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EPILOGUE

This is a story about discovery, desire, and deception.  It’s about awareness, attraction and deceit.  This is the story of my life with Kate.


CHAPTER ONE

Ever notice when you ask someone you just met to tell you about themselves they immediately give you their job title?  “Oh, I’m a Doctor”, “a Real Estate Attorney”, or “a Pharmacist.”  Well, I’m the CFO of a Fortune 500 company in Wisconsin.  But that doesn’t tell you really anything about me.  To really know who I am is much more complicated than that.  So complicated, that I’m not entirely sure I know the answer.

But I do know that who I am has a lot more to do with my wife Kate than my job.  Yeah, I get paid a lot, I have nice things, but ever since I met Kate, my self-worth has revolved around her.

Kate is the debutante daughter of a debutante’s debutante’s daughter, a pedigree that descends from 5 generations of industrialists, financiers, and politicians.  Her family is richer than rich, the kind that has nannies raising their children before they send them off to boarding schools, catches up with them over summers in Martha’s Vineyard and then sends them to private colleges before selecting their children’s future husbands from a short list of suitable eligible bachelors from equally wealthy families.    That’s when I met Kate.  She was a junior at Barnard College in New York City while I was in the Master of Science in Financial Economics program at Columbia Business School.

Now when I said, “equally wealthy,” that wasn’t really true.  My family came from new money, created over a relatively short time by my grandfather and father.  My Dad is a hedge fund manager with several very wealthy clients, including several members of Kate’s family.  That put us in a similar social circle, but still nowhere near the level of Kate’s family.  But we were well respected, and when the time came for Kate to be introduced to potential suitors, her Dad approached mine with the suggestion of getting us together at a summer party at their compound on Long Island.

At that point in my life, I was not looking for a permanent relationship.  I had several girls I had been seeing at Columbia and was enjoying the bachelor life in Manhattan, so the last thing I was interested in was meeting some stuck up rich guy’s daughter.  Even after my Dad said she was “extremely pretty” I still wasn’t interested.  What an older man like my Dad considered “pretty” didn’t always align with my definition.  But when he showed me a picture her Dad had sent him, I changed my mind.  She was indeed drop dead gorgeous. 

It's really hard to describe how pretty Kate is.  The usual statistics don’t cut it, and photographs alone don’t tell the story.  But I will try to paint the picture:  She’s 5’-8” tall and 115 pounds with broad, slender shoulders split by silky-smooth, long, raven colored hair.  Her perfect, 34” breasts crown a long flat torso that descends to her narrow hips, a tight little ass and strong thighs sculpted from years of tennis and running.  And her feet are almost indescribably perfect, impeccably buffed and polished, with a high, sexy arch that can paralyze.  Her body is literally the personification of female perfection.  But it’s her face that stops men dead in their tracks.

Imagine unbelievably perfect lips, a petite nose, sculpted cheeks and impossibly exotic eyes, all wrapped in the most immaculate, slightly bronzed skin that you can possibly imagine – like one of those Oil of Oley models with their hair pulled back tight to accentuate the almost metallic sheen of their skin.  Then imagine that face tilting slightly when she talks, her lips puckering as she speaks, her enormous brown eyes darting furtively around the room before focusing on you like a laser.  That’s Kate.  In fact, she could have been a very, very successful model – she turned down several offers, but with her monthly allowance from her family, she has never had to work.  That’s the kind of woman she is.  One can’t help but feel unworthy to even be in her presence.  But if you are, you can’t help but notice everything else she does that separates people like her from the average human.  Basic things, like the things she eats – avocado toast and fruit for breakfast, a salad for lunch, filet mignon and asparagus for dinner. And the way she eats – sitting perfectly straight in her chair and leaning forward slightly to daintily lift her toast between her thumb and index finger with the other three fingers flared to the side like a dancer.  I witnessed it all that first day I met her at the party, and from that day forward, I never wanted to leave her side again.

But that was easier said than done, given Kate’s sheltered life living at home with her parents.  Shortly after the party they left for their place on Martha’s Vineyard, spending the next 4 weeks there.  I was able to visit her there one weekend, but we were barely able to get to know each other before they whisked her off to a villa they rented on Lago di Garda in northern Italy.  It wasn’t until she started school again that I had a chance to properly “date” her and begin the long, arduous process of getting her to be my girlfriend.  There were times when I thought that was a term I would never be able to use, but with the help of her parents, who began inviting me to spend the weekends at their home, it seems they almost willed it to happen.  By January of 2014, we were engaged to be married, with the marriage date set for June 14th of that year.

Looking back on that time, it all seems so surreal, especially knowing all that has happened since.  Our courtship could not have been more old-fashioned.  Despite being together for over a year before our engagement, I had never done more with Kate than hold her hand and kiss her on the cheek.  She knew that I loved her – I told her constantly - but it never led to more than that.  We didn’t actually have a full on, lips sealed together kiss until I proposed, and she said “yes.”

After the marriage of course, that all changed.  But even that was surreal.  The ceremony took place at their home under a giant white tent her parents had erected in the backyard.  There were chandeliers installed, a huge wood dance floor, enormous floral arrangements on every table, and 300 of their closest friends and acquaintances.  They stopped at nothing for their precious daughter.  Even preparing our bedroom that night with dozens of candles and rose peddles on the bed.  That creeped me out a bit, but Kate took it all in stride, playing the part of the virgin bride perfectly, as if she had been trained in that as well.  When she had readied herself for bed, she walked slowly from the Bathroom and approached me as I laid on my back.  She looked like a ghostly ballerina, expertly gliding across the floor in a sheer white negligee lit only by the golden glow of the candles.  When she reached the edge of the bed, she dropped her slip to the floor, pausing for a moment to let me admire her naked body for the first time.  She seemed so innocent, almost embarrassed.  She then crawled in beside me and laid on her back, remaining perfectly still as I delicately explored her body from head to toe with my lips and tongue.  I swear I kissed and licked every inch of her body, and nothing I had ever experienced prepared me for the taste and feel of her perfect skin.  When I was finally settled in between her legs, my face close enough to her vagina to feel the moist heat caressing my chin, she resisted at first, but then dutifully gave in to my insistence, letting me spread her legs wide and exposing her soft, moist pussy lips to me.  I can not describe the way I felt at that moment, it was like I had discovered the Holy Grail, setting my eyes on something so incredibly beautiful that no man had ever seen before.  I just had to pause and admire her before tenderly leaning in to touched my to tongue to her.  She twitched instinctively, then held my head softly as I slathered every inch of skin between her thighs with my tongue. 

I could sense her apprehension at first, obviously having never had anyone do anything like that to her before, but she eventually relaxed, gradually giving in to the new sensations between her legs.  I prolonged the experience as long as I could, listening to her breath become more and more labored until she finally came, stifling her groans to keep from waking the others on the floor.  After that, I crawled up to look into her eyes.  She looked up at me, still breathless from her orgasm, pleading silently for something, perhaps begging me to go slowly.  And I did.  I proceeded very slowly in fact, at first rubbing my rock hard cock between her soaking wet lips, and then carefully rotating my hips as I pushed very, very gently into her.  As I did, I looked down at her beautiful 22 year old face.  She looked worried, like she was expecting to feel pain but was resolved to see it through.  Her eyes were wide open, her lips pursed like she was running a marathon.  I wondered then if I was truly the first guy she had ever been with.  It seemed impossible – surely she had boys trying to be with her for her entire life.  But knowing her history, and the fact that she had always gone to all girls schools, it seemed likely I was indeed her first.  As I stared at her face, her mouth still open while her eyes were closed, it happened – like a dam bursting, I felt myself suddenly slide inside of her.  Kate opened her eyes as if she had been stabbed in the back.  I stopped and stared back at her, waiting for her to speak, but she only breathed deeply and closed her eyes again, inviting me to continue.  After that, I didn’t last long.  Watching her beautiful face bobbing up and down on the pillow beneath me was just too much to bear.  I came violently inside of her, never asking if she was on the pill or had any other form of birth control.  But as I spasmed shot after shot of hot, potent sperm into her, I realized, it really didn’t matter.  We were husband and wife now, and we could do whatever we wanted.  I took her again the next morning, never noticing the dried ring of blood around the base of my cock until showering before breakfast.

After that, the floodgates were open – at least for me.  I couldn’t keep my paws off of her, finding opportunities to have sex with her any time I could.  Kate was always willing, although I wouldn’t say she enjoyed the sex as much as I did, but she went along with it, at least when we were safely alone.  It helped when we eventually got our own place in Manhattan and I took my first job as a Finance and Accounting Specialist at large real estate company.  Kate didn’t work, but spent her time going to the gym, shopping, hanging out with several friends she knew from Barnard who stayed in the City, and waiting for me to come home.  We grew into love, like couples did in the old days, learning about each other on the fly, and learning we truly did enjoy being together.

It was all wedded bliss those first two years.  I felt like a Roman High Priest, entrusted with the care of a goddess.  I wasn’t sure I was up to the task, but luckily Kate had no one to compare me to.  All her life, Kate had scared most men away, and the guys that seemed to swirl around us at that time were all far too late to have any chance with her.  I felt extremely lucky for that.  I also felt good about my job.  Everything was going well, and I was beginning to field calls from headhunters with ever expanding offers of more money and more responsibilities.  At first I blew them off, but Kate and I were getting a bit restless to see more of the world beyond New York and Long Island, and to perhaps see what life could be like out from under the well-meaning, but ultimately stifling eye of her family.  When the offer to become CFO of a fortune 500 company in a small town outside of Milwaukee presented itself, we jumped at the opportunity, feeling this was finally our chance to establish identities of our own, far removed from the lives we had known.

The move wasn’t easy at first - we rented a furnished home through Airbnb and begin looking for a permanent place to live in a place they called “Lake Country.”  It was aptly named – really a series of small, interconnected lakes interspersed with cottages, mansions, bars and restaurants.  It felt more like Maine than we expected.  We had more than enough money to afford anything we might have wanted to buy, especially considering houses were practically free compared to where we had come from, but despite our real estate agent showing us plenty of places, none checked all of the boxes we were looking for. 

It wasn’t until I finally did a Google Earth search of my own that I found a small unnamed lake that I hadn’t previously seen.  It was surrounded by what appeared to be several small homes and a few pools, but when I asked our agent about it, she said all she knew was that it was a private lake. 

We continued looking, but still didn’t see what we wanted.  Finally, I decided I needed to know more about the dozen homes on the mysterious lake.  I asked our agent about them again.  It was only then that she explained why she didn’t want me to know about them – the homes were for rent, and she would lose her commission if we chose to live there.   I understood, but explained we were not happy with anything we had seen and desperately needed to find something.  She reluctantly gave me the name of a woman to contact about it – her name was Margot.

_____________

It took several tries, but Margot finally returned my calls after explaining that she never answers calls from numbers she doesn’t know and then forgetting to check her voicemails.  She seemed really nice though, and offered to meet us at a swanky Lake Country golf course for lunch.

Kate and I were thrilled at the opportunity.  I showed her the images on Google Earth, and we both realized this was indeed a very private neighborhood, with only one way in and what appeared to be a Guard House.  It seemed like something our parents would easily approve of.  We anxiously awaited the day we could finally meet Margot and learn more about the possibility of finding a house on Lac Voler.

Our arrival at the country club was a tantalizing hint at what we hoped we might find there.  We were greeted at the front door by a young valet in white pants and a crisp white shirt, and then met by the Doorman and Maitre De Maison, who graciously guided us into the Dining Room.  In the corner by the windows we saw a very put together, drop dead gorgeous blond woman sitting alone at a table.  As we approached, she smiled broadly and held out her hand to shake first mine, and then Kate’s hand.  She then stopped and admired Kate, placing her hand gently on her shoulder.

“My!  Aren’t you the gorgeous little thing!  Did anyone ever say you look like Megan Fox??”

“Well, thank you.  I have heard that before, actually.”

“Well, it’s true!  But you’re even prettier!  You’re a complete angel.”

Kate blushed and Margot gestured to the table for us to join her.  As we sat down and I looked at Margot closer, I couldn’t believe how sophisticated she seemed.  I guess I had always thought of Wisconsinites as a bit more ordinary than she appeared to be.  And it wasn’t just her expensive clothes, or the diamonds and Rolex watch.  She had a confident sexuality about her that was almost disarming, like she could have made me cum in my pants with just her voice.

After asking us a few questions about ourselves, Margot began to tell us about the lake.  It had been in the same family for 4 generations, and the man who now owned it now created a gated community that opened 12 years ago with 12 unique, modern homes that he leases to select, childless couples.  As she told that story, she paused occasionally to gush over Kate, asking her to tell her more about herself.  She also asked me to explain my job and other aspects of my life, but she seemed so much more interested in Kate.  By the end of the lunch, she told us we were in luck – she thought the Owner would like us and there was a home available if they would like to see it.

____________

Kate and I thought we had won the lottery.  We knew next to nothing about what Margot was offering, but it seemed if it was coming from her, it must be good.

I was excited about the prospect, but Kate was almost desperately so – she was the one who was holed up alone every day in a rented house in a strange city with no friends.  We talked about how there would surely be other women living in such a wealthy enclave, women like Margot who could show Kate the ropes and help her integrate into her new adopted State.  We could hardly wait for the day to see what we hoped would be our future home.

The problem was finding the place.  We followed Margot’s directions but found ourselves in a secluded wooded area in Lake Country with trees and brush lining the road.  We could barely see the hidden driveways that flashed by on either side of us.  It wasn’t until we drove past them the second time that I noticed two brick posts.  They seemed oddly familiar, so I slammed on the brakes and put the car in reverse to see what they were.  It was then that we saw the limestone plaque inscribed simply with the word “Bacchus.”  We had arrived!

We backed up farther and turned through the gate to find a brick paved parking lot and a small building.  This was the Guard House I had seen on Google Earth.  As we pulled into the lot we were greeted immediately by an attendant – a sharply dressed young man with a dark suit and dark skin, seemingly of Middle Eastern or Hispanic descent.  He said his name was Thomas and instructed us to park our car while he waited by a shiny black Range Rover to drive us to meet the Owner of the lake, Steven Taylor. 

We weren’t expecting to be chauffeured like this, but upon seeing the grounds, I was glad we were.  The road was little more than a paved path through the forest, with dense trees and brush on either side.  We snaked past small driveways on either side, but never saw another building of any kind.  By the time we did, it was only after we had turned for what seemed like the 100th time, and drove down an even more narrow driveway.

After several more curves we came upon an enormous two story ultra-modern house on a hill over-looking the lake.  It was like nothing I had expected – similar to the way I felt about Margot.  People in Wisconsin just didn’t build super modern houses like this one.  It was a symphony of black planes, wood and glass, cascading toward the lake like enormous blocks of ice.  I got out of the car and stood in amazement, not noticing Steve Taylor walking from the shadows of the front porch directly toward us.

I guess I didn’t know what Steve Taylor would look like – I assumed if he owned an estate like this he would be much older.  But he appeared to be in his early fifties, about 6’-2” tall and extremely tan and extremely ripped- like he spent all of his time racing catamarans or mountain climbing.  He reached out his hand and introduced himself, appearing to be momentarily stunned as he looked at Kate.

“And you must be Kate!  Margot told me you were beautiful, but she barely scratched the surface!  My name is Steve.”

He held out his hand while Kate blushed, “Thank you Steve.  Margot is very kind.”

Steve shook her hand slowly, as if momentarily stunned, then shook his head as if gathering his composure.  He then stood in the driveway and began telling us how he owns all of the homes and leases them out to an exclusive group vetted by him.  He said his goal was to create a little “paradise on earth.”  He explained that he looks for people who want to be part of a beautiful community, where everyone is friends.  He said he only chooses very attractive, open-minded, non-judgmental people, with no children.  In fact, children are not allowed.  Steve explained he doesn’t believe a woman can concentrate on her children and her marriage.  That seemed a bit chauvinistic, but since Kate and I weren’t planning to have children for several more years and didn’t particularly like them, we were OK with that.

Steve went on to explain that the lake is completely fenced in – nothing comes in or goes out without security knowing about it.  Even deliveries and mail had to go to the gatehouse, where it is then delivered by security staff. 

After this brief introduction, Steve asked Thomas to take us to the Community Center, which was basically a gathering of amenities, like a pool with a staffed bar, tennis courts, hot tubs, spa facilities, fitness center, etc.  All very top end stuff.  We then hopped back in the Range Rover for a short drive through the woods again to see the house he had available for rent.  It felt like we were in one of those Midwestern corn mazes and we would never find our way back to our car again.  When the trees finally parted to reveal the house, we were blown away.   It appeared to be a one-story, all-glass house with flat roofs and terraces that projected out over a rock outcropping toward the lake – basically a mini-version of Steve’s house.  The side facing the access drive was actually a series of solid boxes containing the toilet rooms, utility room and the closets, but the other three sides had floor-to-ceiling glass.  Living there would be like living in the forest with no walls at all!  The double height Living Room was flanked by a glass cube on either side for the Master Bedroom and Guest Bedroom or Den.

We walked in stunned amazement toward the house with Steve and I leading the way and Kate a few steps behind with Thomas.  That’s when Steve turned to me to comment on Kate.

“If you don’t mind me saying so, Mike, your Kate is an absolutely stunning woman.”

I was slightly off- balance.  Everyone seemed so comfortable commenting on Kate’s appearance.

“Well thank you, Steve. No, I don’t mind. I know I’m a lucky man.”

“You are!  You don’t mind other men ogling your wife?”

“Well, there’s nothing I can do about it, and secondly, it helps to convince Kate how gorgeous she is.  She’s very modest about her appearance.”

“Oh my God.  Women!  Well, if after a year at Bacchus she is still lacking confidence, then I haven’t done my job!”

We both laughed, but I did it mostly because I didn’t know what else to do. The comment was a bit odd, but I passed it off as the type of bluster I should expect from a successful man like Steve.

“Well, I can use all the help I can get, Steve.”

“You got it, Bud.  Say, if you two like what you see, I’d like to invite you to a little get together with all of the neighbors at my place on Saturday.  Are you and Kate interested in taking the next step?”

Interested was an understatement.  Without even speaking alone with Kate I knew she agreed with me – the place was like paradise!  We both agreed enthusiastically, and Thomas and Steve drove us back to our car.


CHAPTER TWO

Kate and I were crawling out of our skin with excitement waiting for Saturday to come.  The prospect of a one year trial period before signing a 5 year lease should have been more daunting, but the place was so amazing it seemed like only a small inconvenience – a classic case of the heart over-ruling the mind.  But we had endured our first long, dreary winter in Wisconsin, and the prospect of living in such a beautiful, secluded home in the woods with a sunny terrace overlooking a lake was too much to overcome, not to mention all the other perks.

Finding Bacchus the second time was slightly easier, but only because the sun hadn’t quite set and we could still see the entrance gate as we approached.  Had we arrived 30 minutes later, the road would have been pitch black.  We parked the car and again were escorted to Steve’s home by Thomas.

This time we knocked on the door and waited.  We could hear voices and laughing on the inside, along with the song “Celebration” by Kool and the Gang.  Kate and I stared silently at each other, both extremely nervous, waiting for someone to answer the door.  We knew the key to our future was just on the other side.

