergio wants to go first.” He stroked the spot where Sawyer spanked me a couple times, but his primary focus was using his fingers to prepare me for Sergio’s pleasure. He inserted one finger, worked it around, then two, finally three.

I moved again, this sensation driving my new desire even higher. Sawyer pushed me off his chest, grabbing my throat again. “Slow the fuck down. Next time I have to tell you, we’ll tie you to that chair in the corner and leave you to tremble on your own after we leave. Got it?”

I tried to nod again, but that wasn’t enough this time. “That requires a yes or no,” he said.

It was all I could do to get the words out, whispering a soft ‘yes.’ That word sent me even higher as he let me back on his chest. There was something about submitting to this man, to his will, giving myself over to his control. I felt a fresh surge of arousal.

Just then, Sergio stepped up. “You ready for some dp, sweet Talia? Gonna give you a serious fucking.”

“Yes… yes… please.”

The pressure on my rear told me of his entry. After being taken in my back door so often during the hike… and Chad’s gentle preparation… his passage was easy. The combination of the two cocks immediately collapsed all control as I groaned loudly.

Sawyer pushed my chest up. I used my hands to support myself. Roydell was there with a fresh cock in my mouth. Here it was. The ‘triple-tap.’ Every opening filled. My already amplified sexual desire shook me, bringing the first release after that.

I pulled the cock out of my mouth. “Oh, God… fuck me… yes… that’s it…” Roydell laughed at my words, but forced my mouth back onto his cock.

And that was my existence for the next hour-plus. When one guy came, another took his place. Sawyer eventually could not hold off, exploding inside me. Jalen replaced him underneath. Even Chad spent time inside my mouth and took my ass once. My openings below throbbed and quivered as I came repeatedly.

Again, exhaustion set in. I struggled to continue even as my sex demanded more. My legs and knees burned from the awkward position. Yet my body tingled with a fierce anticipation, craving for even more. Finally, Roydell and Jalen released in a coordinated effort. My sexual hunger was beyond redemption now, insatiable, as these men pounded into me.

I came with a forceful release, my body convulsing and trembling with pleasure. I let out soft whimpers and low groans, overwhelmed by the intense ecstasy coursing through me. As the waves of wild pleasure crashed over me, I collapsed onto Jalen’s chest, feeling the rise and fall of his breath against my skin.

My breathing was ragged now. Groans not just of pleasure but of struggle caught Sawyer and Chad’s attention. They rolled me off Jalen, onto my side. I throbbed in place, tears running down my face. Nothing had ever taken me this high before.

It was all I could do to look around the room. The guys were smiling at their successful efforts as I dosed off, feeling Chad help me under the covers. He joined me as we cuddled close. I turned as he took me in his arms, kissing him softly before blackness took me.

Gentle shakes woke me as I looked up to see Sergio and Mike standing above the bed. ‘Come with us,’ they whispered. I glanced at the nightstand clock. It was 1 in the morning. But the tingling in my sex gave all the answers I needed. I softly pulled away from Chad’s arms, following the guys back to their room.

For the next hour, we made love. Not the frantic, raw sex of our group sessions. This was a gentle caring, with strokes of affection. My releases, like theirs, were softer. As soon as we finished, I went back to cuddle with Chad. He looked up at me and smiled. ‘Have fun?’ I could only dig myself closer to him, dropping to sleep.

And that’s how my night went. Roydell came next, then Jalen, then Jackson. After the explosive, body-numbing climaxes of the group play, my body caught the slower, more tender vibe of these sessions. It was like the hard cumming was the work. These were the reward.

By the time I came back to bed with Chad, I welcomed his embrace. Funny how sleeping with other men would supercharge the desire for my husband, but it did. We did not make love, just held each other, kissing with all the tender love we felt for each other. I was quickly asleep.

It was the sleep of the dead for me this time. Exhausted beyond all reason. I half expected to be awoken by Sawyer for his solo, but Chad told me he would not be coming. That he and Chad had worked out a plan for him later…. A special reward. I wasn’t sure what he meant by that, but didn’t care. I was beyond tired!

When I woke, the nightstand clock said 9:30. I could hear the crowd in the kitchen, and smelled the bacon. Sergio apparently worked as a chef at a breakfast place during the summer. Eggs, bacon and toast, along with cheers, greeted my naked arrival in the kitchen. All the guys stood, giving me an ovation.

I blushed with the knowledge of what they were clapping for. That had been some night. I wondered if I could even figure out how many times I came and how many insertions had been made into my openings. Truthfully, didn’t care. It was a lot for both. And I loved every minute.

I walked from guy to guy, touching each, allowing them to touch me wherever they wanted. Before I arrived at the chair for me next to Chad, I went up to the standing Sawyer, putting my arms around him.

“Missed not being with you last night,” I whispered in his ear.

“Not by accident,” he chuckled. “Hubby and I have some plans.” Suddenly, I remembered the conversation with Chad, about plans for Sawyer after everyone else left.

I sat next to Chad, eating a full plate of delicious food. Offering my compliments to Sergio.

Sawyer wasted no time at getting back on track… my track, that is. “Time for us to think about our last session with the lovely Talia. We have promised her a train. Everyone still in?”

Mike and Jackson both offered their regrets. They had Memorial Day family commitments they could not get away from. They both hugged me, thanking the group for including them, then left. Sergio, Jalen, Roydell, Sawyer and Chad remained. I wasn’t all that familiar with a train, but wondered how many a train required.

Sawyer laughed in that deep voice of his. “Let’s talk about the train. You still willing, Talia?” I nodded yes. He looked at Chad, a little exasperated. “What’s with this head nodding? She always like that?”

“I can speak,” I protested. “Just a little embarrassing.”

“What is?” Sawyer chuckled. “That you like to get fucked and want to do it over and over?”

The guys burst out laughing. I blushed, looking at Chad. “Am I that bad?”

Chad shrugged. “Bad is not the word I would use. Enthusiastic, maybe. Bottomless desire for sure. Any of you think bad is the right word?” ‘No way.’ ‘Not a chance.’ ‘Forget it.’

“Good to know,” Sawyer said. “From how on… we’ll use words when asked questions. Agreed?”

I started to nod my head, then smiled at the group. “Yes.”

Chad laughed. “Then I think it is time to prepare for Roydell’s reward, don’t you?”


Chapter Ten




I looked at Chad, a little worried. I knew what a train was, but didn’t really know what it meant for me. Sawyer took me in his arms, carrying me to the living space. Jalen followed us with two pillows from the bedrooms. He placed the pillows on the edge of the ottoman.

Sawyer laid me on my back, my ass directly on top of the pillows. This left my back arched slightly, hips in the air, near the edge. I needed to hold my legs in the air.

Chad walked around to the other side of the ottoman. Sawyer bent my legs back, nearly bending my body in half, ankles on either side of my head. Chad grabbed them, moving up to use his knees to hold the legs in place. This left my sex completely exposed on top of the pillows, at a perfect position to be penetrated by a guy standing on the floor next to me.

I was trembling now, alternating looks at Sergio, who was stepping up to my sex, and my husband, whose cock was jutting out right above my face. Sergio played with me a few times, bouncing his cock on my clit and lips, moving it back and forth, teasing me. I jerked at each touch, so aroused, I quivered at what was to come.

When he finally went inside, he left little doubt about his intentions. He hammered into my sex, pistoning with all the power his hips could project. I don’t know if it resulted from having so many cocks in me over the last 24 hours, or the ultra-exposed position I was in, or the knowledge that this was just the beginning. Whatever it was, my desire was on the absolute edge!

I quickly screamed my first release, thrashing underneath Sergio as he took it to me hard. After I came down, I saw Chad chuckling above my head. “They have organized themselves in size order. That was the smallest one. Going to be much bigger from here.”

I gasped at his words, but knew how much I wanted this. One cock after the other. All the preliminaries of the weekend had been building to this all-out assault on my sex. And Sergio did not disappoint. He didn’t slow or stop during my release. Just kept pounding into me.

Once he came, Roydell followed, then Jalen. Both Roydell and Jalen could last a long time. I came so often the releases were becoming painful. And my back was aching a little. After Roydell started, I asked Sawyer to release my legs so I could wrap them around the guys. He nodded to Chad, who stepped back.

Now I became the wanton slut I wanted to be. Each thrust brought my welcoming heels pulling at their ass. Harder, my heels said. Take me. Jalen was relentless in giving me what I wanted. He was a jackhammer of cock. His enormous member assaulting my sex for all the pleasure I wanted.

While he was pounding into me, Roydell came up, stuffing his cock in my mouth. The two men used me unrelentingly as I came and came. Once Jalen came himself, Chad moved around to make his offering. I never thought of Chad being small, definitely above average, 7-inches. But compared to Jalen and Sawyer? He was tiny.

Plus, they had positioned me at such an angle that it trapped the cum inside. This left a gathering pool of white cream. When Chad stuffed himself in me, he cried out with the surprise. ‘Like stuffing yourself in a Boston Cream Pie,’ he joked, to laughter from all the guys.

I didn’t care. My mind was a mess of arousal and cumming. Chad did not help. We were so attuned to each other over so many years of making love that he knew just which buttons to push. He hammered me while twisting my clit in just the right way. I mewled at each release. He later told me he lasted so long because there was so much cream, he had trouble developing any friction. I had no such trouble, thrashing on his pole as he took me hard. I came and came.

Yes, this was MY Chad, my long-time husband who had never been rough with me in any way that mattered. Here he was, almost worse than some of these college kids. Stabbing deep, torturing my sex with every thrust.

Once again, after Chad came, Sawyer entered, giving me a solid fucking, but did not cum. He apologized to Roydell, but the other guys seemed to know the reason.

When everyone finished, I was panting on top of the pillows, my face and body drenched with sweat, trembling at the constant onslaught of releases. But then Roydell drove his face into my sex, scooping big globs of spunk with his tongue, attacking my clit. I came off the ottoman, writhing in orgasmic torment. The release, which seemed to burn me from the base, ignited into a fire of incredible power that washed through me. I screamed and screamed, thrashing at the overload of sensations. When he pulled his face back, I collapsed, exhaustion finally taking me.

I woke a half-hour later. They had covered me with a blanket and left the room. Must have expected me to sleep longer. When I got up, everyone was in their bedrooms, dressed, packing for the journey home.

Even Chad and Sawyer. This surprised me a little. I thought Chad had some special plan for Sawyer. For now, I greeted everyone. Thanked them for providing me so much pleasure. Roydell and Jalen hugged me as they left. Sawyer stayed behind.

Then Chad asked me to walk to the car with him. Turns out, he had already packed our stuff in the car. I was naked except for the blanket wrapped around my shoulders. I didn’t really need it. The temp was in the upper 70s. Still, outside… There were only two cars left in the driveway. Ours and presumably Sawyer’s.

Chad took me in his arms, kissed me deeply. “Quite a weekend we had. Unexpected the way it turned out, but fun all the same.”

“It really was. So glad we found those guys. Are you okay with what happened?”

“Yes, of course. Totally. In fact, I have one more surprise for you. I am heading for home now.”

“What? I need to get some clothes on.” I started moving toward the cabin, but Chad took my arm, softly but firmly. “You are staying. I want to give you something special to close the weekend.”

I suddenly knew what he meant. Sawyer. “You’re leaving me here with him? And you’re going home?”

“You seemed to enjoy the one-on-ones. And also responded well to Sawyer whenever you were with him. That session on his lap in the kitchen may have been the hottest thing we have ever done!”

“But what about not having overnights and relationships?”

“Look… I know all that… the risk… And I hope I am not cutting my throat with this move, but there’s something about this guy. He’s going to treat you just the way you need. I know it in my heart.”

He hugged me closely. I could feel the tension that was part of this decision. This was a genuine sacrifice on his part. One that he was making for me!

“I called the landlord,” Chad said. “Reserved the cabin for another night. You are free to play with him as long as you like… though, truthfully, I would prefer not overnight. But if you want to stay, just send a text to let me know. You have my permission to go all night… if you want. Please consider it a one-off, not open permission for the future, okay?”

I was at a loss for words. This twist was so unexpected. I looked up at the cabin, then back at Chad. “Are you sure? I don’t want this to create any problems later.”

“Yes, I’m sure. But I want to emphasize again the onetime nature of the offer, not permission to start overnights with all guys or Ulrik. I think Sawyer will take you to another place. And I want you to have that experience. I just hope you don’t stay there.”

“No chance of that. I love you more than I can say. And this action proves me right. I am not going anywhere.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” he chuckled. “Your pack and toiletries are still in the Master bedroom so you’ll have a change of clothes for the end of your time with him… whenever that is.”

He kissed me, walked around to the driver’s side, and drove off. Leaving me standing in the driveway, still naked, with a very large black man inside the cabin. And, in my heart, I was glad he did. I wanted to spend more time with this guy. Yes, I did…


Chapter Eleven




I walked back into the cabin, dropping the blanket to the side as I walked in the door. I wanted to be naked when he saw me. Sawyer must have heard the front door because he walked out of the Master Bedroom just as I entered.

“I guess hubby told you about our arrangement.”

“So surprising. Even overnight if we want. He has not allowed that in a long time.”

“We can stay over if you want… didn’t get the impression he would appreciate that much. But up to you. My girlfriend is back east visiting family for the holiday. Good either way.”

“You have a girlfriend?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeh, why my MILF broke it off with me. Eileen didn’t want to interfere with my relationship.”

“I wouldn’t want that either, but this is going to be a onetime affair, right?”

“That be up to you. I’ve enjoyed playing with you a lot. You one hot slut. We make this a regular side thing if you like.”

“No, I agree with Eileen. You don’t want this to come between you and your girl. If you break up, we can talk. I’ll make sure you have my cell. But for tonight…”

Sawyer did not waste any time. He walked straight toward me, scooping me in his arms. Our lips met in a scorching embrace that had been building with all his denial over the last 24 hours. The strength. The passion. I poured all I was into that kiss, and he did the same.

“Jalen left me a vape pen. Want to try some more Wedding Cake and play?”

“I would like that very much. But first, let’s relax. We have some time. It’s only 4. We have plenty of time to play, even if we are not going overnight.”

We walked into the kitchen. He pulled a bottle of whiskey out of a grocery bag, giving us each a solid pour. I stood there, staring at him. I had been naked around all the guys this weekend, including him, but there was something different about this. The erotic tension flowed into me, like he was a battery and I the device needing to be charged. I quivered with anticipation.

“Tell me about yourself,” I said, as we sat at the table, sipping our drinks.

He talked about coming to State U to play football as a lineman. Thought he had a shot at the NFL. Got a nibble on a practice squad, but the team was pretty clear his role would not go further, so he got a job as a high school football coach. Now Lineman Coach at Montgomery on the east side. I told him I was a middle school English teacher in the same district. Knew that school well.

He told me about his friend, Darrell. How he had a long-term thing with Eileen. She was apparently like me, a hotwife with permission from her husband to play around. She also, like me, enjoyed groups. Darrell brought Sawyer in to play with her on weekends. Roydell and Jalen were in those groups. When Darrell graduated, getting a job in Dallas, he arranged for Sawyer and Roydell to continue with Eileen. He thought Roydell was still doing it with her regularly.

I told him about my prior experience with Ulrik, why overnights were such a challenge for Chad. How we have played, mainly one-on-one’s over the last few months. This was my first real group session, certainly the wildest thing we have ever done together.

“You gonna do it some more, ain’t ya?” he smiled.

“Enjoyed this experience, definitely. But I like one-on-one’s best. This is just for fun. Serendipity.”

He looked a little confused. I laughed softly. “Sorry, English teacher. Something unexpected that works out great.”

Sawyer grinned, pulling out the vape, already packed. “So, how do you want to do this?”

I was a little confused. “Do this? I want that cock of yours inside me as often as you can do it!” laughing at the brazen language.

“You gonna get plenty of that. Eileen taught me that every woman is different. Some like it soft all the time, tender moments, others like vigorous action, more forceful. Eileen liked both ways. My girlfriend wants control, boss her around, fuck her hard. Which are you?”

“If we were doing this more than once, I would be more like Eileen… liking variety. But for this one time, after being so juiced up this weekend, I would prefer the control and hard fucking… if that’s okay with you.”

“I can do that,” he chuckled. “Let’s go do the Wedding Cake and see what happens,” holding his hand out to me. The perfect gentlemen. We walked outside to the patio in back.

This really was a spectacular setting, with its secluded location, yet so close to the lake, you could hear the water. But my every cell was on edge now. We had finally come to the place I wanted so badly. Sawyer was going to take me hard for as long as he wanted.

I wanted it so much that I couldn’t keep my hands off him as we walked to the patio. His enormous, muscular chest. Hard ass. And, of course, the largest cock I had ever held in my hand. When we arrived at the patio, I was all over him. Pushing his t-shirt up, trying to get to his skin.

“Time to learn your place, my hot one. Hands behind your back. Do not move.” He pulled his cloth belt out of his hiking shorts, stepped behind me, binding my wrists so I could not move.

“What are you doing?”

“Didn’t you say you wanted me to be in control?”

“Yes, but…”

“Then keep your hands to yourself. I will tell you when you are free to touch…”

I just bowed my head. He had ratcheted the quivering of desire from before up to trembling. The tingling in my sex, so abused and used this weekend, was screaming for more. I was naked, in the middle of nowhere, my big lover now able to do whatever he wanted with me. Helpless to stop him. That prospect delighted me, but there was an edge now. I sure hope Chad was right about trusting this guy.

We stood on the patio, enjoying the treed landscape, as Sawyer took a couple pulls on the vape. He held the pipe to my lips, and I did the same. It did not take long for us both to be feeling the powerful body high of the marijuana.

I kept pulling on my wrists. I had never done BDSM before. The sensation of pulling, of losing control, etched my desire higher. My panting arousal grew each time he held the pen up to my lips. I pulled on my wrists. Sawyer could see what I was doing.

“Don’t worry. Hubby didn’t want us doing much BDSM. Just needed you to focus on what we were doing here.”

The desire was growing very strong. “I don’t mind. Kind of exciting.”

“Then let’s see how you do.” He started taking his t-shirt off, then his shorts and underwear. His semi-flaccid cock hung in front of him like a dangling snake. “Down on your knees. Get me hard using only your mouth.”

Oh, God… this was it. I struggled to get down without using my hands, but positioned myself in front of him. Licking the precum off his dark cockhead, using my tongue on his long shaft and enormous balls. The balls hung down like Easter eggs wrapped in a soft brown wrapper. Even soft, his shaft was too big to go down my throat.

There was something about not using my hands, having them tied behind my back. Shivers of pure desire would shoot from my mouth to my sex. My eyes drifted up to his as I took as much of him in my mouth as I could. The sight of his stiffening length heightened my arousal, while the soft moans that escaped his lips only added to the intensity. The musky scent of desire filled the air, as I felt a surge of pleasure course through me.

Hands moved to either side of my head, controlling my movements where he wanted. I gave him that control, welcomed it. He was pumping his cock in my mouth now. The gaack, gaack, gaack of my throat is the only sound in the room.

As I struggled to breathe around his now hard shaft, he pulled out of me, helping me to my feet. “You ready now… let’s go to bed.”

He untied my hands on the way into the house. “We can try this again later. For now, we need to get to bed.” We wrapped our arms around each other as we walked through the Great Room to the Master. I dropped onto the bed, pulling his arm to follow me.

“You are an anxious one,” he chuckled, lying next to me.

Sawyer reached his lips down to mine. The kiss took my very soul. Such power, such tenderness, such passion. We were necking like teenagers, his hands roaming freely over my body. Fingers penetrated my sex, gently massaged my clit, tweaked my rear bud. I was moaning with the growing need for him to be inside me.

Without saying a word, he rolled on top of me, inserting himself inside. I moaned now, feeling his full length. Sawyer was far from a gentle lover. His size and girth made it a challenge. But he wasn’t rough, keeping his weight off me, pushing into me slowly so I could adjust to his girth, making sure I was ready.

But once I was, it was like a jackhammer taking my hole. He was slamming into me hard, fast. Stabbing thrusts taking ownership of my pussy. I was under his thrall now. Groaning, twisting, feeling his every move. God, he was big! Even though I had him in me multiple times this weekend, there was something different now. Something more intense, more demanding.

He pulled me into his world, under his control. His musk filled my senses. And I gave myself to his insistence, taking every inch, wrapping my legs around his ass, pulling him in tighter. The force of my release jolted me, bursting forth like a magnificent eruption, as if his mesmerizing touch had taken me with precision.

His mouth found mine again as he pounded into me. We kissed. He suckled my nipples. We kissed again. But the hammering never stopped, didn’t even slow. I came again, this time harder. My entire body shivered with the strength of what had exploded inside me.

He got up, rolling me on my hands and knees, pushing my head back down to the bed. Then hammered more. This time, I could only receive. I opened myself completely to my black lover, allowing him to use me as he wanted, relishing every inch of him. I came and came.

And that was just the beginning. For the next two hours, he took me in every position he could. We took breaks to eat and replenish the Wedding Cake, but he seemed to be hard and inside me almost that entire time. My favorite part was when I got on top, able to use his rod for my own pleasure. I came so often I almost blacked out.

By 9 that evening, we laid in bed, holding each other, both exhausted from the constant fucking. He had only cum three times, but mine were beyond counting.

We napped for a short while in the middle. I felt those same feelings that started as a tingle with Ulrik. I could see getting to really like this guy. Eileen must be a saint, able to give him up.

“We need to go, Talia. Hubby said we could stay the night, but we both know that would be difficult for him. Maybe another time, when he’s more comfortable.”

“I know… but I could really use an early morning boning,” I giggled.

“Me too, but not this time. You have my cell. If you want to get together again… and hubby agrees… we can do it. I have some friends that might enjoy having you in for a fun visit. Eileen planned with her hubby to spend the entire weekend. I would arrange for 3-4 guys to join in. Would you like that?”

“Very much… but Chad may not be as comfortable with that arrangement as Eileen’s husband.”

“Just for an evening then…”

“That we could do. Might even bring Chad along to watch. He likes that.”

“You two have a funny relationship… that’s for sure. We had Eileen’s husband come over once, to watch. He never did it again. Your hubby seems to like it.”

“We started this because of his fantasy. The surprise was that I liked it so much.”

“You one hot babe, that’s for sure.”

We took a long shower together. He gave me his hard shaft against the wall of the shower as the water cascaded down our sides. Sawyer knew how to push every one of my buttons, that’s for sure.


Chapter Twelve




When I pulled up in front of the house around 10 o’clock, we did the same pretend-Uber I had done with Ulrik. Before we arrived, I got out of Sawyer’s front seat, getting in the back. I couldn’t take the risk of my daughter seeing me kissing some stranger when I got out of the car.

Luckily, she was not home. Before he could pull out, I called his cell, inviting him inside. He accepted. Chad greeted him like an old friend, definitely happy we did not spend the night.

Frankly, I was happy too. If I would have spent the night with this gorgeous man, we would have dropped right back into the relationship whirlwind that got me into so much trouble with Ulrik. No, I needed to steer clear of that.

We talked for some time, sharing drinks and the last of the Wedding Cake. I snuck into the bathroom to call my daughter after the dope kicked in. My sex was tingling with need. She texted back that the movie would be over around 11. Will be home before midnight. Good news!

I walked out of the bathroom, nude… for my men, dropping on my knees in front of Sawyer. He chuckled, saying something to Chad about this one likes her dick. Chad could only agree. Shortly after that, I had his pants down, riding him with my sex pointed directly at Chad, like I had done at the group session in the cabin. I straddled his erection, pressing my back against Sawyer’s strong torso. The intoxicating scent of desire filled the air as I parted my legs, revealing the sight of his member sliding between my moist folds.

Chad wasted no time pulling his pants down. He walked over, pulling me forward, stuffing his cock in my mouth. I groaned as my men took it to me. Sawyer pounding up, Chad pounding in. We went like this until they both came. I, of course, climaxed multiple times.

After we played, I told Chad about Sawyer’s offer for a group thing at his apartment, for an evening or a weekend. Chad physically cringed at the weekend, but then softened when I told him he could come with me. We would try an evening first.

I thanked Sawyer for the fun time as we both walked him to his car. I hugged him like a good friend. Chad shook his hand. Then we walked back inside together, arm-in-arm.

It was indeed an amazing weekend. So many new experiences. Multiple guys at a time, being humped on Ridgeline Peak, my first triple-tap, and then the surprise departure of Chad to leave me with Sawyer for as long as I wanted.

That last brought multiple conversations. Why did he do it? He said he wanted me to be happy, knew that Sawyer’s massive cock would bring me a lot of pleasure. So he… his words, mind you… he decided to ‘man-up’ and let me have my fun, even if it made him a little uncomfortable. He was right, of course. I had a lot of fun with Sawyer. That cock was the perfect end to a perfect weekend. And I was glad he did it.

I told him about Sawyer tying my hands behind my back. How hot it made me feel. Chad asked if I would like to do more of that. Yes, was my answer. I loved it. ‘How far do you want to go with that?’ he asked. No clue… was all I could say. But my hotwife adventures so far had placed me firmly in full experimentation mode. Might be fun to try a full night of submission, see how it goes.

When we went to bed that night, we made love in our normal, tender way. Feeling the joy of our relationship stronger than ever. Funny, isn’t it… I had just spent the entire weekend having other men fuck me, while my husband watched most of it… yet we came away closer and more in love than ever.

One of those great paradoxes of love. We both understood clearly. Our hotwife adventures together were just beginning.

The story continues in BOOK 4

of ‘Talia’s Hotwife Adventures:’

Talia Helps at Work
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Chapter One




“Talia…” Chad yelled out.