When the door opened we were momentarily stunned.  We were expecting Steve.  Instead, there was Margot, stunning as ever, smiling and holding out her arms to greet us.

“Kate!  Welcome!”

Kate stepped forward into Margot’s arms.  Margot held her close, like long separated friends, and then pulled back to look at her.

“My God, you look amazing, Girl.  The group is gonna love you.”

She then turned to look at me, holding out her hand.

“And you look amazing too, Mike.  C’mon in!”

Margot took Kate by the arm and guided us into the Living Room.  Looking ahead, we could see Steve breaking off a conversation he was having, smiling enthusiastically as he turned toward us.

“Mike and Kate!  Welcome!  So glad you could make it.”

Steve took Kate’s hand and bowed down to kiss it, then turned toward me and shook my hand.

“Any trouble finding the place?”

“Not this time.  Luckily it was still light out.”

“Yeah, we have fought against getting streetlights installed.  We don’t need people finding us out here!”

We all laughed, and Steve turned toward Kate.

“Kate, you are simply the most gorgeous thing anyone has ever seen.  Do you do any modeling?”

Kate blushed and looked at me before answering.

“Thank you, Steve.  No, Mike has suggested I look into contacting an agent or an agency, but I haven’t done it.  I feel like I’m getting too old now…”

“Old? How old are you, if I may ask?”

“I’m going to be 32.”

“32.  Twenty years younger than me.  If you’re old, what does that make me?”

We all laughed again.  Kate blushed again.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Steve.  You look amazing too.  You don’t look a day over 40.”

Steve put his arm around Kate’s shoulders and pulled her close, looking at me.

“She’s not only gorgeous, Mike, she’s a manipulator!  I love this woman!”

Margot led Kate off to meet a group of the women who were standing together without their husbands by the patio doors.  Steve stayed up on the Foyer and looked down over the group. 

“So, this is the group, Mike.  At least the ownership group.  There are 6 couples. That tall guy over there in the white shirt, that’s David.  He’s married to Anna – the blond over… Oh never mind – they’re almost all blond.  You’ll meet them later.”

It was true, five of the women were blonds in various shades.  Only one had jet black Kardashian hair.  Steve continued

“Mark is next to David in the red shirt.  He’s married to Bridget.  Then there’s Dillon.  He’s with Celine, the brunette.  And finally, the two guys over there are Ryan and Alex.  Ryan has the curly locks.  They’re married to Deb and Eva.”

Following Steve’s hand around the room as he pointed everyone out, I couldn’t help noticing how perfect everything, and everyone, seemed to be.  The place just dripped with wealth and taste.  Nothing was out of place.

“And of course, Margot is with me.”

I turned to look at him.

“You and Margot are together?  Wow!  That’s great!  She’s amazing.”

“She is.  She’s quite the charmer.  Sounds like she did a pretty nice job recruiting you two.”

“Oh, she did.  But she was a big part of that.  She just exudes class.  We thought anything she was a part of must be cool.”

“Well, she charmed the pants off of me!”

We both laughed, Steve significantly more heartily than I did.  He didn’t necessarily exude “class.”  But he was charming.  Steve led us down the step and into the Living Room.

I was nervous looking around.  Everyone was so fit and put together, it seemed they had to be scoping me out to see what I was about.  And I didn’t feel adequate.  All of the guys seemed taller, tanner and more fit than I was.  I was never much of a gym guy, and although I was not fat, I wasn’t nearly as toned as any of them.  And they all seemed dressed to accentuate their bodies, with short sleeve fitted shirts to show off their ripped forearms and tattoos and stretch pants to prove they didn’t neglect the leg work either.  I looked over to see Kate shaking hands with the group of ladies by the window as we approached Ryan and Alex.

“Mike, this is Ryan and Alex.”

Ryan reached out to shake my hand, followed by Alex.

“Guys, Mike and his wife Kate have been living in temporary housing for the past few months and are interested in leasing the Villa Ursula.”

Ryan spoke first.

“Welcome, Mike!  Did you two meet Steve online?”

That question took me by surprise.  Online?  I could only assume what he meant.

“No, we met through our real estate agent.  But I did find Bacchus online.  On Google Earth.  I guess I was doing some satellite surveillance.”

The guys all laughed.  I felt that was a good line.

Alex boomed over the laughing, “Well I hope they blurred out what goes on here!”

The three guys laughed again.  Steve then guided me over to David and Mark, who were standing with two of the women.

“Mike, This is Anna and Bridget, and their husbands David and Mark.”

We all shook hands and did the usual, “please to meet you.”  They then began asking me about Kate and me, like where we were from, where we grew up, where we went to school, what our parents did, etc.  Especially the women.  They seemed more inquisitive than the guys.  I swear David was squinting at me as I spoke, as if he was trying to see straight through me.  But it was all pretty benign, until Anna asked me another question that threw me off balance.

“So, did you and Kate have a network back east?   Or did you just wing it?”

A “network”?  I had no idea what she was talking about, so I looked at Steve.  He just patted me on the shoulder and explained.

“She’s saying you must miss your friends back east…”

“Oh yes, yes.  Kate and I lived there all our lives, so yes, we miss our friends there.  But we’re anxious to start something new – expand our ‘network’ as you call it!”

The group laughed again.  I seemed to be making a good impression.  As we continued talking, I surveyed the room again.  Like the villa we would be renting, the exterior walls were almost entirely glass.  The south facing wall overlooked an enormous patio with huge pool and a tiki bar.  The pool was still covered, and the patio was still empty, waiting for the cruel promise of Spring to bloom into Summer.  The room was expertly appointed with just the right amount of modern furniture – all in shades of beige and gray with chrome legs flanked by glass tables.  There were recessed ceiling lights that cast a warm glow over the room with accents provided by picture lights highlighting a few colorful paintings on the walls, as well as a large branch-like steel pendant fixture over the giant Dining Room table.  That’s where I saw Kate again.

She was standing with Margot and another couple, looking absolutely stunning in her tight pencil dress and patent leather high heel pumps.  She looked like a young pledge to a sorority, so fresh and innocent among the upper-class older “girls”.  Steve guided us over to her and the others.

“Mike, this is Dillon and his significant other, Celine.”

I reached out to daintily shake Celine’s hand – more of a soft clasp than a shake, and then shook Dillon’s hand.  Celine looked me in the eyes and smiled.

“We were just getting to know, Kate.  I bet Steve’s excited to add her to the stable!”

The “stable?”  That sounded odd, but I thought maybe that’s how these people thought of themselves, all happy animals on a farm.  It was a bit like that.  The place felt like some kind of nature preserve where every creature was a perfectly preserved specimen – a veritable Garden of Eden.  Over the laughter I heard Steve respond to Celine’s comment.

“No stable for Kate, Celine.  We’re going to set her and Mike up in the Villa Ursula!”

“Ah yes, the scene of the crime…”

Steve looked at Margot.

“Yes, we know it well.  Many fond memories.  It’s just waiting for another amazing couple to bring her back to life.”

I looked inquisitively at Steve.

“What happened to the previous occupants, Steve?”

“Well, as will happen, they split up and moved on to the next chapters in their lives.  Shit happens.”

Celine chimed in again, “Yes it does!”

Everyone laughed again and the conversation moved on to less cryptic topics like our move from New York, what it was like to live in “the Big Apple”, and other generally benign topics.  It wasn’t until after a couple of hours that I finally had a chance to talk to Kate alone.

“So, what do you think?”

“I’m having a good time.  Everyone seems so nice.”

“Not much different than meeting our parents’ friends and getting grilled on what we planned to do with our lives.”

“No, except a lot more talk about Botox, boob jobs and how everyone looks.”

“Really?  Too much?”

“Not really too much, but these ladies are pretty obsessed with their appearance.”

“And they seem to be doing pretty well with that.”

“They do.  I don’t know, I guess when I get to be their age I will obsess about that too…”

“Well, their husbands maybe put them up to it.  They seem pretty obsessed with how they look as well.”

Kate and I looked across the room to see all five couples standing around the bar in the Kitchen.  All of the rooms seemed to flow into each other, separated only by a step in the floor.  One could stand anywhere in the main room and see two thirds of the house and everything taking place there.  The 6 couples did indeed seem to be great friends, laughing and teasing each other like old friends do.  David and Steve seemed to be particularly close, standing next to each other and dominating the conversation.  I thought about how lucky they all were to be such close friends living together in their own private gated community.  It must have felt to them like being at summer camp with your best friends every day of the year.

Kate and I talked a bit more about how amazing Steve and Margot’s house was until Steve broke away from the pack and cut our conversation short.  I took that opportunity to cut our visit short as well.  Neither Kate nor I were social animals, and making small talk with strangers was exhausting.

“Say, Steve.  Kate and I were thinking about heading out.”

“Oh, no!  So soon??”

“Yeah, we’re exhausted.  At least I am.  It’s been a long week.”

“Well, I hope you enjoyed yourselves.  The team was very impressed with you.”

“Oh, we did!  We hope they liked us.”

“We’re going to talk about your application after you leave, but I’m sure it will go well.  I tend to have the last word…  I will let you know tomorrow what we decide.”

Kate and I shook his hand, and then left, hoping we had passed the test.


CHAPTER THREE

The next day was Sunday, April 14th.  Kate and I had just finished breakfast and were sitting around deciding what we should do with ourselves.  Kate brought up the subject of going to church as she often did, but with the same ambivalence of actually doing it.  Her parents were disappointed she hadn’t “found” a church yet, and Kate was feeling guilty for letting them down.  This was a sore subject with me, since I had long ago lost any feelings for organized religion, but I felt responsible for Kate’s fall from grace and her parents’ consequent disappointment.

We decided instead to visit the nearby Old World Wisconsin, an outdoor museum of old buildings from around the state.  They had old farmsteads and a working blacksmith shop, and all kinds of people doing 18th Century stuff in 18th Century clothes.  But the real draw for me was the brewery which brewed 18th Century beer in an 18th Century beer garden! As we were getting ready, my phone rang.  I just about jumped out of my skin as no-one ever called me on a Sunday, but I knew right away it was Steve.

I answered the phone excitedly as Kate ran out from the Bedroom to watch my face.  I stood eyes and mouth agape, waiting for the news and beamed from ear to ear upon hearing it – we had passed the test!  We could lease the home if we wanted for one year, after which, if we were in good standing and we wanted to stay, we could pay the deposit and enter a 5 year lease.

I repeated the words as Steve said them, watching as Kate jumped silently up and down, stifling a scream of excitement with her fists to her mouth.  Of course we accepted, and started that day to set the move in motion.  We only had two weeks to arrange to have our things sent from New York.  But even better, Steve told us he would use the time to have a recessed hot tub installed in the deck because Kate mused about how nice it would be to have one.  We literally could not believe our good fortune, especially after we had blown off going to church only moments before!

The move was relatively easy, despite the short turnaround.  The Villa Ursula was fully furnished in the same style as Steve’s home, so there really wasn’t any need to bring any of our pieces over.  We did order a new King-size mattress for the bed, not feeling good about using someone else’s for an extended period of time, and we bought some new sheets and towels.  But really all we needed was our stereo, flat screen TV and our Summer wardrobe.

The move-in date was Saturday, May 4th, and it was almost laughable how much help we had.  All six of the senior couples showed up to help, despite there not being much to do.  The guys essentially sat on the patio talking and drinking the beer Steve brought over while the women chatted inside and helped Kate re-arrange a few things.  Kate mentioned how Margot seemed the most familiar with the place, even commenting on which pieces of furniture were her favorite, but Kate chalked that up to being the owner’s wife, and therefore the landlord. But the move was done in less than a couple of hours, and we spent the rest of the day emptying boxes, organizing closets, and generally familiarizing ourselves with where things were.

The following Sunday Kate and I decided we wanted to repaint the Master Bedroom and Bath, so after getting Steve’s approval, we headed off to the paint store to get some swatches.  I discovered selecting paint is harder than it sounds – even after several hours of deliberation on site, when we put the selections on the wall, they still weren’t right.  It wasn’t until our second weekend there that we were able to begin the project, and didn’t finish it until the third.  Or I should say I didn’t finish it.  Despite working practically full-time those next two weekends, I didn’t actually knock it off until dinner time on Sunday.  So, I never got to see much of the grounds and all of the amazing amenities we were so looking forward to.  Not so with Kate.  

As I mentioned, Kate doesn’t have a job, so she was home alone on weekdays.  When we first moved in, Margot would come over fairly often, sometimes with Steve, but usually alone, “just to check on her”, but she usually didn’t stay long.  So, to fill her time, Kate visited the Fitness Center every day, and then maybe the spa to sit in the sauna.  That allowed her to begin meeting some of the other women of the community, and to chat a bit with the guys we had met at the party.  They all had jobs, but they would be at the gym a few days a week.  The one that was there every day was Steve.  At first he would always be nice to Kate, chatting with her for a few minutes before leaving her alone to do her workout, but eventually he spent more time with her – sitting on a bike or running on a treadmill next to hers.  Kate enjoyed having someone to talk to, so I was happy Steve could provide that for her.

As the weather began improving toward the end of May, Kate was able to add going to the pool to her repertoire.  That’s when she really began getting to know all of the women of the community, and we learned that none of them had jobs either.  It seemed their job was to make themselves look amazing by working out at the gym and tanning by the pool.  All pretty normal for wealthy women, and nothing Kate wasn’t used to.  But Kate soon found out they all had something else to occupy their time, something that almost threatened to cut short our time at Bacchus.

____________

We had a glimpse of the pool area when we toured the grounds in early April, but after the long, desolate Winter, it would be another two months before it really came to life again.  It is divided into two distinct areas:  a Lower Deck and an Upper Deck.  They both face south and overlook the lake.  The Lower Deck has the pool and the most space.  The Upper Deck has six glass fronted cabins with a terrace in front overlooking the Lower Deck.  Kate discovered that this is where the 6 senior couples typically sit – not necessarily mixing with the others on the Lower Deck.  The senior guys liked sitting at a high-top railing on their laptops to work sometimes, surveying the beautiful ladies sunbathing on the deck below.  There is a stair in the middle of the Upper Deck that comes down to the staffed Tiki Bar.

On Kate’s first visit to the pool, she was greeted warmly by a group of some of the younger wives.  She asked about the glass enclosed cabanas, wondering if anyone could use them and was told they were owned by the senior couples.  That’s when they explained the community hierarchy.  The senior members are known as “Lords” and “Ladies”, and the Lords are members of “The Pack”.  The Pack serves as an advisory board to Steve, who is known as the “Alpha”.  The other members of the community are known as “Princesses” and “Princes”.  That was when we first realized Kate was a Princess and I was a Prince.

It all seemed pretty silly to both of us.  Kate had been a member of a sorority, so she was familiar with the traditions, but this was new to me.  Nevertheless, it felt good to be accepted into this truly unique and exclusive group, and being a Prince had a certain regal sound to it. 

Kate said the day was going well, and the girls all seemed so nice, but as the day went on, things went from silly to strange rather quickly.

She had begun reading her book when she noticed one of the Princesses she hadn’t seen that day appear out of nowhere on the upper terrace and walk down the stairs, passing Kate and the others, smiling and waving as she passed.  This confused Kate, since the only way she knew to get up to the upper terrace was by those stairs, and Kate had not seen her go up there.  The girls had also just told her the upper terrace was the exclusive domain of the Lords and Ladies.

Then, as she pondered the explanations in her head, Dillon came out of the Fitness Center and walked by their group, smiling at one of the Princesses named Cameron.  Kate thought his look was blatantly flirtatious, especially considering he was married to Celine, but as she pondered its meaning, she turned to see Cameron get up from her lounge and begin to follow him, turning back toward the group to wink at the girls.  None of the girls seemed the least bit fazed, but it was obvious to Kate that there was some flagrant cheating going on. 

Kate was freaked out, struggling with her obligations to Celine, despite only talking to her briefly at the party Steve had to introduce us.  But she tried to remain calm, deciding it was best to try to learn a little more about what was going on before deciding what to do about it.  She asked the girl sitting next to her, a cute little thing named Alexa, what it was like to live in the community.  Alexa told her about all of the amenities, and the fun days they have together every Thursday.  She seemed truly in love with the place, telling Kate she had been there for seven years.  That was all good, but it didn’t explain what Kate had just seen.   So, she asked her if she ever became bored, and what was the secret to happiness here.  Alexa told her that one just need to “follow the rules and you’ll be fine.” When Kate told her Steve hadn’t told us what the rules were, Alexa responded by saying that he will, “if he thinks you’re right for the Community.”  She then told Kate to, “Just keep doing what you’re doing.”   Kate told Alexa she didn’t think she was doing anything, but Alexa set her straight, telling her, “Yes you are, Sweetheart. Even without trying, the entire Pack is fascinated with you – especially Steve.”

The ladies didn’t talk much after that, lying quietly in the sun for another hour or so, after which Cameron reappeared, stopping to say goodbye to the group and startling Kate from her nap.  After she left, Kate felt she was free to ask Alexa the obvious question - if Cameron and Dillon were having an affair.  Alexa laughed and said, “We’re all having affairs, Kate!“

By the time I got home that night Kate was a mess.  I had to pour her a tall glass of chardonnay to calm her down as she frantically told me the story.  She couldn’t believe what she had seen and heard.  But to me it all started to explain a bit of what I was sensing anyway.  The welcome party we attended had the distinct feel of some kind of Lake Country swinger party.  Everyone and everything fit the part - the ankle bracelets, thumb rings, skimpy clothes, unbuttoned shirts and stiletto heels were pure Porno Film 101.  Hearing what Kate was saying only confirmed my suspicions.  But Kate was seriously freaked out.

We talked about whether we had made a serious mistake moving into the community.  What if this really was some kind of swinger community?  What would we do?  We decided that it was too early to do anything really, since we didn’t know anything for sure.  We both really loved our new house and all of the amenities available to us, and everyone had treated us very well.  If in time we learned that our suspicions were true, and if becoming swingers ourselves was a criterion for acceptance into the community, we could simply leave.  No-one could force us to do anything we didn’t want to do.  But after that day, Kate’s radar was on full alert.

She didn’t stop participating in the activities available to her though.  As Alexa mentioned, the ladies had “fun days” that took place every Thursday, during which the “Event Limo” took the women around to lunches, shopping, events, etc.  They lasted from 11am to 5pm, with a ride back in the middle for those who didn’t want to stay the whole day or who wanted to join the wine portion only.  Kate loved those opportunities to get out and share some intimate times with the ladies.  Wine always has a way of bonding groups together, and Kate was quickly beginning to feel accepted – at least by most of the women.  All of the Princesses were nice to her, but she felt some frostiness from some of the Ladies.  The one distinct exception was Margot, who always wanted to sit with Kate wherever they went.  She seemed anxious to tell Kate about some of the better restaurants in town, where to shop, who had the best flowers and wine selection – all of the things that mattered to a “kept” woman like Margot.  Kate was familiar with that life, having grown up wealthy and having lived a few years in NYC socializing with friends while I was working.  But we were new to the area, and Margot was an excellent guide and friend to Kate.

I didn’t actually spend any time with any of these people until several weeks after we moved in.  Between move related chores like repainting the Bedroom and searching for a few pieces of furniture we decided we needed, I had an Executive Retreat one weekend and a trip to our Los Angeles office on another.  So everything I knew about our new neighbors came from Kate.