I heard him coming down from our bedroom. I had been upstairs rearranging closets all afternoon. The one luxury of my job as a middle school English teacher was every summer off! I took full advantage by doing all those projects we put off during the school year. Today was cleaning out closets.

Plus, our oldest daughter, Cindy, had graduated from high school in May. She had already moved back east to set up her apartment before her college began classes. I had spent the last week helping her clean up and pack.

Chad clearly walked straight from the garage to the liquor cabinet. He handed me a drink as soon as I approached. He had already taken a big swig of his own. This was shock enough. He seldom drinks this early in the day, and certainly not on a weekday.

“Hey, babe, what’s going on?” Talia asked. “Must be something big to be drinking this early,” I laughed, taking the offered glass he poured for me.

He walked over and hugged me tightly, then back to his drink for a sip. “You will not believe this… Andrew called me up to the 10th floor today. He wants me to put my name in for the Chief Technology Officer role… to head up Information Technology Division.”

The shock for me was just getting started.

“Remember… Patel is retiring at the end of next month. Andrew told me they have spread a wide net for his replacement. Every time the Management Committee reviewed outside candidates, my name kept popping up. According to Andrew, they have put outside candidates on hold to see if I would be interested.”

“Wow! That’s quite a statement…” I looked at the scowl on his face, a little surprised. “You are… aren’t you? Interested?”

“Of course, but… Come on, Talia! I’m not much of a politician. Leadership roles are mainly schmoozing, pitching for budget priorities, worrying about staffing… I’m a tech guy. Always have been. It’s the systems and delivery that I like. Not sure I want to move so far off the tech, into management.”

I smiled at him. A look of skepticism had to be painting that smile. “When you were 25, maybe!” I laughed. “How long has it been since you sat in front of a coding screen? Or screwed a server into a rack? Come on, Chad. You think of yourself that way, but the reality of your life is…” I gave him my best eye twinkles… “schmoozing, budgeting, and worrying about staff. Right? It’s all we seem to talk about, at least. Even that major upgrade last fall… staff did all the work, right? You were there only to make sure it went smoothly.”

“I guess,” he scowled. His skepticism just made me smile. “Anyway, Andrew thinks my knowledge of the company’s needs, deep system experience, and the successful way I handled that back-office software upgrade last fall… well… he thinks I would be great for the job.”

I wrapped my arm inside his, giving him a soft touch. “And I agree with him, Chad Morrison. This is incredible news. So exciting! Having the CEO ask you personally… must give you front-runner status, right?”

“I think so. He told me if I put my name in, he would submit me to the Board as the top candidate.”

“Such good news,” I clapped. “You work so hard. Good to see them recognizing your efforts, finally.”

“Talia, this would put me on the Management Committee, with 900 staff reporting to me, performance bonuses and stock options. Plus a significant increase in salary.”

“We could definitely use that!” I said, reaching up to hug him again. I took another sip of my drink, then stepped back, noticing his uncertainty again. “Okay, what’s the real hesitation? I remember something you’re always telling me… about there being no solutions, only trade-offs. This sounds great, but I’m sure you have worked out all kinds of trade-offs…”

“Besides the big pay increase and stock options?” he chuckled.

“Besides that…”

“I am a little concerned about the rising visibility within the company and the community. For me, the major trade-off is more hours, at least at the beginning, as I analyze the company’s needs. For us, joining the Management Committee means we will have to be more active in the community, especially us together. All MC members are required to attend a certain number of charitable events every year, take part in planning them, join some of those Boards…”

“I would have no problem with that, Chad,” I cut in. “We have been to plenty of those over the years.”

“I know… but here’s the real downside. The role comes with higher visibility within the company AND the community. That might affect our outside playing. Wasn’t sure you would be happy about that.”

I got quiet suddenly. Definitely had gotten to like the flow of new men and orgasms since we started playing last fall. After that incredible Memorial Day weekend with the college kids, slowing down was NOT on my list of possibilities!

“Why would that be a problem?” she asked.

“Visibility, babe. Think about it. On Ridgeline Peak Trail, less than a month ago, those guys pulled your clothes down right on the trail at Bear Lake! You were screaming your releases at every woodland creature. What if someone had seen you, reported us to the police, or worse, recognized us and called the company? When I’m just another schmuck in IT, they could write it off as a weird tech guy. But as CTO? Much more visible.”

That caught my attention. I walked over to the kitchen high top, sitting on a stool, suddenly concerned. “So you’re saying… if you take this job, our hotwife adventures are over?”

“No… no… nothing that severe. But we will need to be a lot more careful. Doing something as public as getting humped on the trail at Bear Lake will be out of the question.”

“That was fun, wasn’t it? As I recall, you got a few times with me, along with the other guys. You didn’t object then…”

“Come on, Talia,” he interrupted. “You know we both enjoy playing the way we do… But if I’m CTO, visibility will need to become an important part of our planning process.”

“I can live with that, Chad. Our playing lately has been mainly online, anyway. Not public. I even do my solo sessions with Sawyer and Ulrik at their places. We don’t go out beforehand. Hasn’t that worked for you?” Chad nodded his head.

“You seem to especially like the video calls…” I giggled. “… with me worshiping those enormous cocks… Oh wait, is THAT the hesitation? You don’t want to stop either. Afraid if you take this new job, we won’t be able to continue playing?”

“Of course it is. I like what we do, even when you go by yourself. I accept that now. But the risk will be so much greater…”

“Understood. We will build risk and visibility into our planning. Should not be hard. With that off the table, does that mean you will take the job?”

He looked at me sheepishly, with a sly grin. “Yes… I’ll put my name in at least, see what they say. Before then, though, Andrew wants to meet you.”

“Me?”

“Wives have a larger role on the Management Committee. The wives, not the managers, typically do all this charity and community work. He wants to make sure you are suitable for the role.”

“Suitable… So I’m going on display?” I winked at him, my joke causing him to smile back.

“I guess you are. A beautiful, gracious woman like you will have no trouble with a lech like him. His wife divorced him three years ago because he was running around with a woman from BigLabs, apparently caught up in the BigPlay craze. Maybe I should offer you as an incentive for him giving me the job!”

Chad clearly said it as a joke, but it got my mind thinking… would that help? What if I was flirty and made it seem like I was available? Would that help Chad land the new slot?

“And your hotwife would be a willing partner in that offer.” I winked at him again, continuing with his joke.

“Oh…” Chad said, “by the way. Don’t call him Andy. He hates that. I’ve seen him chew out staff that call him that.”

I just nodded acceptance, reaching over to touch his hand. “In the meantime, let’s go up and see if Little Chaddy would like to celebrate!”


Chapter Two




Two days later, I found myself dressed up, heading downtown for a lunch with the CEO of Amber Financial, Andrew Flowers. And my husband, Chad, of course. I was meeting them at Alfredo’s, a tavern downtown.

After making love fiercely the night of the news, we talked about his half-joke of me encouraging Andrew to accept him for the role. If that meant flashing a little skin, and being flirty… or more, I told Chad… then I was game… if that got him the job! Might even be fun.

He did not want me to get carried away. Show some skin, flirt a little. That should be enough, he thought. My outfit reflected that discussion. Tight black leather skirt, high heels, thin summer blouse with several buttons unfastened to show cleavage through my sheer lingerie. Yes, I think this outfit will do the job.

Luckily, I was just in the mood for something different. Since Memorial Day, when six college guys had their way with me for the entire weekend, I have been in almost full-time hotwife mode. I was up for a challenge.

Not only do we play most weekends now, but Chad has given me permission to visit Sawyer and Ulrik in between. Usually Chad goes along for our sessions, but for those two, I usually go solo.

Over the Memorial Day weekend, he added some real insight. He wanted to watch me make love to others because he knew there was a nasty slut inside, ready to break free. He had seen it in multiples of our solo sessions together over the years. His fantasy was more about letting that slut out to play. That’s what he said, at least. And it turned out to be true. My sexual desire has come alive!

Though, now, 8 months later, he struggles to describe his actual need when we first started. He wanted to be cuckolded. Watching me play stoked that desire, and my going solo just added more. When I return after a session, we hump like demons.

But everything was not rosy along the way. We had to learn from hard experience that, even with all the openness about playing, emotions had a way of intruding.

Ulrik, and now Sawyer, captured my heart as well as my need. I still loved and cherished my husband, but these guys took it to me. They kept me on the edge of wanting more and staying with my husband.

There was no way I would ever do that! Sex, no matter how hot, cannot replace the love, history, and relationship I have with Chad. Funny how sometimes you have to go to the very edge of a relationship to discover its strength.

That Memorial Weekend with the college boys introduced me to the best lover I have ever had. Sawyer was a very large black football player, recently graduated from State U. His combination of extra-large equipment, domineering nature, and tender kisses… oh my!

I have never told my husband this, but sorry, Chad. Sawyer is on another level. I play with him as often as Chad will let me. My husband knows I like him, but he also knows, as does Sawyer, that I am not leaving my husband for this young kid.

Once I removed the emotional risk, Chad seemed to accept my relationships with these guys, even enjoyed watching and listening to me tell him about what we did. Now, we play regularly. I have had large men and small. White, black. Groups and solos.

But as I step out of the Uber for my lunch with the CEO, this will be my first attempt to flirt with such a powerful man. I wondered, as I straightened up my outfit on my way in, how far Chad wants me to take this. With my new hotwife toolkit, I will go all the way, if that’s what he wanted.
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Alfredo’s is close enough to their office that they could walk. The place was only half-full on this hot summer day. I turned out to be the first one of our party here, selecting a booth toward the back.

A little privacy, but not too much. I giggled to myself. Come on, Talia! Get a grip! Just because you found some guys to make it with, doesn’t mean every guy will! Think above the waist!

This was my first visit to this tavern, though Chad comes here frequently with colleagues for lunch. The bartender was definitely great eye candy. He was a tall black man, well over six feet, looked like he spent a lot of time in the gym since his red Alfredo’s polo shirt stretched around his massive chest and arms. I could definitely enjoy that guy… Talia! Get your mind out of the gutter!

Sitting here gave me a chance to look around. The bar was certainly impressive. An old-style dark wood counter offset two cabinets against the wall that oddly looked like windows but were holding knickknacks the owner had collected.

I looked around the bar, a smile on my face. All my friends and relatives think of me as such a good wife, loyal, kind, helpful in every family emergency. None of them would ever imagine the nasty things I do with my husband and other men.

Or what my mind was conjuring as Chad and Andrew walked in the door. I waved to let them know I was here, getting up to give my husband and Andrew a friendship hug.

I had seen Andrew Flowers at events in the past, but never this close. He was tall, much taller than Chad, had salt-n-pepper chestnut brown hair that made him look very distinguished. He was buff, but not like the bartender. Lean would be the right description. His blue eyes and wide smile soaked me into his world.

Oh yes, I could definitely see myself getting VERY intimate with this guy. I loved watching his eyes struggle to avoid the ample cleavage I was doing everything to make available. Still, his manner was formal and stiff. He was meeting the wife of a colleague for the first time. Clearly did not want to offend or make any comment that could be construed wrongly.

Chad shook his head, giving me a light kick under the table as we sat down. Laying it on too thick, he was saying. I just smiled at him, nodding I understood his message.

The conversation was a typical introduction. My job, kids, where we grew up. He was a fun guy, always quick with a joke or witty reply. By the time the server was bringing our food, I understood why this guy was the CEO. He commanded the table with the force of his personality and his clever mind. Oh yes, I could definitely see this guy in my future.

Andrew spoke at length about how he admired Chad and appreciated all his work on behalf of the company. How he would be a great addition to the Management Committee. He said these as if it was a done deal. As if they had made all the decisions, awaiting only Chad’s agreement to put his name in.

All the while, I was leaning forward whenever I had a chance, offering ample visuals, giving him warm smiles and laughing at his jokes. Even touched his hand and arm occasionally. All very innocent, but I was clearly comfortable touching him and that Chad accepted my doing so. Andrew softened as the conversation progressed.

After the meal arrived, the conversation turned personal. What we liked to do in our spare time. Hobbies, charities we favored, that kind of thing. I could tell he was warming to us, especially to me. His eyes got warmer, the tone more inviting.

“So, how long have you two been married?” Andrew asked.

Chad replied with a funny, “A long time…” followed by a cute, “… but not long enough,” winking at me. I smiled at my husband. I gave Andrew the 22-year facts and touched Chad’s hand, agreeing with the ‘not long enough.’ There was no mistaking we were a close couple.

Andrew suddenly turned inward, talking about his divorce and how much he missed her. I could tell he was lonely and short on female companionship. Maybe this was my chance.

“What do you miss about her?” I asked innocently.

His eyes flared with a sudden aggressive desire, then settled down, looking embarrassed at Chad. “I miss having a companion more than anything else.”

“That’s all? Just a companion?” I said, the innuendo dripping from every syllable.

Again, he looked at Chad, wondering what he should say. “I miss a lot of things,” he chuckled.

Then I changed the tone of the conversation, reaching out to stroke Andrew’s arm. “Maybe we could help you with those other things,” I said. Chad kicked me under the table, for real this time. I jerked a little, but had a strong read on this guy now. He was interested.

“Maybe…” Andrew said, a flush in his face. He reached under the table, stroking my leg. I opened my thighs to invite him higher. He smiled, looking at Chad again.

“I need to go. Have a meeting with Dexter at 1:30.” Andrew stood. “Pleased to meet you, Talia. I think you and your husband would be a perfect fit for the MC. If Chad agrees, I will put his name forward at the next board meeting. Work for you, Chad?”

“Yes, please do. Thank you, Andrew. I appreciate your confidence in me.”

I stood with him, giving him a long hug, which included pressing my breasts against his chest and a light touch of my hip on his groin. He looked at me, the message slowly coming to him, as he glanced at Chad. Chad just nodded his head, as if this was all perfectly normal.

But before Andrew could get out the door, Chad was practically yelling at me. “I can’t believe you did that! Shit, Talia… You were going to flirt and show, not offer services!”

I sat back on the booth cushions, staring at him. “You’re wrong. Did you see his erection when he stood up? He tried to hold his napkin to hide it, but there was no mistake. He was interested.”

“Talia… Jesus… What does that even mean? What will he think of me as a guy whose wife runs around on him?”

“Are you?” I giggled. “A guy whose wife runs around on him?”

“Kind of…” he chuckled, “but he doesn’t need to know that! Shit… What am I going to say to him now? We’ve always had a friendly relationship, but this?!”

“Don’t worry. I have a good read on this guy. He knew what I was saying… and doing. Here’s my prediction. Next time you meet with him alone, he will bring me up. Tell you how attractive I was, or friendly, some sign that he liked me. Your next step is to invite him to our house for dinner. If you can figure out how, drop in a line about how thrilled I would be to see him as well. Maybe with a wink or something, to let him know there may be something extra involved.”

“You are out of your fucking mind! Rein in the slut, babe… Shit. How am I going to face him now?”

I smiled back. “You’ll see. Trust me on this one. A woman knows when a guy is attracted to her.”

“I don’t want you sleeping with everyone on the MC, for God’s sake! That would make the meetings difficult, to say the least.”

“No, only him. He wants to play. If he has experience with BigPlay, then we know he also does not mind sharing. You’ll see. Let this play out. Could be fun.”

I took his arm as we walked out. “Don’t worry, Chad. This will work out great. We’ll have some fun. You will cement your relationship with him. And I will play the seductress right in front of you.”

“I hope you’re right,” Chad said, a little exasperation in his tone. I knew we had put things in motion, whether or not he liked it. We would see the result soon, I suspected.


Chapter Three




All the way home, all we could talk about was my brazen touching and practically offering myself to his new boss. It scared Chad, worried this would color his relationship, and made me promise not to have any contact with him outside of our doing things together. He did not want to add a third guy to my solo sessions list.

That was an easy agreement. I had no interest in him for that. But he was a sexy guy. I just hoped his cock was as long as his body. His hands were certainly big enough. You know what they say about the size of the hands…

The next Tuesday, Chad came home early, breathlessly yelling my name as he came in. I was down in the basement, sorting through boxes. I told him where I was. He ran down the stairs just as I stood up, sweeping me into his arms.

“You are now looking at the new Chief Technology Officer of Amber Financial!”

“Congratulations, my love. You deserve it. I assume the Board met today…”

“Yes, they did. I was the only candidate they presented. Apparently, Andrew had spoken to the Management Committee on my behalf. The entire MC gave me their endorsement.”

“So happy for you,” I chuckled. “Let’s go celebrate. We can splurge on Tomasino’s! You know I love that place.”

“And we just might be able to afford it now!” Chad laughed, turning toward the stairs.

But before he could move away from me, I was dragging my husband over to an old sofa we had down there, dropping to my knees, yanking his pants down.

As I pulled his cock toward my mouth, “I think my hard-working husband needs a little reward for his success, don’t you?”

“He definitely does,” Chad chuckled, stuffing his hardening rod into my open mouth.

He tasted so good. Was it the joy of his promotion? Or the anticipation of whether this would mean Andrew came with the bargain? I didn’t really care.

After he was ready for me, I got up, leaning over the arm of the sofa on my stomach. I held my ass high and inviting. “Use me, Chad. Do whatever you like. I want to feel you inside me.”

That was all he needed. His cock split my vaginal lips as I cried out with the joy of his entry. He took me hard at first, slamming into me with everything he had. After my first orgasm, he slowed, talking…

“You’ll never believe what happened next. My hotwife may actually like this news.” He kept up his slow in-and-out as he spoke.

“Andrew called me into his office to give me the good news. The entire MC was there. They clapped hands, welcoming me to their ranks. They had already crafted a memo to all staff and a press release. He presented both to me for approval, then sent them out, making it official.”

His slow pace of penetration kept me on edge as I tried to maintain concentration on his words, but I could not help myself as another soft orgasm tore through me, grunting with the pleasure.

“But that’s not the news for you… As we were walking out the door, Andrew tapped my arm, asking me to hang back. I did. All he wanted to talk about was you.”

This drove my arousal higher. “Me?” I asked, as I ground on his rod.

“This is what he said. Word for word. ‘Your wife is a firecracker, isn’t she?’ I told him he had no idea!”

I pushed back on him, encouraging him to go on. Chad gave my ass a hard slap. “Well, my little slut, you may get what you asked for. He was VERY interested. In fact, he is coming over for dinner this Friday night.”

He increased the pace of his pumping. He could tell I was getting excited at the prospect; my next release building.

“What did you tell him?” I asked, in between moans.

“I told him just what you said. That you liked him as well, that he should come over for dinner sometime soon. We could have some fun.”

“We could have some fun… you said it just like that?”

“Yes, I did. You should have seen it. His face flushed beet red. He knew exactly what I meant.”

By this time, Chad was pounding into me. Hard, vicious stabs. I screamed out the joy of my releases, one after the other.

All the while he was pounding into me, he was talking about our new guest. “Yes, I think Andrew will like my hotwife very much. He will take you aggressively if the rumors about his breakup were true.”

His stabbing got stronger, more focused on my pleasure. I screamed out another release, but he did not stop talking.

“The babe he had his fling with was only in her 20s. Some lab tech over at BigLabs. They apparently met at one of those BigPlay clubs. Did the group thing regularly. I saw her with him once. She was smoking hot.”

He pounded into me several times in quick succession, ready for his own release. “If he was doing BigPlay groups, that means he can get it up often and for long periods. I think you will like him very much.”

That was all I could take, as I screamed with a final climax that shook me. Chad shot his own load inside, amplifying my orgasm. I quivered on the arm of the sofa. Chad gently pulled back, rubbing my ass cheeks as I trembled.

He walked over to the laundry machine, rummaging around for something to use on me, returning with a bath towel. Then helped me clean up. We walked upstairs, arm-in-arm, getting dressed for Tomasino’s.

All the way to the restaurant, all we could talk about was the promotion and the dinner on Friday night. If possible, I think Chad was more excited than I was about the dinner with Andrew. My sex tingled much of the night as we talked.

Surprisingly, the word had already spread about the promotion. Several friends, and even some people we knew only peripherally, came up to us, congratulating Chad on the new job.

One stood out. Cameron Brewster, CEO of Brewster Systems. His company was growing so fast it was rapidly becoming a major employer in town. The company, and Cameron personally, had several million at Amber, knew our company well.

Cameron came to our table, introduced himself. Said he saw the press release, wanted to congratulate Chad personally. We met his beautiful wife, Brynn. They were a lovely couple. And so in love. Not quite our age, maybe late 30s, but she was gracious, congratulating me as well.

A memory flashed into my mind suddenly. Sawyer told me of a group session with a woman named Brynn, where Roydell, one guy from my college kid weekend, learned he enjoyed eating cum. Could this be the same woman? No, couldn’t be. Could it?

Both Chad and I had grown up in modest circumstances. My parents both teachers. Chad’s dad was a carpenter and his mom a nurse. After the Brewster’s left, I discussed this with Chad. The surprise of being in this place, with people like the Brewster’s coming to talk to us. The pride I felt for my husband could not have been stronger at that moment.

But now, I had to make good on my part of the bargain. Satisfying his new boss. This left me more nervous than I expected. After all, spreading my legs had become my principal hobby over the last 8 months. Why would this be any different?

Just because he was a CEO did not make any difference. He was a guy like any other. I wanted him to tear my clothes off, then ruthlessly fuck me until I came so often I couldn’t breathe. What could go wrong?


Chapter Four




For the rest of the week, I was a bundle of nerves. I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for my husband’s new boss. We had hosted many dinners at our house. The food would not be a challenge. But I wanted to make sure Andrew and I had opportunities to let things progress.

Chad and I settled on grilled salmon and mushroom risotto. Since Chad would do the grilling, he could leave to grill for spaces of time. This will allow me and Andrew to talk about what was to come.

Before then, I suggested Chad visit Andrew in his office and have a frank discussion. Tell him about my being a hotwife, how he liked to watch, and sometimes join in. That way, Andrew would come to the house with full expectations.

They apparently had that conversation late on Thursday afternoon. When Chad got home afterwards, he was almost breathless with excitement. Andrew suspected my hotwife status after the lunch. And was happy to be included in my circle.

We talked endlessly about what I should wear. ‘How about nothing?’ Chad had joked. Probably would have been acceptable to Andrew, but that was a little too brazen for my tastes. In the end, I settled on a black silk robe Chad had bought for me in San Francisco. The robe hung to just above my knees with a single tie to hold it together. This left plenty of cleavage in view.

Underneath, I planned a mulberry silk slip dress that hung to the upper thigh. This was a night set purchased at Caroline’s. It was transparent. No underwear, of course. When it came time for the removal, one small pull on the robe tie would expose everything I offered Andrew.

We decided for Chad to dress ‘business casual,’ khakis and button-down shirt. We were both sure Andrew would arrive like that.

On Friday, Chad left work early. He poured me a bath, then shaved me completely. After 8 months of practice, he had gotten very good at this. My mons glistened smooth as the day I was born when he finished. I put my shoulder-length hair in a ponytail using a black silk scrunchie that matched the robe. All of this set off my auburn hair to perfection. He went around the house, closing curtains on every window.

Chad could only shake his head. “That guy will not know what happened by the time you are done with him.”

“You don’t think this is too forward? You told him about us, but maybe I should be more demure when he first arrives? A regular ‘receiving your boss’ dress?”

“Why bother? He knows why he is here, and so do we. This outfit removes the uncertainty for him. He will relax and do what he likes.” Chad reached over, stroking my nipples through the silky material. They were already hard. Now throbbing with his touch.

Chad looked at me. For the first time, I saw a measure of uncertainty in his expression.

“Do you want me to control the pace at the start? I figured we could go two ways. Keep things calm at first. Your outfit will set the tone. Everything will be like every other guest we have for dinner. When I go out to check the salmon, you approach him, making it clear he is free to touch. Hopefully, this will break the ice. We can then eat. If you are comfortable, you can hang the robe on the back of the chair before sitting down to eat, allowing your girl’s free movement. After we finish, we move to the bedroom and see what happens.”

He thought for a minute, then continued. “Or… we could do none of that. Just let him set the pace. I should warn you, Talia. He’s a forceful personality. I have seen it in many meetings. When he sees you in that outfit, he may take that as implicit permission to do whatever he wants. By the time I come in with the salmon, he might have you over the sofa, banging away. Just so you know, that would not upset me. Like the cabin. I know what is coming and don’t care how it happens.”

“You are going to join in when we move upstairs, aren’t you?” I asked, uncertainly.

“Of course… of course. But… and I can’t emphasize enough how willful this guy is. He took Amber Financial from a mid-sized private bank and money manager to one of the largest in the region, now touching on national status. All through his own determination.”

“Why does that worry you? Forceful is good, right?” I certainly liked that aspect. Yet, I could see that worried Chad.

“It is… I know you like the bulls to be that way, but for me… Porn and erotica are full of stories where strong bulls treat cuckolds badly. Might make the next couple of hours pretty hard for me.”

“I thought you liked it when the bulls talked trash at you. Weak-dick. Let a real man take me. That kind of shit. I thought you enjoyed that. It’s all role play. We both know that.”

“I do… I do… but there are many things he could do. We do not know how he will react. And, let’s face it, he’s my boss. This has the potential of back-firing badly, with me being viewed as weak in his mind.”

Stepping up to my husband, I took him in my arms. “I couldn’t care less about him. I know how I will react if he does anything like that. We are a package deal. I don’t care if this is the shortest tenure of CTO on record. He will not abuse you at any step. Trust me. I will watch out for you. You listen to me, not him. We enter the bedroom together or not at all. He can say all the trash talk he wants. I’ll even join in. I’ve seen your cock swell when the bulls do that. Everything else will be at my discretion, not his. I am the hotwife.”

“Thanks, babe. I appreciate that.”

Just then, the doorbell rang. He was here. Chad leaned over, giving me a gentle kiss. “Have fun!”