When I finally had a chance to join Kate at the pool, we sat with Alexa and her husband Liam, just chatting, reading and snoozing in the sun.  It felt really nice to be home relaxing with my gorgeous wife in our new setting.  It seemed like we hadn’t seen much of each other since the move and so much had been going on in her life I wanted to catch up on.  The group kind of ebbed and flowed throughout the day, but everyone from the community was there at some point.  I really liked the other Princes – Liam, Tyler, Evan, Ethan and Daniel.  They all seemed like very smart guys, and they all had very important positions where they worked.  I realized I didn’t particularly like any of the Pack members – they were all Alpha Male assholes as far I was concerned, and their wives were mostly jacked up cosmetic surgery Queens.  I also didn’t appreciate the hierarchy bullshit, with the Lords literally looking down on the Princes and Princesses from the upper terrace.  But the space was like paradise, and everyone was in such a good mood, when I put my mind to it, it was hard to avoid blending in.

It took a while, but after meeting the Princes and Princesses and chatting with all of them, it became clear who was married to who.  Of course, Liam was with Alexa, Tyler was with Brittany, Evan and Cameron were together, Ethan was with Darcy, and Daniel was with Elise.  I sorted the women out by hair color – Alexa and Brittany were raven haired beauties, while Cameron and Darcy had almost white golden hair.  Cameron’s went down to the dimples in her back just above her pert little ass.  Elise was the only redhead, with short, shiny copper locks that curled into a sharp edge just below her porcelain white face.  They were all in their mid-thirties, with ridiculously cute faces and killer bodies.  I was particularly fascinated with Cameron, thinking about her sneaking off to have sex with Dillon that day at the pool.

The Princes were a nervous lot – not nearly as relaxed nor good looking as their wives.  I figured that was just the type of guys they were – high achievers dealing with the stress of work.  But they were all friendly, anxious to hear about what I did for a living, and even more anxious to talk about themselves.

As the day wore on I became more and more convinced that Kate was right that at least some of these people were swingers.  Everyone was so attractive, and the Lords were such douche bags, there just couldn’t be any other conclusion to reach.  In talking to everyone, it became clear that the other members of the Community attended a party every other Saturday Night at Steve’s house called the “Blanche/Noir”, one of which was to take place that night.  This further fueled my suspicion, but having never actually attending one, we really had no idea what went on there.  But I had seen enough of Steve’s house to imagine it was perfectly suited for an orgy to break out.  Despite the tastefulness of the furniture, every surface was in reality a bed of some kind, including the sectional sofas and lounges around the pool.  When I first saw it, I just assumed he and Margot liked big, flat surfaces for lounging around, but I could also imagine all these surfaces contributing to a very intense and imaginative sex life. They looked the part.  But seeing this group around the pool, it seemed they all did.

I spent the day alternating between reading my book and watching the various goings on.  By late afternoon most of the group had gravitated to the Tiki Bar.  Even the Lords and Ladies had descended from their perch.  I stayed in my chaise lounge, not wanting to drink anything but also feeling a little shy.  From my position I could see everyone was getting pretty tipsy, and the Princesses were slowly being picked out of the crowd to dance with the other women while the men all looked on, hoping, I assumed, that they wouldn’t be asked to join in, or stunned like I was by the flagrantly sexy display before them.  It looked like the grand finale at the strip club when all the dancers get up on the stage at once!  The girls that weren’t dancing were surrounded by the Lords, who weren’t at all shy about putting their arms around women who weren’t their wives and inappropriately touching them.  The Princes were only inches away from all of it, but seemed determined to ignore what was going on.

Kate was infinitely more familiar with everyone than I was, so after a while she decided to join them at the bar.  That was very unlike the shy, reserved Kate I had known, but I was happy to see she felt comfortable around our new neighbors. As she approached the group, one of the Princesses grabbed her hand and pulled her in to dance with the others in a sort of group dance that would not be out of place at a wedding.  The women formed a ring while the Lords took turns doing silly dances in the center.  Kate went along with all of it, laughing and clapping with the rest of the group while still able to maintain that aura of superiority that always surrounded her.

After several raucous party songs, the music took a decidedly more sultry tone, causing a couple of the guys to pair off with the Princesses and the others to retreat to the bar.  That’s when I noticed Margot slide behind Kate and place her hands on her hips.  She then stepped forward and pressed her belly against Kate’s ass and began to sway slowly back and forth.  Kate looked behind her to see who she was with, and went with the flow, placing her hands on Margot’s.  I was stunned.  I had never seen Kate let herself go in any way, shape or form.  She looked at me with the eyes of a temptress – a look I had never seen on her before, and continued swaying her hips back and forth.  By that time, Kate had consumed at least a couple of drinks, so I assumed the alcohol had affected her like it had everyone else, breaking down her inhibitions.  To me that was a good thing.  Kate had never really allowed herself to break free from her reserved persona in public before.

After a couple of minutes, Margot moved her hands to Kate’s belly and began whispering in her ear.  Her little fingers were touching the top of Kate’s bikini, within easy reach of slipping inside.  Kate didn’t seem to mind – she just continued looking at me and smiled.  After another minute, she turned to face Margot, placing her arms on her shoulders and letting her hands dangle behind her.  They continued swaying while looking deeply into each other’s eyes.  I was astonished at the sight.  I had never seen Kate so blatantly flirt with another person!  She had never even acted that way with me!  I started to lose composure and perspective, wanting so badly for them to kiss, but they seemed determined to torture all of us, touching noses but never lips, singing silently the words of the song to each other.

Black velvet and that little boy's smile
Black velvet and that slow southern style
A new religion that'll bring ya to your knees
Black velvet if you please

They continued swaying and staring into each other’s eyes until the song finally ended.  That’s when Margot finally leaned in and kissed Kate softly on her lips.  My jaw dropped as I watched their lips melt together and then lock in place.  I swear I saw Margot slip her tongue into Kate’s mouth as she pulled Kate’s head toward hers.  She then pulled away and smiled at Kate, walking backward smiling and then turning seductively toward Steve.  Kate just stood frozen in shock.  She then turned and walked uneasily toward me.

“Wow!  That was something to see!”

“We need to go…now.”

“Why?”

“I’m so embarrassed.  We need to go!”

“Well, I thought that was hot!  I think everybody did.  You and Margot looked amazing.”

Kate grabbed her purse and her towel and waited while I gathered my things.  We hurriedly said goodbye to everyone at the bar before we left and rushed home.  When we got there, Kate threw her things on the couch and grabbed me by the hand, pulling me into the bedroom.  She quickly tore off her bikini and jumped onto her back, spreading her legs as she dragged her hand between them.  The message was clear – she wanted me to suck her pussy.

I stood looking down at her in amazement – Kate had never acted like this before.  I was more than happy to oblige, as her performance with Margot had my balls aching with desire for her, but I stared briefly at her, trying to understand what had happened, before pulling off my shorts and joining her on the bed, taking up my position between her gorgeous thighs, my face only inches from her pussy.  I could feel the moist heat radiating from her body, and smell the musky scent of her juices.  She was obviously excited, but I had no idea how excited she was.  When I parted her lips with my thumbs and looked down at her,  I could see her viscous juices somehow filling the space between her pussy lips.  I had never seen her so wet.  I had to cup my tongue to gather it all, then plant my lips firmly on hers to suck the warm, thick nectar into my mouth.  It took several passes before I was able to lick her clean and concentrate on her impossibly swollen clit.  I had never known Kate to be that turned on.

Settling in, I began swirling my tongue softly on her clit, trying to imagine what was going through her mind at that moment.  Was she imagining I was Margot?  Was she turned on by all of the sexual tension in the air that day – both real and imagined?  Whatever it was, it had me turned on too.

I had often fantasized that someday Kate and I would be on vacation, maybe in Jamaica or some Caribbean island, and Kate would be seduced by another man.  I had heard guys often go to resorts in places like that for the sole purpose of preying on married couples, so the fantasy seemed plausible.  The scenario varied, but it always involved Kate meeting a man there and developing a chemistry with him that would turn her into a hormonal mess.  Sometimes it was a guy we met together in the bar, other times it was a guy she met by the pool.  Each time she would never tell me about her feelings for the man, but I could tell something was up when she saw him and the sex between us would become unusually intense. I would let her desire boil over until one day I would catch them together – secretly watching him fuck her in a bathroom by the pool, or watching her suck his cock in a secluded area of a beach, or flagrantly fucking him in our bed or his while I pretended to be out for a run or at the fitness center.  She would devour him with an animal lust I had never seen from her, always cumming on his cock despite never having done that with me.  The thought of her cheating on me to quench her sexual desires and loving every second of it always set me off.

It was a fantasy I never shared with Kate, and although I often thought about it while having sex with her, I never believed it would happen.  But I had never thought about a woman seducing Kate.  That just didn’t seem possible.  I didn’t know much about Kate’s life before me, but judging from the way she was when I met her, I highly doubted she had ever dabbled with bisexuality like most young girls seem to these days.  Of course it was possible, since she lived alone at a girl’s boarding school, but she was just so sexually naïve.  But something had clearly pushed a button inside of her that day.

As I slowly massaged her clit with my tongue, I thought about the ramifications of what seemed to be happening. If Margot truly was trying to seduce Kate, where would that lead?  Would they start a full blown affair, seeing each other on a regular basis?  Would Steve let Margot do that?  Surely he would know.  As for me, I would have done anything at that point just to see the two of them together again. Visions of all kinds of scenarios flashed before me – coming home after work and catching them naked in bed together, Kate lying content on Margot’s shoulder.  Me leaving them alone while I made dinner, glancing into the Bedroom and seeing them in a sixty-nine.  Then fucking Kate’s brains out after Margot leaves while she recounted all she and Margot did to each other. The possibilities seemed endless.

I imagined I was Margot, my mouth firmly planted on Kate’s warm, wet pussy.  I began pressing harder on her clit, wanting to make her cum, to complete the bond I wanted so badly for her to want.  When she did, she exploded off the bed like she had never done before.  I grabbed her hips and held on as she thrashed up and down.  She placed both hands on my shoulders and squeezed as hard as she could as the convulsions raged through her body.  I pressed my tongue hard against her clit, feeling it twitching as I held myself still.  When the thrashing and twitching subsided, I stayed in place, until finally pulling away.  When I did, Kate gasped and flinched once more, and then went limp, the tension completely drained from her body.

After that she was like a rag doll.  I spread her legs apart and crawled up between them.  I then grabbed each of her arms and placed them above her head as I lowered myself onto her.  She laid quietly with her head to one side, eyes closed, as I reached between my legs and guided my raging hard on to her pussy.  She was still sensitive, flinching when I first touched her, but her body gave no resistance as I slid easily into her.

As I began slowly fucking her I was overwhelmed by the feeling that something new had started that day;  For the very first time, we were both sexually excited by another person.  Or maybe it was the overt sexuality of the entire community that set us off.  But whatever it was, it felt different – more powerful than anything I had ever felt before.  Even Kate seemed like a different person, like I was making love to another woman, a siren I could not resist.  Neither of us spoke, both lost in our thoughts, both possibly imagining we were with someone else.  And then it happened. It boiled up from deep inside of me like molten lava.  I briefly tried to wish it away but realized it was no use.  All I could do was wrap my arms tightly around Kate and hold on as my body froze and the first burst of cum flowed from my body.  I had never felt anything so intense.  I rose up on both arms and gritted my teeth and closed my eyes under the strain.  I then held myself in that position as my body wracked with each successive eruption.

When the convulsions finally stopped I collapsed on top of Kate, completely out of breath and completely spent.  She groaned under the weight of my limp body. 

After laying silently for several minutes and regathering my wits, I forced out an observation.

“Well, someone was excited…”

Kate sighed, “Who?  You or me?”

“Both of us?”

“I’m so embarrassed.”

“Why embarrassed??”

“Mike, I looked like a drunken sorority girl in front of everyone!”

“Well, I don’t think anyone minded.  Margot certainly didn’t!”

I paused to give her a minute to sort through her thoughts, then tried to get to the bottom of what had just happened.

“But something turned you on just now...  Were you thinking about Margot?”

“Were you?”

“Margot and you.  Were you thinking about that?”

“Dancing always gets me excited, Mike…”

“I don’t remember you getting that excited when we danced at our wedding…”

“That was different.”

“Why?  I though dancing gets you excited.”

“I mean dancing like that…”
“Have you danced like that before?”

She was getting frustrated.

“Look, no-one has ever danced with me that way.  Margot… she’s pretty crazy.”

“Crazy sexy, don’t you think?”

“Crazy crazy.”

I paused for a second, worried about upsetting Kate by pushing too hard, but I had to ask the question burning in my brain.

“Do you think you could ever have sex with her?”

She was incredulous.  It was admittedly a wild swing in the dark.

“You guys are all alike… two girls dance together and you want them to have sex!”

“I’m just asking…  she did kiss you, and you kissed her back…”

“Mike, I’m not a lesbian!”

“I know that, Kate, but you don’t need to be a lesbian to have sex with another woman…”

She paused for a painfully long time before answering.  I wasn’t sure what to expect.

“And just how would that work??”

“I don’t know… maybe you two come back here after a day at the pool…”

“And you join in?  Is that what you want?”

“No!  Not at all!  I don’t even need to be here.”

“And what about Steve?”

“Good point.  I’m not sure what would happen with Steve.  He’s always around.”

“Right.  That’s only one good reason why that can’t happen.  There are several, like my marriage, my reputation, my sanity!”

I rolled off of her onto my back, admittedly disappointed but understanding her point of view.  Kate had spent years cultivating and refining her image.  Sleeping with other women, or anyone for that matter,  was never a part of that.

“I hear what you are saying.  But does it excite you?  Would you do it if it wasn’t so complicated?”

She rolled toward me to lie on her side.  Looking at me with a seriousness that left no doubt, she closed the door on the discussion.

“Mike, Margot and I danced and she kissed me.  It’s not going any farther than that, OK?”

She then rolled onto her back and pulled the sheet over her body.  After several minutes I could tell she was asleep.  Not wanting to disturb her, all I could do was lie quietly thinking about the day and everything I had learned.  I was encouraged by the “new” Kate that had begun to emerge from her carefully crafted cocoon, but I was discouraged by her denial that anything had changed for her.  For the first time I realized that Bacchus was more than a typical gated community; it was a whole lifestyle.  And it was clear to me that Kate and I were way too set in our ways to ever be fully part of it.


CHAPTER FOUR

Despite my pessimism, that day at the pool ignited a new phase in our sex life.  Like most married couples, sex had become routine for us and the frequency had diminished considerably from our first years of marriage.  I assigned a good part of the blame for that on Kate’s reluctance to try anything new, or at least my belief that she didn’t want to try anything new.  Nevertheless, as I became more and more obsessed with the thought of Kate and Margot together, I began initiating sex with Kate every night, always lavishing her with long, dreamy sessions of oral sex, hoping she would be thinking about Margot as I did.  I knew it was probably futile, but the more I thought about the two of them together, the more excited I became about it.  It seemed the perfect solution to my deep desire for Kate to become less inhibited sexually, especially since it was clear Margot was not looking to replace Steve with a woman.  After Kate would cum, I would climb on top of her and fuck her slowly, listening to her soft moans as I moved in and out of her.  It was then that thoughts of far more dangerous liaisons began creeping into my mind.

I guess it was inevitable that my usual Caribbean fantasy would morph into something different once we moved to Bacchus.  I mean, the place was essentially a resort with a bar, a pool, a fitness center, spa and beautiful people milling about - everything that you would expect at a resort. And after what had happened with Margot, it was probably inevitable that Steve would take the place of the dark, mysterious hunk that seduced Kate so many times in my dreams.  And so it was; every night, while I held Kate and languidly fucked her, thoughts of Steve doing the same thing commandeered my fantasy.  I imagined him taking his turn with Kate after Margot had warmed her up with an explosive orgasm.  He would fuck her into a sexual frenzy and then cum inside of her.  I pictured her nervously letting him do it, and then Margot cleaning out her cheating pussy before she came home so I would never know.  Thinking about that always made me cum, after which I was glad it was only a fantasy.  But it was also highly unlikely.  Despite being undeniably fit and charismatic, Steve was old enough to be Kate’s father.  In fact, Kate’s father was only five years older than Steve!  I also knew that Kate would never have sex with Steve.  Even sex with Margot was unlikely.  So, despite the raging conversations and lurid thoughts in my head, in the light of day I was convinced none of it would ever come to pass.

So, you can imagine my surprise when I came home from work one evening to find Kate sitting on the couch, her face white as a ghost, nervously staring out at the lake.  Something was seriously wrong. I remember the date – it was Wednesday, June 25th.  I barely made it to the kitchen to put my keys on the bar top when she blurted it out.

“Margot invited me to her house this Friday for a party.”

I stopped at the bar and put my laptop bag on a barstool.

“Just you?”

“Yes.  Just me.”

I pulled out a stool and sat down to think.

“How did this come up?”

“She came by this morning to chat and asked me if I would like to come to a party.  She said it was a girls only event, although Steve would be there.”

That eased my mind.  I was beginning to worry they didn’t like me.

“Well, that seems nice.  Is that what you are upset about?”

“Mike, you know how I feel about this.”

“It’s just a party Kate.  The other girls will be there…”

“I know, but I’m not sure I trust any of them.  I can only imagine what this party might be like.”

I immediately began picturing a dozen naked women slithering around Kate on the floor, a writhing mass of hands and legs and tongues and flesh, devouring her like a pool of piranhas.  I felt my dick stir in my pants.

“Well, I think you might be over-exaggerating the danger.  No one can make you do something you don’t want to do.”

“I know, but these girls are crazy.  I think there is some weird shit going on.”

“Well, if it gets weird, leave.  They’re not going to kidnap you.”

That seemed to calm her down.  She sat forward on the couch in her shorts and tight tank top, fidgeting with her long, tan fingers.  Looking at her soft, bulbous breasts bulging from beneath the white cotton top made me think of Margot dragging her wet tongue between them before sucking her hard nipples, one after the other, between her puckered lips.  And I kept thinking about that, even after I poured Kate a glass of wine and we sat and talked about her day before we made dinner.  The subject of the party never came up again, but it was clear that we were both preoccupied with the thought of it.

Later that night, as I laid between her legs even more eagerly sucking her to what had become her nightly orgasm, I couldn’t stop thinking that Margot had invited Kate alone so she could finish her seduction.  I felt Kate sensed that too.  She seemed more excited than she typically was, cumming relatively quickly despite my efforts to prolong her pleasure.  But when I asked her gingerly the next morning if she was planning on going, she was still reluctant.  In fact, it wasn’t until the night before the party that I was finally able to convince her to go.  When she finally agreed, an overwhelming sense of excitement washed over me, unlike anything I had ever felt before.  It literally took my breath away and a bright light flashed before my eyes.  I had to gather myself and look away toward the food on my plate until it passed.

Later that night I awoke around 3am, at first disoriented about where I was and what I was doing, but as the fog of sleep dissipated, visions of the impending party began to emerge.  They began with Margot flirting with Kate, talking softly to her, caressing her face, her arms, her lips.  Then glimpses of the other women pairing off flashed before me, like strobe lights on a dance floor, revealing them in various states of sexual bliss.  I pictured Kate and Margot slipping off to Margot’s bedroom in the melee, and Margot slowly helping Kate out of her clothes while kissing every inch of her body.  I imagined Kate’s skin covered in goose bumps, her nipples hard as ice, her hands on Margot’s head, guiding her warm, wet mouth to her aching pussy.  And then there was Steve – standing at the door, dick in hand, watching his beautiful wife make hot, passionate love to mine.  But rather than feel threatened by the thought, I felt sorry for him.  To be so close to Kate but yet so far.  I drifted back to sleep comforted by that thought, dreaming of the possibilities with Margot.

The next morning I was buzzing with the excitement of what could be.  I even helped Kate her pick out her sexiest outfit to try to fit in with what the other women would most likely be wearing.  She had no shortage of poolside party dresses given her upbringing, and we chose a long flowing wrap dress with a purple, red and black paisley pattern and with a black bikini underneath.  Paired with her Prada black flat sandals, none of the women would outshine Kate!  I was getting more and more excited just seeing her model it for me.  But by Friday night I was a basket case – lost between the unknown territory into which we were treading and the promise of what could be.  As she got ready to go, I showered her with contradictory requests, like to text me, but “only if she can.”  Or to be good, but “only if she wants to”, etc.  She promised to be home early, saying she wanted to be gone before things “got out of hand.”  When Thomas arrived at the villa to pick her up, the butterflies in my stomach threatened to carry me away.  Watching her strut to the Range Rover as he held the back door open felt like I was watching Little Red Riding Hood heading innocently to Grandma’s house.

Fortunately, she did text several times as the night got started, sounding like things weren’t as “weird” as she had feared.  But as the night went on, my phone went quiet.  At first that seemed normal, but after the sun set, my imagination began running wild – I was torn between dread and lust.  By 11:30 I hadn’t heard from Kate for almost 3 hours, and it was no longer “early”.  I couldn’t read, watch TV, or even sit still. I decided to go to bed, only to lie wide awake waiting for my phone to buzz. 

It wasn’t until after 1:30 that I finally heard the front door open.  I had left the Kitchen light on for her, but otherwise the house was dark.  I listened for any sign of trouble – fumbling around, stumbling, or otherwise making a commotion, but she was amazingly quiet, as if she didn’t want to wake me.  She entered the Bedroom silently and went straight to the Master Bath, carefully closing the door before turning the water on in the sink.  I waited and listened for any sign of trouble, but there was nothing, other than the fact that she seemed to be taking an usually long time to clean up for bed.  My already tortured mind began to twist and turn all over again.  Was she trying to quietly erase Margot’s scent from her body?  Or was it Steve’s cum from her pussy?  My heart raced uncontrollably as I considered both possibilities, flooding my raging hard on like a hydraulic jack beneath the sheets.  I could not have been more unprepared for what happened next.

I heard the Bathroom door open and the soft footsteps on the carpeted floor, but instead of carefully getting into bed, Kate  pulled back the covers suddenly, startling me.  I rolled from my side to my back to see her dark silhouette hovering over me as she straddled my body.  Her warm hands touched my thighs as she crawled on top of me, dragging her hair on my body as she went.  She didn’t speak, but I could smell the alcohol on her breath.  When her head was even with mine, I could hear her trembling breath – she sounded like she was about to explode.  I laid silently as she reached down between her legs and took my rock hard cock in her hand.  She didn’t speak as she slid my raging hard on through the folds of her pussy like a hot knife through butter.  She gasped softly when my cock hit her clit and then deftly positioned it just inside of her.  I could only wonder what the hell was going on.  In all our years together, Kate had never done anything remotely similar.  She was so wet.  So warm.  So fucking horny.  When she finally slid down onto me, she groaned like she had been waiting her whole life to feel me inside her.

I laid confused as she began slowly gyrating her hips up and down, churning on my cock and rubbing her clit on my pelvic bone.  I raised my arms above my head, letting her lean forward and grab my elbows.  It was a weird feeling, like she was holding me down and taking me against my will.  Her body trembled with each pass of her clit on my body, igniting the cauldron deep inside of me.  I tried thinking of something to keep from cumming, hoping that for the very first time, we could cum together.  She seemed so close, so desperate for it to happen.  In an effort to forestall my orgasm, I tried to think about what had turned her on so much – was it simply Margot’s flirtations?  Or did something actually happen between them?  Did Steve corner her as she was coming out of the Bathroom and pin her up against a wall, pressing his hard cock against her thigh and telling her how much he wanted her?  Did he pull her into a Bedroom and convince her to suck his cock, leaving herself frustrated and desperate for more?  But thoughts like that didn’t help, nor did Kate’s rapid breathing in my ear as she leaned forward and increased the pace of her assault on my helpless cock.  Thoughts of her betrayal only fanned the flames.  As my cum boiled forth I tried wishing it away, but it was no use.  My hips bucked and thrashed as I exploded into Kate’s body, breaking our rhythm.  I tried grabbing her hips and holding her against me, hoping she would cum, but it was too late.  She continued milking me dry until my dick could resist no more, my limp dick making it futile to continue.  She lifted herself from me and plopped on the bed, seemingly frustrated that I had let her down.  I felt bad that I wasn’t able to hold on until she came, but helpless to do anything about it.  In a way I felt it was her fault that she started all of it without giving me the chance to go down on her as I usually would have.  I was sure she knew that, and drifted off to sleep while the darkened image of my Midnight Angel gyrating above me overwhelmed any feelings of inadequacy.

____________

When I woke up the next day it took a second to recall the events of the night before.  Even when they finally did return, I still wasn’t sure I hadn’t dreamt all of it.  But as the haze cleared and I was able to sort reality from my dreams, the same conflicting emotions from the night before returned – arousal, from the outlandish actions of my suddenly horny wife, and jealousy from the questions surrounding how she got that way. The images of Kate’s actions, both real and imagined, dominated everything, overwhelming the jealousy and fueling the arousal.  After 20 minutes, I did what any red blooded man would do – I rolled over to resume where we had left off the night before.

Except Kate was gone.  When I went out into the Living Room I found a note saying she had gone out for a run.  That was somewhat concerning, since I felt an air of anger in the abruptness of the note, but Kate often went for morning runs, so I passed it off as nothing more than that.  When she didn’t come home, I became even more concerned.  After an hour or so I finally received a text that she was at Steve’s house – asking me to come over.  That was both a surprise and a relief, but I quickly took my shower and headed over to see what was up.

When I arrived, Steve greeted me at the door in his swimming trunks and flip flops before escorting me back to the pool.  I immediately saw Kate in the pool wearing a sexy bikini I did not recognize lounging on a double floaty with Margot.  The only other people there were some of the Lords and their wives. Everyone was drinking and laughing, occasionally talking about the crazy things that happened the night before.  Even Kate.  She yelled for me to join them in the pool, but since I didn’t bring a suit, I good naturedly declined.  Instead, I sat at the bar with Steve who began to tell me about the party.  It seems all of the women thought Kate was amazing. When I joked that I worried Margot had invited Kate to an orgy, Steve laughed and asked if I would have been OK with that.  I was momentarily stunned.  I knew Steve had a habit of speaking freely, but he seemed serious.  I gathered myself and answered as any guy would have.  I laughed and said, “Of course not!”  He pressed on anyway.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure.  Kate would have been mortified!”

He paused and smiled, looking across the pool at Margot and Kate.

“I’m not so sure that’s true.”

I followed his gaze to see Margot had her hand on the inside of Kate’s thigh.  The images of the night before flashed before me and then quickly dissipated.  There was no way my Kate would ever be a part of anything like that.

“They look good, don’t they?”

They did.  And Kate seemed so happy and relaxed, strangely unfazed by Margot’s hand dangling between her legs.  It was so unlike her.  The view distracted me from answering Steve’s question.

“Tell you what, why don’t you two come to the next Blanche/Noir and see how it goes?”

The offer snapped me back from my thoughts.  We had never been to a Blanche/Noir and didn’t expect to be invited until we were fully accepted into the community. I was also caught off guard by being invited to an event I was already suspicious of in the midst of a conversation about orgies! 

“I thought those were reserved for full members of the community?”

“Oh, not at all!  They are reserved for whoever I want to invite.  I think you and Kate would fit in nicely.  Are you available next Saturday?”

Of course we were available, but it seemed he was inviting us to prove he was right about Kate.

“Look, Steve.  If you’re inviting us because you think Kate is interested in some kind of crazy…“

“No, no!  I’m inviting you because I like you.  And Margot really likes Kate.  It’s time you got to see the community in their element and get to know the others.”

His voice was more condescending than sincere, but he was my landlord, and it was clear we needed to be friendly to him to stay in the community.  I had to buy time.

“I don’t know, Steve.  I will ask Kate.  Thank you for the invitation, though.”

“Of course.  I think you and Kate would have a good time.”

I looked toward the pool to see Kate walking toward me, wrapping herself in a large, white fluffy towel, leaving a trail of water and footprints behind her on the hot concrete.

“Why don’t you stay, Honey?”

I smiled at her and teased, “Cuz I haven’t seen my wife in almost 18 hours.  I was hoping to spend some time with her today.”

“Oh, poor Sweetie.  You saw me when I got home last night…”

Steve guffawed, “Whoa!  Sounds like Mikey might have gotten lucky last night!”

Kate and I both blushed, then Kate put her hand on my shoulder,  “Give me a minute to get dressed.”

Kate went back to the pool to say she was leaving, eliciting a groan of disapproval from Margot who then yelled over to me.

“You’re killing my buzz, Michael!”

Steve laughed and patted me on the shoulder.

“I don’t blame you, Mike.  If I had Kate, I would want her to myself all the time as well!”

“Well, it’s not that, Steve.  Margot gets to be with her all week.  I only get the weekends.”

“True.  But don’t forget Kate is here alone too.  She needs company during the week.”

I wasn’t sure what he was implying, so I let that comment slide.  We changed the subject and continued talking until Kate reappeared from the poolside dressing room in her running clothes, which might just as well have been body paint.  Kate said goodbye to Steve and thanked him for the night before.  He kissed her on the cheek and looked into her eyes, telling her she was welcome any time.  His emphasis on the word any was disconcerting.

_____________

I didn’t tell Kate about Steve’s invitation at first, since getting her into bed was my immediate priority.  I did ask her about the party on our drive home.  She said it was just the ladies and Steve, and that Steve was basically the bartender making drinks for everyone and passing around hors d’oeuvres to make sure “no-one got too drunk.”  I’m not sure that was Steve’s priority, given his off-color comments about Kate.  She talked about how nice everyone was – especially Margot, and how they all ended up dancing together the last couple of hours.  I didn’t want to pry too much at the risk of sounding voyeuristic, but the images of her and Margot dancing and kissing the week before reignited the flame in my loins. 

When we got to the villa I followed her into the Bedroom.  She sat down on the bed and began untying her shoes.  I stood in front of her and began unzipping my jeans.  She looked up at me, somewhat startled.

“What?  Now?”

I pulled my jeans down and stepped out of them, standing before her in only my t-shirt and underwear.  She looked straight at the ridiculous tent formed by my raging hard-on then looked up at me.

“My!  You’re excited.  But I want to take a shower, Sweetie.”

I put my thumb under the elastic band of my underwear and began to pull them down, “I want to ravage that tight little body of yours, sweat and all…”

She laughed and pulled off her sports bra as I finished pulling off my underwear.  She then reached out and softly stroked my swollen cock.

“You’re so hard...  what got you so excited?”

She licked her lips and watched her fingers gliding over the taut skin of my cock.  I wished she would have wrapped her incredible lips around me at that moment, but I knew that would never happen.  Kate had never sucked my cock.  Instead, I pushed her back on the bed and climbed on after her, eliciting a squeal of delight.

“You have me so excited, sitting on that floaty with Margot like that…”

I knelt between her legs and began pulling down her tight running shorts.  She wasn’t wearing any panties.

“Did you like that?”

“Yes, I liked that…”

I laid down between her legs and put my hands under her ass, pivoting her hips until her pussy was completely exposed.  I paused to smell the moist goodness before me then dragged my tongue slowly through her swollen lips, from her perinium to her clit, stopping briefly there to softly swirl my tongue.  She cooed her approval.  I stopped to ask her the question I was dying to ask.

“What made you so excited last night.  I don’t think you have ever initiated sex with me before…”

“Oh, I don’t know…  The dancing, the touching… I missed you…”

I continued swirling my tongue over her clit.

“Were you dancing with Margot?”

Her breathing was becoming labored, “Yes.”

“Did she kiss you?”

She paused, distracted by the sensations beginning to flow through her body.

“She did…”

I kissed her sensitive bud softly, mimicking Margot’s kiss, then continued my questioning.

“What else did she do?”

“Well… she had her hands on my bare ass at one point…”

That sent another jolt through my loins.  That was a level of intimacy I did not expect.

“When?”

“While we were dancing… she slipped them into my bikini…”

That image blew my mind.  I pictured Margot dancing with Kate face to face, slowly gyrating to the music as she kissed her and massaged her ass.  I lowered my lips onto her again, that time wrapping my lips around her and sucking gently as I continued swirling my tongue on her clit, but with more pressure.  I wanted her to imagine I was Margot sucking her pussy.

Kate closed her eyes and put her hands on my head, kneading my hair as I kneaded the hardening mound of flesh in my mouth.  They say actions speak louder than words, and I was trying to determine if Kate was warming to the idea of having sex with Margot.  I wanted it to happen.  My raging hard on was evidence of that.  But I wanted Kate to show she wanted it too.  I understood the fact that Margot was married to Steve was a complication, but only if Kate let it. I knew Kate could never be interested in him.  But she did seem interested in Margot, and just because she might have sex with Margot didn’t mean Steve nor I needed to be involved.

It didn’t take long before Kate was thrashing beneath me in the throes of another thunderous orgasm.  It was almost getting too easy to set her off.  I held onto her hips and continued sucking as she spasmed uncontrollably, maintaining contact and reducing the pressure from my tongue until she was finally still.  I then held myself still connected to her, before pulling off, causing her to jolt one last time.  As I crawled up I could see the beads of sweat between her breasts.  I ran my tongue between her glistening mounds, tasting the salt from her body, then leaned down to whisper in her ear as I lay on top of her.

“That was nice.  Tell me you weren’t thinking of Margot when I did that…”

She sighed and chuckled softly, “You sound like you really want that…”

I reached down between my legs and grabbed my rock hard cock, sliding it against her wet opening to lubricate it before sliding it easily inside of her.  I don’t know if I had ever been so hard in my life.

“You think?”

“I do…”

“You bet I do..”

I kissed her passionately and then looked at her face as I began thrusting gently in and out of her.  Her eyes were closed.

“You know she wants it worse than I do, right?  That’s why she keeps kissing you, slipping her hands into your bikini... she wants to have sex with you…”

Kate didn’t answer.  She continued lying there with her eyes closed, her head sliding up and down on the pillow with each plunge and retreat of my hips.  That’s when I dropped my surprise on her.

“Steve invited us to the Blanche/Noir on Saturday.  Do you want to go?”

Kate was breathing heavily, obviously as turned on as I was.  She opened her eyes and looked up at me.

“He invited us?  I thought we had to be members to go to those…”

“I guess not.  He said he thinks we’d enjoy it.”

She didn’t respond.  She just closed her eyes and receded back into her thoughts.  Was she too caught up in the sensations between her legs to respond?  Or was she imagining the party? I continued fucking her slowly, letting the idea of attending the party and maybe having sex with Margot sink in.  I was hoping she would associate the pleasure she was feeling with the thoughts in her head.  Ironically, as I fucked her, another thought occurred to me.  What if Steve invited us hoping he could somehow watch the two of them having sex?  What if he thought he could join them?  I really had no idea what his relationship with Margot was like – maybe they had an open marriage?  The thought somehow took hold of me, and I found myself fucking her faster and faster, thinking of Steve doing the exact same thing.  I couldn’t stop; the images came one right after the other – Kate laying helpless on the bed under Steve while he pummeled her mercilessly, Margot sitting on Kate’s face, muffling her screams as Steve fucked her, me tied to a chair in the corner forced to watch as Kate came again and again, Margot sucking Steve’s cum from Kate’s pussy while Kate sucked Steve hard for another round…  I exploded like I never had before inside of Kate, arching my back and spasming uncontrollably.  I dropped down hard onto her, groaning loudly into her ear as the cum pulsed from my body with each beat of my heart.  I had never had an orgasm that intense in my entire life.

Thudding back to reality I was relieved to find Kate and I alone together in our bed, my thoughts tucked safely in my head. But I was shaken by the experience.  The mind is a powerful thing – both friend and foe.  It can bring the most pleasurable thoughts, or terrify us with nightmares from the darkest depths of our fears.  We often have no choice where our imagination will take us, but there might be a cause.  Maybe it was a movie we saw or story we read.  Or maybe it was a rumor we heard or an image online.  Looking back now, I know the images I continued to see of Steve and Kate having sex were born from my fear of inadequacy in bed with Kate.  Just the night before I had left her frustrated yet again.  But that wasn’t unusual; in all of our years together I had never made her cum during intercourse.  I wanted desperately to do it, but I decided that physically it was not to be. Somehow I felt more powerful thinking of Steve while making love to Kate. I assumed his identity, possessed his body, and ravaged Kate like never before.  Except I wasn’t another man, and Kate still didn’t cum.

_____________

Kate wasn’t thrilled about going to the party but felt like I did that declining the offer would only prolong the inevitable.  Sooner or later, we would need to go or leave the community.  The following week we never mentioned the party or Margot again, but during our nightly sex sessions those two subjects were ever present – at least in my mind.

We arrived at the party as requested at 8pm.  There were several cars and SUVs parked in the drive to Steve’s house, but nobody around.  We could tell by the music they were all at the back of the house, no doubt gathered around the pool.  It was a sultry summer night, exactly like the nights I came to long for after living in Wisconsin that winter and enduring the agonizingly slow change from winter to spring and finally to summer.  

Approaching the villa we saw the screen door and the warm glow of the Living Room inviting us in.  It seemed senseless to ring the doorbell – the music was too loud and there was nary a body to be seen, so we let ourselves in and walked straight  to the patio in the back.

The crowd was gathered around the tiki bar on the villa side of the pool.  They had obviously been there a while judging from the half consumed drinks in everyone’s hands and the boisterous conversation.  When Steve saw us he tapped Margot on her arm and began walking quickly toward us with a huge smile on his face.  Margot trailed closely behind him, almost prancing in her high heels and colorful, low cut wrap dress to catch up to him.

Steve held out his hands in welcome, “You guys made it!”

I put my hand out to shake his, “We did.  Thank you for inviting us.”

Margot walked straight up to Kate and put her hands on her bare shoulders, looking straight into her eyes and then scanning her body from head to toe.

“Goodness girl!  You look amazing!  Where did you get that dress?”

Kate blushed and smiled meekly, “Oh thank you, it’s just from Anthropology.”

“Well, they need to hire you to model their clothes.  Anthropology never looked so good!”

Steve patted me on my shoulder and gestured toward the bar, “Well, let’s get you two acclimated.  What are you drinking?”

We turned toward the bar with Steve on my left and Kate on my right.  Margot had her left arm entwined with Kate’s right as we walked.  I’m not much of a drinker, and neither was Kate at that time.  I decided I would order what I always did once I arrived in Wisconsin – a beer called Spotted Cow that you can only get there.  Margot told Kate what she would be drinking.