I stayed in the kitchen as Chad went to the door. My nipples were so hard, the material scraped across them. Funny that we had played so often before, even with groups, but this one made me more nervous than all the rest.

I could hear them talking in the foyer. Chad shaking his hand, welcoming him to our home. They walked back toward the kitchen, where I was standing in my black silk robe. Andrew stopped to look at me.

He gulped once, looked back at Chad, then moved directly to me, taking me in his arms and kissing me with all the passion he had bottled up inside. His hands were all over me, pinching nipples, flowing over my sex, pressing his already hard cock against me.

By the time he pulled back, I had to take a few deep breaths to recover. This was certainly the forceful guy Chad had warned about.

“Chad,” Andrew said, not as a request. “Why don’t you fix us a drink? I’ll take whatever whiskey you have. Rocks. I’m going to try out your hotwife.” He grabbed my hand, heading for the living room.

Happily, we lived in a modern house built around the ‘Great Room’ concept, where the kitchen was open to the living room. I did not have to enforce any exclusion rules because Chad could see everything.

Chad simply nodded his acceptance, walking to the liquor cabinet. His back was to us as he got bottles and mixer down. By the time he turned around, I was over the back of the loveseat with my top pushed above my head. Andrew simply unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and slammed into me. I groaned at the quick beginning. And he was big! Just like his hands, I giggled to myself.

He wasted no time taking it to me. Only using his fingers to test whether I was ready for him. With all the talk and preparation for most of the afternoon, I was dripping down my leg with arousal. Moisture was not a challenge.

As he pounded into me, Chad walked up, setting the drinks on the kitchen bar top. Andrew looked over at him. “So, what’s your role, Morrison?” All the time they talked, he never missed a plunge.

“Role?”

“You’re the cuck. Been with a lot of hotwives. Some want to be ordered out of the room, locking the door behind them. Others want to suck my dick or forced to do that, anyway. Others just want to watch and maybe join in. Which are you?”

Before Chad could answer, I made a firm decision. I set the only expectations that mattered. “I am the hotwife,” I said, between groans from his plunges. “He is the cuckold. He does what I say. Isn’t that right, cuck?”

Then he surprised me, bowing his head. “Yes, Mistress.” Mistress? Where did that come from? Never called me that before. He must have figured out what I was doing. Allowing me to control Andrew without his having to be involved. I figured this would be better when he goes back to work.

I looked back up my body, moaning at each dive into my hungry sex. “What do you want him to do?” My meaning is clear. He would need my permission first.

“How the hell do I know? Every cuck is different. Just didn’t want to step on toes, or make our working relationship uncomfortable.”

“We are a package deal. Where I go, he goes. Other than that, he will do what we say. Isn’t that right, cuck?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I think I am going to like this ‘Mistress’ talk. I giggled to myself. And Chad seems to like it to.

Andrew nodded with an odd smile. Looking at Chad, said. “Good. Then get over here. I think your hotwife needs another cock in her mouth.”

Chad moved around the loveseat, pulling his khakis open. I pushed myself up on my hands, opening my mouth to him. He was already hard as stone, ready for me.

I can barely remember the next half hour. Andrew took me from behind, Chad from the front. I came so many times I trembled at all the releases. And had trouble breathing. Chad pulled back a few times to let me catch a breath, but Andrew barked at him each time to push it back in. Andrew seemed to like my reaction as I thrashed between these two men.

Chad pulled back, blowing his release across my face, trying as best he could to get it in my mouth. Abruptly, I felt Andrew pull my hips tight against him, as his own cum sprayed my vaginal canal. I came hard on his last release, trembling with the pleasure that shook me.

I slumped down, my face moving toward the loveseat. Chad quickly tore his shirt off, putting it under my face so his cream did not smear across the material. I was panting. My ass was still in the air as Andrew softened. Chad walked into the kitchen, bringing washcloths, throwing one to his boss.

“That was fun,” Andrew laughed. “Shall we eat?”

I was so wiped, I could not get up on my own. Chad pushed me up a little, wiping what cream remained on my face and neck, helping me over the top so Andrew could hold me up as I wobbled on my feet.

“You ARE a firecracker, aren’t you?” Andrew said, nodding his head at me. As soon as I could stand on my own, he helped me pull my dress back over my body.

Then he looked over at my husband. “Chad, I think you’ll be a great CTO, but to think you could tame a wild one like this? Impressive! I didn’t think you had it in you.”

I looked at Chad. The flush of pride was weird. Andrew insulted and praised him all at the same time. Men are weird in this way. I knew that. They would insult each other as a matter of routine. The other guy would laugh and insult back. I never really understood it.

Chad just smiled, appearing to take the comment in the spirit it was given. He came around the loveseat, taking me in his arms. I held onto him tightly.

“Thanks,” he said to Andrew. “She likes it rough in ways I’m not as good at. Like to see her cum so hard when she gets what she needs. I think you will be good for her.”

Andrew chuckled at his response. “I’m happy to oblige anytime you want.”

Chad led me into the kitchen, sitting me at the dining room table, placing the drink in front of me. Andrew sat, touching my hair gently. What an odd mix this guy… Harshly fucking me one minute, tenderly stroking me the next. I could get used to this.

When Chad stepped out to get the salmon on the grill, Andrew looked at me, holding my chin in his hands. “Is this what you were looking for at Alfredo’s? A good hard fucking? You definitely gave me lots of signals.”

“Oh yes. I love that. You can do that to me as much as you like.”

“Whenever I want?” he asked, surprised, dropping his hand.

“Tonight, I meant. If we do this past tonight, it will be with the permission of my husband. We mainly play like this together.” I knew Chad could not handle me adding Andrew to my list of solo sessions.

“So he will watch later… in the bed?”

“Mainly. He occasionally joins, but he mostly likes me to be pleasured… or that’s what he says, anyway.”

“How often do you do this?” he chuckled.

“Whenever we feel like it. I did a group thing over Memorial Day, lasted most of the weekend. Typically, we do it in an evening session. Several times a month.”

“Well, I’d love to join that rotation. I travel a lot on business. Maybe you two could include me when I’m in town.”

I got up to get the risotto ready, knowing Chad would only be another few minutes.

“I would like that, as long as it does not interfere with Chad’s relationship with you at work.”

“That was never a question. Done several hotwife couples before. Not with a co-worker, I’ll give you that, but it should not be a problem. The CTO role does not interact with me as often as the operating heads. Besides, Chad is such a professional at work. You’ve got a good man here. I’m telling you this because it’s the truth, not to stroke you before we make it. Your husband is fantastic at what he does. Knows the tech and seems able to prioritize when money is tight. He deserved that job. Your pushing forward the way you did was just a bonus.”

I giggled from the stovetop. “Glad I could help.”

“Help with what?” Chad said, as he came in from the grill.

“Andrew was telling me they had 10 other better candidates but chose you because I will hump him.” Chad chuckled as I winked at him. He knew I was kidding, but played along.

“Thank God you were available! I thought I would need to hire someone else for that role. Would that be Admin Assistant level 2 or 3?” he said, mock-seriously to his CEO. That got all of us laughing as we sat down to eat.

Yes, this was going to be a fun night.


Chapter Five




Andrew Flowers turned out to be as funny and gracious as he was at lunch. That he would occasionally reach over and pinch a nipple was just a side benefit! We talked about playing, how we discovered it.

He told us of his affair, how it damaged his marriage. He both regretted it and didn’t, he said. Loved the lady he had the affair with. His ex-wife was a cold fish. Not much into the sensual pleasures. For a randy guy like him, that relationship was collapsing anyway. His affair just hurried it along. Luckily, he had plenty of money. They agreed on a settlement and each went their separate ways.

He asked Chad lots of questions about his being a cuckold. How he handled watching his beautiful wife take on so many guys. Truth is, Chad didn’t have an answer. He didn’t know why he liked it so much. A kink, he called it. He especially enjoyed watching multiple guys take her at the same time. I smiled at that comment, touching him. I liked that too, especially after the sessions over Memorial Day.

“If you like groups, try BigPlay,” Andrew said. “I met Sue at a BigPlay club. Watching her take on five of us was a revelation. You, my hot one… would simply LOVE BigPlay. Your need is already there. Imagine that same feeling amplified to the Nth degree. Every woman I have spoken to about it… they say it’s the most intense pleasure they have ever experienced.”

I looked at Chad with a tight smile, wondering what he would say.

“We discussed it a couple times,” Chad said, looking at me sympathetically. “But wasn’t comfortable with ‘whoever they gave us’ ethic at the BigPlay clubs. Isn’t that the basic setup at most BigPlay clubs? You sign up to play and they assign guys to do it…”

“Basically, that is true. But only if that is what you want. Many women now go in solo, without a guy. The club provides the men they need. That’s how I met Sue.” He chuckled at the prospect. “For you, being active as you are, we should be able to put a group together in advance, then rent a room for a few hours. You take the pill and an hour later, you are ravenous for every cock you can get in you.”

He reached over, clasping Chad on the shoulder, like a coach talking to a player. “It’s an amazing thing, Chad. Especially for a cuck that likes to watch. The woman is simply transformed. And you, my lovely,” he said, turning toward me, “as horny as you are already… I can’t imagine what you will be like.”

“What do you mean?” I said, a little worried.

“BigPlay is an aphrodisiac for women. It seems to focus every body part on sexual desire. One man is simply not enough. I have seen women wear out all the men in a group, and be screaming because their body is demanding more. Genuinely needs it! Every BigPlay room has a full complement of dildos to help women in this situation. Because of BigPlay’s physical demands, most clubs require a minimum of five guys in a group. This allows the woman to be fully engaged at all times while the drug is active, with two to spare. When one guy cums, the other steps in, switching off until the guys can’t continue the rotation any longer, or the woman wears out, whichever comes first.”

My eyes must have sparkled at that prospect, because Chad started laughing. “Oh, she’d like that…”

“Yes, she would.” Andrew went on. “I can’t believe you two have never tried it. I could be your host if you are willing. I can arrange the guys or you can. Either way, we could have a lot of fun. And you… lovely Talia… would experience pleasure like never before. I think you would enjoy it very much.”

All this talk of groups and BigPlay had set my sex to tingling something fierce. I was so ready to get upstairs. We had finished eating anyway, so I pushed my chair back, pulled my robe and dress off over my head.

“All this talk has gotten me very horny. Why don’t we go upstairs and see what comes up…” I held my hands out to the two men at the table, open invitations to them both.

“Who would turn down an invitation like that?” Andrew chuckled.

They followed me up the stairs, as I wiggled my butt at them with every step. Both men were pinching and slapping my rear. My giggles filled the space as I playfully pretended to push their hands away. Arousal dripped down my thigh. I was so ready!

My loving cuckold had already setup the bedroom. Candles, soft music, bedclothes folded on the side. I crawled onto the bed as Chad took his clothes off, sitting on the chair he had placed at the foot of the bed. Andrew looked over at him, a quizzical look on his face. ‘So this is the way it is,’ that look said. He shrugged. ‘I can live with that.’ Hopping onto the bed next to me. It was as if Chad had left the room.

“So this is how it goes. Your cuck just watches?” His hands were stroking my body, tenderly grasping my breasts in his hands.

“He might join in later. Depends on his mood. Just ignore him,” I said, looking over at my husband. He was already 3/4 hard, stroking his shaft. His eyes, a glaze of arousal. “He likes it when a real man takes me hard. And often. His limp dick isn’t enough for me.” My wink at Chad made him smile, but I could see the surging hardness responding to my words.

Andrew chuckled. He was hard and ready. “Okay, then… let’s put on a show.”

Then he gave me my first of many surprises for the night. I thought he would roll on top and begin. No, he pulled my head toward him, smothering my mouth with his. The passion he felt blazed out of him. I could not help being pulled in. We necked for a long time, as his hands explored my body and mine his. Our tongues danced with our growing need.

Several times, I glanced over at Chad. His face was white as a sheet. I wondered whether the kissing would bother him, but his rigid cock told me another story. I still needed to be fucked, wrapping my arms around Andrew, tugging gently for him to get on top.

He just chuckled. “I’m the bull, my little slut. Maybe when we are out there, we do what you say. On the bed, I am in charge.”

Andrew pulled my arms above my head, pinning them there with his strength. I gasped at this sudden rough turn. His other hand was all over my breasts. The tender part of the evening was over. He pinched my nipples harshly. Pulling, twisting, suckling. I groaned at this.

No one had ever abused my girls so savagely. A gasp came from Chad’s chair as my moans filled the room. It was like a pulse was going straight from my tortured nipples to my sex. Need throbbed inside. He slapped them, extended them fully away from my body. Groans of unfamiliar sensations yanked out of my throat.

Then his hand traced down my body until his fingers did the same to my sex. Hard stabs inside. Flicks of his middle finger across my clit. His thumb pressing my rear bud. I had never thought much about BDSM-style pain play, but his aggressiveness was driving my need higher and higher.

I pushed my sex out, welcoming this treatment. Again, I heard a gasp from Chad. The manhandling shocked my tender husband, and my response surprised him. By this time, I was moaning nonstop. Andrew’s hands torturing my need higher. When he pinched and twisted my clit savagely, I came off the bed with a full out scream of release. The orgasm simply yanked out of me.

Chad stood up at my outcry, worried something had happened. When whimpers of pleasure followed my release as Andrew went back to kissing, he settled back down. Now stroking his cock with purpose. Through my sex-clouded mind, I glanced at him as he blew his load all over his abdomen, groaning with his own pleasure.

Andrew chuckled, looking at him. “He does like that…”

All I could say was “Mmm,” as the waves of pleasure continued to buffet me. Andrew’s stroking was now back to gentle and loving. Chad was the last thing on my mind at that moment.

I whispered in his ear. “Please… I need you inside me.”

“My pleasure,” he replied, rolling on top of me. His abuse of my sex had left me slightly tender to the touch, but that only seemed to heighten the sensation of his entry. He chose a different Andrew. This wasn’t the pounding of the sofa. He was making love to me. His lips on mine, tender, loving. His entry was soft, gentle, pulling me into his loving embrace.

I couldn’t care less what was going on with Chad at that moment. I was Andrew’s. We made love for a long time, changing positions several times, but always with this soft approach. When he felt I was approaching a release, he would slam into me, pounding until I groaned my pleasure, then back to loving and gentle. He came once, seeming to get hard again quickly. And we started again.

So much cumming. So much tenderness. I could not help myself, feeling the pull of this new lover. At some point, I looked over at Chad. He was hard again, staring at me. He had clearly cum a second time. I wondered at that moment if he had Ulrik concerns in his mind. Andrew and I were no longer fucking. We were making love. Chad never came up, or tried to join. He just watched.

After Andrew came a third time, he rolled off me, tenderly stroking my skin. He looked up at Chad. “Well, cuck, how did you like that? A little rough, a little tender. Which did you like better?”

Chad did not hesitate. “Rough.”

“Interesting,” Andrew chuckled. “Maybe next time we can share her for an all-rough session. Would you like that, cuck? Watch a real man take your hotwife hard and then join in?” Chad could only nod his head yes.

“I’m wiped for tonight, but maybe next time.”

I waved to Chad to join us on the bed. He came over, lying on the other side. Both men cuddled close, hands roaming as they wanted.

Looking at Chad, I asked, “Will there be a next time? Do you want us to do this again?”

He looked tentatively at Andrew, getting a feel for the situation. “Not without me there. That would not be acceptable.”

Andrew nodded his head in understanding. Not behind his back. “I can live with that.”

“Then we can do it as often as we like.”

“I could stay the night, do it more in the morning…”

“No,” I spoke up, cutting him off, not even wanting to allow that as a possibility. “I don’t allow overnights. Too hard on Chad. We can find another time.”

Andrew seemed to understand that intuitively. Too hard for the husband to watch that all night long. Or see his wife sleeping in the arms of another man. He nodded acceptance.

“Well, my friends,” Andrew said, as he got out of bed, reaching for his clothes. “This has been a very fun evening. Next time we will take her hard and rough. Do it together. Work for you Chad?”

“Yes, I would like that very much.” He was helping me get up, handing me his shirt to put over my body. I thanked him, but set it aside. I wanted to stay naked for my men. He nodded, reaching for his bathrobe.

We walked downstairs. I gave Andrew a hug. Before he left, he looked at us both. “A fun new beginning indeed. If you are interested in trying a BigPlay session, I would be glad to make the arrangements.” And he left.

As soon as the door closed, Chad pushed me down on the kitchen counter. The cold granite stinging on my tender nipples. He spanked me hard, repeatedly. And not just playfully. He gave it to me hard and fast, covering my entire ass with repeated slaps.

I did not know what was happening, but the groan that came out of my mouth told Chad what he needed. He stepped up, pushing his cock inside my sex. “So you like it tender and rough… I think we should explore this new pain play, don’t you?”

I could only grunt from his thrusting. The burning of my ass cheeks ached with each of his entries, yet it seemed to trigger something that drove my release higher. I was crying out with each thrust, finally a full orgasm tearing through me, causing me to tremble as Chad pounded away.

The pleasure was indescribable, as if the spanking had matured the orgasm like years of whiskey in a barrel. By the time Chad came, I had two more releases quivering underneath him.

He helped me off the counter, pulling me into his arms. “Yes, my little slut, I think Andrew is going to really like you.”


Chapter Six




We went back to bed that night and collapsed, both exhausted and sated. Chad held me tight all night. So much love! I don’t think I had ever felt more contented.

But for the next two weeks, I hardly saw him at all. Getting ‘up to speed,’ as he called it, was tougher than he thought. This did not sit well with his hungry hotwife. The previous several months, I had been getting cock regularly, often multiple times a week. To go from that to nothing was a difficult transition. By the end of the second week, he could tell I was getting antsy. My needs growing.

Chad knew just what to do. He called Sawyer, asked him if he would come over to help. That Thursday evening, Sawyer gave me all I could want, and then stayed until Chad got home past 11 that night.

When Chad walked in, Sawyer and I still in bed, he laughed. “Don’t let me interrupt,” getting his clothes off as quickly as he could. Sawyer was right back in me. This time, he laid on the bed, me on top, so I could use his cock in full view of my husband.

Cries of pleasure grew more frantic as I heard Chad beating himself furiously. We came almost at the same time.

After that, he gave me permission to have any of my lovers over to keep me occupied. This was a time-limited offer, he assured me. I understood what he meant. When he stopped working every night until late in the evening, my free-pass would end.

Sawyer, Jalen, Ulrik, even Andrew came a few times. I remember this portion of the summer as the most sexual fun of my life. An almost endless stream of orgasms as these guys took me one after the other.

By late July, I came to really enjoy this pace of hotwifing. Twice, Jalen and Sawyer came together. We smoked a joint out on the patio and then these guys took it to me hard. God, I loved that! There’s something about having more than one cock at a time that really gets me going.

During the second Jalen-Sawyer session, Sawyer was in quite a mood. Rough sex did not quite cover what happened. I wondered if he had gotten some bad news or something, because he took it to me. A couple times, after viciously plunging into me until I could hardly breathe, Jalen told him to slow down. He ignored his friend’s protests.

Frankly, I did not mind. Rough sex had become my preferred style, with my bulls at least. I got plenty of gentleness from Chad. That night, I gave myself to Sawyer, letting him pound into me. “Take me… use me…” I would chant. When he and Jalen took me in a double penetration, I screamed and screamed as the orgasms wracked my body. The dope took the roughness deeper, adding to the pleasure.

Not sure I could take that regularly, but they left me that night panting with the sheer volume of pleasure. Chad was shocked at the bruising on my breasts and hips, where he had twisted, pulled, and gripped. He came close to forbidding I see Sawyer again. I assured him it was okay. He did it with my blessing.

We had lunch a couple of times after this rough session. It seemed like he needed to talk. It turned out his girlfriend had dumped him. He was angry.

To my regret, it turned out our relationship was one source of the breakup. He refused to stop seeing me. And she could not accept that. I was quite angry at hearing that news. We almost halted our relationship because of it, telling him this would never be more than sex between us.

And that was true in a manner of speaking. We had long ago passed into loving each other. Our love had grown quite strong by that time, but he also knew I would never leave Chad. THAT was not even up for discussion.

I implored him to find someone to love and have a family with. At 23, he simply wasn’t ready for that, he said. And the girl was. I was just the excuse.

The evening after this long discussion at lunch, he surprised me by coming by the house. We made love all evening long. But this time, it was tender and loving. Well, as tender and loving as a 250-pound giant of a man with an enormous cock can be. He was never ultra-rough with me again.

Andrew was the actual surprise of my free-pass period. He visited three times. I never knew what to expect when he arrived. The first time, we alternated rough fucking and making love a good portion of the night. Though, when Chad sent a text he was on his way home, Andrew scrambled out of bed. He didn’t want Chad to see him there. This despite his knowing I would tell him.

The second time, he brought ropes, cuffs, and toys, tying me to the bed on my front and back. By the time he was done with me, my nipples were red and raw, my backside peppered with stripes of all kinds, and my sex sore from repeated fucking. I had come so often I needed a few days’ break to recover.

Chad was actually quite angry after that session. He told me later he went into Andrew’s office at work and told him that was over the line. He didn’t want to ever see stripes and raw flesh again. I argued back about how much fun I had. Chad finally agreed to let him have another BDSM session with me, but only if Chad was present. He scolded me, knowing that once I started loving the pleasure in a session, I could never say no. He was right.

The third time, Andrew brought a friend. Israel was a large black man, not as big down below as Sawyer, but plenty good sized. These two men took it to me for most of the evening. By the time Chad got home that night, I was so tired; he found me in bed sleeping before 10 o’clock. He knew Andrew had been there, so was not surprised.

As we approached the end of July, I was getting exhausted. The constant sex was amazing, but took its toll on me, physically. Chad’s busy period was slowing as he worked through most of the challenges he faced as the new CTO, and told me the free-pass would be over at the end of the month.

Strategically, I giggled. It would have been better just to call it off one day, without warning. As it was, I crammed in as much as I could the last four days. Either Ulrik, or Sawyer, or Jalen were at the house day and evening. The final night, we did a repeat of the Sawyer/Jalen duo. We got very stoned and they dp’d me much of the night. God, that was intense!

I slept virtually the entire weekend after that. Chad did not mind. He was physically exhausted as well. Working 12 to 14-hour days for 5 weeks straight would tire anyone. By Sunday night, Chad and I made gentle love, and I slept comfortably in his arms afterwards.

After that, it seemed like I had burned myself out. Nearly a month went by without an outside session. I made love to my husband multiple times. Nothing else. We were both still recovering from a very intense run. We needed to reconnect, spend a lot of time together. Whenever we could, we were out at Bear Lake, doing what we loved best. Hiking the trails.

But, oh, what a wonderful month! I would always remember that July as the highlight of a glorious summer of fun.


Chapter Seven




August was nearly the opposite of the previous month. Where I filled July with almost constant outside play, nearly every day. We played only twice in August. Both times with Andrew.

One of the Andrew visits was a hard-core BDSM session unlike anything before it. This time, he brought nipple and vaginal clamps, whipped me so hard I struggle to sleep on my back, and both Chad and Andrew fucked me while tied down. Chad almost stopped play several times, he told me later, but my powerful reactions and resulting orgasms stayed his concerns. I wondered if I was a pain slut because of my reaction. It was amazing.

Over Labor Day weekend, we headed back to Bear Lake for a weekend of hiking. This time, the college boys did not show up. We hiked the trails and slept soundly each night. So different from Memorial Weekend, right?

Two weeks later, Chad and I were preparing dinner on a Friday night, when the doorbell rang. He got up to answer. In walked Andrew. I was very embarrassed, standing there in gym shorts, a tank top, and my hair in a headband.

The middle school had its annual Outdoor Fair that day. Me and another teacher entered the three-legged race where the kids cheered on the competing teachers. It was a lot of fun raising funds for the Parent-Teachers Organization, even if we didn’t win, falling on the ground, to gales of laughter, several times. But I hadn’t taken a shower yet. And certainly not ready to play. I did not mind my husband seeing me like this, but a potential play partner?! No way!

Chad knew what I was thinking. “Don’t worry, Chad. Andrew texted to see if he could stop by. He had an idea he wanted to run by us. See what we thought. We will not be playing this evening.”

“Let me run up to take a quick shower,” I said.

“No need, no need,” Andrew said. “I’ll only be here a short while. You look like you’ve been out jogging or something.” That got everyone laughing. I loved to play, but exercise was not my strong suit. How I kept such a slim figure at my age without exercise was always a mystery to me.

I told him about the Outdoor Fair at the school, and the three-legged race.

“I would love to have seen that!” he joked. “Flopping tits and kids yelling them on. Oh, yes. That would have been fun.”

That got us all laughing. I invited him to stay for dinner. He thanked us and sat down. We were having make-your-own cold-cut sandwiches.

“I came because I wanted to talk to you about an idea I had for the Investment Managers Convention in Vegas early next month.”

That caught both of our attentions. The IMC was the biggest conference of the year for money managers. Chad did not expect to go, being on the IT side. Andrew had a different idea.

“What I’m going to suggest will be way outside the box. So hear me out before saying anything. Okay?” We agreed we would.

“The IMC is the largest conference in the industry. Both managers and new clients will be there. Recently, we’ve been attracting a lot more large institutional clients.” Our confusion made him chuckle. So, what did that have to do with us?

“I know some of those large clients. They are a randy lot. I have hosted several at BigPlay clubs around the country. In Vegas, they will undoubtedly look for female companionship. I had an idea while we played the last time.” His look made me cringe… what was he… “I think we should host a special event. Mix business with pleasure. With you as the prize.”

He looked at me when he said it. I looked at Chad. He was just as surprised.

“Me?” I asked incredulously.