After the drinks were secured, Steve turned to both of us and offered a toast.

“To our newest friends, Mike and Kate!”

We clicked our glasses and bottles and raised them to drink.  I felt extremely awkward, not really knowing Margot and Steve that well, nor anyone else for that matter.  Kate seemed more at ease, presumably because she knew Margot adored her and she knew so many of the women already.  I turned to Steve to talk to him, as seemed appropriate, and Margot began asking Kate about her dress.  She was wearing a sheer knee length dress in blue and white paisley that wrapped around her neck in two straps that crisscrossed over her breasts before tying just below her back, which was completely bare except for the bright white bra strap of her bikini.  The fabric was sheer enough to see her white bikini wrapping her hips.  She was truly stunning – her skin radiating with her golden mid-summer tan.

I lost track of Kate almost immediately after arriving, being distracted by Steve and the various guys that came by to get a drink and say something to him.  I was OK with that though, as I wanted Kate to spend time alone with Margot without worrying about me.  As the night progressed I found myself alone at the bar as Steve was pulled away by the guys to look at something on someone’s phone.  Kate and Margot were still chatting away about something, so I looked around to see if there was someone else I knew or someplace I could go to leave them alone.  I saw the perfect opportunity across the pool – Liam was sitting alone on a chaise lounge.  I liked Liam, and knew we shared a love of New Wave music inherited from our fathers.  He seemed transfixed on something on the other side of the pool, so I followed his gaze to see his wife Alexa sitting on one of the six large adjustable beds on the opposite side between Mark and Bridgette, one of the six Alpha couples.  Seeing Alexa that way seemed odd, but I chalked it up to the friendships that had obviously developed before Kate and I arrived in the community.

By that time, I had drunk a couple of beers and was feeling much more relaxed.  It seemed our fears about the Blanche/ Noirs were founded in ignorance.  I hadn’t seen anything out of the ordinary.

When I approached Liam he saw me coming and motioned for me to sit down next to him.  When I did I had the same perspective he had.  Alexa was lounging between Bridgette and Mark with the back of the large bed they were on pitched in a sitting position. Bridgette and Mark seemed awfully close to Alexa while she held her drink in her hands.  They looked like friends just hanging out talking, with the occasional burst of laughter or a slap on Alexa’s thigh – all pretty normal stuff other than the fact that Alexa’s husband was sitting across the pool watching them rather than lying next to Alexa himself.  Rather than ask him what was going on, I sat down and began talking about the Green Day concert we had tickets for in August.

Liam and I talked for about half an hour about various concerts we had seen in our lives. As we did, Kate and Margot sat down together on the equally large lounge next to Mark, Brigette and Alexa. Liam and I continued talking while I kept one eye on Kate and the other on Alexa. Something just didn’t feel right about the attention she was getting from Bridgette and Mark. After another 15 minutes, Bridgette got up and walked up to the house, presumably to use the bathroom. That’s when I noticed the crowd had thinned out considerably at the bar. Only Steve and Celine were there, sitting on the stools closest to Kate and Margot. It was almost dark, with the warm light of the tiki lamps casting a golden glow on the white lounges around the pool.  The bright blue twilight sky made a stunning backdrop. Margot and Kate were chatting very quietly, taking occasional sips from their glasses of wine, so I was able to focus on Mark and Alexa. That’s when I saw Mark reach over and put his right hand on Alexa’s belly. She looked at him and smiled, and then sat motionless as he slid his hand into her bikini bottom!  I was completely shocked, turning to look at Liam and expecting to see his jaw on his chest.  Instead, he looked calmly at Alexa as she stared back at him.  I turned back at Mark to see his hand now fully inside Alexa’s bikini and between her legs, flagrantly massaging her pussy. I began to panic, worried what Kate would think if she saw what I did, but she was turned to face Margot and couldn’t have seen what was happening. I looked back at Liam, who continued watching Alexa without saying a word.

After several minutes Alexa slid down slightly and spread her legs, obviously enjoying what Mark was doing. Just after that Bridgette appeared from around the bar. Steve said something to her and laughed as she passed, and Mark looked up to see her coming. I had no idea what to expect, but I didn’t expect what would happen next. 

Bridgette walked to the back of the lounge and looked directly at Mark’s hand in Alexa’s bikini.  But rather than freak out, she reached down and lowered the back of the lounge so that Alexa was now flat on her back. It was only then that I realized things were about to escalate in a hurry.

I looked at Margot and Kate, hoping they still didn’t notice what was happening.  Kate seemed deep in thought as Margot seemed to be telling her something deeply personal.  Just behind her Mark pulled his hand from Alexa’s suit and stood up to begin untying his swimming trunks.  As he did, Bridgette peeled off her bikini bottom and knelt down on the lounge.  She then walked sideways on her knees, lifting one leg until she was fully straddling Alexa’s face. As she slowly descended, Mark positioned himself diagonally between Alexa’s legs, then pulled one up over him and maneuvered his raging hard on into Alexa’s fully prepared pussy.  I was dumbfounded, looking to Liam for answers.

“You’re OK with this?”

He just continued staring at his wife as she surrendered to the older couple.

“Oh, it’s a Blanche/Noir.  Something like this always happens.”

I couldn’t believe his calmness under the circumstances. I looked again to see Mark begin thrusting in and out of Alexa as she held Bridgette’s ass in her hands. Bridgette writhed languidly on Alexa’s face as her husband fucked the younger woman behind her.  I looked back at Kate and Margot to see Margot with her hand placed tenderly on Kate’s face, talking to her while staring intensely into her eyes. It seemed things were getting intense with them as well, and I was beginning to lose control of my emotions. As much as I had fantasized about Kate having sex with Margot, I had never imagined it would happen in public and especially not with others having sex around them!  And I was sure Kate did not want that either.  At the time, I still wasn’t sure anything would happen between them, but if it was going to, I wanted Margot to make her move quickly and take Kate away to the privacy of her bedroom, for Kate’s sake.

As I was panicking about what was happening with Kate, I looked over to see Celine standing in front of Steve between his open legs as he sat on his barstool. She had her hands on his knees while his were draped around her waist, pulling her ass against his crotch.  They were watching Mark as he fucked Alexa, rhythmically thrusting in and out of her while Bridgette trembled on her mouth. Kate must have heard Alexa’s groans behind her since she suddenly turned to see what was going on. She turned back at Margot with a look of shock on her face.  Margot just smiled knowingly and reached out to stroke her face as she said something.  As she did, things got dramatically more intense with Alexa. The three lovers quickly changed positions so that Alexa was now on her knees with Bridgette beneath her and Mark behind. Alexa buried her face between Bridgette’s legs as Mark fucked her from behind. I stared in disbelief while Liam silently watched. I turned to see Kate now turned toward Alexa, fully taking in the scene in front of her with a look of disbelief, unaware of what Margot was about to do.

Kate seemed stunned as she watched the lurid scene in front of her.  As she did, Margot suddenly rolled over her and straddled her hips.  When Kate turned to look up at her, Margot grabbed her head with both hands and kissed her passionately.  Kate pressed her hands down on the lounge cushion to keep her balance as Margot leaned into her, pushing her back into the cushion.  Kate could do nothing but helplessly surrender to Margot’s advance. I was overwhelmed by the whole turn of events. Kate was suddenly being swept into a situation that neither of us had imagined and I had no way of knowing if she was OK with it.  Given the circumstances and the urgency with which Margot had attacked Kate, it was clear she intended to have sex with Kate whether Kate approved of the circumstances or not.  She broke the kiss and stared into Kate’s bewildered eyes before descending down Kate’s body, kissing her tender skin as she went. Kate watched in disbelief as Margot peeled down her top and kissed her breasts, then closed her eyes as the sensations swept through her.  After thoroughly sucking each of Kate’s nipples to their maximum rigidity, Margot moved down her belly, kissing and licking Kate’s sensitive skin as she went.  Kate looked at me and then at Margot as Margot began to pull down her bikini bottom. I was paralyzed with confusion and lust, unable to move as Margot settled between Kate’s legs.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t the only guy there watching what Margot was doing. As Margot pulled off Kate’s bikini and settled in between her legs, Steve sat Celine on the lounge next to Kate and positioned himself so that Kate could see what he was about to do.  Kate looked up from watching Margot to see what was happening to her right.  As she did, Steve looked directly at her and began slowly pulling down his swim trunks.  He struggled to pull the taut waist band over the enormous bulge in his trunks, but when he did, he unleashed a mass of flesh that seemed almost unreal.  It was like he had been hiding a flesh colored python in his pants!  He kept pushing down the waistband until his entire cock unfurled before Celine’s face.  It had to be 8 inches long and 2 inches thick, and he wasn’t even fully erect yet!  Celine reached forward to take it in her hands, wrapping both hands fully around it, leaving the head still exposed.  As she leaned forward to lick the underside of the massive head, Kate looked on with an expression of utter disbelief. She stared as Celine let one hand drop to her side and sucked the giant tube of flesh deep into her mouth, then closed her eyes and gasped as Margot’s ministrations on her clit flowed through her body.

I was definitely not OK with what was happening. It seemed the jackals had suddenly descended from the hills after Margot had lured her prey to the clearing, and Steve was no longer the innocent husband simply enabling his bisexual wife to seduce another woman.  He was suddenly the leader of a carefully orchestrated plan to engulf Kate in the flames of unbridled lust on every side of her.  But I had to hand it to Margot; she had an astonishing ability to drive my previously sexually reserved wife to places I thought she would never go.  But Margot was only part of it – Celine, Alexa and Bridgette were part of it too.  They were casting Kate into extremely dangerous waters, somewhere between the joyous release of desire and the depths of regret.  Everything happening to and around Kate suddenly seemed designed to encourage her complete surrender.  Perhaps that’s why she kept her eyes closed while she held Margot’s head in her hands.  Watching other people having sex was not something Kate had ever done.  But even more likely, she was trying to hide this deeply personal first time experience with another woman the only way she could.

I couldn’t take my eyes off of Steve, despite all of the amazing things happening directly in front of me.  He stood staring down at Kate while he held Celine’s head with both hands, guiding his incredible cock in and out of her mouth. How she managed to get any of him inside her was a mystery to me. By that time, it had grown even larger – at least 10 inches long and 2 ½ to 3 inches thick.  Upon seeing it I immediately understood how he had become the lead Alpha.  But now, at maximum volume, he was staring at my wife while his was leading her to the edge of sexual abandon. I felt like all Steve needed to do was push Celine aside and pull Kate’s head toward him and he could have been fucking her mouth instead.  But so far all he did was stare and Kate seemed oblivious to the danger.  I resolved to stay calm.  I didn’t believe Steve would ever do anything like that to Kate or to me and he seemed cool with letting his wife devour her prey alone.  I decided if things did get out of hand, I could always intervene.

By then Kate was completely lost in the moment, breathing deeply but slowly while she held her eyes closed.  The peaceful expression on her face was as beautiful as it was shocking to me.  It was as if she had done all of this before.  She began stroking Margot’s hair with her fingers, as if encouraging her to continue sucking her pussy, opening her legs wider to provide full access.  Bridgette looked exactly the same as Alexa’s lips pressed rhythmically against her with each of Mark’s thrusts.  I lost track of what Liam was doing while my mind swirled from the sensory overload.  It was all too much, and as it continued, my fears turned slowly to uncontrolled lust - I wanted to see Kate cum, I wanted to see Mark cuckold Liam by cumming in Alexa’s pussy, I wanted to see Steve pump a massive load of cum into Celine’s mouth. All of it!  I wanted to see ALL of it.

And then three of them happened.  Mark was the first to go, groaning loudly as his back stiffened and his ass clenched multiple spurts of hot seed into Alexa’s body. That set off a chain reaction with Bridgette cumming next, thrashing and bucking beneath Alexa with wave after wave of orgasmic bliss. Kate went next, pulling Margot’s head into her as she lurched forward. She opened her mouth and eyes, looking directly at me as if stunned by the intensity of her orgasm.  She threw herself back on the lounge and groaned loudly as the feeling flowed through her, her body freezing in place at first and then relaxing with each pulse of her hips. I could only stare in amazement. Not only had Kate had sex in public for the first time, and been with a woman for the first time, but she was obviously relaxed enough to have one of the most intense orgasms of her life.

When it was finally over, Kate opened her eyes and laid back on the lounge panting, her swollen breasts heaving with each gasp for air.  She watched as Margot crawled up next to her, keeping her hands and knees between her legs, making it impossible for Kate to close them. That’s when Steve slowly pulled his massive cock from Celine’s mouth.  It slithered out, inch by inch, veins swollen, skin wet and red hot, and then dropped from her lips, bouncing menacingly, like a one-eyed serpent looking for another moist hole to explore. He continued looking down at Kate while she looked directly at his dick. I was too stunned to move at that point, despite the clear and present danger. Kate continued watching him as he walked to the end of the lounge, his cock leading the way like a divining rod.  I knew I needed to act fast if I wanted to stop him from touching Kate, but felt glued to the lounge cushion, like an invisible hand was holding me down. I visualized Steve pushing Margot aside and grabbing Kate by the legs to pull her down flat onto the cushion.  In her current state Kate was helpless, too disoriented to stop him before she could react.  For a brief second, I myself contemplated the consequences of interfering with Steve. Alexa had told Kate the key to happiness in the community was to do whatever Steve wanted.  I watched as he climbed onto the lounge with Kate and Margot. He could have had either one of them. They both looked up at him as he began walking on his knees toward them.  Kate never moved. She just stared at his raging hard on as it pulsed menacingly, bouncing in unison with his beating heart less than 3 feet from her face. She seemed dazed, her legs spread wide, seemingly inviting him in.  I was frozen in my chair dreading what was about to happen but too turned on to stop it. Steve crawled up farther on his knees and then stopped, pointing his massive dick directly at Kate.  She took her eyes from his dick and looked up at him but still didn’t move.  She just sat motionless, completely naked in front of another man for the first time, legs spread, mouth open.  Margot was watching her intently, smiling as she presented her tight little ass to Steve.  I saw her whisper something to Kate, but Kate didn’t respond.  That’s when Steve reached out to put a hand on Margot’s hip, and then pivoted to align himself with her.  Then, while looking directly at Kate, he lifted the swollen mass of flesh dangling between his legs and slid it easily into Margot. She looked at Kate and groaned loudly as his massive tool disappeared into her tiny body, then gritted her teeth as if to say, “This could have been you.”

As Steve began pummeling Margot from behind, Margot’s face only inches from Kate’s, Celine sat down next to Kate and began stroking her hair.  Kate looked at her blankly as Celine began talking to her.  She seemed unable to process what Celine was saying.  Celine then got up from the lounge and grabbed her hand, pulling her up while Kate unwound her legs from Margot’s.  Celine then held Kate steady as Kate gathered her sense of balance. Kate stood holding her hands, still shaking and completely naked, and then followed her as Celine began walking toward the house.  That’s when I finally came to my senses and sprang up from my lounge. I dashed across the pool and around the bar to intercept the two women at the base of the steps.

“Kate!  Where are you going?”

Kate looked at me as if trying to process who I was.

“I…I don’t know. Celine said she wanted to show me something.”

Celine smiled as she held Kate’s arm.

“No worries, Mike. I just thought Kate might want to join the others. Want to watch?”

“No, I don’t want to watch, Celine. I need to get Kate home.”

I grabbed Kate’s hand and pulled her away from Celine, leading her up the stairs and into the house. My main priority was to get her out of there before anything happened we would truly regret. When we got into the house the scene was like nothing I had ever seen. There were naked bodies everywhere entwined in every manner of sexual debauchery. I saw one Beta wife straddling an Alpha wife’s open mouth as creamy globs of cum oozed from her pussy.  There was another Beta wife trembling between two Alphas as an Alpha wife lay beneath her holding a small vibrator against her clit. There were 4 guys and 7 women, but despite the imbalance, there was not one pussy unattended to. I should say there were 8 guys and 7 women, but four of the guys were Betas, fully clothed and watching their wives from the bar. Ethan actually had his dick in one hand and some paper towels in the other, no doubt a veteran to these scenes and far beyond any sense of embarrassment about his predicament. Luckily everyone was too preoccupied to notice Kate and me slipping past the edge of the room, although I’m sure the Betas at the bar enjoyed seeing Kate completely naked for the first time. But that was not my concern. It was the Alphas who posed the real danger. When we got outside Kate finally realized what was happening.

“Michael!  I left my clothes by the pool.  You need to go get them.”

“No Kate.  I will get them tomorrow. We need to go!  Now!”


CHAPTER FIVE

After I hurriedly loaded Kate into our car for the short ride home, I half expected to see Steve and Margot’s house imploding in the rear view mirror like Sodom and Gomorrah!  Kate was still dazed and disoriented, but was able to tell me she was OK before closing her eyes and falling asleep. It was obvious we would not be having sex while she recounted how she felt about her first lesbian experience. But I was relieved to be safely alone with her. After an incredibly close call, all that really happened was what we had previously discussed, so neither of us had any reason to regret it. 

When we finally got to our Bedroom, Kate sat on her side of the bed and rolled onto her side, plopping her head on her pillow and passing out.  I watched her for a second before turning off the light, admiring her naked body and her perfect breasts slowly undulating with each breath.  I wanted so badly to put my cock where Margot’s tongue had been and hear Kate’s drunken, unvarnished impression of what she had done.  But I knew that would have to wait.

I was still too wound up to sleep, so I meandered into the Living Room, drawn to the tiki lamps still burning around the pool across the lake.  I imagined what was still going on there, wondering if Ethan had finally used the paper towel he was holding, and if he had, if he felt the post-orgasm remorse from seeing his wife taken by the four Alphas in every way imaginable?  I also wondered about the other Princes;  especially Liam.  I stood watching in silence, trembling at the thought of being him.  While contemplating their predicaments, I began to fell very, very small, like I was being compressed by the air around me.  Nothing was the same anymore, and nothing felt safe.   Even our beautiful new home seemed alive, watching me, knowing that I too would someday fall victim to the things I had witnessed.

For some reason I reached down and slid my hand inside my shirt and began rubbing my bare skin softly.  An image of Margot doing the same thing to Kate entered my mind.  I slid my hand up to my nipple and swirled my fingers over it, feeling it harden beneath my touch.  I unbuttoned my shirt and crossed my arms in front of me, placing my fingers over both nipples and continuing to swirl.  I closed my eyes and drifted off, imagining I was Kate.  I thought about her body seeming to harden as the sensations from Margot’s tongue flowed through her body.  She became so still, her breasts and nipples swelling to the point of bursting, her breath slowing until it was almost imperceptible.  I imagined I was her, feeling the exact same sensations as my fingers slid down my body to the silken shaft in my shorts.  What would I have done if I was her?  Would I have asked Steve to let me suck his cock?  Would I have beckoned him to fuck me instead of Margot?  Did she regret not doing either of those things?