“You said you wanted to do a BigPlay session. I propose we hold this special event, have you take the pill beforehand, then allow all 10 clients to have their way with you for as long as they… and you… can hold out.”

I was flabbergasted. Take on 10 men at the same time? My sex already tingled, but I looked at Chad with a surprise on my face. Chad was even more agitated.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Andrew said, trying to calm us down, holding his hands palms up, asking for calm. “The risk for both career and health is too great. But hear me out. I have been thinking about this a lot.”

He looked at both of us. “I think we could all get a lot out of this. First, no one else from Amber will be there. Only me and you.”

“Second, we will carefully vet the clients. All will have to submit STD test papers, just as they do at every BigPlay club in the country.”

“Third, we will rent out the Presidential suite at the Vegas hotel to give us plenty of room. I typically rent that anyway, so none of the bean counters will think anything about that.”

“Fourth, I think you can expect a lot of the rough sex you like with every hole filled for most of the night.” I gasped. My sex now tingled at full volume.

“And last, any business we gain from the event will bring a reward, though nothing out of the ordinary that would attract attention. You will get the standard 10% referral fee we pay to anyone at the company bringing in new business. Only you and I will know what role you played in winning the money. Last year, we landed $325 million at this conference. Your take from that would be $325,000. Not bad for an evening of doing what you would willingly do for free, right?”

I was at a complete loss for words. Eventually, Chad found his tongue. “I don’t want these guys to expect her to perform anything they want. She remains in control. If she gets tired, or doesn’t want them to pee on her, or some such shit, she has the full right to stop.” Shocked at what he said, it sounded like he was negotiating for me to do it.

“No one there will know you are associated with the firm,” Andrew assured us. “They will think we hired you for this one event.” I must have turned completely white at the thought of becoming a hooker. Chad reached over to put his hand on my shoulder.

“We will make no decision tonight, Talia. We will talk about it over the weekend and let him know.” I nodded.

Andrew smiled at both of us. “I just thought mixing business and pleasure could be a lot of fun for all of us. Talia, you would get all the dick you want. Chad, you could watch her and even join in. I certainly will be one of those cocks. No chance I would miss an opportunity like this!”

Chad and I were looking at each other as Andrew hurriedly finished his sandwich.

“I’ve got to go,” Andrew said. “Think about it… Chad can give me your reply on Monday. That will give us three weeks to line up the venue and the clients. If you have questions in the meantime, text me on my private cell. You know the number.”

With that, Andrew was gone, and I sat staring at Chad. Did he really begin negotiations with his boss, offering me as a hooker for the firm’s clients? As if I would do this?

“Well… that was certainly a different conversation. A total surprise,” he said.

“I can’t believe you said that.” Real anger in my voice. “Did you really negotiate with him, thinking I would do this? My God, Chad! I like to play, but becoming a professional?”

“Now, that’s not fair. (A) You would not be a hooker, no matter what they think. We would know. Any money received will be because of assets flowing to the firm, not because of your services. (B) He’s right. You expressed an interest in doing a BigPlay group thing. You will get what you want. And maybe make some serious coin as an afterthought. Both seemed to be a good idea to me.”

I couldn’t believe he was actually considering this scheme. “What if I don’t want to continue… and they do? Will you allow them to just keep going at me?”

“Of course not, Talia. And neither would Andrew. As always, you will be in complete control of the play. This will be quite a risky move for him as well. If word got out about this event, about his involvement, it could ruin his career and put the firm he has built at risk. They will be very careful to make sure no one has a reason to complain. Including you.”

I poured myself a tall adult beverage, making one for Chad as well. “Jesus Chad… I don’t know… do you want to do this?”

“Maybe my view is a little more philosophical than yours, since I will be once-removed from the action. Your response to the BigPlay idea before was so positive. Why not do it for the benefit of us and the firm? You might actually enjoy it.”

A big gulp of my gin & tonic did not calm my nerves. “But walking naked in front of all those men?”

“You did it at the cabin at Bear Lake. There were 7 there. What’s the difference?”

He had a point there. I was naked almost that whole weekend. This would only be for a few hours.

“What do you think we should do?” I asked.

“I think we should let it stew, think about it over the weekend, talk and talk. Then revisit Sunday night. We can let him know our decision on Monday morning. Or, I should say more correctly… YOUR decision. You will be the one mostly involved.”

And that’s what we did the entire weekend. Talk and talk. For me, I had to get over the dirty feeling of having my hobby suddenly become a profession. No matter how many times Chad argued I wasn’t being paid for services, I knew Andrew had only one thing in mind: more business. I was there to encourage clients to bring money to Amber Financial.

There was no question. I was going to spread my legs for money. A tough decision, I thought. Chad was not much help. He was so excited about the prospect of watching me do that, all my concerns fell away as unimportant.

The worse part for me? No matter how many reservations I had, my sex tingled almost out of control. The idea of having ten cocks to play with in a single evening, especially with a boost from BigPlay… that would definitely be hard to turn down.

Sunday night, we went to dinner to discuss. Chad’s choice was yes, and I reluctantly agreed. None of my reservations could overcome that tingle that was driving me crazy.

Chad has been to Vegas several times, but this would be my first trip. And certainly my first where the company pays all expenses! The plan was to go two days ahead. See a few sites, visit some casinos. Then play on Thursday evening, the last night of the conference.

On Monday, Chad delivered our acceptance. Late that afternoon, I sent a text to Andrew on his personal cell.

Talia


You better look out for me in this group.




Andrew


Of course. Don’t worry. Everything will be fine.




Famous last words. Chad will be so deep in his cuckolding. He will not notice when things go bad. Need you to be my guardian.




Nothing will happen. These guys may be horny, but still stuffy money managers. May be too tame for you.




10 will not be tame, no matter how stuffy.




I will be there the entire time. Your Guardian Angel. In between humpings, of course. :)




Thanks. Looking forward to having you inside me again.




And that’s how Chad and I found ourselves on a plane for Vegas three weeks later. His loving wife, and now hotwife and pretend hooker, was so full of anticipation, I required Chad to hump me almost every night until we got on the plane. My sex was literally on fire!


Chapter Eight




Las Vegas is an amazing city. The pictures I had seen do not capture the brilliance of the lights… or the heat. Here we were in early October and it was still in the 90s every day. But, as the local joke goes… it’s a dry heat!

We arrived at night, traveling in an Uber to our hotel. There were casinos on all sides, flashing lights advertising every show imaginable, and beautiful fountains in the desert. What’s not to like about Las Vegas? Well, maybe the traffic. Bumper to bumper, all along the strip.

We were on the top floor of our hotel, in the Presidential Suite. It was essentially a mid-sized apartment, with three bedrooms, a medium-sized living room, a small kitchen and the most astonishing views of the strip on all sides. I could see the entire strip. The replicas of the Eiffel Tour and New York skyline, the MGM Grand, the Luxor pyramid. It was almost overwhelming in scale.

Chad and I walked up and down the strip that night. Andrew had been very clear about sex. We could not make love until after playing on Thursday. He warned I would be sore after the event. That I needed to be fresh when it started. A side effect of this denial was a growing need for sex as the time approached, both for Chad and me.

It was well past 11 by the time we got outside that first night. It was cooler, but every sidewalk remained packed. Casinos were hopping and drunks just getting started. Yes, Las Vegas was a rare piece of Americana that everyone should experience once in their life.

We played a little blackjack, lost money on a $100 spin, and even tried to buy some M&M’s out of a street vending machine. Chad stared at the machine for several moments, joking whether it would ‘pay out,’ if we put the money in. It didn’t! We laughed so loud, people gathered around as we tried to explain. That will undoubtedly become one of our most fun memories of our visit. No matter what happens on Thursday night.

All day Wednesday we lost money in casinos, shopped, sat in on The Blue Man Group show, and spent time together. Seldom in our married life have I felt more connected to my husband. Despite what was to come the next day, we were in this together.

Late Wednesday, Andrew sent strict instructions for our day on Thursday. Chad was to take me to a salon on the strip, at company expense, to have a fresh pedicure and manicure and have my hair done ‘attractively.’ He did not specify what that meant. It didn’t matter to me what he thought. I did my hair the way I liked. He had no say in the matter.

Late Thursday afternoon, Chad was to bathe me in a bath gel Andrew had delivered to the room, shave my pubic area smooth, give me an enema and douche, and eat me to an orgasm. To ‘warm me up,’ he had said.

God, I needed that! I was so keyed up with the anticipation. Maybe he knew I would be that way, that I would need to relax.

We found a box in the room. It had a gorgeous black Japanese kimono with a flowing drape, side slits, and French seams. It was virtually transparent, even through the coral chrysanthemum flower pattern. Both Chad and I stared at this piece. Neither of us knew how much it must have cost. Plenty. It included no undergarments in the set. He didn’t say, but I was sure he allowed none.

The BigPlay pill was in a box in the kitchen area. They included instructions to take it after the first person arrives. The effect will take 60 minutes. The guests are supposed to arrive at 8 o’clock. Andrew wants to have me mingle with the group in the kimono, while the pill does its thing, then once I am under full control of the drug, he will move us to the bedroom.

Before coming to Vegas, I had done a lot of research on BigPlay. The drug was a seismic event for male/female relations two years ago. BigPlay was a unique compound. Originally developed by BigLabs Pharmaceuticals, as part of a new generation of antidepressant medications, but it has become much more.

BigLabs had discovered a variation of the compound that exploded the female libido. The sex drive created by the drug is supposed to be so intense, the company’s scientists are still trying to figure out a scale with which to measure it.

Once taken, the female has only one thing on her mind… penetration, and lots of it. Testing of thousands of subjects confirmed a BigPlay enhanced female receives more pure physical pleasure than any woman had ever experienced. Yet, afterwards, the female had no adverse side effects; except, of course, wanting to do it again.

And there’s the rub, and why the drug remains controversial. The male anatomy is just not setup for the level of service an enhanced female requires. Early tests of couples reported frustrations because the man would say they wanted the woman to increase her desire, but when it happened, its strength quickly overwhelmed the male. They would ejaculate too early, or grow tired long before the woman’s augmented desire had run its course.

This always left the woman resorting to artificial devices, or her own hands, to feed her unmet, and still intense, needs. The duration of that yearning varied from woman to woman but averaged over 2 hours. No one man could sustain his erection for that length of time.

This created demand for multiple partner sessions and explains why the street nickname for the drug quickly became BigPlay, despite the formal marketing brand name of BigLabs 65A.

BigPlay clubs sprang up around the country to provide settings for these groups to take place. Trial and error found that five were the ideal number of men to service a BigPlay enhanced female. This way, three hard shafts would always be available for the female, while the other two recovered. When one guy came, the other would step in, allowing him to recover. This cycle would repeat until the drug ran its course through the woman, or the men gave out.

I even found an article describing the recognizable four-step BigPlay cycle the woman would go through.

After taking the pill, at the 45-minute mark, the woman’s eyes dilate, as every part of their system aligns for one purpose: stimulation of the sexual organs. The clit would swell and throb, drawing attention to itself.

At the 50-minute mark, their bodies would start exuding a soft pheromone that would attract the attention of every man in the area. ‘I am available’ that smell would tell everyone around them. Typically, clothing and posture of the woman would complete the attraction.

At 55 minutes, and this has been almost to the minute for every woman the article said, the look on the woman’s face would change. The smiling and laughing woman, after having a couple of drinks, would transform to become the vixen huntress. Every man that sees this change instinctively knows what just happened. Some percentage of guys run for the hills, others flock to them like moths to the flame.

By 60 minutes, the female is almost powerless to stop the need. Guys better be ready by the time 60-minutes arrives.

Now I understand Andrew’s instructions. Instead of waiting for the full hour, I took the pill when the first person arrived, so I would be ready by the time the crowd is there, even if not everyone arrives on time. Enough should be there to satisfy the need that would explode inside me.

Andrew was here the whole time we were, staying in the same suite, but we seldom saw him. He was doing his CEO thing. Making a keynote speech, schmoozing existing clients, and pitching new. They arranged all attendees for the special event in advance.

By the time we saw him late Thursday, he seemed as keyed up for the event as we were. He had already won $150 million in new business this trip and was hoping this event would take Amber past last year’s record.

About 7 o’clock, I stepped out of the Master bath to the applause of both men. I looked nice; I thought. The kimono accented my figure and left some cleavage for my ample breasts. Yes, indeed. I was ready.


Chapter Nine




“You look absolutely ravishing,” Andrew said, as I walked out of the bathroom. The kimono hung tightly on my frame, leaving plenty of skin still exposed. If I was to be the special guest for the night, this outfit certainly accented everything I offered.

“Are you all fresh and ready to go… down below?” he asked.

Chad and I both nodded yes. I felt clean and ready to be royally fucked. All the talking and planning had come to this point. My eyes kept looking over at the BigPlay pill on the kitchen table. If the pill is as good as they said, this would be one special night.

In one story I read, they pointed out a downside to the BigPlay pill. Women often wanted to do it again after their first time. The story reported the sexual pleasure to be so strong that many women, once they have been through one session, find the mundane vanilla sex of their normal relationships unsatisfying.

I had done some group play, so hoped that did not take place for me. I liked my tender sessions with Chad, and the one-on-ones with my bulls. We’ll have to see.

Andrew asked me to wait in the side bedroom until guests arrived, then they would have me come out in a public ‘viewing.’ At some point in the evening, before the BigPlay pill fully kicks in, Andrew will come over, take the kimono off me, and then ‘give’ me to the men assembled. My nipples were rigid pebbles as I waited for that moment.

Chad waited in the room with me. If you can imagine, I think he was more nervous than me. Anticipation was always such a part of the cuckold experience for him. With 10 guys expected, he was going to get his cuckold fill tonight.

At just before 8, Andrew came in, hugging me. “You ready? Several men are already here. We’ll have you take the BigPlay now. That way, you will be ready by the time the rest arrive.”

He handed me the pill and a glass of water. I shrugged, looking at Chad, then swallowed it, looking at the clock. In 60 minutes, I was in for a helluva ride!

“Okay. I will go out, introduce you as Talia only, no last name. Then you come out and bow. You know, some kind of flourish. Then I want you to mingle around the room… actively. You know what I mean by that?”

“Kind of…” a little uncertain.

“Walk around, move from guy to guy. Make sure you touch them… nothing sexual yet… and do not pull back if they touch you. As we get closer to playtime, I want you to touch them sexually. Stroke their rods, touch or suck any that have already exposed themselves. Some guys will go after you aggressively. Let them. Your lack of resistance will bring the rest of the guys around. If anyone wants you to suck them, or stick their fingers in you, please let them.”

“What happens if they pinch me or something painful?”

“That is up to you. You enjoyed it when I did it to you… but what you allow or not is at your discretion. That was our deal. No rules here. Okay?” I just nodded my head. He looked at Chad, who nodded as well, then opened the door.

“Gentleman, let me introduce to you our special guest for the evening… Talia.” With a flourish of his hand, like a circus ringmaster, he stepped aside, and I walked into the room, bowing like I actually was Japanese.

“Thank you, Andrew. Thanks for inviting me to your party. I am looking forward to a fun time tonight… with everyone.” A nervous cheer came up from the group, already six strong. Three had not arrived yet. Plus Andrew, of course.

I stepped up to the first cluster, getting introductions and accepting compliments on my looks and the beautiful kimono. As I walked through the crowd, the touching became increasingly intimate. Light touches on my breasts, hands on my ass, stroking my back.

And as they got more so, so did I. Soon, my hand grazed cocks rising to the occasion, and I pushed my butt out when a hand would touch it. As if by some invisible hand, the crowd gradually moved closer to the king-sized bed in the largest bedroom. I followed right along, knowing this was where we would end up, eventually.

When the last three had arrived, Andrew approached me, guiding me toward the bed, addressing the crowd in an elevated voice. “We have been told you like a lot of sexual activity, and that you prefer sex rough. Is this true?” I nodded my head. “I’m sorry, miss, but I am going to need a verbal agreement with each of these questions.”

I looked up at him. “Yes, I like it rough.”

“Good, I think we can provide that desire for you. We have 10 gentlemen who want to play.”

“I would like that very much.” I glanced over at the clock. We were at 55 minutes. I could already feel the tingling in my sex, the need to be touched very strong. Glancing over at Chad, he stepped back when he saw my gaze.

He told me later he was shocked at what he saw. Pure desire, he described it. He knew it was the BigPlay, but didn’t care. It was still startling.

Andrew helped me remove the kimono, folding it neatly beside the bed, helping me up to the soft surface. But nothing mattered to me at that point. I wanted cock! Wanted it to my very bones. Again, I knew it was the BigPlay at work, but didn’t care. I wanted that cock NOW!

I moved to the center of the bed, on my knees, sitting on my butt, facing the crowd. My body quivered with the unbelievable need inside. Most of the men were already naked, or nearly so. Underwear only.

Andrew said, addressing me, but to the group. “Talia, we are here to do whatever we want with you. You have agreed to allow that. The rules are simple. If you say no to anyone, all play stops. Otherwise, we can do with you as we wish. Are the rules clear to you?”

“Yes.”

“Very well,” Andrew concluded. “We already discussed who goes first out, and decided our senior player will enjoy the honors. Daniel…” giving a sweep of his hand to acknowledge a man who must be Daniel. He stepped up on the bed. His cock was 3/4 hard.

I leaned over, taking him fully in my mouth. Oh my God! The pleasure of that first insertion was unlike anything I had experienced before, surging through my body, straight to my sex. The sensation simply sizzled my entire body. I LOVED BigPlay!

Luckily, Daniel did not take long. I was quickly on my back and he was having his way with me. The groans coming out of my mouth told everyone how much pleasure I received from his insertion. But it wasn’t enough. My eyes touched Andrew, pleading for more. He got the signal.

“While Daniel is enjoying first runner status, Talia is now open to all. Have fun.”

Five more bodies got on the bed and they were all over me. A cock was in my mouth, hands pinching nipples. When Daniel came inside me, the pleasure caused me to cry out with the sheer joy of what I felt. His ropes of cum were like a new injection for an addict. This caused the crowd to pull back momentarily until Andrew clapped his hands.

“Gentleman, I think you’ll see that our Talia cums easily and often. Daniel sent her off to a good start.” I could hear more clapping and cheering around the room, but I just wanted another cock.

“Please… please…” I said. I directed the words at Andrew, but every guy knew what I meant. Another cock quickly replaced Daniel, and the cycle began again. After the next guy came, I trembled as the need coursed through me. Every part of me needed to be fucked.

“Gentlemen, I think she is ready for the main event now. We have asked Richard to provide the initial base for our triangle. Talia, if you will, please get up so he can lie down.”

A large man got up on the bed, moving to his back. His massive rod flopped on his body as I scrambled up to push it inside. Another sigh escaped my lips, bringing a cheer from the group.

Another cock found my mouth, and I pounded on the cocks in both openings. The joy of the pleasure moved up another notch. Such pleasure… I couldn’t stop myself, moving constantly to use those cocks inside me.

Abruptly, a sharp slap on my ass cheek shook me out of my joy. It was Andrew. “Slow down, now. We still have more to come.” More than this? What could be better than this?

Then I felt a cool liquid on my rear opening as another man got on the bed. A finger followed the lube, then another. Soon, a cock entered my rear, and I came apart. If the two cocks were something more, three set me on fire. I screamed at the entry and came hard, shaking with the onslaught of sensations pouring through me.

Two more guys stepped up, moving my hands to touch them. I moaned with the rising pulse. I loved this, as the sensations took me! Soon, the guys in my three holes came, another three replacing them.

I couldn’t get enough. This pattern went on for an hour, cock after cock. I came explosively, the continued stimulation pushing me into stronger climaxes with each round. I floated in a sea of cock, feeling every thrust as a stream. My climaxing never seemed to stop. Cocks came and so did I.

Chad was watching as I came repeatedly. My breathing was getting ragged as sweat covered my back. But I could not stop, would not! I needed more, groaning with every touch that drove me higher.

“Babe,” Chad whispered in my ear, trying to get to it without touching the cock in my mouth. “You need to take a break. You look tired and sore. Just a short one. We’ll get a drink, then start again.”

The idea of going for any length of time without a cock in me was out of the question. Then I saw Andrew grab Chad’s arm forcefully, pulling him into the other room. A heated discussion raged out of the corner of my eye, though my mind barely registered what was going on. I needed cock like parched earth needs water. I could not get enough. Fear coursed through me as I thought Chad might pull me away.

Chad returned. “Andrew says you need to keep going. BigPlay will not let you stop. Do you want to continue?” All I could do was nod yes. Chad bowed his head in understanding, stepping back. Relief swept through me as I let myself go again.

The orgasms became a river rapid, the torrent swelling inside me. Any resistance to the pleasure gave way, leaving me impaled on these cocks I wanted so badly.

Eventually, I could not swallow any more spunk. When a guy was ready to blow, he would back away and spray on my face. Chad would then step up, wipe my face before another cock found its home.

The steady flow of three cocks filled me for another hour. Orgasms came one after the other. As each new cock replaced old, I gave myself to the fresh entry. Nothing else mattered in my life but the next insertion. They switched my position several times. I could only whimper as I waited to be entered again. I had become one with the stream itself.

The deluge of pleasure tore at me, leaving only shreds of me behind. As each fresh sensation smashed into me, I moaned my acceptance. My surrender total. I was out of control, living in the moment. And loving every single second. This was the greatest pleasure ever… and I wanted to go on like this forever!

But the body has its limits, no matter what BigPlay says. Exhaustion finally set in. I wanted to continue, but my body could hold on no longer. Every man had been in me. Many, multiple times. My breathing had become labored, joints aching from the crunched positions. Exercise was never my focus. I felt this lack of endurance at that moment in every cell. I was bone tired.

Chad was back in my ear. He could see my movements slowing, breathing even more labored. Andrew joined him. I could hear whispers in the ears of the current occupants, then a surge of hard plunges as they tried to finish. Finally, I collapsed on the bed.

Moments later, they turned me over. Everyone in the room had a warm washcloth in their hand. Caressing touches and soft cloths covered my body, soaking up the fluids. Cum had to be everywhere. Even though Chad had wiped my face occasionally, the spunk flew in my hair, onto my chest and neck. And down below, I could only imagine!

Everyone was laughing, high-fiving. Guys would brag about something they had done, while others just focused on the slow cleaning.

I floated in a sea of calm water, allowing their touch, feeling the memories of pleasure that had consumed me only moments before. I suddenly understood why the women who tried BigPlay wanted to do it over and over. Pleasure like that… so deep, so complete. I BECAME the pleasure.

But exhaustion finally took me. All the soft touching had lolled me onto my back, and weariness did the rest.
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I woke up, a little shaken, not really sure where I was. The lights were off, a blanket covering me, but I could hear talking in the next room through the door, still cracked open. I looked at the clock. Only 45 minutes had passed.

The kimono was still next to the bed. I got up, draped it around me, went into the bathroom to straighten up my hair. God, what a mess! Then walked out into the main area.

Everyone was dressed, but it seemed like most were still there. This was now nothing more than a typical convention cocktail party with clumps chatting away.

All eyes turned at my entry. Applause erupted in the room as the crowd surged in my direction. Every guy wanted a caress, to have one final touch for the night. And oddly, so did I, walking into the middle of them, allowing every reach…

The words sang in my ears. ‘What a night!’ ‘So glad we did this.’ ‘You were amazing.’ They went on and on. I could barely nod my acceptance and move on. There was only one person I wanted to see. My husband. He was standing at the back of the crowd, allowing the clients open access.

I no longer cared about the fiction of me being a hooker or that no one was supposed to know me. I wanted my husband. Grabbing his hand, I pulled him back toward the bedroom door. Cat calls and whistles made it clear they thought I was dragging him to bed because he had not taken part.

It was nothing like that. I needed his touch, his embrace. My need to cling to him was irresistible. That clinginess I had felt at the cabin had returned. By the time we made it into the bedroom, closing the door behind to laughter from the group, Chad and I were all over each other.

No matter what I had done, who I had done it with, or how many there were, this was the one man I needed in my life. The constant that made all the rest possible. I loved him more with every breath I took.


Chapter Ten




We did not make love that night. Or for the next few days, either. Every one of my openings were red and raw, sore to the touch. But we slept the rest of the night and into late morning. I clung to my man as if he was a soldier about ready to go off to war. I needed him close to me. Waking that morning, I gave him a blow job for the ages, even with my lips chaffed and tender.

When we came out of the bedroom that first morning, Andrew was there with a full spread of room service breakfast. Omelets, toast, sticky buns, and… what I really wanted. Coffee!

“That was quite a night,” he declared as he came over to hug me, and shook Chad’s hand vigorously. “We might need to do this every year!”

With that, he handed us a paper where he calculated the monies committed to move to Amber Financial. $400 million. A record significantly above last year’s take. Chad and I looked at each other. Our take alone would be $400,000! Holy shit!

I couldn’t believe it. But didn’t really care at that moment. I was ravenous. My body was screaming ‘feed me’! We all sat down, chatting about the night, what it meant, what we might do in the future. My words came out only between bites as I devoured the food.

BigPlay was definitely something I wanted to do again, I told them, but as a regular part of the convention? No. This would be my one and only. The risks were too great. A one-off can remain hidden. An annual affair? Stories would leak out, people would talk. Suddenly the business press would come looking for the lady that brings so much money in our direction.

Andrew reluctantly agreed, but told me we could do the BigPlay club back home anytime I wanted. I was already thinking about bringing all my men together for a session. Ulrik, Sawyer, Jalen, Chad and Andrew. Oh yes, that would be a lot of fun!

With our extra money, Chad and I stayed the weekend. We moved to more modest accommodations, a regular room at the Bellagio, visited a couple more shows, gambled some, even revisited the M&M machine on the strip again. This time, it ‘paid out,’ bringing laughter as we walked down the sidewalk eating the candy.