I slid my shorts down and let them fall to the floor, then continued stroking my cock softly as I stared out across the lake.  Somehow my mind readjusted, allowing me to see the eroticism without the fear. I thought about the look on Kate’s face as she came.  She seemed shocked.  And it was shocking.  The prior 32 years of her existence provided absolutely no clue she would find herself in the middle of an orgy having an orgasm on another woman’s tongue!  Then I thought of Alexa.  When I last saw her, she was sitting on Bridgette’s face while Bridgette lapped Mark’s cum from her pussy.  Seeing the tight globes of her ass straddling the triangle of Bridgette’s jaw while Bridgette’s tongue darted in and out of her was paralyzing.  I wished I could have seen her cum.

I also wished I could have shared Kate’s adventure with her, maybe jacking off in the corner of Margot’s bedroom while I watched.  That’s how I had imagined it happening while I stood alone that night, stroking myself gently while I replayed every sordid image over and over in my head.  I stood straight and taut like a stone statue in the blue moonlight.  I spread my legs slightly and worked my cock until it was like polished stone, holding myself at the edge of ecstasy until I could take no more.  When I finally came, I had to struggle to stand. I exploded onto the floor in front of me in several powerful bursts, and then continued stroking myself as the warm cum formed a small pool beneath me.  I stood panting, my legs bent weakly under me as my mind crashed back to reality.

When I recovered enough to walk I made my way to the Kitchen to get some paper towels to clean up the mess on the floor, then went to the Guest Bath to flush the evidence down the toilet before getting ready for bed.  As I crawled into bed next to Kate, I was worried about the thoughts that might haunt me through the night.  But mercifully, the dopamine and oxytocin coursing through my body after my orgasm promised at least a bit of sleep.  But before I peacefully drifted off, I vowed that Kate and I would never attend a Blanche/Noir party again.

As I laid awake in bed the next morning, it was clear things had changed dramatically for me and Kate.  Even the Villa Ursula didn’t seem the same.  It was like Steve and Margot had used it to indoctrinate Kate into the sex cult Steve had built around himself.  I knew we needed to put a stop to the trajectory Steve and Margot had placed us on before we lost all sense of who we really were, even if it meant we could no longer stay at Bacchus.

Having made that decision, I began replaying the events of the night before in my head, both real and imagined, trying to determine what we could have done differently.  Maybe there was a boundary we could have established that Steve and Margot would have been OK with.  There was so much to like about what happened – Kate having sex with Margot was off-the-charts sexy, and watching Alexis having sex with Mark and Bridgette was hotter than anything I had ever jacked off to on the internet.  Even watching Celine suck Steve’s gigantic cock was mesmerizing.  I didn’t want to stop seeing those things.  I just wanted to protect Kate from being swept up into them as well.

As I contemplated the possible compromises and imagined the possibilities, my dick became a sort of gauge of approval, hardening beneath the sheets with each plausible scenario. Kate was still asleep, but it was after 8am, well after we would normally get up on a Sunday.  I decided it would be OK to wake her up with my usual morning sex routine.  She was lying on her back, still naked, so it was going to be easier that morning than most.  I slid my hand under the covers and placed it on her upper thigh, right where the femur attaches to the hip.  That’s such a sexy part of a woman’s body, where the intersection of her thigh and abdominal muscles forms a crease that leads straight to her pussy.  I rested my hand there to give Kate the opportunity to say no or push it away, but she didn’t move.  I then slid my whole body closer to her, pressing my hand down on her hip to make clear my intentions.  When she again didn’t move, I slid my hand down the crease, touching only her thigh at first.  When she spread her legs slightly a switch flipped in my brain.  She was not only awake, but she was inviting me in.  I nuzzled closer to her and pushed my left hand down over her perfectly smooth, freshly shaven pussy.  I could feel a moist heat radiating from her.  On my way back up I carefully slipped a finger inside the soft, fleshy folds, expecting her to be wet at the very bottom but still sticky on top.  She was thoroughly soaked from top to bottom!  My cock literally jumped to full throttle.  Had she been thinking about the night before like I was?

After that, all restraints were off.  I quickly pulled the covers off of her and dove between her legs, first lapping the viscous cream from between her lips and then focusing like a laser on her clit with my tongue.  That was not a morning I was going to linger and prolong her enjoyment – my goal was to get her off quickly and bury my raging hard on inside of her so I could begin asking her the million questions torturing my brain.  And she seemed OK with that.  In fact, she came so quickly it was as if she might have cum with no help at all.  It started as a tremble that shuttered from her hips through her belly.  Then her shoulders rose up like a wave, causing her to wail out as the sensations overwhelmed her.  I held onto her hips with both hands, trying to keep the suction from my lips firmly planted on her and my tongue swirling on her clit.  When she could take no more, I let go and crawled up her body, finally burying myself in her still quivering pussy.

At that point, all of the negative thoughts about the night before had evaporated. I was desperate to hear her impressions of it – how it felt to finally have sex with Margot, what she thought of the orgy going on around her – even asking her what she thought of what Steve had done.  She wasn’t particularly forthcoming with her answers, but I figured she was probably not just a little hungover, and possibly still trying to process it all herself.  The only thing shorter than her answers was my ability to hang on without cumming.  After only a very short time and despite having made myself cum only hours before, I was draining my balls yet again, but this time into her warm, welcoming body.  Ironically, it was her claim that she hadn’t noticed Steve at all that set me off.  I knew she had watched Celine sucking his cock, and she had stared directly at his dick as he crawled onto her cushion.  But she lied to me, which obviously meant she had something to hide. 

After I rolled off of her, we both laid on our backs and silently stared at the ceiling, lost in our private thoughts.  Mine sent me crashing back down to the reality that what had happened that night could never happen again.  When Kate spoke again, it was only about the things we needed to do that day.  I was disappointed she seemed so intent on avoiding the subject of the night before, but decided I better not press the subject.  Kate obviously had a lot she needed to sort out.

After breakfast, I was out in the driveway in front of the house cleaning the inside of my car when I felt a tap on my shoulder.  I turned to see Steve, and then turned off the vacuum to face him.  He smiled broadly as he handed Kate’s clothes to me from the night before.

“So how is your gorgeous wife this morning?”

“Oh, she’s fine.  Maybe a little hungover, but she’s fine.”

“How does she feel about last night?”

“A bit embarrassed I’d say, maybe a bit overwhelmed.”

“Oh!  She shouldn’t be embarrassed! She was AMAZING.”

“That she was.  Besides, she wasn’t the only one involved in public displays of affection.”

“Ha!  That’s true. It was a good night. Got even crazier after you left!  I think Kate would have stayed if you had let her.”

That comment knocked the wind out of me. That was not my impression at all.  Perhaps he didn’t notice the panic on both of our faces as we fled the scene.

“You might have misjudged her, Steve.  Orgies are not Kate’s thing…”

“Oh, I don’t know… she seemed pretty relaxed looking up at me while I kneeled completely naked in front her with my raging hard on pointed directly at her…”

She did do that, but I considered her post-orgasm fog to be the reason.

“Well, she had just had an orgasm like none she had ever had, Steve, thanks to your wife.  I don’t mean to disappoint you…”

“Ha!  No, Mike!  I’m not disappointed.  Because I know I’m right.  I could see it in her eyes.  She was interested.”

Butterflies began to fill my belly with every word he said, knocking me slightly off balance.  It was as if he could read the thoughts that had invaded my mind only recently.  Then he dropped the bomb.

“You know why I didn’t fuck her?”

I couldn’t answer.  The conversation had taken such a bizarre turn so quickly I just couldn’t react.  Who says such a thing to another man about his wife?

“Because I never asked you if you would be OK with it.  So how ‘bout it?  Have you ever fantasized about Kate with another man?”

I stood dumbfounded, like a boxer after a direct blow to the head.  He was relentless. I tried to cover up, deflect, redirect.

“Look, Steve, things got out of hand last night. Kate and I aren’t like that…”

“That’s not what I asked.  Have you ever fantasized about seeing Kate with another man?”

“Of course not, Steve!  Kate is my wife!”

“She is, and you are very, very lucky, Mike.  She could have any man she wanted.”

“Kate and I love each other very much… Kate’s not interested in having sex with another man.”

“I know you love each other, Mike.  And you would do anything for her, right?”

“Of course I would.”

He paused and smiled, “Even letting her have what you can’t give her?”

I could barely speak.  I was feeling emasculated and turned on at the same time.  It felt like I was talking to the Devil himself.  I somehow summoned every ounce of dignity to answer with a question.

“And what is that, exactly?”

“The feelings of desire?  Lust? Complete sexual abandon?  Feeling sexual gratification she never thought possible?”

His words hit me like continuous punches to the head. I could only look back at him, my mouth agape.  He was playing my night visions back to me, just as I had imagined them.  I saw danger and opportunity all at once.  I didn’t know what to do at that point, but oddly, I felt I needed his help. With what, I wasn’t sure. So, I just said it, almost inaudibly, but just loud enough for him to hear. I felt he already knew the answer.

“Yeah… I’ve thought about it… with the right guy.”

He responded tenderly, like a counselor who knows his patient has confessed a deep, dark secret that can set them free.

“Of course you have, Mike. You love Kate. You want the best for her.”

I felt like a child.  Like I was being manipulated by a superior foe.  I knew what he was saying was true – that with what he had he could take sex to a whole new level for Kate.  But at what cost?  I also saw what he saw – Kate was mesmerized by his cock.  Maybe that was something she wanted – something I could give her, albeit indirectly. I needed to know what Steve was proposing.

“And the ‘best’ is you?”

He laughed, “Well, they say ‘Once they have Steve they never wanna leave!”

I looked at him unsmiling.  This wasn’t funny to me.  This was possibly life changing. Sex is something people kill and die for.  And if Steve’s boasts about his prowess in bed was true, he was offering something as powerful as any drug.  Up to that point, Kate had a happy, balanced life with sex being only a small part of it.  Steve wanted to alter that balance – tip the scales so that sex was more important to her.  He was offering the forbidden fruits of unbridled desire and orgasmic bliss to her.  All I needed to do was let him.

“And what about Margot?”

“Oh, Margot would be fine with it.  She would continue to see Kate, and I would too.  I would never take Margot’s new toy from her.  But that was the plan anyway – Margot and I are a team.”

So, he was the Devil, and Margot was his accomplice.  Margot’s seduction of Kate was as much for Steve as it was for herself.  For some reason I had thought Steve was like me – that he could let his wife have what she wanted without wanting it for himself.  But now I could see how naïve I had been, and I was in a bad place.  If I said no to Steve, I would be saying no to Margot.  And I didn’t want that.  I might also be saying no to the community, and neither Kate nor I wanted that!  Steve was my landlord, with the power to decide whether Kate and I kept our beautiful new home and all of the perks that came with it.  All I needed was to be like I thought he was – open to letting my wife do whatever she wanted without jealousy or fear.

“Look, Steve,  we’re not attending another Blanche/Noir.”

“You don’t need to…”

“And I’m not going to ask Kate if she wants to have sex with you.  I can’t do that.  She would think I lost my mind!”

“You don’t need to do that either.  Just invite us over here for dinner some night and let Margot do her thing.  All I am asking is for you to not interfere.  Let Kate’s desire dictate what happens next.  That’s the natural way – no coercion, no guilt.”

It seemed so easy.  Just let it happen.  But it was so much more complicated than that.

“I need to think about this Steve.  This is a big deal.  Kate doesn’t know about my fantasies, and this could change both of our lives.  Forever.”

“I agree, Mike.  Take your time.  But don’t wait too long –Margot has a long list of things she’s dying to do with Kate!”

He laughed.  I smiled meekly.  I had no idea what I had agreed to.

_____________

Naturally I was more than a little spooked by my conversation with Steve.  That will happen when you imagine something in the darkest recesses of your mind where no one could possibly see it and then it presents itself at your doorstep.  It was also frightening how quickly what had happened at the Blanche/Noir had flipped from a threat to an opportunity.  I went back inside and handed Kate’s things to her, telling her only that Steve had dropped them off.  She said she was “mortified.”  I’m sure that was true, but not as much as she would have been if she knew what Steve and I had talked about.  At that point it would have been so easy to tell Kate about our conversation and put an end to all of it.  The way she had acted earlier while we were having sex made me feel she would have freaked out and insisted we find a new place to live. But I wasn’t sure I wanted that.  What I wanted most was time to think things through.

We spent the day as we usually do on Sundays – piddling around the house at first, scouring the internet, then doing the usual household chores that accumulate during the week. After that we would typically go to the pool, but that day there was NO way either of us wanted to talk to ANY of the others.  I was feeling nauseous from my conversation with Steve, and everything was still too raw from the night before.  Instead, we did our grocery run and then sat around on the patio reading and occasionally looking at our phones. That’s when I saw the text from Steve.

“Say Mike.  Thanks for the conversation earlier.  This is an incredible opportunity for all of us.”

I dropped my phone in my lap.  “All of us?”  As far as I could tell, this was all about Steve enjoying my wife’s considerable charms.  In fact, the image of her narrow hips impaled by his massive cock invaded my mind as I contemplated my response.

“Glad you feel that way, Steve, but I’m not sure I see why it’s good for me”

He shot back immediately, “A perpetually horny wife?  Show me a perpetually horny wife and I’ll show you a happy husband!”

I put the phone down and stared into space.  I had to admire the guy’s confidence!  But was it bluster, or the truth?  After all, he was the leader of a veritable sex cult!  He HAD to have some special talents.  Some of them were obvious – charisma, wealth, an amazing body, a giant dick.  But the other Alphas had those characteristics too.  What set Steve apart?  An image of Kate coming out of the Bedroom after Steve had just fucked her brains out, drunk with lust and begging me to come to bed and continue where Steve had left off entered my mind.

“Do you give guarantees?”

“I’ve never failed.  All of the women in the community are here because of me.  And they are all extremely horny and happily married!”

That seemed to be true.  I looked over at Kate to see her sleeping peacefully on her chaise lounge, completely oblivious that I was negotiating her future with another man.  Any rational observer would conclude I was betraying her trust that I would always protect her, but at the time, I rationalized I was simply fact finding- trying to understand whether what Steve was offering would actually be good for Kate; something she would thank me for.  I hadn’t come close to saying yes to Steve, nor even discussing the idea with Kate. As I thought about it all day however, I have to admit, despite the cacophony of alarms going off in my head, the needle slowly began to slide from “NO” to “YES”.  At least for me.  Convincing Kate, if that’s what I decided to do, would be significantly more complicated.

I tried putting everything out of my mind for the rest of the day but failed miserably.  I’m sure I was lousy company, completely unable to concentrate on anything but the visions in my head – the sex from the night before, the sex I imagined Kate having with Margot and Steve, the sex Steve promised I’d be having with Kate.  By the time we went to bed that night, I was so jacked up I couldn’t wait to assume what had become my favorite position – lying on top of Kate after I had sucked her to an amazing orgasm, and fucking her while I pried her darkest secrets from her.

It was our second time having sex that day, which was unusual for us.  Yet when I reached down to stroke her pussy, I found her incredibly wet again.  That time I didn’t even bother to go down on her.  I quickly rolled on top of her and slipped my raging hard on easily into her body. She spread her legs and grabbed my ass, looking up at me searchingly while I began working my cock in and out of her.

“Twice in one day!  You’re a horny boy!”

“You drive me insane, Kate.  I can’t stop thinking about what you did last night.”

“I’m so embarrassed.  I don’t think I can ever face those people again…”

“Why?  They were all doing worse things than you did!”

“They’re all swingers!  You and I aren’t like them…”

Her pussy felt so tight and silken on my cock.  For some reason, the fact that someone else’s tongue had tasted it only the night before made it seem even sexier than it had ever been.  I began to imagine the ecstasy Steve would feel when he finally had his chance with her.

“Well, you are awfully wet…  have you been thinking about last night?”

She didn’t answer, but I could tell by her breath so was enjoying the sensations beginning to flow from between her legs.  I had to press on.

“Did you like being with Margot?”

“It all happened so fast…”

“But did you like it?”

She hesitated, but then responded in almost a whisper, “Yes.  She felt nice…”

“Nice” was one way to put it – she had an incredible orgasm!

“What about Alexa having sex with Mark and Bridgette?  You must have seen some of that…”

Her breath was becoming more labored.

“I didn’t…. I didn’t see very much…”

That was true – she closed her eyes and withdrew into her shell.  But not before she had stared at them for several minutes.  For some reason she was reluctant to admit seeing any of it.  But I continued my questions anyway.

“What about Celine?  Surely you saw what she was doing with Steve.  I saw you watching them…”

I paused and looked down at her, slowing my thrusts to keep from cumming too soon.  Kate struggled to speak, but she seemed to be getting frustrated.

“Michael, I don’t remember what I saw – it was all too much…”

I began fucking her faster, hoping to coax her into admitting what she had done under the influence of sexual bliss.

“I don’t believe you, Kate.  You said this morning you didn’t notice Steve as he walked around to fuck Margot.”

“Michael… I was a limp noodle at that point.  Margot…  Margot wore me out!”

I moved my hands up under her shoulders and held her in place as I thrust harder and faster, placing more emphasis on her clit with my pelvic bone.  I gritted my teeth under the strain and continued.

“I think you did notice…”

She didn’t answer.  It seemed the feelings in her body were becoming overwhelming.  Or maybe she was busy visualizing Steve’s enormous cock again.

“You didn’t move as he crawled onto your lounge, but your eyes were open, Kate.  What did you think he was going to do?”

She still didn’t speak, maybe searching for the right words, maybe imagining the scene all over again.

“I didn’t know…  I…”

“But you didn’t move, Kate.”

She gulped desperately for air as I pummeled her body.  I looked down at her, watching her head slide violently up and down on the pillow.

“You just laid there, Kate… waiting…”

I continued churning in and out of her as hard as I could, trying to coax the confession from her, but the urge to cum was becoming overwhelming.  I changed tactics, pushing myself as deep as I could into her while pressing my pelvic bone against her clit and rotating my hips.  That usually does two things – it drives Kate into a frenzy and it keeps me from cumming – normally.  The problem this time was that Kate actually began trembling beneath me, digging her nails into my arms.  She seemed to be on the edge of cumming herself.  I continued rotating my hips, breathing into her ear, letting her know how excited I was.  Only one more thing needed to be said.

“It’s OK, Kate.  I didn’t move either…”

What happened next was one of those life changing events that changes your life trajectory forever, like seeing an image of the Virgin Mary in your tomato soup, or being abducted by aliens.  Kate exploded on my cock for the first time in our life together.

As soon as I told Kate that I did nothing to stop Steve from having sex with her, I came first.  Hard.  There was nothing I could do to stop myself.  It was like revealing my secret unleashed a torrent of emotions.  But Kate followed closely after, despite never having done so before while having intercourse with me.  That in itself told me something I had never considered before – Kate was capable, and perhaps even excited, about the possibility of having sex with another man.  She never actually said that, but she didn’t need to.  Actions do speak louder than words.

____________

I woke up the next morning to the bright sunshine that often accompanies those who live in glass houses.  It was one of the few negatives associated with the house, but never enough to install blackout shades, or even close the floor to ceiling curtains that came with the house.  Going to sleep surrounded by trees silhouetted against the moonlit sky was too priceless to give up.  As always, it took a minute to get my bearings, and to confirm that Kate was still in bed with me.  But as sorted my dreams from reality, I found myself facing the fact that I had essentially told Kate I would have been fine with her having sex with Steve.  It suddenly didn’t sound like such a good idea.