By the time we flew home, my clinginess had fallen off, but the love remained. When we returned home, I took a break from playing for a bit. My body needed to recover and my mind needed to reset as well.

Our time in Vegas, paradoxically, had reawakened the love I felt for my husband. No amount of cock could replace him. I knew that now, to my very bones. We had entered a new phase of our relationship.

He still enjoyed sharing me. I would eventually go back to playing. We both knew that. Texts from Jalen, Sawyer and Andrew had already started me thinking about it. But I was in no hurry. What I needed now was the tender love only my husband could provide. The hard stuff could wait… at least for a little while longer.

The story continues in BOOK 5

of ‘Talia’s Hotwife Adventures:’

Talia Gives Her All
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Chapter One




I was sore for a week after Las Vegas. Taking on 10 guys for an entire evening… What was I thinking?! It was fun, I’ll give you that, but my sex became red and raw, joints sore from offering all my openings in whatever position they wanted… and they wanted a lot of them! Even my lips and jaw ached from the constant sucking. My breasts had bruises all over them where the men groped me repeatedly.

Again, no complaints. The combination of the BigPlay-augmented orgasms and ten men to supply the pleasure made it the most thrilling sexual event of my life!

True, the physical toll from the Vegas session took it out of me. But it was the emotional cost that hurt more. The playing had left my emotions exposed somehow… wide open… as if my heart could no longer find a place to land.

I gave myself willingly to all those men. Very true. Yet, afterward, I was drawn to my husband, needed his touch, his embrace. I went into the room where the players had congregated, my nakedness still on display. They clapped for me… my bowing in acceptance… but I couldn’t care less about them. I had only one person on my mind.

I grabbed Chad’s arm, dragging him back to the bedroom. By the time we got there, closing the door behind to laughter from the group, Chad and I were all over each other.

In my very soul, no matter what I had done, who I had done it with, or how many there were, this was the one man I loved and needed in my life. The constant that made all the rest possible. I loved him more with every breath I took.

We didn’t make love that night. I was simply too sore. We just cuddled, kissed, and held each other. No one else mattered. We slept deep into the morning the next day; me clinging to Chad like he was a soldier, ready to go off to war. I needed him close to me. That desperate clinging told me a lot about what I really felt inside. All night, I clung to him, trying to find my way back home.

The next morning, after I gave him a blow job for the ages, despite my sore mouth and lips, he told me I had repeatedly been whimpering his name all night. All I could remember were dreams of more cock.

Every part of me knew I needed a break. And after the night of clinging, my husband knew it too. Andrew Flowers, his CEO, who had arranged the whole group thing, did not agree. He wanted to do this every year for the Investment Management Conference in Las Vegas. Amber Financial brought in $400 million during the three-day conference, a record for the firm. He knew the difference was the play session with me on the last night.

But my emotions needed a chance to reset. Taking a BigPlay pill was something I would want to do again someday. The pleasure of the experience would be hard to turn down. I was certain of that, but not for a long time. And certainly not as an annual affair at the conference. Andrew relented, offering to host me at one of the local BigPlay clubs instead. Chad and I both agreed that may be a possibility in the future… just not now.

By the time we flew home two days later, my clinginess had fallen off, but the love for my husband grew ever stronger. I needed a break from playing altogether… to let my body recover and my mind reset. Our time in Vegas… despite all those men and all that sex… paradoxically, had confirmed the love I felt for him.

No amount of pleasure could replace Chad. I knew that now… to my very bones. We had entered a new phase of our relationship.

He still enjoyed sharing me, did not want that to stop altogether. Neither did I. But I was in no hurry to return to outside play. What I needed now was the tender love only my husband could provide. The hard stuff could wait… at least for a little while longer.

And my husband, Chad, agreed. Luckily, I had the time to do it. With his new job as Chief Technology Officer at Amber Financial, they expected me to be much more active in the local community. As a result, I had quit my middle-school teaching job before leaving for Vegas and had more time on my hands.

By this time, it was already late October; the weather turning colder with each day that passed. I didn’t care. I was out walking almost every day, going back to the gym again…

We even took several trips to Bear Lake to hike the trails we loved. Though Memorial Weekend still came to mind as we hiked, especially along Ridgeline Peak Trail. Here is where six college kids that had camped next to us that weekend took me repeatedly during the day, along the trail, and then all night long at a cabin Chad had found near the lake.

This was my first experience with group play. All six were in my every opening for the rest of the weekend. I loved the pleasure.

This was also where I discovered something about Chad. I knew he was a cuckold, enjoyed watching me make it with others, but here he confessed why he agreed to it so easily. ‘There is a nasty slut inside you… waiting to break free,’ he had told me. He encouraged me to ‘let that slut out to play. All the way. You do whatever you want, when you want. Let yourself go!’ How could he have known so well how I would respond?

My desire to be his hotwife, and to experience orgasms like that, exploded after that weekend. And eventually led to me agreeing to play in Vegas four months later. I wanted to feel all those cocks again… all at the same time.

Now it was time to slow down. Find my way again in a world of just Chad and I. I wanted that, and so did Chad. We made love frequently, had dinner out, even started watching TV together again. Life went back to pre-hotwife normal. And he didn’t seem to mind.


Chapter Two




To say I needed a break from group play didn’t mean I wanted to stop being a hotwife. Chad didn’t want me to stop, either. Remember, I became a hotwife because he got excited at the thought of my making it with someone else. But that was just the start. Now… oh my… I missed my lovers.

After several weeks of calm had passed, my physical and emotional recovery now complete, I went back to solo sessions with Sawyer and Ulrik.

I discovered my love of being a hotwife after Chad and I shared fantasies one night… a year ago now… when we were in our mid-40s, married for 22 years, with three kids! We were suffering what I have always called the ‘long-married blues.’

I played with several guys along the way, but for regular solo play, without Chad along, I eventually settled on two.

Ulrik was my first hotwife encounter early last year. A big Swedish immigrant to the US, Ulrik came to attend college 20 years before, staying after marrying an American girl. They divorced a few years before his listing on the website where I found him.

He was a gorgeous man about my age. His dark blond, relatively long hair, his well-shaped heavy beard, his gigantic size… mid-6 feet… all taught me why an enormous cock can be important. If they know what to do with it.

The other was one of the Memorial Weekend guys. Oh My God! I discovered the best lover I ever had. Sawyer was a very large black football player, recently graduated from State U. His combination of extra-large equipment, domineering nature, and tender kisses… oh my!

Now, it was time to rejoin my version of a fan club. And feel the joy of them inside me once again.
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Just not in groups… Those would have to wait longer. I did solo sessions with Ulrik and Sawyer several times. Sawyer even came over to play so Chad could watch. Over the summer, Chad had gotten very comfortable with Sawyer, joining him in taking me multiple times.

Though, back then, Ulrik was my first call when I played again. The guy is simply amazing! After the near destruction of my marriage, we had both come to terms with our limited ‘friends with benefits’ relationship. Those feelings still existed, but they calmed down to an understanding that my priority would always and forever be Chad. I would never leave him for Ulrik, or even consider changing those priorities. And Ulrik seemed good with that.

My second call was Sawyer. That guy knows how to make this nasty slut into a ball of quivering goo after cumming so often. Oh, yes… I can hardly breathe afterwards.

Like Ulrik, though, the relationship with Sawyer had changed subtly. He still took it to me long and hard whenever we were together. I would go to his place and come back a complete wreck. But as we did it more often, emotion emerged. What started as hard-core sex… the hardest I’ve ever had… migrated to something more.

He had a girlfriend in the middle of all this. She broke up with him when he refused to break it off with me. I chewed his ass when I found out. Actually yelling at him! He knew we did not have a long-term relationship, that he needed someone his age, to have a family and a future. Apparently, that didn’t matter to him. He was not willing to give up what we had. It upset me then, but later, after spending an entire night with him, I was glad he didn’t.

Overnights were quite rare for me. After the hard time of early Ulrik… and Chad’s reaction… I seldom stayed the night with anyone. But occasionally, when Chad was traveling on business, or really busy at work, he would allow me to stay over with Sawyer. I never did that with Ulrik. The feelings were too strong for both of us. I needed some kind of barrier against allowing those feelings to become more potent.

But Sawyer was Chad’s favorite. Despite his reluctantly agreeing to have me go back to him for play, Chad never got comfortable with Ulrik after the tough beginning. He was fearful the emotions would resurface in ways he could not control.

Sawyer was different. Chad understood this one. He knew Sawyer was no threat to his marriage. He was just too young for me. Chad has watched, and even joined, multiple sessions when Sawyer came to the house. They had become quite good friends over the last year.

Though truthfully, when I started talking to Chad about playing again, my first call was to Ulrik, not Sawyer. I wanted to make love with him again. And I mean it in just those words… make love. The feelings we shared at the beginning didn’t just go away. They mellowed and matured. The phrase ‘friends with benefits’ captures my feelings. I needed to reconnect with my friend.

I have powerful feelings for Sawyer, too. It is just expressed differently. Sawyer knows I enjoy gentle and tender sex with Chad. I love my husband and we have frequent sex together in ways that Sawyer… and even Ulrik… can’t touch.

What I want from my bulls… don’t you love that word, ‘bulls’… is something NOT like that. Sawyer understands that clearly. He knows I want hard driving sex. There is emotion… I’ll give you that… but it’s different from Chad. When I go to Sawyer, desire consumes me.

Because he is so much younger than me, Sawyer never had thoughts of us being together for life. It was clear from the beginning that this was a sexual relationship, even if our growing love for each other added spice to that play.

Truthfully, now that I look back on it, we always had a power-exchange relationship, almost a BDSM thing. I was his submissive, and he was my dominant. We never did painplay or bondage, but I was HIS to do with as he chose.

From the moment I walk through the door of his place, I am his to command. I immediately remove all my clothes. In fact, I seldom wear clothing in his presence, even when he does. I do that because he told me to. And because I want to obey him.

I love what he does to me, worship his sexual command over my every need. By the time I leave, I have often been so totally used up, Chad has to help me into the house and into bed. Wiped out! That guy really knows how to take it to me… just the way I like it.

In fact, after two months had gone by since Las Vegas, and several solo sessions with Ulrik and Sawyer now complete… Sawyer was displacing Ulrik as my favorite. Truth is, he had become my lover, my boyfriend.

And Chad knew it… and seemed to approve. I even spent several nights in a row with Sawyer while Chad had vendor meetings in California for a week… with my husband’s permission. After Chad returned, my lover brought me home, taking it to me especially hard while Chad watched.

My cuckold loved that! After watching me cum multiple times, Chad joined in. These two men took me for the rest of the night. Eventually, Chad in my rear, while Sawyer’s wondrous cock impaled me from below. My God, that felt so good!

I loved it so much; I started thinking about groups again…


Chapter Three




Sawyer and I have had regular lunches since we started our relationship last year. He is now a high school assistant football coach, while working full time at a local sporting goods store in their marketing department. He graduated from State U last year. The store is close to my former office, so we always met at Rick’s Tavern, a sports bar on 61st St.

It was a great place to meet and very busy with businesspeople at lunch. No one would think twice about an age-gap couple like us having a bite. Having said that, we were always very careful not to touch or show any signs of overt intimacy, even while walking to the car. Just a colleague having lunch with a co-worker.

We had these lunches as a reaction to our growing love and friendship. I think he saw me as a mentor because we talked a lot about his career. Especially about his growing desire to become a head coach someday, and mapping out strategies to get there. Looking back, I suddenly realized, we seldom talked about me. Until today.

This lunch, my concerns about resuming group play seemed to be the chief topic. Sawyer had been to our house the previous weekend. Not even sure how it came up. I guess this was on my mind and I was comfortable discussing it with… I had to admit to myself… I was increasingly thinking of him as my lover.

“Why the big issue? Do or don’t… who cares? Hubby doesn’t care… I don’t…” Sawyer seemed genuinely perplexed at my concern about it. We had done the group with him at the Bear Lake cabin, and he knew about the time in Las Vegas.

“It exposes me somehow. Hard to explain.” I said.

“Exposes you to what?”

And there was the rub. To what? I didn’t know. But it left me totally unmoored, confused, insecure. Like I did not know who I was or where I should be.

Sawyer just shook his head. “You playing way outside most normal wives, babe. Way outside. Maybe groups push you too far. Your emotions are telling you to pull back…” he said.

Why was I burdening this young man with my issues? He didn’t have a clue about the emotional makeup of a 40-something woman.

“I suppose you’re right. I’m being silly. If they make me uncomfortable, I shouldn’t do it.”

He shrugged, a ‘maybe so’ movement, but then looked at me intensely. Something was going on in that enormous head.

“I get it now… why the confusion…”

“Oh, good. Please tell me!” I giggled, wondering what he could know about my feelings.

“You like it.”

“What? Of course I like it…”

“No,” he said, cutting me off. “You like it a LOT. The way you came when Chad and I were both inside you… and at the cabin… You REALLY like it. But you think you shouldn’t… not that much.”

I stared at him, a conviction dawning on me he may be right.

“Look…” Sawyer said, “I think most women can get their head around the whole hotwife thing. They can understand the excitement of an outside cock… husband involved or not. You have me… and the other guy.” Did I detect some jealousy about Ulrik in that tone? “We have a good time. Normal hotwife shit. But you… you want more.”

I gasped at his words. His truth. I felt it in my bones. I wanted, even needed, more. “Chad told me before we went into the Bear Lake cabin, I had a nasty slut inside just waiting to break free. Is that what you mean?”

“Babe, you one nasty slut… no doubt there. You thrashing on all those dicks at the cabin… that wasn’t something you went along with. You LOVED it. Maybe you’re trippin’ about it because you’re not sure you should like it as much as you do.”

It genuinely embarrassed me how quickly he cut through the mess inside. How do I even respond? 40 years of regular churchgoing. All those years of Sunday school telling me how wrong all this was. Watching girls get torn up by other girls in high school because they were easy. All those lessons had seeped into my soul. Was still eating at me.

I was near tears. Sawyer didn’t care. He laughed openly. “Can’t have it both ways, babe! You play for the pleasure, you take the emotion that comes with it. Time to let yourself go. Either go into a group thing all the way, or don’t. I’m good either way.”

“But I feel so dirty afterward… detached from Chad. I don’t like that feeling.”

“Have I ever told you how I started playing with you old ladies?” Sawyer asked, the twinkle in his eyes pulling me out of my sudden moping. I shook my head no, a grin on my face.

“I was good friends with a French guy on the soccer team. Alphonse was his name. Like me. Big guy, black, huge dick. He enjoyed hanging with us football types. Quite the ladies’ man on campus. He got in with this MILF that lived next door to one of his teammates. They became quite a hot item. The MILF’s neighbor, the mother of his teammate, found out about what was going on. Now this wasn’t a hot babe like you, still looking good at your age. No… this was a curvy lady that saw what was going on and decided she wanted some of that. My best friend on the team, Darrell, always had a thing for ladies that… had some meat on the bones, he would say. Didn’t like ’em skinny… like you.”

I laughed at the weird mixed message… yes, he liked me being skinny? Or he preferred curvy like Darrell?

“One of this woman’s group sessions… the MILF loved them… the one where Darrell met Eileen… shit, I think there were 20 guys… Darrell told me they strapped her to a bench and humped her until she said to stop. They went around the room twice.” I gasped at the idea. Shit… 20 guys?

Sawyer was grinning. “That’s not your thing, my sweet. It was hers. Her husband set the whole thing up, according to Darrell.”

The quizzical look on my face must have been very humorous because Sawyer burst out in laughter.

“Yep, that lady liked a lot of cock. She wanted to cum until she couldn’t take it anymore. So, the way Darrell told me, the curvy neighbor somehow got invited to this Circle, they called it. Darrell… liking the curvy ladies… latched onto her like sauce on a taco. When he wasn’t humping the Circle lady, he was humping Eileen.”

“Was that her name, Eileen?” I could see his own version of the sparkle. He liked this lady very much.

“Eileen, yes. Eileen’s husband was not much interested in sex himself, hadn’t been for several years. He was enormous, out of shape, struggled to make it with her. Now that Eileen had seen the MILF get pleasured that way, she wanted more. She wanted Darrell. And he wanted her. After the Circle, Eileen went back to her husband, told him… the way she tells it, TOLD him was what happened… not much choice. I never got the impression he was happy about that at the beginning. The next weekend, Darrell and Eileen became an item. Kind of her boyfriend, really. They were together nearly every weekend, lunch times, sometimes during the week.”

I gasped out loud, covering my mouth. Weekends? Lunchtimes? Every day? How did they stay married?

“I don’t remember when he pulled me in, but close to the beginning. She would walk in Darrell’s apartment, quickly remove her clothes, never put them back on while she was in his apartment.”

The shock settled in. Sawyer was talking from experience. He had been with this woman. “You have been with her?”

“Fuck yes… she wanted cock bad. Darrell… he’s a little smaller than me… not by much… but he can get it up… a lot! The two of us took it to her… I think she stayed the whole night. We fucked and fucked. Her husband ended up giving permission to stay the entire weekend. The first one, it was just Darrell and me. After that, he invited bunches over. 4-5 at a time. They would take it to her the entire weekend. And she loved it!”

“You took part in those weekends?”

“Many times…”

I sudden feeling of jealousy took me. “I can’t believe her husband would let her go for the whole weekend!”

“Not sure how it started… at first she went nearly every weekend. But her and hubby had a fight about it. Being gone all the time. So they agreed to do every other weekend. On her play weekends, she would arrive at 5, right after work, take her clothes off as soon as she arrived, then go home late Sunday night. Be naked almost that whole time. Most of those weekends, quite a few brothers would rotate through the house. Fucking her all they wanted. She couldn’t get enough! Yes, Eileen liked to fuck. Wanted everything we could give her. Three at the same time… five… whatever. She would take us on as long as we could get it up.”

Abruptly, I understood why he was telling me this story. I’m Eileen in the story. He thinks I would really like to be used an entire weekend like that.

“So… you think I would like a weekend like that?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah. You like it a lot, babe. No need to deny it to me. Here’s the thing… why I brought it up… Eileen had a deal with her husband. On her play weekends, she would give herself to us… no holding back… free-use. Know what I mean?”

“I think so…” but that phrase was a new one to me.

“Sex term. It means you go in understanding that those men can do whatever they want with you… at any time.”

I gasped. I had never heard the phrase, but I knew what that meant. That is essentially what I did in Las Vegas. I gave the men free use of me for the entire evening.

Sawyer laughed, nodding his head. “Just like Vegas, right?” I nodded my head. “Here’s why I think this would be good for you. Eileen would come over for her free-use weekends, then go back to be the loving wife on the other weekend… just the way hubby wanted it.”

The confusion on my face made him grin. He looked around to make sure no one saw him, then lightly stroked my hand on the table. “Get it? She divided herself into the slut half and the wife half. She could let out both sides of herself. Complete slut on one weekend, then dutiful wifey on the other. I think the same thing could work for you. You certainly love the pleasure enough to give yourself for a weekend.”

“How could I accept myself after doing that? Leaving my husband for an entire weekend…”

“Hey babe, I ain’t got a clue. But you need to decide. All this fretting is driving you crazy. You just need to decide what you want to do… then go do it. Chad doesn’t mind the playing. You want to feel the pleasure. What’s the worst that can happen? You feel bad for a bit afterward? I’ve seen you talk about Vegas. You loved doing that.”

I did… I really did. The pleasure was greater than anything I had ever experienced before that. But the aftermath…

“You would have no trouble getting a group together. I’d invite a few brothers. You could even invite… that other guy.”

Now it was my turn to chuckle. He really was jealous. “Ulrik. His name is Ulrik.”

“Yeh… him.”

I shuddered suddenly at the memory of what I felt like at the end of the Vegas session. The deep well of loss, the need to have Chad so close. What would that well of despair feel like after an entire weekend? Yet, the pleasure… It took my breath away.

“I don’t think I can do it, Sawyer. My mind just won’t let go.”

“Then don’t… works for me either way. I can round up some guys if you want. Jalen would definitely be willing. You played with him already. Roydell likes the group thing. He does something I think is disgusting. After you get full up with other guy’s cum, he loves to suck it out of you.”

I blanched at the idea… what the mess would look like after multiple guys… the quantity of spunk.

Sawyer laughed, “I don’t get it either. But you’ve seen him do it. He loves it.”

I stood up. He had to get back to work. “To each their own?” I said, giggling softly.

“Guess so,” Sawyer said on our way out. “How many guys would you want me to bring?”

“I have not decided whether to do it, love… The 10 in Vegas was too many. From what I read, five works best with BigPlay.”

“BigPlay… shit, babe. You going all out. I hear that is something. You let me know. I can get everything ready.”

I gave him a strict friendship hug as we split at our cars. The very idea of doing another group both thrilled and chilled me at the same time.


Chapter Four




I came home after my lunch with Sawyer, more confused than ever. The war going on inside was getting worse, not better. Especially after the conversation with Sawyer. Maybe I was experiencing my own brand of jealousy. I knew Eileen had a fling with Sawyer before we met, until she broke it off when he started dating someone.

No concerns about that on my part. We went on together for some time before I even knew he had a girlfriend. But when I found out, I still did not break it off. Our relationship too enthralled me at that point. Then, Sawyer broke up with the girl because she demanded he not see me. I guess we are closer than I like to admit.

But as I sat waiting for Chad to come home, I had so much on my mind, lost track of time. Then my phone chirped with a text message.

Chad


Andrew coming with me. Be naked on knees in kitchen, facing garage door. 6.




Talia


What?




He was in the mood. And I want to watch you get spanked!




Oh you do…




Not willing?




Didn’t say that. Just surprised.




As always, you have the choice. If not naked on knees, we’ll go out to dinner with him. But he is bringing ropes and toys. Seems in the mood to play hard. Thought you might like that.




I will be ready… Master!




You are so funny, my slut. Time to get fucked the way you like it.




I looked around. Shit, it was already past 5 o’clock. They would be here in less than an hour. I ran upstairs, stripping the bedclothes, leaving only a sheet. Put some electric candles around. Lube on the nightstand. My pussy tingled with the desire to feel Andrew and Chad in me at the same time.

The ropes and toys also had me going. Andrew Flowers, the CEO of Amber Financial, was the first to introduce me to ropes, cuffs, and toys. He tied me to the bed on my front and back. By the time he was done with me, my nipples were red and raw, my backside peppered with stripes of all kinds, and my sex sore from repeated fucking… by him and his toys. I was so sore, I typically needed a few days’ break to recover.

Chad was quite angry after the first time. Stormed into Andrew’s office, telling him that was over the line. He didn’t want to ever see stripes and raw flesh again. But I had to confess to him how much I enjoyed the play. How many times I came. Chad agreed to let him have another BDSM session with me, but only if Chad was present. I guess this was that time.

I jumped in for a quick shower, touched up the smooth shave on my pubic hair, then walked downstairs to close all the main floor curtains, already nude. By five to six, I was trembling with the desire all this activity had created. My sex dripped with evidence of that desire. I could hear the garage door open, so I ran into the kitchen, getting on my knees in the middle of the room, facing the garage entry door.

They were in the middle of a conversation when they walked in, abruptly quiet when they saw me, kneeling, hands clasped behind my back, head bowed to the floor.

“Ahh, yes. Our little slut is ready to receive us. Good.” It could only have been Andrew, with his patrician air and commanding presence.

“She seems quite anxious,” Chad said. “Let me check.” He walked around, roughly sticking his middle finger in my sex. I groaned at the intrusion. “Oh, yes. Already sopping wet,” he chuckled.

Andrew wasted no time. “Suck on me until I am hard.”

My head came up, hands stretched out to unzip his slacks. “Mouth only. No hands.” He was already undoing his own pants, slipping them off, underwear following. By the time I looked up again, both he and Chad were completely nude, clothes draped over a chair, and each already at 3/4 mast. I grinned, thinking they must have been talking about this all the way home.

Andrew pushed his cock down my throat. I choked a little at the sudden intruder, but quickly adjusted, giving him all I could with my hands still clasped behind my back. After the constant play of the last year, especially the 10-member group in Las Vegas, I had gotten quite good at deep throating a cock.

Though that’s not what these two had in mind. I was obviously in for a long, painful night. As I sucked on Andrew, Chad sat a large canvas bag on the kitchen table, pulled out a set of leather wrist cuffs, fastening my hands together behind my back. He pushed me so I was erect on my knees, then took a riding crop to my ass. When I stopped sucking because of the pain, Andrew grabbed each side of my head, forcing the cock back inside my mouth.

Chad did not relent. He went back into the bag, bringing a flat leather paddle, striking even harder this time. I groaned at the dual assault, loving the feel of the cock in my throat, but growing uncertain about the paddle as my ass warmed to his abuse.

They pulled back suddenly. Andrew pulled me to my feet, tossing me over the kitchen table. Chad had to sweep the bag out of the way to make room. He plunged his hard rod inside, a loud whimper of pleasure escaping my lips. Chad refused to be left out. He shifted my body slightly to get my head close to the edge, then shoved his cock down my throat.

I groaned deeply with the pleasure of being spitroasted. And the men took it to me, plunging savagely in both openings. When my first release came, I shook under them; the waves surging inside. I knew at that moment I was theirs for the rest of the night, a willing participant in my subjugation. The submissive strain that seemed to control my relationship with Sawyer came to flower with these two as well.

These shafts took me higher into another release, then a third. The constant flow of sensations controlled my every move. When Andrew shot his white cream inside me, I came HARD on the warm spread of his essence. An intense heat scorching up my core as I moaned under their control.

Chad did not seem close to cumming. Once Andrew was done, he pulled out and Chad helped me to my feet. I struggled to get up without the use of my hands. But I wasn’t up for long.