Nevertheless, as the day wore on I remembered all of the conversations I had with myself the day before and convinced myself again that I really had nothing to lose if it happened, and probably plenty to gain.  That’s why I set my sights on trying to make it happen as soon as the opportunity presented itself.

Kate and I were sitting on our deck overlooking the lake reading after breakfast when I decided to make my first move.

“So, what do you think, should we invite Margot and Steve over for dinner some night?”

Kate seemed shocked at the question, putting her book down on the table between us and turning to look at me.

“Dinner?  Really??”

“Yes, really.  Why not?  They had us over to their house several times.  It seems like we owe them…”

“We owe them?  C’mon, Mike.  You know what you are trying to do.”

“I’m not trying to do anything, Kate.  I just thought we should show some reciprocity.  We can’t just have them invite us over every time.”

Kate seemed exasperated, sighing loudly and looking out over the lake toward Steve and Margot’s house.

“Mike, I’m not sure I want to continue being friends with them.  Why can’t we just live our lives in privacy?  Does everything here need to be a group event?”

“No, it doesn’t Kate.  Are you saying you don’t want to see Margot again?”

“I’m not saying I don’t want to see her, but I don’t know what I want from her.  Right now, things are too raw.”

“I understand, Kate.  I’m sorry.  We don’t need to have them over anytime soon, but I think we’re going to need to let Margot know how you feel sooner or later.”

“I realize that, Mike.  And I will decide when that will be.  But for now, I don’t see having them over for dinner as a good idea.”

I was crushed.  Which was weird because I hadn’t realized how badly I wanted Kate to agree to have them over until she said no.  All I could do was settle in for the long haul and hope I could eventually indoctrinate Kate with the idea of having sex with Margot again while secretly hoping that would lead to sex with Steve.  But I couldn’t seem overanxious about it – I had to be subtle.  Which was incredibly difficult, since I was becoming obsessed.  The more I thought of it, the more perfect it seemed.  Steve’s prediction that Kate would become insatiable was already coming true, and she hadn’t even had sex with him yet.  But I knew she was thinking about it that night she came. 

I shifted my approach to dropping hints about Margot whenever we had sex, telling her things like how much I wanted to watch her and Margot the next time, with only me and Steve in the room.  And that I was OK with her sneaking off to Margot’s villa some afternoon, even though I knew Steve would be around.  I always kept it about Margot, but made sure to always mention Steve.  Unfortunately, during these sessions, Kate never really said she wanted to see Margot again.  I eventually had to stop talking about it lest I sound like a broken record.  I also never made her cum having intercourse again.  In fact, the first few times I tried, Kate never came at all, since I had decided to try without first going down on her and then was loathe to go down on her after I came inside of her.  After that, I simply reverted to our old routine, making her cum orally before I fucked her.

As for Steve, he was texting me every day at work to find out if I had made arrangements for Kate to see Margot again, telling me how life changing it would be, etc.  He even sent me a video of Margot sucking his cock, no doubt implying that could soon be Kate.  It worked.  I closed the door to my office three times that day and jerked off while watching the video, easily replacing Margot’s cum filled mouth with Kate’s.  I always responded back that I was working on it.  That was of course partially true, since I focused more on Margot while only implying I would be OK if Steve joined in.

The truth of the matter was that, as far as I knew, Kate was nowhere near willing to see Margot again.  In fact, she didn’t even go to the pool at all that week. Margot texted her a couple of times asking her where she was, but Kate always had an excuse.  She still seemed mortified that she had had sex with Margot in front of so many people, and she didn’t want to face them not knowing what they knew or what they thought.  Margot eventually stopped over to check on Kate and Kate said they chatted for a while, but she also told me nothing happened.

As Friday rolled around, I was beginning to get discouraged.  It seemed Kate really had no interest at all in playing out any of the fantasies that had taken hold of my brain.  Then suddenly, without warning, everything changed. I was milling about the Kitchen getting ready for work, filling my travel mug with coffee and packing my lunch when I caught her in the corner of my eye and turned to see her padding barefoot from the Bedroom wearing a short, see-through nighty. She stood at the end of the bar and leaned down on her elbows, pressing her breasts together while she looked at me intently.

“I’ve decided we should have Margot and Steve over for dinner next Friday.”

I was stunned, immediately overwhelmed by the need to not look too excited.

“But it’s only for dinner.  I’m not agreeing to anything more.”

“Absolutely, Kate.  No one is suggesting anything more.  It’s just dinner.”

We talked through some of the details, like what we would have and what time we should tell them to come over, but that was it.  Kate had opened the door, but for what I wasn’t sure.  All I could do was hope that Margot would work her magic again, and that perhaps, perhaps, Steve would too.  I couldn’t wait to text Steve from the car on my way to work to give him he news.


CHAPTER SIX

The dinner party was scheduled for Friday, July 12th.  As the day approached, I resumed whispering my visions of Kate having sex with someone else into Kate’s ear while having sex with her, never actually mentioning Margot or Steve.  I would say things like, “I want you to experience amazing things”, and “there’s so much to discover”, leaving the details murky but strongly implying that I was giving her the greenlight to follow her desires.  She seemed receptive to all of it in those moments, while never actually saying she wanted it to happen.  But she seemed willing to indulge me, and that alone was enough to send me down the road to ever wilder fantasies.  But the one that never failed to make me cum violently inside of her was the thought of seeing her slender hips impaled by Steve’s massive cock while she stared at him with pleading eyes.  Yet even though she knew the way I felt, she never brought it up herself.  Still, as the day approached, I could feel she was as nervous as I was, obviously aware of what could happen.  But before anything could happen, we needed to think about dinner.

Neither of us are experienced cooks – we can put together a decent meal for the two of us, things like pasta and salad, or a beef stew in the Instant Pot, but we had never been big entertainers, and nothing we made for ourselves seemed like suitable fare for a dinner party.  So, after much discussion, we settled on steaks on the grill.  All we would need would be some mushrooms for sautéing and a salad, and it could look pretty classy.  The day of the party I went to the store on my way home from work to pick up the ingredients and a few bottles of wine.  It was a simple task, but I couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen that night, and had difficulty concentrating on anything else.

When I got home Kate was already in the shower.  It was only just after 4, and Steve and Margot weren’t due to arrive until 6, but evidently Kate wanted to give herself plenty of time to get ready.  I suppose it was wise to consider more than just her usual preparations.  In fact, I decided that I should probably think about a little extra manscaping myself – just in case.

Kate chose to wear a dress I had never seen before – a sexy V-neck sleeveless number with orange flowers on a light blue background,  It was perfect for the occasion, ruched tight around the waist with a high slit revealing her right thigh.  My heart stopped when I saw it – it was classy while still revealing enough delectable skin to attract attention.  Paired with her 5” tan strappy sandals, she would have both Margot and Steve paralyzed with lust.  I was happy with the choice, but still unsure of her intent.  On the one hand, it was clear she was dressing to impress, but was she dressing to attract?  And if so, who?  It was a question that would have to wait for an answer. I told her how stunning she was, but tried to hide my excitement.  I really didn’t want to appear too anxious to see her mauled by our house guests.

It turns out I didn’t need to hide my feelings.  Steve more than made up for my reticence from the moment he arrived.

“My God, Kate!  You look absolutely stunning!”

“Oh, thank you, Steve.  You’re too kind.”

Kate leaned in toward Margot so Margot could peck her on both cheeks, then did the same for Steve.  Margot confirmed Steve’s observation.

“No Kate, you look good enough to eat!  Let’s skip dinner!”

Kate and I laughed nervously as I took the two bottles of wine Steve brought and placed them on the Kitchen counter.  I then grabbed 4 glasses from the cupboard and began to open one of the bottles of expensive chardonnay I had purchased.  As I poured a glass for each of us, Steve grabbed the first one and proposed a toast.

“To the nights we'll always remember with the friends we'll never forget.”

We all clinked our glasses and said, “Here, here.”

We began the evening sitting on the deck overlooking the lake.  It was a sultry, windless night, perfect for sitting in the dappled evening sun and sipping a cold glass of wine.  In fact, perhaps too perfect.  Before we knew it, we had downed two bottles and the conversation was flowing freely.  I had been nervous about the night, worrying that we really wouldn’t have much to talk about with Margot and Steve, but they were both such excellent conversationalists that I really hadn’t anything to worry about.  They both had Kate and I laughing hysterically before dinner even started.

After opening the third bottle and topping off everyone’s glasses, I begin assembling the dinner.  Kate stayed behind and continued laughing as Margot was animatedly telling yet another story.  It felt good to hear Kate so happy, even though it seemed clear the wine on an empty stomach may have been part of the reason.  By the time dinner was ready, the third bottle was gone and we opened one of the bottles of cabernet Steve had brought to drink with our steaks.  By the end of dinner, both of the bottles Steve brought were gone.

By that time, we were all feeling no pain, but the conversation had been pretty tame.  There were no overtly sexual comments directed toward Kate,  nor anything else that indicated anything might happen that night.  It wasn’t until Margot suggested that we mix up some drinks and sit in the hot tub that things began to change. 

We were all having such a good time and certainly in no mood to end the night, so Kate and I agreed and ran off to get suits for them.  I had no idea what Kate had for Margot, but unfortunately, all I had for Steve was an obscene black snakeskin Speedo I bought years before on vacation but had lost the guts to wear.  I had forgotten I had it but found it during the move and knew exactly where it was – hidden in a box on an upper shelf of my closet under a stack of scarves I had received for Christmas over the years.  I considered telling Steve I didn’t have a spare suit, just to spare me the ridicule, but decided that if anything was going to happen that night, ridicule was a small price to pay.  When we took the suits back out to the Living Room, I handed mine to Steve, holding my fist over his hand and dropping the tiny clump of thin fabric into his palm.  He laughed heartily, and then unfolded it and held it out, smiling in amused wonder.

“Goodness, Kate!  I apologize in advance if I offend you wearing THIS!”

Everyone laughed but me.  I just looked at Kate and shrugged.  She laughed, “Oh!  I remember that one.  I had forgotten about it!”

I must have been 50 shades of red, but tried to make light of it.

“Well, I bought that before my chiseled physique was worn away by ten years of sitting at a desk!”

Everyone laughed again as Margot and Steve retreated to the Guest Bedroom to change.  The Ursula Villa was unusual in that the bedrooms both had sliding glass walls opening directly onto the Living Room so that if you didn’t close the privacy curtains, you could see from one room to the other.  Therefore, the two women used the bathrooms to change into their suits, while Steve and I could see each other changing next to the beds in each room.  Steve never looked at me, but I was transfixed on him.  I wanted to see what I had agreed to – to see the body that would soon be tempting Kate.  My heart was already racing at the thought of the four of us semi-naked in the hot tub.  But seeing Steve unbuttoning his white linen shirt and exposing his tan chiseled torso sent me into overdrive.  But when he peeled off his shorts, exposing his massive cock, I froze.  He seemed to be purposely putting on a show for me, slowly unfurling the fabric of the Speedo, standing straight and confident and completely indifferent to who could see him.  As he lifted his leg to slide it through the suit, I swear his cock was as long as his thigh.  I know that’s impossible, but that was the impression I had at the time.  When the suit was finally on, he stood tugging and pulling on it, struggling just to cover himself.  In the end, he wasn’t very successful.  He looked like he had a baby python wrapped around his waist.

When Kate emerged from the Bathroom I was surprised to see she was wearing the one piece suit that she used to wear to swim laps at the gym in New York.  It didn’t exactly scream sexy, but she explained that it was the only other suit she had, since she had given her white bikini to Margot.  I was confused, knowing she had at least one other black bikini.  I wondered if she had done that to discourage Margot from making any moves that night.

Kate and I walked out into the Living Room at the same time Steve did, allowing Kate a full on frontal view of Steve’s practically naked body.  I mean, he might as well have put black shoe polish on his dick.  That would have had the same effect.  I was so intimidated I couldn’t speak, but naturally Steve was perfectly at ease.

“My goodness, Kate!  It’s like they shrink wrapped perfection in that suit!  Were you a swimmer?”

Kate blushed, “Well thank you, Steve.  I swam a bit in high school, but this is my workout suit.  I gave my other one to Margot.”

“Well, you look badass!  Sorry about this suit – it’s maybe a tad on the small side…”

Kate laughed, “No!  You look fine.  Nothing I haven’t seen before.”

That comment from Kate took my breath away! Was she flirting with Steve?  Had she seen him naked before, perhaps the night of the party at their place?  Or was she talking about men’s bodies in general?  I felt the familiar pangs of butterflies in my stomach and the room begin to spin.  It was like the Blanche/Noir, where events began to spiral quickly out of control.

I looked at Steve smiling back at Kate and saw Margot appearing behind him in Kate’s white bikini.  She was stunning as usual, her long blond hair cascading over the bulges of her breasts as Kate’s suit struggled to contain her.  She was incredibly fit, but slightly more curvy than Kate.  The bikini bottoms strained across her hips leaving small gaps where her abdominal muscles met her thighs.  This was a “fuck me” suit, unlike Kate’s considerably more conservative racing suit.  But as Steve said so effortlessly and eloquently, nothing could detract from Kate’s perfection.  Margot walked straight up to her and wrapped her arm into hers.  Then, looking seductively into her eyes, she mewled, “Shall we?”

As Steve and the girls walked to the hot tub I went into the Kitchen to mix some vodka tonics.  When I finally joined them, I placed a glass next to each of them on the deck then looked for a place to get in.  Kate was sitting next to Margot, and Steve was almost directly across from them.  I got in at the midpoint between Steve and Margot, consciously not wanting to come between Kate and Steve.  I know my thinking at the time wasn’t completely innocent, but that has always been my rule at parties anyway – I try not to cling too close to Kate so that other couples feel they are disturbing us.  In reality I’m not sure I was thinking at all, actually.  My mind was a mess of chemically and emotionally induced confusion.

We began talking as people always do in a hot tub, first about how awesome it feels, then about the weather.  Then we started playing with the bubbles, holding our palms above them to feel them lightly caress our skin.  They obscured our bodies, with only our faces illuminated by the lights below the water casting thin ribbons of light on our faces.  

After 15 or 20 minutes Steve and I were wrapped up in a drunken conversation about the economy and the 2023 recession that never came.  I had been keeping my eyes on Margot and Kate, who had been talking about god-knows-what until they went silent.  That’s when I noticed Margot had moved closer to Kate after wading about in the water for a few minutes.  I couldn’t see very well through the churning water, but it appeared she had her hand on the inside of Kate’s left thigh.  They sat like that for a while, staring straight at me and Steve, until Kate shifted slightly and turned to look at Margot.  Margot looked back at her and then turned 90 degrees to face her.  She then brought her left hand around and reached beneath the water.  Whatever was happening, it was obvious her hand was between Kate’s legs.  At that point, Steve looked at me and smiled,  “Shall we leave the love birds alone?”

Steve and I got out of the hot tub and walked over to the glass table where we had eaten dinner.  When we sat down he began telling me about Margot’s proclivity for women – how he often comes home to find her and one of the Beta wives lying by the pool.  He described how he watches them having sex, and then usually joins them.  He also mentioned how none of the Beta wives could “hold a candle” to Kate.

As Steve began talking about everything he “loved” about Kate I could hear intermittent laughing from the hot tub, followed by long periods of silence, then maybe a smack of lips.  I tried to pay attention to Steve, but it was like reading a book and watching a movie at the same time, while drunk, and incredibly turned on.  I had to redirect Steve’s attention to Margot just to defrag my brain.

“So, Kate isn’t the first woman Margot has seduced?”

Steve laughed, “Not at all.  But she’s never had someone as innocent as Kate.  But she’s relentless.  She likes challenges.”

After 10 or 15 more minutes, I looked to see Kate with her back turned to me and Margot’s arms draped over her bare shoulders, kissing Kate passionately.  Things were definitely heating up.  It seemed weird to essentially watch Kate on a date with another person, but like a wreck on the highway, I couldn’t turn away.  After several minutes, I watched as Kate lifted herself backward out of the water to sit on the edge of the deck.  Margot then stood on the hot tub bench to place a finger under each of Kate’s shoulder straps and peel down her suit.  Kate leaned onto her back, inviting Margot to follow and take each of Kate’s nipples between her swollen lips.  Kate closed her eyes and ran her hands through Margot’s hair before Margot paused to pull Kate’s suit completely off of her.  Then, with a hand on each of Kate’s thighs pressing her long legs back, Margot nuzzled between her legs and began sucking her pussy.  Kate moaned in ecstasy.  Steve checked the box.

“Another challenge overcome.”

Kate reached up to pull her thighs back, freeing Margot’s hands to pry her pussy open, opening Kate like a filet of pink, moist meat.  Margot lapped at her hungrily, sounding like waves beneath a boat.  When she latched onto her, her lips formed a bond with Kate’s juices, melding skin to precious skin, and focusing Margot’s tongue on Kate’s clit.  Kate shuddered and groaned, overcome with the intensity of Margot’s ministrations.  But Margot was indeed an expert at sucking pussy; just as Kate seemed on the verge of cumming, Margot would pull off of her, letting her twitches subside before dragging her tongue between her swollen lips several times – just enough to make Kate want more.  This sequence happened several times until Kate was begging Margot to let her cum.

When she finally did, she dropped her feet quickly to the edge of the tub and exploded off the deck.  Margot held on to her hips and never lost contact with her clit, sending Kate into an almost seizure-like frenzy.  Her body curled forward, then dropped to the deck again, then rose up again and twitched several times before dropping again.  When Kate could take no more, Margot finally let go, leaving Kate sprawled on the deck panting with exhaustion.  Margot looked up at her with an intense look of satisfaction, her face gleaming with Kate’s juices, then stood up on the bench.  She then crawled slowly like a cat between Kate’s legs while she turned to look at me and Steve.  When her face was even with Kate’s, she laid her body completely on top of her and kissed her deeply, letting Kate taste her own juices on Margot’s lips.  Margot broke the kiss and looked at Kate, whispering something to her.  I could see Kate’s lips move in response, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying.  After another exchange, Margot looked at Steve, who then looked at me.  I was paralyzed, unable to speak.

Margot lifted herself off of Kate and began walking toward Steve and me.  As she did, I could see Kate lying alone behind her, watching her walk away.  But she didn’t try to get up herself. 

I was confused.  What did Margot say to Kate?  Why was Kate not moving?  I looked at Steve to see him watching Margot strut toward him with a sultry smile on her face.  He gulped down the last splash of his drink and rose from his chair, standing briefly to watch Margot.  From the side it was clear his dick had swollen considerably since I first saw it in that suit.  Margot saw it too, but she did not seem surprised or concerned.  She simply walked up to him and put her hand on it, kissing him deeply to pass his first taste of Kate’s pussy from her mouth to his.  I watched in disbelief as Steve walked away, not even noticing Margot as she sat down to take his place.  I finally turned to look at her.

“What did you say to Kate?”

“I asked her if she wanted to have sex with Steve.”

“What did she say??”

“She said she would do whatever I wanted.”

“And you said you wanted her to??”

“Oh, Michael.  You’re so young and naïve... that’s cute.”