“Get on your knees, facing the table,” Chad said. I dropped instantly, while Chad stabilized the move from my lack of arms.

I was breathing heavily in this new position, the cum dripping out of me onto the kitchen floor. The men then simply ignored me. They walked to the liquor cabinet, made themselves a drink, all the while talking ‘shop’… what was happening at Amber Financial… I might as well not have been in the room.

Paradoxically, the more they ignored me, the hotter I got. I kept my head down, trying to control the trembling that was growing stronger as each moment passed. It was like I was a battery that needed to be charged. And that charging worked! Their actions pushed me deeper into the submission that now controlled me utterly. I would have done anything they asked.

This went on for only 15-20 minutes, my growing desire quivering ever stronger. Andrew took my chin in his beefy hand, turning my eyes up to his.

“I think she has stewed long enough, don’t you, Chad?”

His words were to my husband, but he locked his eyes on mine. Now my trembling became acute… physical… like he was pulling my will into those eyes. What little will I had left anyway…

“Yes I do,” Chad replied. “Let’s take her up to the bedroom, tie her to the bed, then do whatever we want. She looks like she’s ready to get seriously fucked.” I said nothing, but knew they were right. I needed that serious fucking in the worst way, actively trembling with my growing desire.

“Sounds like fun,” Andrew said, grabbing my arms, yanking me off my knees. He reached for my bound wrists, twisting me around to face Chad, canvas bag in hand, as he followed us toward the stairs. His smile told me how much he was enjoying my humiliation.

I stumbled on the steps as he pulled me backwards up the steps. No one tried to help. My arms now extended uncomfortably up as he took steps higher than my own. On the way up, my eyes fastened to Chad’s as he repeatedly slapped both breasts, pulled my nipples away from my body with harsh twists.

Whimpering loudly with his torment, wondering what was to come on the bed, but suddenly realizing I did not care. Deep in my heart, I knew the ugly truth. I was loving this treatment, both the giving of myself to them and the excitement of not knowing what was to come.

When we entered the master bedroom, they stopped without turning me around, wrapping a blindfold over my eyes. I stood there unmoving, shivering with excitement, as I heard noises from the bag, on the bed, a chair dragging across the carpet. My swelling desire, when added to the deposit Andrew had already made, was actively dripping down my inner thigh.

They unfastened my arms as they roughly pushed me onto the bed, on my stomach, a wedge under my hips. I would later find out it came from our workout room downstairs. They forced apart my legs and arms as they fastened the wrist cuffs to the bed, cuffs placed on my ankles, then fastened to their own restraints. My ass and sex were now protruding above the bed at an angle that gave everyone open access, all limbs spread wide open.

I heard them talking in the background, but could not make out the words. Chad leaned over to my ear, saying only ‘have fun.’ Much later, when the blindfolds came off, I learned he had gone over to sit on the chair.

My ears suddenly pricked up, a thudding sound on the stairs. My anxiety levels rising. What the fuck was going on? I could hear a zipper coming down, cloth moving off limbs. “Chad,” I whispered, “What is going on?” No words followed my request.

The bed moved with a heavy thud as a new cock pushed inside me. This guy was not interested in extending his time, or bringing me to carefully measured orgasms. He was here to fuck me, and he did! Vicious slams of torment that took me by surprise with its power.

My first release ripped from me moments later, yanked out with the viciousness of each plunge. I screamed out with its power, gasping for air as the heat crushed all remaining resistance. I pushed back against the plunges, moaning now, my body quivering as I squeezed tightly around my invader.

The man did not slow or hesitate, continuing to pound into me. I could feel his balls smacking against my clit with each thrust. Soon, another climax tore out of me, then another. That was all it took for him. My intruder roared with his ropes of white cream spraying inside me. I shuddered at the incredible pleasure he could deliver, and at my subjugation to him.

The string of orgasms was making it difficult for me to breathe now. I shuddered at the words that followed, from a voice I recognized but could not place. “Thanks guys. I needed that.” Then clothes going on.

Before he finished dressing, I felt a cool liquid on my rear bud, then a hard item pushed inside. This was hard plastic, likely a butt plug. It widened sharply, causing me to grimace with the pressure, before settling into place at the narrow end. Yes, a butt plug.

Almost as soon as it was in place, a searing crease of pain came across my ass cheeks. In the back of my mind I heard the man that had just used me saying goodbye, then his walking the steps, but was a little confused when another set of steps came back up. The same sound of clothes coming off filled the room. All the while, I tried to concentrate on the sounds, the painful stripes marching across my ass and upper thighs.

The striking stopped abruptly, and then I felt another cock enter me. This one much bigger, filling me completely. My openness and ample moisture allowed easy passage.

I heard a grunt from Chad, not like he was cumming. Like he was reacting to something. My lover was taking it to me once again, but this was different. Familiar somehow… the movements… the depth, the way he moved. I could not stop pushing back against him.

This brought a grunt from my intruder that caused me to gasp loudly. “Sawyer,” I cried out.


Chapter Five




For the next two hours, Sawyer, Andrew and Chad took me hard. I was bound much of the time, as each man had me while the others caned, paddled and flogged between the men cumming.

I was lost in the sensations. Feeling the war of pain and pleasure play out on my eager body. I would cum often, seemingly harder each time, then have the release flow into a searing heat… as the striking repeatedly amplified the climax. Lust coursed through me as I came and came.

The best part of the night was when they took me all together, a full three-way. They impaled me on Sawyer, lying on his back, Andrew in my rear opening, and Chad in my mouth. They gave me no respite, hammering my every opening, as I worshiped my invaders, cumming furiously… and often.

When my breathing struggled to catch, the men knew a break was in order. I collapsed on the bed as they pulled out, finally taking the blindfold off. My eyes immediately sought Chad. That feeling of being lost… of wondering who I was… returned painfully.

I knew where I was and who I was with, but to my heart, none of that mattered. These feelings left me cut loose from my love, my heart, from everything that mattered. Tears were filling my eyes. Chad caught on quickly that something was wrong. He pushed me back onto my stomach, flat on the bed. Three sets of hands began massaging me. Now the tears flowed for real, large sobs of pure sorrow I could no longer contain.

But the hands did not stop. Words flowed with each touch. ‘Come back to us.’ ‘Feel the joy of the pleasure you have brought us.’ ‘Let your men take care of you.’ The words came softly, like a religious chant, variations smothering my concerns. Soon I was mewling with the warmth, the tenderness of the touch.

Chad leaned down to my ear. “Feeling better?” He asked. I nodded yes, but did not move. The hands felt too good! Chad touched my arm. ‘Roll over,’ he whispered. I came around to see my men touching, feeling, worshiping my body. I grimaced as they massaged my now tender breasts. Their smiles told me how much they wanted this and wanted me. I wanted them just as much.

Somehow, the feeling of emptiness shattered, replaced by contentment. Each guy leaned down to kiss me, then Andrew and Sawyer got dressed, hugging me again on the way out the door. I was still lying naked.

Once he walked them out, a nude Chad returned to cuddle up next to me. I grasped him tightly, feeling that clinginess taking me again. He was still hard, having only cum once. I crawled on top of him, the abuse on my ass still radiating heat. I didn’t care, crossing my leg over his body, slowly inserting his rod where it belonged.

Almost immediately, the crying started again, tears flowing down my face. What kind of woman does what I have done while professing to love a man?! “I’m so sorry, Chad,” I said, great sobs wracking my chest.

His confusion was almost comical. “Sorry about what?” He asked, genuine surprise painting his expression.

“About the way I am… all my needs… going with other men…” I was openly sobbing again, but I did not slow my hip movements. I wanted him to feel the pleasure I had felt all night.

“You one crazy slut, babe, if you thought I did this against my will! You love this, Talia. And I love that you love it. I wish I could give you this much pleasure every day!”

In between sobs, I tried to explain. “After these group things… where I let myself go so much… I always feel like I am cheating on you, betraying the trust we have.”

“We still have that trust,” he assured me. “There is no cheating here. I was in the room the whole time, remember?”

My crying slowed. He was right. I hadn’t betrayed him… not since my fling with Ulrik so many months ago. I made sure of it. He was in the room with me, or knew where I was.

“You don’t think less of me?”

“What? I’m the cuckold in this relationship, remember? I WANT you to do this. Love it, even. I sometimes can’t believe you go along with my need.”

“I am not going along, silly. I love being taken this way.”

“Then why do you always cry afterward, clinging like I’m about ready to leave you?”

“I feel… it’s hard to describe… unfastened somehow… a ship no longer tied to the dock… like I am floating away from you, unable to get back to your shore.”

Chad suddenly pulled me down to his chest, kissing me forcefully, with such passion… Then pushed me up to look in my eyes. “I will never untie you from me, Talia Morrison. Never! I am yours forever. This is just play. We both enjoy it, so we do it. If I no longer wanted to do this, I would tell you. And you should do the same.”

“You don’t mind I give myself so openly to all these men? That I enjoy it so much?”

“Of course not. Why else do it? Come on, babe. You love this. I know it. You know. Andrew and Sawyer certainly know. Let that nasty slut out for real. I have no objections.”

I leaned back down to kiss him as I ground myself, wanting his release, to let him feel what I had experienced the last few hours. When he came, bucking against me like I was trying to break a stallion, I gripped him with all the passion I was feeling, cumming as we celebrated our togetherness.

Our exhaustion finally set in, especially for me. I was asleep moments later. In the night, I needed to relieve myself. Chad had gotten up, draped the blanket over us, pulling me into his arms. How did I get so lucky?

The next morning, Chad worked from home that day, later telling me he thought I might want to talk more. And I did. We talked a lot, in between his conference calls and video meetings, of course, but I could not tell him how I felt after the groups.

Late in the afternoon, we were sitting in the kitchen, talking about the weekend. I told him about Sawyer and Eileen, her free-use weekends, his suggestion I do the same thing. This would allow me to get the playing out of my system, but do it over three days so I could rest between sessions.

“Doing stuff like last night for a weekend?” Chad chuckled. I could see his scheming mind already working out the details. “Has promise.”

“Would you be able to take me letting go for so long?”

“Why not? We had fun in Vegas. The real question isn’t me… it’s you. Could you take that much without having a breakdown? The way you cry every time…”

Indeed, that was the question. As strongly as I reacted to the Vegas sessions, what would an entire weekend be like? “Sawyer said having the entire weekend allowed for rest breaks to take care of that.”

“Makes sense,” Chad said. “One thing’s for sure. We won’t have trouble finding a group, with all the guys you’ve slept with…”

Oh my fucking God! Heat rose in my face. What did he just say? After all that talk of not caring? “You sonofabitch… Why don’t you just call me a whore and get it over with?” I stormed out of the room, tears streaming down my face.


Chapter Six




I ran into the family room, tears pouring down my face. The shame of his words shook me. How many men I had slept with? The number seemed uncountable after a year of being a hotwife. Had to be 40-50 at least… and that’s not including the 10 in Vegas, most of whom I didn’t even know their name.

This self-incrimination went on and on as I cried, slowed, then cried some more. Chad left me alone. Somehow, he knew this was an issue I needed to work through on my own. I needed to calm down before any talking was possible.

In my heart, I loved to play, knew I wanted to do it as many times as possible. Lately, I have narrowed the list of partners to a more focused group. Yet, a conviction grew that nothing else mattered. I WANTED to play, needed it. I had become one of the worst cock sluts I could imagine. Especially after last night. I didn’t even know who took me, but loved every minute.

An hour later, my husband came into the family room. The look of concern on his face… it looked like he was going to tell me someone in the family had died. But that wasn’t it. He was concerned about me… about the knife’s edge we both walked these days.

“Can we talk now?” Just nodding, I said nothing. “I’ll only come in if you promise not to get mad at everything I say…” he said.

I lashed out at him, my inner struggle looking for a release. “Why don’t you just call me a whore that will spread her legs for anyone? Why pretend you still love me?”

I flung all my frustration at him. The accusation of his lying about accepting everything else hung in the air. Abruptly, his hurt look caught my attention. He stepped back, suddenly unsure he wanted to come in. But he knew words had to be spoken; truths needing to be uncovered. He had to get to the key issue.

But now, his own anger was growing. “Hey, you ass. Just because I like to watch doesn’t mean you can treat me like some slag. I deserve better than that from you. I’ll confess… I don’t understand what’s going on… be happy to discuss it… but that doesn’t give you the right to talk to me that way. When you can treat me respectfully, I’ll come back.” He turned in the doorway, clearly ready to make good on that promise.

My face heated with the rightness of his words, even if they hurt… a new type of shame filled my heart. I didn’t want him to go. “I’m so sorry… please stay, my love. Truth is, I don’t know what’s going on with me, either.” The tears flowed again.

He sat back down next to me. “I’m all yours. Maybe you can help me understand what the fuck’s going on!”

As my tears slowed, we talked. About the group sessions. How I gave myself to them, loved it so much it scared me. How I always felt unmoored afterwards, as if I no longer belonged anywhere. My clinginess. About the Vegas group. About the conflicting fear of wanting to do it again and what I felt like afterward. How I never wanted to do a group again until I wanted to do them constantly! About the war going on inside me.

Several times, while I spoke, I had to stop because the crying got too intense. Chad did not hold me, or reassure me everything was okay. It wasn’t, and he knew it. I needed to work through this on my own.

When I was about talked out, or seemed to be anyway, he moved closer, touching me for the first time. “I am here… no matter what,” he started. “I take my vows to you seriously. Richer or poorer, sickness and health. The works. Nothing you have done has changed my mind about any of that. I still love you as much as before. And I believe you feel the same about me. Now… since my leaving you is off the table… let’s talk about you. Why has this become such as issue?”

I didn’t really have an answer for him. A gaping hole of insecurity had opened that I struggled to repair. I told him how I felt.

“You really consider me a slut?” I asked.

“Of course. Oh… I get it. If you think I mean that as a criticism, you would be wrong. As the joke goes… you’re a slut, and I love that about you! Babe, we are doing things others might consider reprehensible. Do you feel that way?”

“No, but I feel like…”

“There is no ‘but’ here,” he cut me off. “You like what we do, both by yourself, with me watching, and the groups. Don’t hide it. I know you do. Time to own it, babe. Accept what you are. Come on… I don’t want you suddenly dressing in slutty clothes and parading around in front of family and friends. But we made the choice to play like we do… together. Who cares what they think?”

He moved closer, holding me tight for a moment. “If you never want to do a group again, I will accept your choice. If you want to do them all the time, I will accept that too. We can start and stop when you want. Honestly, my read here is that you don’t want to stop and that scares you. Am I close?”

I could only nod. He knew me too well. “What if I cannot come back to us afterward…” I said, worriedly, “… want to do it all the time… forget about you and me?”

“Seriously? Forget about you and me? Now, that’s just bullshit. And first-class bullshit at that. Sorry if that hurts your feelings. Your first thought after 10 guys fucked you in Vegas was to cling to ME, not them. And of course, you noticed how I pushed you away… hated your slightest touch… how it repulsed me…”

I was on the edge of crying again when I realized. His sarcastic tone was so his style, yet he was right. When I came out of the bedroom in Vegas, my first thought was to drag him back in there. Happily, he was all over me, matching my clinginess with his own.

“I needed you so much that night,” I said.

“And I understood why. So cling away… I don’t mind. I’m here to stay. I quite enjoy when you let your slut out to play, then crawl back into my security blanket afterwards. Enjoy that very much.”

Could I do that? Let myself go… then just come back to him? I must have been trembling at this thought, because he held me tight again.

“You love being a hotwife, babe. It’s become your favorite hobby. I have no problems with that, and frankly, see groups as just another version of that pastime. I have no preference which way you go. Do the groups, don’t do them. I don’t much care either way. But you can’t sit on the edge. You need to decide… for our future. This constant fretting is driving you crazy and frustrating me just as much.”

He stared at me intently, a wry smile across his face. “You sure had fun last night,” he chuckled, “especially when big Sawyer pushed into you the first time. You could tell it was him, couldn’t you?”

I nodded again, looking at him. The heat of embarrassment had to show as a pink flush crossed my face. “You are okay that I like him to be inside me that much?”

Then he was laughing, a belly laugh full of the obvious joke I must be making.

“You say things like that, and I wonder where you’ve been the last year. I LOVE for you to fuck those guys! Is there some doubt about that? It turns me on something fierce. I have a hard-on almost the entire time you’re with those men, especially the big guy. You love both him and Ulrik. Don’t try to hide it. As long as you come back to me, I want you to have as much pleasure as you can take from them.”

I hugged him, bowing my head. Every word he said was right. I loved both of them, especially Sawyer. He takes me to places… And I loved Chad even more for allowing me this freedom.

“Sawyer is your main outside squeeze,” Chad stated flatly, with certainty. “And I understand why. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t compete with that big dick. Or the way he controls you. You love that. So I’m glad you found such a great guy to provide what you need. I don’t even mind the overnights with him when I travel. Just happy you come back to me.”

“I will always come back to you.”

“And I believe you now… but remember… first big dick you found, and you told me you were discussing life without me… with Ulrik.” I protested. Chad held his hand up to stop. “It’s okay… in the past… no need to discuss it again. The thing I like about Sawyer… the big difference, really… He loves you so much. Yet, he understands the separation and why. We’re just too old. Fun now, but in 10 years… he needs someone his age. We all know that. For now, he thinks of it as having a fling with a lover. And I’m good with that.”

“But what about the groups? Those scare me even more. I am so drawn into them… the need grows so difficult to turn off…”

“Going to need a plan then,” Chad said. “Maybe Sawyer has a point. We need to set a special weekend where you let yourself go, with a pre-planned stop. You can give yourself to them completely… but know, before you start… that I will be there to pull you out… on schedule… no matter how much you object. There will be no need to hold back or keep any desire hidden. Enjoy… with the assurance I will take care of you at the end!”

“Would you do that? Allow me to play like that… completely let go?” I asked, insecurity still painted my tone.

“For me, sure… Last night was my way of seeing if you really wanted that. You obviously do. That’s good enough for me. The question now… does it work for you? Are you willing to give yourself to five men for an entire weekend?”

I trembled at the thought, but knew with certainty I wanted that badly. My pussy tingled at the thought of what they would demand I do… and at the excitement of not knowing. “Yes, God help me, I do… I want to. I sure hope you will forgive me when it is over.”

“No forgiveness will be needed,” he laughed. “I will be there the entire time. And if it’s going to be like the session last night… ooh, I would hate to be your ass cheeks by the end.” He was reaching around, pinching my already tender cheeks as I tried to squirm away from his fingers. He simply winked at me, relaxing back on the sofa.

“So we have a deal? Should I schedule a free-use weekend with you on the menu?”

I simply nodded my head. “Yes, Chad. We have a deal. I will do whatever the men want for the entire weekend.”


Chapter Seven




Three days later, Chad came home from work, very excited. He couldn’t wait until we sat down to eat.

“Had lunch with Sawyer today. To talk about your free-use weekend.”

I gasped softly. It all seemed so ‘someday we might do something…’ before. Now, it suddenly seemed real. “And?”

“Next weekend it is. He suggested we go back to that Bear Lake cabin we used for the college guys. It will be cold outside, but the cabin should be plenty warm. The place offers isolation, plenty of beds, a big open playroom and many places for them to tie you up, he said.”

Another gasp. “Tie me up? You think they will want to do that?”

“Hey, babe,” Chad chuckled, “Free-use… remember? They get to do what they want. I will give you a safeword at the beginning. But short of saying the safeword to stop everything, they will expect you to do what they say. Was that not clear before?”

He was smiling at me, that last an obvious tease. Of course, I knew what it meant. I nodded.

“Okay then… it’s set. I called, reserving the cabin. We will arrive Friday afternoon early and stay through Monday morning. You have 10 days to get ready… mentally and otherwise.”

“Who are the guys going to be?” I asked.

“Sawyer said he would bring two. Two you apparently know already?” He looked at me with a grin, clearly not upset.

“They were two of the guys for the Memorial weekend where I met Sawyer, Jalen and Roydell,” I said. “Jalen brought the marijuana that Memorial weekend. Roydell must be the other. You remember him… he liked cleanup?”

“How could I forget that?” he chuckled. “Watching him eat pussy already filled with cum still makes me cringe.” The shocked and disgusted look on Chad’s face caused me to burst out laughing. “Five guys are going to leave quite a mess. But I remember that guy giving you one of the best orgasms of your life. I swear, your sex was so hot from the constant abuse that when Roydell’s tongue scooped the spunk out, you must have seen major fireworks. You jerked off the bed! THAT really got you going.”

“Okay…” Chad smiled, grimacing. “Each to their own, I guess.”

“With you, that’s still only four. Who’s the last?”

“I do not count. Doubt that I will play. I will be the referee for the weekend. Making sure you are comfortable with what is happening at all times.” I touched his arm, thanking him for that.

“But don’t think I will interfere,” he warned. “Short of your safeword, free-use means what it means. You will give yourself to them… total submission. Just like the Andrew session last week. You will have no say the entire time.”

He was looking at me sternly. “I want to make sure about that. You understand that’s how these things work, right? Free-use means you say yes… ALL the time… whatever they demand.”

I nodded yes. “I just hope they don’t want me to do anything gross.”

“Gross is, of course, a relative term. We will talk before then about limits. I have two hard limits upfront. First, no ‘watersports’…” The look of mystery on my face must have been funny. Chad chuckled softly. “I don’t want them peeing on you, or anything like that. Nothing involving bodily waste.”

“Thanks. I would not like that.”

“Didn’t think so. Second, I don’t want any permanent marks left behind. Any striking must keep that in mind. You need to consider your hard limits over the next few days. We will broadcast those to all participants beforehand. It will be my job to make sure no one violates those limits.”

I touched his hand, stroking. “You didn’t say who the other participants would be.”

“Andrew, of course. He has already agreed. Has rearranged a couple of meetings to make room. The other one…” My husband got quiet a moment, parsed lips telling me this was a tough choice. “For the last… we could invite Ulrik, if you would like?”

Oh god! Sawyer and Ulrik at the same time… I would so love that! But Sawyer seemed a little jealous whenever his name came up. And Chad… just the way he said it told me he was uncomfortable. No… I made a sudden decision. He did not fit.

“You’re uncomfortable with him. I think Sawyer would be too. Maybe it would be best to leave that one solo for now. Maybe in the future, if we do another.”

Chad laughed again. “You’re joking, right? Whether we will… so funny. Once you experience this level of pleasure, I think we will have trouble scheduling enough.”

I hate that this man knows me so well! Maybe hate would be strong. I actually love it, but still a little unnerving.

“If not him, then who else?”

“Andrew has a friend… Israel, something… says you played with him once.”

I nodded my approval. “By the way, who was the guy that took me while I was blindfolded last week?”

Chad started giggling. “You really want to know?” I nodded yes. “Gerry Cox, from down the street.”

“Oh, shit… Chad! What will Millie think?”

“Millie… that old shrew! Why would I care about his wife? I brought him in so he could have some snatch for a change. She’s locked up tighter than a bourbon barrel. And about the same size.” He burst out laughing. “Gerry will say nothing. By the way… you should pretend you don’t know, if you see him around. We put on the blindfold so he would think you didn’t.”

“You are crazy… though he really gave it to me. Good cock. We can invite him back for something more personal in the future… if you want.”

“We’ll have plenty of opportunities,” Chad chuckled. “He has already called me to make sure I knew he was ‘in’ for any further fun.” That left us both laughing.

“All this talk has left your hotwife in serious need of a good poke. Do you know anyone that might be interested?” I reached down between his legs, massaging his already hardening cock.

“I just might…” he laughed, as he swept me out of the dining room chair, pulling me toward the bedroom.
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The next 10 days flew by. I could think of little else besides what might happen at the cabin.

The Saturday before, Andrew came over. He and Chad took turns with me as I thrashed bound on the bed, cumming and cumming.

Afterward, Andrew suggested we play all weekend as the group decides, but reserve Saturday night for BigPlay. Five guys, free-use, isolated cabin. Seemed ideal for a BigPlay-enhanced session. I could scream loudly as the guys did what they wanted. I agreed. After the Vegas experience, that seemed like a great idea. We all agreed on his schedule.

The worst part of that session with Andrew was his laying out the rest of my week. I was to be a total submissive to my husband during that time, though he forbid Chad and me from making love during the run-up. My husband could edge me as much as he wanted. No cumming until Friday night.

Chad took these instructions seriously. Nearly every night, he would have me on my back, his tongue teasing my sex just short of release, leaving me hanging with the need. He did this multiple times each night. My frustration grew to almost intolerable levels as Chad told me to get on my back each night. I guess Andrew knew what this meant. By Friday, I would be a quivering mess, ready to be fucked badly!

We settled on the guys and the rules. Sawyer would bring Jalen and Roydell. Chad would bring Andrew and Israel. Chad could take part if he wished, but would mainly act as enforcer, to make sure I was being treated within the agreed rules.

Those rules were simple. Only three. No watersports, no permanent marks, and no abject humiliation. I did not want to crawl around licking the bottoms of shoes. Free-use was understood to exclude these.

Though I was going to be the submissive for them all. That included being their servant. If they wanted a beer or food, I was to get it for them. All requests, short of the three exclusions, were ‘on the table,’ as Chad liked to say.

By Friday morning, when we were packing to leave, I simply throbbed with sexual need. Chad had worked me into a frenzy with his gentle, but consistent edging. I was so ready to be fucked.


Chapter Eight




We had already met the owner when we rented the cabin for our Memorial Day overnight. This was the same place we rented for the Memorial Day weekend. He knew privacy was a big part of renting an isolated cabin like his. We had the cabin through Monday morning and he promised not to come back until we let him know the cabin was free. Leave the key under the pot by the front door when you leave, he told us.

I remembered the long driveway, the surrounding forest, the path down to Bear Lake. But none of that mattered to me right now. All I could think about was the tingle between my legs and the nervousness about what was to come.

The cabin itself was a three-bedroom beauty, nestled in a thick stand of trees with a path to the lake only a hundred feet through the woods. The outside had a concrete patio with a large fire table in the middle, surrounded by chairs, with a picnic table on the side. It was too cold this time of year to use the patio, even though it made for a beautiful setting.

A high-ceilinged Great Room greeted us upon entry, open to the kitchen, dining and a small loft with two twin beds. The room had a large sectional, an ottoman coffee table for more seating, and two side chairs. The three bedrooms on the first floor included the promised king-sized master bedroom and full beds in the other two rooms.

We got there late that afternoon. Setting everything up in the master bedroom, placing candles around with multiple placements of lube across various rooms. Just seeing that bed, full of memories, and feeling the anticipation of what would happen later, made me hold on to Chad as he stood beside me.

“Are you sure about this? That it’s okay?” I asked.

He just chuckled. “Not up to me, babe. This is your deal. If it’s good for you, I’m good.”

“How should we start?”

“Oh… that’s simple. I think you should put this on…” I looked at him, surprised. He pulled out a semi-transparent nightgown with embroidery down the sleeves he had carefully folded in the suitcase. It was beautiful.

“You bought this for me… for the weekend?”

“Thought the cabin might get chilly. You might need a coverup. But didn’t want to have anything that actually covered your charms. Found this at Nordstrom’s. You like?”

“Very much. But I may not have it on much…” I grinned.

“That’s what I expected. But anytime you are around, feeling a little chilled, just tell me. I’ll get it for you.”

I kissed him on the cheek. So amazing. Here I was dripping at the prospect of being taken by five men for an entire weekend, and my husband was concerned I would get chilly. I so loved this man.

The guys arrived around six. I greeted them in my new nightgown. First to arrive were Sawyer and his friends, Jalen and Roydell. Both his friends were tall black men, though not as big as Sawyer.

Jalen had a lanky, muscled frame. Not sure what he did to stay so fit. He wasn’t a student any longer. I knew from experience he was not nearly as big as Sawyer down below. Though, the times we played, he was rough, like Sawyer. I knew he would give me everything I wanted.

He also seemed to be a marijuana connoisseur, with an almost endless supply of all varieties. Even knew the types by name and how they would make you feel. I was sure he had some in his backpack.

Roydell graduated from State U in the spring. He was above 6 feet, still lean and hard muscled from his playing days, a past wide receiver on the State U football team with Sawyer. The guy turned out to be funny, and very talented with his cock. Sawyer told me he was also very focused on his career as a financial analyst in town. And would deliver the tongue experience I had loved for our college weekend!

Andrew came later, with his friend Israel. His friend was the CEO of another company in town, a former football player from Tulane who had moved here with his engineering degree. Gradually, he moved up the corporate ladder until he was now CEO of the firm. He was a black man in his early 50s with very handsome endowments down below. Gave me all I wanted when we played with Andrew before.

But I knew the actual keys for the weekend were Andrew and Sawyer. Andrew because his imaginative sessions have exceeded all others, even Sawyer. He would take me up, crash me down, then rebuild even higher. I was sure there would be some pain involved, there always was with Andrew, but I also knew I would experience such pleasure…

I had long ago discovered that pain was the gateway drug for Andrew… and for me. Like the session at our house. The paddling pushed the desire to the conclusion when they entered me. My God, I came so hard and often that night! I cannot even imagine what he will do this weekend, especially with a BigPlay chaser.

Sawyer was the second key because of his knowledge of what I liked and his stamina. His friends would take me hard, day and night, long after the old men would tire.
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Once everyone settled in, placed their bags where they belonged, and had a drink, Chad called them into the Great room. They chatted while I made my way around the room, touching each man. I pressed my nearly nude body against them, making it clear I wanted them to touch me in return. And they did. Before I made it through all five and Chad, their hands were freely roaming everywhere on my body.

The palpable sexual tension that had simmered for the past week ignited, engulfing the atmosphere in an overwhelming torrent of need. An electric energy crackled in the air as all their gazes locked on me. Their eyes conveying a primal desire that set my heart racing. The room seemed to pulse with anticipation. The scent of my arousal, now leaking constantly, mingled with the faint fragrance of the surrounding forest, creating an intoxicating bouquet that heightened our senses. Every touch, every whispered word, sent shivers down my spine, igniting a fire within that could no longer be contained.

I knew that each touch pulled me closer to satisfaction. My nipples were hard as pebbles, extending out of the thin fabric, especially after multiple guys touched them… softly at first, but more aggressively as my continuing around the room told them I didn’t mind.

Finally, Chad knew I was ready. “Thank you all for coming,” my husband said. “We are here to give Talia her first free-use weekend. She wants to let the nasty slut out for a full-blast run!” All the nodding heads told me that every man understood the truth. I really wanted that! I did a comical bow to my ‘audience.’

Chad chuckled, then turned serious again. “You have all agreed to the simple rules. Make sure you understand. There are only three. Those are hard rules, with no exceptions. If you violate any of them, you will leave the cabin. I am the only arbiter, so don’t test the limits.”

Every head nodded their acceptance. I had played with all of them before. I doubted any of them would cause specific problems. The pleasure they could bring… I was so ready for that!

Chad then looked at me. “Now, it is time for your choices. You are here of your own free will, making this choice to take part?” I nodded. “Sorry, babe, but they all need to hear you say it. You have chosen to participate… is that right?”

“Yes. I have made the choice to be here.”

“You give yourself to these men, to do with as they choose, offer every opening as they desire, whenever they desire, with no restrictions except the three rules.”

“Yes, I give myself for their use.”

“You understand our safeword and agree to use it if you are feeling uncomfortable. The safeword stops all play until we can figure out what you need. Is that understood?”

“Yes, I will use my safeword, understanding if I use it, all play stops.”

“Okay then…” Chad looked around the room, catching every eye. Making sure he had their agreement to abide by the rules. Then he stepped back. “Gentlemen, she’s all yours.” I looked around the room, feeling suddenly like a mouse in a room full of cats.

The guys crashed into me, pulling the nightgown off my body. Here it was. The goal of the weekend. Naked… facing all these men. Sawyer and Israel picked me up, pushing me face down on the kitchen table. Roydell’s face was in my sex and Andrew’s cock in my mouth. I could hear clothes being pulled off all around me.

At that moment, something snapped inside, a release. I submitted to their will. Made a choice to do whatever they wanted. I gobbled Andrew as deep as he would go down my throat, moaned at Roydell’s tongue, and let myself go. I was now truly theirs.


Chapter Nine




There is an adage I have heard before. ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it.’ That kept ringing in my mind over the next couple of hours. Only in moments of transition was I ever without a cock in one or more of my openings.

After each of them had a warmup turn on the table, they took me into the Great Room, placing me on my hands and knees on the ottoman, then took me however they wanted. Once my cumming started, it became one long stream. Of mine and theirs. The discomfort of the initial anal entry was soon replaced by the men choosing whatever hole they wanted and my giving it freely.

Compared to my first release on the kitchen table, these climaxes became a flowering of immense power. All of them had me in the living room. I surrendered everything I was… to be their vessel of pleasure… and to become a receptacle of theirs to me.

Every few minutes, in between cocks in my mouth, I would glance over at Chad. He was looking at everything being done. Eventually, he took his own clothes off. I could see his hand stroking himself, his rod stiff with his arousal. That drove me even higher. There’s something special about being taken this way while your husband watches!

There was no pain this first round, just endless pleasure from every corner. When one guy would cum, he would move back to allow the next to get into position. My cumming never seemed to stop.

Eventually, exhaustion set in. I struggled to maintain the pace of the men using me. After each came at least once, they left me on the ottoman, exhausted. Someone covered me with a blanket, then they all walked into the kitchen for another round of drinks.
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When I woke, only 45 minutes had passed. I looked around. Most of the guys were still at the kitchen table, but all had on some form of clothing. There was definitely a distinct chill in the November air, even if they had heat in the building. Naked is naked! As soon as I moved, pulling the blanket around me, Chad came over with my nightgown.

“You okay?” He asked.

“That was so good. And to think, just a start…”

“Indeed, a start. They have lots more planned for you.”

I giggled at his words. My mind might have worried what those things were, but my body didn’t care. I wanted them all!

When I walked up, the group was engaged in a friendly debate about the best marijuana for sex. Wedding Cake. Sour Diesel. Granddaddy Purple. Do-Si-Dos. One glance at Chad told me he was as lost as I. We had both done some dope in college, even tried some with Sawyer and Jalen during a session, but knowing the strains and brand names? So funny… I guess Chad prefers one brand of whiskey over another. Why not dope?

When I walked up, they stopped and welcomed me back to the table. Roydell got up to give me his seat, but Andrew barked at him sharply. “That is not where she belongs.” He looked at me. “You know…”

And I did. I came up next to him, got on my knees where he had placed a rug, hands behind my back. Chad stepped up behind me to attach leather cuffs to my wrists, binding them behind me. And there I was, back into submission. The quivering in my sex tingled again.

Each man got up, one by one, pulling my hair back to kiss me, twisting my nipples, and sticking a finger in my sex. I was panting within the first few minutes of this treatment, aroused beyond belief. After everything earlier in the evening, my body still wanted more!

Oh yes… much, much more. I moaned with every insertion, thrust my chest out at every nipple twist. Something had come alive inside me. I needed to be treated this way, to feel the submission, the humiliation. My sex gushed with its arousal as my mind leaped ahead, wondering what they would do to me next.
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Andrew apparently had had enough dope debating. He wanted the real thing. A quick nod to Jalen has him pulling out his trusty vape. Granddaddy Purple was apparently the winner this round. The vape went around the table several times, Andrew leaning down to hold it for my own hits along the way. Even Chad took his share on the way by.

Once everyone was nice and buzzed, Andrew looked at Sawyer. “Our slut looks ready for more. Want to try what we planned?” Sawyer just nodded.

My lover walked around the table, picking me off the floor, carrying me to the master bedroom. I could do nothing but bury my head in his chest, since they still had my wrists fastened behind my back. “You ready for some pain, babe?”

“Do I have a choice?” I giggled.

“Not much. You got that right. Won’t be worse than what we did at your house,” he assured me.

“I quite liked that, especially when followed by you inside me.”

“Then you shall have your wish. We gonna fuck you till you can’t breathe from all the cumming. That pussy is going to get a workout… for sure.”

I shifted my head as best I could, looking straight into Sawyer’s lovely brown eyes. “Are you okay with me doing this? Sharing me with others?”

His grin was full of mirth, yet seemed to understand why I asked. “You need it, love. Really do.” Stretching his hand to stroke my hair. “I’m good with that. Just hope you don’t get so tied to these that you and I don’t get our alone time. I’d miss that.”

“That will never happen,” I assured him.

He walked through the bedroom door. I glanced down at the bed. Someone had placed a wedge similar to the one used at our house in the middle of the mattress. Restraints were visible on each corner, along with ankle cuffs. I took a deep breath. This was clearly Andrew’s favorite position. I could see the paddles, canes, crops, and floggers over on the dresser. Now is when I returned to thinking about being careful what I wished for, but my sex was alive with need.

Sawyer laid me on my stomach, the wedge placed to hold my ass in the air, sex easily accessible. I could hear everyone else following him into the room. He unfastened my hands, attached them to an upper corner. Someone else placed cuffs on my ankles and fastened the rest.

Chad leaned into my ear. “Hope you enjoyed this before. Your ass is going to get a workout.” I nodded, understood, then he put the blindfold over my eyes.

I trembled at the situation, my sex wanting something inside while my mind concentrated only on when the pain would begin.

Right now! A flat paddle. 10 strokes later, I was groaning at each strike. Then it stopped, and a cock was inside me.

They continued the same pattern as at the house. Each cock would take me until I came, then paddles, canes, whips, crops, whatever they had, would wail away on my ass, until the next cock went into either opening. This time, they pulled back a little on the striking power, prolonging my agony.

This cycle of pain and pleasure took control of my body, especially with the blindfold preventing all visual contact. I floated in a sea of sensations that left my brain unable to stop the flow, or even understand what was happening. I WAS the cycle… the pain, the pleasure. It washed through me… over me…

Soon, my screams echoed through the room, their intensity heightened by the searing pain coursing through my body. Each grimace contorted my face, the agony etched in every muscle. My piercing cries filled the air, drowning out any other noise. It was as if the room itself was amplifying my torment, magnifying the sensations. With each release, a rush of euphoria surged, mingling with the burning ache.

I was thrashing as Sawyer took me, then each guy followed in an endless round-robin of shafts and pleasure. The surging took me higher and higher, until I screamed with one final blast, collapsing on the bed. That’s all I remember.
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I woke to another blanket covering me, but this time, to Chad sitting on the bed, stroking my arm. The cuffs removed. My body was still quivering at the memories of the pleasure that remained. Chad kept his hand stroking up and down my body.

“You ready for the next round?” He asked me. There was a sadness in his eyes, but I could not focus on it. I was too deep into the submission at that point.

“Next round?”

“Now that the group things are over for the night, everyone wants a piece of you one-on-one.”

“They want me to go to each of their rooms?”

“Yes… some of that, I think. I doubt I will see you much on the over nights here,” he chuckled. “Though the way I understand it, they want you in the same room so they can tell you what to do. That might end up in a room eventually, but it seemed more public to me. More about submission and humiliation.”

My pussy tingled when he said it that way. “Why do I like that so much?” I asked, as if he would know, getting up. All the talk of being submissive had me ready for more.

“Got me… but you do. That kneeling beside Andrew before they took you to the bedroom. I could see you dripping on the floor. It really excites you.”

He was chuckling. I was so glad he was accepting of me being this way, but was long past caring at that moment. This was MY weekend to let it all go. I needed much, much more.

I looked at the nightstand. It was only 11 o’clock. This might be a long night… as I took Chad’s arm.

“Can you bring my robe down? I want to walk out there nude. Would crawling be too much?”

That got him laughing. “Just walk… they’ll have you on your knees soon enough.”

I hugged him close after he reached for the nightgown, and we walked out into the Great Room arm-in-arm. All the men turned in our direction. Here I was, nude, being escorted by my fully clothed husband, seeming to make an offering of his wife to play with these men.
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“There she is,” Andrew roared from across the room. “You should crawl, slut.” I looked at Chad, our laughter catching Andrew by surprise. But as soon as I was in the room, I was down on my knees, crawling toward the men.

I did not make it far. I was sucking Jalen’s cock. Bending over, spreading my sex in front of Roydell, teasing me mercilessly with his fingers. After that, Sawyer bent me over, thrusting inside until I wailed with a climax. All of them had me do something.

By the time I got to Andrew, he was fully hard again, telling me to get on his lap. I scrambled up, impaling my sex on his rod. The laughter of the men filled the room as a moan of pleasure escaped my throat. Feeling a slight blush creep onto my cheeks, I couldn’t resist soaking in the atmosphere of the room. My open exposure to the men added to my arousal.

Andrew took me with hard upward thrusts, while kissing me ferociously, playing with my breasts. At first, the guys just gathered behind, presumably to watch me travel up and down his rod. Soon, I was panting, another climax building. Our little solo turn became a duo as cool liquid covered my rear. Jalen pushing himself inside.

These men were taking it to me, but that wasn’t enough. Israel came around, shoving his cock in my mouth, then Roydell pulled my hand to his growing rod. On my next breath, I looked over at Chad. Sawyer was standing next to him. They were watching. Laughing like old friends. My heart soared. I loved that my two men liked each other. It made this all so much easier.

The thing about men is that once they cum, it takes longer to release the next time. Everyone had already cum two or three times already. Andrew and Jalen were taking it to me with no signs of their own pending release.

The thing about me… in some ways, the opposite was true. It seems like the more I cum, the easier it becomes, with each release growing stronger. They were taking it to me in such a way that I came repeatedly. My cries of pleasure continuously filled the room.

Jalen abruptly pulled out and Sawyer stepped up… my ass his target. Slap after slap rained on my already abused rear. But each slap drove me harder onto Andrew. I howled a release that shook my entire body, my back arching to allow the explosion to find its path.

I was panting heavily at that point. Andrew didn’t care. He picked me up without disengaging. I didn’t know he was that strong. He walked me back to the master bedroom, bouncing me on his rod the whole time. Then he fell on top of me on the bed, giving me all he had. I cried out with another release before he finally came himself.

I was barely aware of what was happening after the strength of those releases before Jalen and Roydell took me to their room for another fierce round. When that was done, into Israel’s room. Again, only Sawyer held back. I wondered what he was waiting for. About 4 in the morning, I stumbled into bed with Chad, collapsing from sheer exhaustion. They had royally fucked me this night. That’s for sure. My body glowed with the constant flow of pleasure, yet that same body desperately needed a break.


Chapter Ten




When I woke the next morning, sounds coming from the kitchen filled the cabin. Even Chad was down there. A glance at the nightstand told me it was past 9. I debated going out nude, but decided a robe would be better. If I was going to last until tonight’s BigPlay session, I needed to slow down a bit. This old lady didn’t have the stamina she used to.

I didn’t want to end up on my knees again, so I walked up beside Chad, who was sitting at the table. Andrew and Israel had apparently brought breakfast fixings. Eggs were being scrambled, bacon fried, coffee percolating, the toaster making its way through the bread. It all smelled great.

Chad got up, inviting me to sit. I did so with no objections from Andrew. Coffee suddenly appeared in front of me and I joined in the conversation. Sawyer was lamenting the hapless State U football program. Another terrible recruiting class had delivered only 3 wins during the season, just finished. Everyone agreed, but saw no hope. The new coach was a good person, but did not seem capable of recruiting top talent.

Luckily, State U basketball was off to another great year. Ranked in the top 10. Their new point guard may be one of the best in the country.

I just listened. Sports was not my thing, but it was always an easy topic for guys. At first, while I sat there, guys would reach over, stroking my chin, stroke my breasts, but even that fell off. Soon, we were just a big family eating breakfast together.

Quicker than expected, the topic turned to the rest of the day. Everybody agreed we would do BigPlay for this evening, starting at 6. I thought this was a little early. Andrew argued BigPlay typically lasts a couple hours, but some women have lasted three or four. Need to build that into the planning. Always the CEO, I giggled to myself. Everyone else agreed.

My question was about the rest of the day. Andrew just laughed. “You’ll do whatever we want, of course.” That got the room to laugh. Can he be serious? I thought. All day and then straight into BigPlay?

“Not sure I have the stamina for doing all night, all day, and then straight into BigPlay. I’m going to need some rest.”

“You seemed to enjoy last night…” Israel chuckled, obviously remembering my howling on the sofa and getting hammered in the bedroom by Andrew. That brought the room to laughter, with a crimson path running across my face.

“Yes, that was nice,” I had to admit, “but all last night, then all day today, then all night. I can try, but, guys… I’m going to wear out, eventually. I don’t want it to be in the middle of the BigPlay session.”

Heads turned around the table, looking at each other. They knew I was right.

Chad seemed to take all the viewpoints in mind, then made an executive decision. “She will need a break before BigPlay. Fair game until noon. Then we will take the rest of the afternoon off. She can get an uninterrupted nap before the evening session. Work for you, Talia?”

I looked at everyone around the table. All heads were nodding yes, including mine.

Andrew looked at Chad. “I suggest we have her take the pill at 5, then she can give us all a shower while the pill does its work. No sexual releases, just her scrubbing us. I brought some shower gel and gloves. That will get us all primed and ready. Plus, we all need to clean up. Getting kind of skanky in here.”

Chad looked at me, nodding my acceptance. “Good,” I said. “Now I need more coffee.”

Before I could get across to the pot, they pulled my robe over my head and I was back on my knees. The rest of the morning had begun, coffee or no. Someone pushed dishes out of the way while Sawyer took me on my back on the kitchen table, other guys holding my legs wide.

I so loved that! My lover gave it to be hard and long, as he always does, but the other guys pinched and pulled my breasts, shoving cocks in my mouth. The rest of the morning, they took me to a sea of sensations and cumming. They had me draped over the back of the sofa, on my knees on the ottoman, sucking on someone sitting on the sofa.

Something happened to me as we played that morning. I became that wanton slut they wanted, falling deep into submission. The constant flow of cumming and cock had blasted through all resistance, leaving a thirsty monster needing only MORE! I lustfully gulped the cocks down my throat, moaning with each insertion. Used my hips to plunge down on all invaders below, whimpering as they grunted their release. I couldn’t stop!

The challenge became stamina, not desire. Long before the conclusion of the morning session, I was growing bone tired. The releases coming one after the other caused my breath to struggle as I panted heavier with each climax.

But I simply could not get enough, almost frantic with my need as all five guys took their turn! The constant flow last night and into the morning. Then this… Chad wanted me to let my inner slut out for a run! She was now completely in control!

Still… you know what they say, the mind may be willing, but the body is weak. Chad knew what was going on. I was frantically driving my mouth down on Israel’s cock when I felt a tap on my shoulder. The shock of it caught me by surprise. I was so deep into the sucking, everything else had fallen away.

I did not stop, just turned my eyes. It was Chad. I had completely forgotten about him all morning. The look on his face… Concern? Sorrow? I didn’t care. The need to feel this cock in my mouth overwhelmed everything else. I turned back to my task.

Another tap… this time joined by Israel pushing me off his rod. I felt a brief panic as I tried to get it back into my mouth, but the two men gently pushed my head back, sitting me on my heels. My panting forced, lumbering. Yet I struggled to clear my mind, to refocus on where I was.

“You got it bad, babe,” Israel chuckled. My startled look caused the room to explode with laughter.

“She found subspace, for sure,” Andrew stated flatly.

Heads nodded around the room. I didn’t know what that meant, only tried to return to the cock in front of me. Instead, Chad and Roydell took my arms, helping me stand.

“Time for your nap, Talia,” Chad said. “You’ve had enough for now.” He wrapped me in his arms, pulling me toward the bedroom. I was trembling, still trying to get back to the need, but too exhausted to resist. He guided us to the bedroom, laying me on the bed, then Sawyer and Andrew came over with washcloths. The three of them slowly scrubbed all the spunk and fluids that covered me.

I barely knew what they were doing. So consumed with lust, their touch brought my hips thrusting out to gain just the right touch. My body would not stop shaking with the demand for more. But gradually, I drifted away. My last sight being a Chad that seemed almost sad before I was gone.
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Chad woke me about 4:30. Every muscle in my body was sore. Though it did not take long for me to remember what was coming next. My pussy tingled with the need. Most of the guys had apparently taken the opportunity for a nap as well. I pulled my husband onto the bed, holding him in my arms.

“Did you enjoy watching me last night and this morning?” I asked. That memory of his sad face stuck with me.

“You really got into it.”

A non-answer, I realized. “Carefully chosen words, love. Not enjoying it?”

“Yes, but…” He looked at me. “That is a topic for another time. For now, you have a big night ahead. According to Andrew, this is going to be a night to remember for all of us… but especially you. He said it would make last night seem like a warmup!”

Oh, shit… the cycles of pleasure/pain last night may have been the most intense sexual experience of my life. Even more than the guys in Vegas. Doing that with a BigPlay kicker… I trembled.

“I know you understand,” Chad said. “Andrew wouldn’t tell me everything they have planned, but he and Sawyer have been working on it. Should be something.”

“Are you still okay with this?” I asked uncertainly, touching his arm. “You seemed to pullback last night.”

“Don’t worry about me,” he smiled back. “I am your cuckold, remember? This weekend is about you. For now… we need to get busy.”

He walked back into the bathroom, returning with towels, razors, and a bowl of water. “You getting a little stubbly down there, girl,” he smiled. “Before the showers start, I want to shave you. Make sure you’re acceptable to the men.”

He pushed me onto my back, placed the towel under my butt, spreading my legs. Then he was at his task, making sure every part of me was smooth for my lovers to come. I laid my head on the pillow, imagining what he must think, prepping his wife to be fucked by all those guys.

And not just fucked. This was BigPlay, the female aphrodisiac that will leave me unable to resist cock for at least 2-3 hours. I had tried it with the Vegas group. The orgasms were stronger; the desire amplified. Each touch of my skin was driven to another level. This time, Andrew promised to bring in his pleasure/pain concepts, not just the sex like Vegas. As I felt Chad doing his final touches, I shivered at what it would mean and whether I would be the same person when it was done.

Chad pulled up the towel, drying my newly smooth pubic area. It was nearing 5. Time for the show…


Chapter Eleven




We walked out into the Great Room, holding hands. I was nude and Chad fully dressed. I liked that as a beginning…

“Ah… our guest of honor has arrived,” Andrew chuckled. “And ready to go, I see.” How did he know? Maybe it was the smooth camel toe, or the hard nipples. He turned to the group. “Chad has shaven her smooth just for us. We will all need to thank Chad by the end of the weekend for allowing us access to this wonderful slut.”

“But it is now 5,” Andrew went on. “Time for us to get ready.” He pointed to the pill box sitting on the kitchen cabinet with a glass of water. “If you will, my dear. It will take about an hour. Get started.” I walked over, opening the box, swallowing the BigPlay tablet.

“Now, as to the showers. Our slut will give all of us a scrubbing. We don’t want her turning into a prune, so make it quick. You are free to touch her as you wish, except no one may cum, and no fingers inside her. By the time she is done, BigPlay will kick in. We don’t want the party to start prematurely.”

All heads nodded agreement. “Talia, just so you know, tonight will be nothing like your Vegas experience. We are going to take you to the edge of your tolerance… and maybe further. Remember your safeword and the safe hand motions if your mouth is full! Chad… you’ll be the judge if we’ve gone too far. All have agreed to obey your decision.” Chad nodded.

My sex gushed with the surge of arousal. To my edge? What have the last 24 hours been? I just bowed my head, accepting.

With a nod to Chad, Andrew took me in his arm, leading me to the shower. Chad did not follow. Andrew turned on the water. “Talia, scrub them all over, but pay specially close attention to their cock and balls. Get them excited. I am telling you this so you will be selfish. Once BigPlay kicks in, you will need them hard. We have all cum a lot this weekend. They might need some encouragement later. Though I brought a complement of dildos if we flag late in the evening.”

“Will you be in charge?” I asked nervously. “I feel more comfortable letting go when I know you are looking after me.”

“Of course, my dear. Chad as well. You are safe with us. You are free to let go completely…” He turned me to face him, holding my chin in his hand, looking into his eyes. “Enjoyed your visit to subspace this morning, didn’t you?”

I trembled at the command he held over me… how I suddenly longed to give him that control. “Is that what you called that? Letting go like this morning?”

“Yes, my new submissive. You are just discovering the joy of subspace. Once BigPlay has its grip on you, we will push you hard right from the start. Give yourself to us. You will not regret it… I promise. I have been working you up to this moment since we met. Time to give yourself to me completely.”

Every fiber yearned to do just that. No one else mattered at that moment. Not Chad, Sawyer, nor even Ulrik. Somehow, I had given my very soul to this man to do with me as he willed this weekend.

I quivered at his touch. He could tell… one touch on the tip of a nipple. I moaned, pushing my chest out to him. “Yes, you are going to love what comes later. But now… to your task.”

He leaned out the bathroom door, yelling “Roydell…” looking back at me. “We agreed on the order.”

For the next thirty minutes, I stood in the shower scrubbing each man as he entered. As Andrew recommended, I spent extra time on their cock, balls, and ass, making sure they were all squeaky clean. By the end, the pill had already begun its realignment inside.

I knew there were four recognizable steps as BigPlay took control of the woman.

At the 45-minute mark, the woman’s eyes dilate, as every part of their system aligns for one purpose: stimulation of the sexual organs. The clit would swell and throb, drawing attention to itself.

At the 50-minute mark, their bodies would start exuding a soft pheromone that would attract the attention of every man in the area. That smell would tell everyone around them one thing: she was available.

At 55 minutes, the look on the woman’s face would change. The smiling and laughing, especially after having a couple of drinks, would transform to become the vixen huntress.

By 60 minutes, the woman is almost powerless to stop the need. She needs penetration RIGHT NOW!

I knew this sequence, had experienced it already in Vegas, but doing these men in the shower while the pill did its work seemed to amplify everything even more. And they could tell. As we got closer to the 45-minute mark, each touch or pinch brought a reaction from me. By the time Chad got in, the last to be scrubbed, I was literally pushing my sex at him, needing to be touched.

Chad dried me off. “Enjoy yourself,” he said. His sad eyes looking at me, as if he regretted what he was about to say, had steeled himself to do so. “Remember your safeword, or hand motion, if your mouth is full. They have assured me they are going to take it to you tonight.” I could see his voice quivering a little, as if he had to make a tough decision of his own.

“Some of it… will be hard for you,” he said. “But I have promised I will not interfere. Unless you use your safeword, you belong to them. Do you understand?”

“Of course, I understand.” I wondered what was going on. Maybe he was questioning the pain they planned to inflict. “Thank you, Chad. I appreciate your willingness to do this… and I know how hard it must be to watch them strike me so hard. And it hurts, definitely. But, it does something else too. Andrew is right. Pleasure builds on the pain, which builds more pleasure. I cannot imagine what my climaxes will be like by the end of the session.”

“We better go,” he said, hurriedly. “I can already see your eyes dilating. Another few minutes, you’re going to need something inside you.”

I nodded as we walked back into the Great Room, all gathered around the kitchen table. They had spread a blanket over the top with cuffs and restraints on each leg. As we approached, I glanced at the kitchen clock. We were already at the 55-minute mark. I could feel the need coursing through me. The frantic stage was coming any minute.

Four different men approached with a cuff in their hands. They attached one to each limb. Andrew instructed me to lie across the top with my legs dangling over the edge. They positioned me cross-wise so my ass could hang over one end and my mouth was close to the other edge. They attached each cuff to each leg of the table.

By this time, we had already passed the 60-minute mark. I could hardly catch my breath, the need was overwhelming me. SO STRONG! I needed something inside me. It felt like my pussy was literally pulsing, throbbing for something to touch it.

I pulled against the restraints, pushing my ass out at them. “Please… please… I need you inside me.”

“We know exactly what you need,” Andrew said.

And then they all walked out of the kitchen area, drinks in hand. I couldn’t believe they left me here. “Please…” I cried out. “Guys… what are you doing?”

All I could hear was laughter from just out of sight. It was well past 60-minutes now and I could feel every opening cry out for contact. Long moments passed as my body screamed with its need. I pulled on the restraints. Something… I need something.. Oh my God!

Finally, Chad came over, standing with his face right in front of mine. He could see the frantic look in my eyes, the desire scorching me, pressing my every nerve ending. “Andrew has a plan, babe. You just have to trust him. He gave me permission to give you a butt plug, okay?”

“Please… anything…” This was nothing short of torture, well past any paddling they could have done. I could not believe they would do this to me.

Cool liquid touched my rear. The tip of the butt plug pressed inward, becoming fuller, then fuller. Oh my god, how big is this fucking thing? Then it abruptly seated. It remained the largest one I had ever had inside me, stretching my opening with its fullness as if someone had used a cock. Chad came back and wiggled it a few times to pleasure me. I thrashed against the restraints as the BigPlay-enhanced sensations exploded through me.

He returned to the front one more time. “Remember your safeword. I will not be involved from this point forward.” What did he mean by that? Reaching around, he placed a blindfold across my eyes.

Moments later, a crease of pain crossed my rear. What the fuck?! That really hurt… another and another. I felt like my skin was being ripped off. I writhed with the onslaught, crying out. Then the butt plug surprised me by vibrating. I started panting now, the intensity of the vibrations coursing through me. I could feel the release already building…

The striking began again. This time with a paddle or something, covering a flatter surface. I was shaking, trembling as the vibrator pushed into the pain of the striking. Suddenly, I was cumming like I had never cum before, the surge flashing through me like a wildfire in a wheat field.

Before I could come down from that awesome blast, the paddling stopped and Sawyer was inside me. I knew it was him because he talked to me. About how he was going to fuck the shit out of this slut. About how she needed to be fucked. And I did!!!

Sawyer has always been a relatively rough lover, and I loved that. But this was something else, another level. He jackhammered me, not holding back. I was moaning and whimpering, pushing myself back against him as best I could, until another release shook my entire body, the waves surging down to my very toes. A groan of ecstasy escaped out of my mouth.

As soon as I came, Sawyer yanked himself out of me. I gasped at the sudden change, and the pain began again. This was just like last night, only the pain cycles lasted longer and they no longer held back the force. I would cry out with the sheer volume of the painful sensations, only to have it stop and another cock violated me roughly.

The vibrating in my rear would not let up, kept pushing at me. Oddly, the plug was the stability between the mayhem of intense pain and pleasure.

I cried out repeatedly, each ground-shaking orgasm scorching through me. “Fuck… fuck… oh my god…” the words poured out of my mouth. The power of each blast seemed to touch my very core. I thought I was going to come apart! But as soon as I came, the pain began again. The shock of the pain was too much. My cries of agony filled the room.

“We’ll have no more of that,” Andrew chortled. Next thing I knew, something plastic was being pushed into my mouth. It was one of those penis gags, like a ball gag, only with a small dildo pointing inward. He wrapped the leather strap around my head, holding it in place.

I actually loved this recent addition. It satisfied my BigPlay-juiced need for sucking. When the striking began again, I would pull on the restraints and suck on the gag. It seemed to focus the pain, allowing me to control the flow.

They went right back at it, striking my rear and upper thighs, until they thought I had enough, and then a cock took me to another place. Again and again, the cycle drove me still higher.

Abruptly, I floated again, like this morning. The pain and pleasure had found a home. I writhed in the cycle as the pain pushed until it seemed I couldn’t stand it anymore.

Then the intense ecstasy of a hard cock penetrating me would unleash explosive waves of pleasure, ravaging my body like a tempest. Every thrust would leave me breathless until the pain restarted.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore, collapsing on the table. Andrew had been looking for this moment because all activity stopped. The butt plug pulled out, the penis gag removed. I could feel the cuffs coming undone.

Every part of my body was trembling as memories of pain and pleasure played through me. The shuddering would not stop. My breathing heaved with the effort to recover any semblance of normality. They left me there for long moments… or it felt like a long time anyway… as I tried to remember where I was, what I was doing.

My brain had gone somewhere else. Was this the subspace Andrew had described? If so, wanted to do that again and again.

I tried to stand up, but collapsed as powerful arms grabbed me before I hit the floor. My knees were just too weak to hold myself up. But the men were not done with me, and neither was BigPlay…


Chapter Twelve




I needed to have something in me. And I needed it right now! Andrew and Israel helped me make it into the bedroom. On the way there, I looked for Chad. He was in the far corner of the room, sitting in a chair. I only had a brief glance, but it looked like there were tears in his eyes. Tears? How can that be… after experiencing something like that?! My body was on fire with need.

In the bedroom, I saw one of the most fantastic sights I had ever seen… Sawyer greeted me naked, on his back, his hand waving a raging hard-on at me. No one needed to tell me what to do. I was on the bed, pushing that rod inside me. My face went straight down to him, my kiss of passion increasing as his arms went around to pull me tighter. How I loved this man!

I was moving up and down now, feeling him inside me as our lips and tongues celebrated our love. My BigPlay-enhanced sensations added to the already potent emotion.

The sheer joy of being here almost brought another orgasm, but I didn’t have much time. Cool liquid spread across my rear. I glanced back and Jalen was pushing himself into my ass. As soon as Jalen seated himself, Israel brought his cock to my mouth. And the real BigPlay experience began.

This is what I remembered from Vegas. All three holes filled at the same time. God, this felt SO good! I soon came, then a second and a third blast came until I was floating again. Only this time, not in a cycle of pain and pleasure. This was a true pleasure. Every part of me was giving all they had to my men, and they were doing the same back.

I hardly remember anything about the next hour except for the constant flow of cumming. Sawyer eventually could not hold back any longer, cumming explosively inside me. Another replaced him. I could not remember who. With five men, they would shift when one came, another would take his place. The ones not involved would recover, then come back in when one inside came.

Chad even joined in the fun. I found him in my mouth and rear, crying out with the pleasure as he came in my anal canal.

Eventually, guys wear out in the face of all this stimulation. I had given them my body some time before, allowing these men to use me as they wished. The constant cumming enhanced by BigPlay left me deep in subspace, floating inside the pleasure.

At some point, someone emptied a cock inside me, but did not replace it. The remaining two pushed into their own releases and then pulled out. I collapsed on the bed, thinking it was finally over. They rolled me over as I panted, the sensations still coursing through me. Two men spread my legs and suddenly a tongue dove deep into my sex.

OH MY FUCKING GOD! An orgasm ripped out of me as I exploded on the bed. As this blast ripped through me, I cried out, flopping my head back and forth. I could feel his tongue diving repeatedly, scooping the cum that remained, seeking every drop. I came again, then again. Finally collapsing for the last time that night.

My body still shivered as that magical tongue finished its job. I looked down. It was Roydell. Shit… THAT was intense. A quick glance at Sawyer saw him smiling with a crooked ‘I told you so’ look that made me giggle.

Roydell was still lashing at me. Eventually, I could not take it anymore, pushing his face away as the guys released my legs. The stillness after so much action felt oddly comforting. Too comforting… as exhaustion took me. I was asleep moments later.
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No one tried to wake me to play that night. I would have been too tired to do it, anyway. I woke early that morning to the light snoring of Chad lying next to me. The clinginess was on me again as I cuddled close to my loving husband. The vision of his tears in the corner brought tears of my own. Why did I do this to him?

The movement woke him. “Hey, babe. Have fun tonight?” He asked.

“Did you?” I asked nervously, cuddling closer. My insecurities about group play were threatening to take over. “I’m sorry if this hurts you. Really am.”

“Don’t be silly,” he chuckled. “This weekend was always about you. Still a day to go! I’m good.”

“You never answered my question. Are you having fun?”

“Not as fun as you,” he said. “I confess… watching you being paddled like that hurt me. I struggled to handle that part. But I enjoyed the three-way play at the end. Loved blasting into you. I could feel Israel through your membrane. Is he as big as Sawyer?”

I nodded. I thought he was close, but Chad was on to something else. “Sawyer was sure right about Roydell’s tongue, wasn’t he? I don’t think I have ever seen you cum like that before!”

The memory fluttered inside me, almost causing another orgasm to surface. “Jesus, Chad… I don’t know what happened. I was lying there and suddenly I was cumming… like they had stored all my previous orgasms up for one big blast at the end. We might want to invite him over to play sometime on our own.”

I tickled his side as I said those words, to make sure he knew I was teasing.

“I think he likes groups more, gives him more cum to lap up,” he chuckled. Then he seemed to turn serious again. “You are good for another day of this? I’ll be frank, babe. You’re looking pretty red and raw down there. I washed you off while you slept. And your ass? Red as a beet. Doesn’t hurt to lie on it?”

“Surprisingly… no. It doesn’t hurt.”

“So, open for more games today?” He asked.

“I committed to the weekend…”

“After the last two days, no one would fault you for calling it off.”

“I know… but I don’t really want to. I am going to walk out there nude again, signaling to them I am ready. If they don’t want to play anymore, I’m good with that. If they do, I will be ready.”

“They all seemed wasted, too… after last night. That BigPlay sure is something. You couldn’t get enough, needed more and more. They finally couldn’t get it up again, and gave in. I was afraid for a minute we were going to need those dildos Andrew brought along. Until Roydell’s tongue blew you away! After you went to sleep, I thought some of them would go down for a drink, to talk. But they all seemed as tired as you, immediately going to bed. It was only 10:30 when we finished.”

“I wore them out?” I giggled.

“The old lady even took down the young studs.” He was tickling me now.
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We talked longer, eventually getting up to shower, only walking out to the Great Room when we heard kitchen noises. Obviously, Andrew and Israel brought enough food for two breakfast meals.

As promised, I walked into the kitchen naked, to the cheers of the guys. I bowed to them, thanking them all for the fun time last night. The chorus of cheers and comments poured out, as we all shared the good, bad, and ugly of the weekend so far.

Andrew looked at me, a little surprise on his face. “Frankly, Talia, we didn’t think you would come out naked. We have had a great time, but everyone’s getting a little tired. You want to play more?”

“I committed to the full weekend. If you want to stop now, I would not mind. But if you want to continue, I will make good on my promise.”

Andrew looked at Israel, a chuckle passing between them. “Very well,” Israel said. “Let’s see what everyone else says.” Sawyer and Jalen were already at the table. Israel pointed to Sawyer. “Go wake up your cum-sucking friend. We have some decisions to make.”

Soon, Roydell came walking out, sleep still in his eyes. “Shit… why are you up on a Sunday morning? That’s my only day for sleeping in!”

That brought laughter to everyone as he sat down. Andrew handed him a cup of coffee. “Time to wake up,” he laughed. “We have some decisions to make.” Roydell nodded, taking a sip of coffee.

“Now that we are all here,” Andrew began, “we need to decide what to do the rest of the day. Fair Talia has agreed to play for the entire weekend. And that means today as well. Israel and I have spoken about this. The old men are out. You wore us out, babe.” They started clapping for me, the rest of them joining in.

I stood, bowing, making sure my breasts bounced as much as possible. That got everyone laughing more. Jalen looked around, catching Roydell’s eye. They nodded to each other.

“Roydell and I could go a few more rounds. You are one lovely lady, Talia. How often can I be with a horny slut like you? Sawyer?”

“I’m always up for this one.” I giggled, knowing which ‘one’ he was referring to. The feeling was mutual.

And that was the decision. After breakfast, Andrew and Israel hugged me, saying their goodbyes. After that, the other guys were all over me. I was back in full submission mode. They had me crawling everywhere in the Great Room, sucking on whatever cock wanted it, and had me on my back, across the sofa, on the ottoman, in the bedroom. These guys really had an amazing amount of energy.

And I was ready. I wondered if there was some residual from the BigPlay tab of last night. The orgasms seemed stronger, the desire deeper. I wasn’t even very sore, despite everything we had done this weekend.

At one point, late in the afternoon, we tried some of Jalen’s dope. It was good, whatever the brand name. We went into the bedroom and spent over an hour enjoying each other. They were often in me all at the same time. After two or more had cum inside me, Roydell would go to work electrifying my system by eating the cum out… to monstrous orgasms for me.

Except for the threesome in the late afternoon, Sawyer hardly took part. He would sit on the side, talking to Chad. When I looked over, it was obvious they were not talking about what we were doing. The whole thing warmed my heart. They had actually become good friends in the last year.

By early evening, I had literally fucked these young guys till they dropped! We all went out to eat at the Bear Lake Diner, celebrating a fun weekend. Jalen and Roydell then left. Chad asked Sawyer if he wanted to come back to the cabin. We still had it until tomorrow. He agreed.

It was already past 9:30, and I was genuinely bushed, deciding to go to bed. By this time, even this old lady was sore, swollen and fucked out. I kissed the two guys and went to bed, falling immediately to sleep.


Chapter Thirteen




I woke early the next morning, took a shower, then mapped out what needed to be done before we headed out. Chad asked me to come back to bed. We had been cuddling all night. I thought he might want to make love. I was very willing.

Just as I got my robe off and settled down between the sheets, we heard a light knock on the door. “Yes?” Chad said.

“It’s Sawyer. Can I come in?”

“Of course,” Chad assured him. I pulled the blanket up above my naked frame, though immediately felt silly, considering I had been naked in front of this man for much of the weekend.

Sawyer walked in, wearing only a pair of gym shorts. I scooted over on the bed, thinking he would sit, but he pulled his shorts off and got into bed, cuddling next to me. What the fuck?

Yet Chad was not concerned at all. Here I was in the middle of my two favorite guys in the world, all of us naked. I relaxed, pulling the blanket over him, draping my legs across both of them, settling back on the pillow.

“Why don’t you join us?” I teased Sawyer, tickling his side, surprised at the boldness of his move. Turned out, Chad had texted Sawyer as soon as I got up. Chad sat up on the bed, his legs crossed, facing me, his legs touching mine.

“I asked him to join us,” my husband said. “We need to have a talk. In fact, I gave him permission to sleep with us whenever he wanted this weekend.”

Visions of that terrible night with Ulrik flashed in my head… when Chad got so upset because I woke cuddling with him, not Chad. My husband stormed out of the apartment, leaving me with Ulrik. Our marriage suddenly on a knife’s edge. I didn’t want to go anywhere close to that!

When he spoke, however, it felt like he was reading my mind. “I know what you’re thinking… about my storming out after Ulrik. This is different, babe. When you were busy with others this weekend, Sawyer and I had a chance to really talk. Turns out, we both love you very much. He understands the limits I have and I understand the needs you both have. So… we’ve come up with a plan. Willing to listen?”

The quizzical look on my face made them both laugh, but Sawyer answered. “We’d like to ask if you would enjoy being shared…”

I gasped. “Shared? More than we already do?”

“Kind of… just a little more… formalized,” Chad said.

I was stunned into silence. “Okay…”

“Here’s our thinking,” Chad started. “First, I travel much more now than I ever did before. This plan would give you formal approval to sleep at Sawyer’s place whenever I am out of town. It’s completely up to you, of course, but you will no longer be required to ask permission. Just text me where you are, so I won’t worry.”

Chad moved tighter against me, encouraging Sawyer to do the same. “Second,” he went on, “we can work out an arrangement where you spend an occasional weekend with him, maybe being shared by some of his friends. I would not need to be there. This does not remove our occasional community service duties that require weekend event attendance, but I can be pretty flexible when you feel the need.”

Each one of these left me gasping in surprise. My heart fluttered as my mind leaped ahead to what these meant. Chad nodded for Sawyer to continue.

“And third,” Sawyer went on, “anytime Chad wants to watch, he just tells me and I will come over and fuck the shit out of you while he watches. And he is welcome to join in.”

“In fact, a corollary to that,” Chad added, “he is welcome to stay over with us whenever that happens, and sleep in our bed. With us. We might need to buy one of those California Kings to accommodate the big guy, but he would be welcome.”

“You wouldn’t mind me showing open affection to him. Even when you are sleeping right next to me? You know how much I care about him.”

“You can say it. I know. You love him. And I now understand why. A level-headed guy, great lover, and sensitive to your needs. What’s not to like about that? But it’s more. I know and accept that.”

He looked at Sawyer, then back at me. “Please don’t be upset. This weekend has taught me this is a time for honesty. Truth is, I now realize I’m not enough for you anymore. This whole hotwife thing has opened you to a range of experiences that, frankly, I cannot provide any longer. And equally… frankly…” he looked away, as if he was struggling to continue, trying to collect his thoughts, “… I don’t want to be a part of your group outside play any longer.”

He bowed his head briefly, looking at me, embarrassed. Sawyer looked at him. “Go ahead… tell her. She needs to know.”

Chad let out an enormous sigh. “Like this weekend… truth is, I have not enjoyed this much. Especially the pain parts. I can’t take it. Makes me cringe every time I saw them strike you. And the way you want to be so submissive, dropping into subspace the way you do, so full of the pleasure… it’s just too hard for me to watch.”

“Then I won’t do it. We can find another…”

“No…” he cut me off. “I don’t want that.” I suddenly realized how hard this weekend has been for my husband, touching him softly on the leg.

“You love it, babe,” he went on. “I don’t want to close you off from something you clearly enjoy. And now that I have gotten to know Sawyer, I am comfortable allowing him to be your companion in this world. To help keep you safe. I want to know what is going on, and would like for you to share what you do… if I ask… but otherwise, I will not be a part of any group events going forward. That will be Sawyer’s part of our bargain.”

I awkwardly got up on the bed, on my knees, facing Chad. My nakedness now seems almost right in the situation. This was me talking with nothing to hide. I could not imagine loving someone more than I loved him at this moment.

“You are the love of my life, Chad Morrison. I wish you would have told me how much this has hurt you, about how far into the hotwife thing I have fallen. I’m truly sorry about that. Still, nothing is more important than you… and us. I want to stay with you always. If you ask, I will stop today, and never look back. Make no mistake about that.”

He chuckled, kissing me softly, shaking his head. “No, Talia. That’s not what I’m saying at all. I like to think about you playing a lot. Quite enjoy the fantasy of it all. But the reality… I’m sorry, just more than I can take. One on ones, I still want to watch. Groups… just not for me. I know you like them, so propose this swap. Sawyer can handle the groups. And I do the one on ones.”

I turned to Sawyer. He had his hand on my leg, all the while I was talking to Chad. I touched his hand. “I love my husband. Not willing to change that. Are you willing to accept that as fact and never question where my loyalty lies?”

“Yes.”

I turned to Chad, touching Sawyer’s hand while I spoke. “Are you willing to allow me to love this man, knowing I will make love to him regularly, and still accept that I will always be your wife and partner?”

“Yes.”

I laid back down, draping my legs over theirs again, only this time above the blanket, my sex open for them to see. “Okay then… how shall we consummate this new bargain?” I giggled, opening my legs wider, letting them know what I think might be a good way.


Epilogue




And that’s how our unconventional partnership began. My relationship with Chad is stronger than ever. I have chaired two charity balls for him and regularly attend corporate functions. We make love regularly and I consider myself one of the luckiest girls in the world to have found this loving man so early in my life.

My relationship with Sawyer is just as strong. We have been an item now for almost 5 years. I regularly stay at his place, typically when Chad is traveling, though occasionally when he is home. On a semi-regular basis, he hosts groups of guys at his apartment to fuck me silly for the entire weekend. I am openly submissive at these gatherings.

Though, it now appears likely that my time with Sawyer is coming to a close. He has been dating girls off and on throughout our time together. I encouraged him to do so. Our age gap is a major barrier to our remaining together.

Two months ago, he met a woman, a basketball coach at a rival high school. I think this is the one for him… and he does as well. So far, he has not told her about us. I have been encouraging honesty, but I suspect he will choose to end our relationship rather than take the chance of losing her over me. At least, that’s what I told him he should do.

As a last go, he hosted 5 guys at his apartment for a weekend. I came, stayed naked the whole weekend, and got fucked so many times I wasn’t sure how to even count them. Roydell and Jalen were there. I finally met the famous Darrell, who started Sawyer down this path. And another guy named Dale who had the biggest cock I have ever seen, much less had in me.

Maybe if Sawyer moves on, Dale might be available…

Just kidding, Sawyer was… and is… a special man. I am not looking for ‘the next Sawyer.’ He gave me a window into a wider world of sensual pleasure… and of love. And did it in such a way that I never felt worried about my safety, either physically or emotionally. I will always be grateful to him for that.

For now, as I approach my late 40s, I think it’s time to hang up my ‘hotwife’ shoes and concentrate on my husband, whom I continue to love. Group play, especially, was fun, but time to leave all that behind. From now on, I will concentrate on solo play with guys closer to my age.

Like Andrew… he is coming over tomorrow night to tie me up, paddle my loving behind, and join Chad in taking me hard, the way I like it. Chad has even come to enjoy the paddling.

The End
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GK specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus  on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 70-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.
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THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crewmembers who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

Check out these titles in NAVY HOTWIFE series (planned six volumes):

Navy Hotwife: Angela
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WATCHING MORGAN:

CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed. This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

My Sizzling Barbecue

The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles


[image: Page Becomes a Hotwife]


THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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