I turned again to see Steve approaching Kate as Margot spoke. Kate was watching him too, still naked, still on her back.  She followed him, looking up expressionless as he stopped next to her.  She continued staring up at him, her chest heaving with her rapid breath.  He turned sideways toward Kate allowing Margot and me to see the bulge in his Speedo threatening to tear itself free.   I watched in stunned amazement as he stood over Kate, his thumb inside the waist band of the suit, looking down at her as he spoke.  Her eyes seemed transfixed on his thumb.  When it finally began to move, she never did.  She laid there quietly staring, watching as the swollen beast in his trunks popped free, lunging forward directly toward Kate, then stood bouncing with each beat of his heart, dangling over my wife, who watched from just inches below.  Steve paused, letting Kate contemplate every inch of what would soon be inside of her.

When Steve finally began to kneel between her legs, Kate slid herself back fully onto the deck and spread her legs apart, giving him ample space to crawl forward and dangle his still growing shaft between them.  I sat stone-like, trying to maintain consciousness as the blood rushed from my brain to my dick.  I had never felt such a potent blend of terror and arousal in my life – not even at the Blanche/Noir.  Kate having sex with Margot was just good fun.  This was the real shit.  This could threaten my marriage.  Margot broke through the cacophony in my mind.

“Steve wanted Kate badly, Mike.  You and I both know that.  There was nothing I could do but help set it up.”

“And you’re OK with that??”

“When you’re with Steve this is what you signed up for.”

“And you don’t want to be a part of it with him?”

“Oh, it’s not about what I want.   Steve likes to have the girls to himself – he needs to have their mouths free.”

“Free for what?”

“He likes to hear them groan and tell him how much they love his cock.  And they all do.  Eventually...”

She was so mater-of-fact about her husband having sex with other women, I just couldn’t process her words. I looked at Steve who was talking softly to Kate while he hovered over her body.  I could see her lips move as she raised her knees.  It all seemed so natural – there was no coercion, no struggle.  She was ready and willing to let another man take what had until that time been mine alone.

Margot and I sat silently watching.  My expression must have been something to see – probably sitting with my eyes and mouth wide open, barely breathing, like those shots of the audience at a horror movie.  Margot acted like it was just another Friday night with Steve.  For me, it was like dreaming I was tied to a stake in the middle of a railroad track, the thunder of a speeding train getting louder and louder, its light getting bigger and bigger.  I waited for it to hit, trying to scream out, to stop it, for someone to cut me free, but it kept coming.  When it hit, I heard Kate cry out.  I woke from my nightmare to see Steve’s ass muscles clench while he lowered his hips towards Kate’s.  Then he paused. From the look of shock on Kate’s face, it was clear he had penetrated her for the very first time.  Kate stared up at him in disbelief, her mouth agape and her brow furled in distress. He then continued pushing, causing Kate to groan out. She thrashed her head from side to side and then stopped, facing Margot and me with her eyes wide open.  She had a pleading look on her face, a combination of shock and pain. I was petrified, literally frozen in my chair.  I couldn’t save her.  I couldn’t even save myself.  Margot broke the trance again.

“Has Kate ever been with anyone like Steve?”

I struggled to answer, “No.  I’m the only guy she’s ever been with.”

“Oh!  Well, she’s in for a surprise…”

We turned to see Kate holding her legs back beneath Steve’s powerful forearms as she looked up at him, still holding her mouth open wide. It was like an out of body experience seeing another man pressing his body against Kate’s, like I was watching myself in the mirror.  But Steve was not me.  Kate would not be struggling to breathe if it was me entering her.

Margot seemed to sense what Kate must have been feeling, “It’s OK, Sweetie… just relax…”

Margot’s voice kick started my brain again, causing me to wonder how all of this happened.  Kate never actually said she would have sex with Steve, yet here we were.  Was she looking at me to blame me for what was happening?  It certainly wasn’t going the way I had imagined.  In my fantasies, I pictured Margot tenderly making love to Kate, and then holding her and caressing her face as Steve fucked her, like a husband comforts his wife during childbirth.

Mercifully, Steve seemed sensitive to Kate’s agony.  He looked to be going as slowly as he could, gently talking her through the experience. I told myself he no doubt knew what he was doing;  he was 20 years older than Kate and had done this countless of times with other women, like Margot, who not only survived the experience, but loved his cock and was willing to do anything to get more of it. She was in good hands.  Still, I wondered if she hated me for what I had encouraged her to do.

As Steve waited for Kate to acclimate to his girth, Kate pulled her knees even farther toward her shoulders, turning her hips to open herself more fully to Steve. Steve took that as an invitation to push again. That time Kate’s groan sounded less desperate – more like the sound a person makes when they have tasted something delicious.  Steve’s ass muscles strained as he pushed farther, eliciting more encouraging groans from Kate until he finally stopped.  It had taken several minutes, but he had finally finished burying himself completely inside of her. The conquest was complete – evil over good, chaos over control, the beast inside of the beauty.

When it was done, he paused again so they could both catch their breath.  I could only stare as they looked into each other’s eyes, their bodies bound together, heaving in unison like two mountain climbers who had helped each other scale a shear granite cliff.  I used that opportunity to come to grips with the fact that a man other than me had penetrated Kate for the very first time.  At that moment, he was feeling the tight grip of her vagina on his cock as only I had ever done.  And she was feeling something she had never felt before – a bigger man, a more experienced man, an older man, filling her like I could never do.  And she would soon be feeling his warm cum filling her body.

Watching them stare into each other’s eyes, it seemed they both felt relieved. They knew the best was about to begin.  For me, I couldn’t imagine what this would all mean for Kate and me.  For Margot, it seemed like an opportunity to mentor her younger rival.

“There you go, Sweetie. Now it gets better…”

We were all pretty drunk, so I’m not sure what Kate expected next. I doubt if she expected the passion Steve had for her. He leaned in and kissed her hard as he began sliding in and out of her. She groaned loudly through his kisses until finally wrapping her arms tight around his back, pulling him down on top of her, squeezing him as hard as she could.  It was stunning to witness the desperation she had for him, despite knowing I could see everything she was doing.  I looked at Margot, who also seemed surprised by the torrid display of affection. They were a swirl of lips, tongues and saliva, completely lost in the sensations flowing through their bodies. This was all new to me, of course, since I always assumed swingers didn’t actually kiss very much, but Margot didn’t seem at all concerned.  Looking back, I wonder now if she was able to deal with it because she really never loved Steve like I loved Kate. 

I watched mesmerized as the intensity of their connection continued to build.  It seemed obvious to me that Steve would erupt inside of her at any moment and consummate his conquest – the intensity of their coupling was too much for any man to maintain. Except something else happened that I had not expected – Kate began to moan loudly, as if Steve had changed something he was doing and was causing her intense pain again.  Her moans overwhelmed the wet sounds of his cock churning relentlessly in and out of her.  I was confused, worried about what was happening until Steve pulled his lips from hers, allowing her to scream out, “OH GOD!  OH GOD!  OOOOOOOHHHHHHH!”  She bucked wildly beneath him, her head lifting from the deck beneath her.  She was cumming!  Steve kissed her forehead gently each time she quaked toward him, and then followed her down as her orgasm subsided to lock lips with her again.  She wrapped her arms around him and melded her lips with his.

Margot interrupted my dazed search for answers to what had just happened.

“Wow!  Kate’s a screamer.  Does she always cum like that?”

I didn’t know what to say that wouldn’t sound like a complete lie, so I told her the truth.

“I’ve only made Kate cum once while fucking her.”

She watched Steve continue to drive his massive shaft in and out of Kate at a steady pace, seemingly trying to keep her at the brink of another thundering orgasm.

“Well, that changes everything for Kate.  She’s gonna want more of that.”

And more she got.  Steve fucked her without pause for another 10 minutes while she quaked and shuddered beneath him.  Her groans increased in length and volume with each passing minute.  Finally, when it seemed she could take no more, Steve lifted himself from her again and stared into her eyes.  She stared back and encouraged him through gritted teeth,  “Yes!  Yes!  DO IT!  YES!”  She suddenly exploded again, screaming even louder than the first time.  It was a joyful cry, as if she wanted everyone around the lake to know what she had discovered –  that Steve could make her cum while fucking her – not just the way I did it that night by grinding my pelvic bone against her clit.  Steve had done it with his cock alone – his body barely touching her clit! 

After her second orgasm Steve slowed down the pace, if for no other reason than to catch his breath.   But he continued fucking her very slowly while his lips remained locked with hers for what seemed like another 15 minutes.  I had never witnessed of more passionate display;  this wasn’t just sex, this was lovemaking.  As Kate’s groans began to build and it was clear she was about to cum again, her unbridled enthusiasm proved too much for Steve to endure.  After only a few more minutes he arched his back and began pumping his hot, molten seed into her quivering cunt.  The pride he must have felt at that moment is something I could only imagine.  He cried out at the same time Kate did, roaring across the lake like the lion who had just slain its prey.  In my peripheral view I could see Margot just staring in awe, just as I was.

“Goodness!  Well… the good news Kate will be able to take some of my load off of me – Steve’s been like a horny teenage boy since he met Kate, wanting sex 3 or 4 times a day!”

I sat stunned, my mind cluttered with opposing thoughts of arousal and fear.  I wasn’t sure what Margot was saying.  All I could feel was my rock hard dick in my shorts and the nauseating swirl of butterflies in my belly.  I watched as Steve kissed Kate tenderly again, then rose up from her, leaving her panting with one arm over her eyes.  Steve looked down at her, then began walking toward me and Margot like a gladiator who had just slain his foe.  As he walked, his glistening, deflating dick swayed menacingly between his toned, muscular thighs.  Margot got up from her chair and spoke without looking at me.

“Well, I guess it’s my turn.  He likes it when I clean up the girl after him – he says it underlines my subservience to him.”

She then looked at me and covered her mouth as she spoke, “I say, I love eating pussy!”

She then turned and walked up to Steve, kissing him and grabbing his wet, flaccid dick with her left hand, squeezing it gently.  He laughed and then walked over to me and plopped down in the chair next to me, exhaling like a wrestler after a match.

“My God.  That was awesome, Mike.”

I sat catatonic, watching Margot take her place again between Kate’s legs.  I could smell Kate’s pussy on his dick.

“Kate has never cum like that.”

“Oh, she was easy after she got used to it.  She’ll be wanting more, I’m sure of it.”

I wasn’t so sure.  At that precise moment, I wished she wouldn’t want to do it again.  The vision of how she reacted was just too raw.   I needed some assurances from her before I made any more deals with Steve.  I mustered every ounce of strength I had to change the subject.

“Margot’s a trooper.  Doesn’t she ever get jealous?”

“Marg?  God no.  She’s been with me long enough.  It’s one of the things I love most about her.  She’s OK with all of it.  And she gets to be with the girls too, and any guy she wants.  We’re all good.”

I couldn’t imagine.  Letting Kate be with any guy she wanted would be more than I could handle.  But the combination of large amounts of dopamine and alcohol is a dangerous thing.  As we continued talking, thoughts of Margot and Steve tag teaming Kate all night long began to creep into my mind.  We watched Margot kneel down between Kate’s legs and put one hand under each knee before lifting her thighs and crouching forward to drag her tongue between Kate’s pussy lips.  She licked her from perinium to her clit, burying her smooth chin deep inside Kate’s gaping slit, gathering as much of Steve’s cum on her tongue as she could.  She then paused to swallow before doing it again.  Kate just cooed, laying there with her eyes closed, enjoying the soft, smooth skin of Margot’s face and lips on her swollen pussy.  Margot licked her several more times like that before laying down on her tummy to concentrate on Kate’s clit.  When she did, Kate moaned with approval and placed her hand gently on Margot’s head.  Never in her life had she felt anything like Margot and Steve were giving to her that night.  It must have felt like the best sex dream possible, except she knew it was real.  And she acted like she never wanted it to stop.

As Margot settled in to ravish Kate’s clitoris, Steve maneuvered the conversation back where he wanted it.

“We need to do this again, Mike.  I think Kate will be much more receptive to the idea next time.  Should we put another date on the calendar?”

I was almost numb with arousal, barely able to speak.  My dick was saying yes, but my mind knew I needed a chance to be with Kate, to hear her thoughts on everything that had happened.  I also needed to hear her say she still loved me.

“I don’t know Steve.  Let me talk to Kate.  I’m not sure how she will feel after she wakes up tomorrow.  I agree she appeared to have a good time, but let’s wait and see how she feels tomorrow.”

As I finished speaking we heard a loud groan from Kate.  We looked over to see her bucking beneath Margot’s face.  Margot was holding her hips down with each hand as she struggled to stay connected to her clit, but Kate’s legs and torso twitched uncontrollably with another powerful orgasm.  Her body contracted into a tight V, and then slowly relaxed with each spasm, until she fully unwound back onto the deck.  After several more involuntary spasms, she was quiet.  Margot looked up at her, and finally pulled her gleaming face away from her body.

Steve and I watched Margot walk toward us in the glow of the candlelight on the table between us.  Her runway walk and mischievous smile emphasizing perfectly the temptress that she was.  She was clearly proud of what she had done to Kate and clearly turned on herself.  She walked up to Steve and crouched over, kissing him deeply on his lips.  Steve breathed in, swirling his tongue with hers, smelling and tasting as much of Kate as he possibly could.  When Margot broke the kiss she looked into his eyes, only inches away.

“You need to take me home now.  I need to be fucked very, very badly.”

Steve just chuckled and looked over at Kate.  “You don’t think Kate wants another round with me first?”

The butterflies in my stomach returned with a fury.  I hoped she would say yes, but Margot was the only one of the three who hadn’t cum yet, and she was not in the giving mood.

“Fucking her now would be borderline rape.  You need to take me home and take your passions out on me.  Maybe my tight asshole would remind you of Kate?”

She kissed Steve again, then pulled away to look at him.

“That sounds like a plan, Babe!  Let’s get you home and get you some dick.”

Margot chuckled and turned to walk to the patio door.  She turned back to look at me, “Mike, do you mind if I keep Kate’s suit tonight?  I don’t feel like changing back into my clothes right now.”

I thought only a brief second about that.  I knew Kate wouldn’t care, but I also liked the idea of Margot coming back someday to return it to Kate.

“Absolutely, Margot.  Kate won’t mind.  Bring it back when you have time.”

Steve was still naked as he led Margot into the house with his hand on her bare lower back. He gathered his clothes from the sofa arm and looked at me, “I left your suit on the deck next to Kate, Mike.”

“Great, Steve.  I’ll get it when I fetch Kate.”  

When they got to the door they opened it and paused to look at me.  I said the only thing I could think of – as if two guests were leaving after a typical dinner party.

“Well, thanks for coming over tonight.”

“Oh, thank YOU!  Dinner was fantastic, and desert was off the charts.”

I looked out over the darkened Living Room at Kate who was still passed out on her back with one arm over her face.  As I watched her lying there, I hoped this wasn’t a “one and done.”  That would mean she didn’t love it as much as I wanted her to.  I wanted her to want to do it again, and again.

“I think Kate might have enjoyed herself.  Thank you, BOTH of you, for tonight.  You were both ‘off the charts.’”

Steve and Margot chuckled and turned to leave.  As I shut the door behind them the sudden silence snapped a thought loose in my brain.  I knew I was alone with Kate, but in my mind, she wasn’t all there.  I felt a nagging sensation that a part of her left with Steve and Margot and that part was never coming back.

I walked out to Kate to find her sound asleep, breathing deeply.  She was completely naked, with her suit lying on the deck to her right, where Margot had left it, and the suit Steve was wearing was on her left, where he had left it.  I crouched down to nudge Kate gently on the shoulder.  She opened her eyes briefly then closed them again and rolled her head to the right.  She then rolled her head back toward me and opened her eyes.

“Where is everyone?”

“They’re gone, Sweetie.  We should get you to bed.”

It seems that’s when what she had done hit her.  She closed her eyes and faced the sky, saying simply, “Oh God.”

I grabbed her left hand and began to stand.  She sat up and then struggled to stand.  She then stood wobbling for a second before walking unsteadily toward the house as I held her arm to keep her walking in a straight line. As we walked I realized that although there were four adults at my house that night, I would be the only one who would not be having sex.  I led Kate into the Bedroom and pulled back the sheets before sitting her down gently.  She collapsed on her side and pulled the sheets over her.  I adjusted the sheets and kissed her forehead before heading to the Bathroom to get ready for bed.

Brushing my teeth I looked closely at myself in the mirror, wondering what Kind of guy would let a guy like Steve have sex with his wife.  I certainly didn’t look like a swinger, and I guess I actually wasn’t.  If anything, Kate might have entered that world, but I was still only an observer.  But I somehow felt good about all of it.  Kate was my wife.  Margot and Steve were perfect for each other.  All I could see in the mirror was a guy who was about to have a significant improvement to his sex life as Steve had promised – even if only through Kate’s future involvement with Margot and Steve.

But all that would have to wait.  As I returned to the Bedroom I could hear Kate breathing heavily.  She was dead to the world.  I pulled back the covers on my side of the bed carefully so as not to wake her, reclining carefully down on my back.  Lying there in the dark with my eyes closed all I could see was the night’s activities playing over and over before me – Margot’s perfectly manicured fingers holding Kate’s thighs as her blond hair bobbed between her legs.  Steve’s hips churning up and down between Kate’s splayed open legs, his massive cock appearing and disappearing over and over like the piston of an oil well.  But most of all, the five explosive orgasms Kate had played over and over, especially the one that caused Steve to lose his composure and pump his seed into Kate for the first time.  I found myself reaching down and slipping my hand into my boxers, stroking my hard cock softly as I replayed the images.  Kate was sound asleep, facing away toward the Bathroom door.  I slipped my shorts to my thighs and held my cock straight toward the ceiling, stroking softly, prolonging the sensation, imaging what could have been if Steve had stayed.  What if he was in bed with us now, fucking Kate while I lay next to them?  I wanted that at that moment.  I wanted to hear her beg him to fuck her; to hear her cum again and again.  I thought of her sucking Steve’s cock, getting him hard again so she could mount him cowgirl style and fuck him to another simultaneous orgasm.  I thought of her perfect breasts swaying to and fro, her eyes closed and mouth open in ecstasy, and I lost it.  I felt the surge begin deep in my belly and clutched my cock hard, hoping to keep myself from coming.  But it was too late.  The cum boiled up from the depths of my balls to the tip of my cock and shot into the air, landing on my bare belly.  I gave in and began stroking myself hard, causing another eruption.  As the cum continued pumping from my body with each jerk of my abdomen, I felt it’s warmth flow over my fingers, creating a distinct sound of wet, slippery sex.  I had to slow down my hand to avoid waking up Kate.

When it was over, all that was left was a wet, cold mess on my stomach and hands, along with the realization that my wet dream could easily become a reality.  I slowly grabbed the sheet and wiped myself clean, hoping that the sheet would dry by morning and Kate would never notice the stain.  As I lay listening to my heart beat out of my chest, the thoughts of the evening’s events returned.  But that time they came with fear.  Luckily, as my heartbeat subsided, sleep washed it all away.


CHAPTER SEVEN

This was about the time I realized my sleep patterns could be divided into my BB phase, and my AB phase. As in, Before Bacchus and After Bacchus.  Before moving to Bacchus, I rarely had a sleepless night.  After we moved there, I rarely didn’t. That Saturday, the night after Steve and Kate had sex for the first time, I was able to fall asleep only after making myself cum with Kate asleep beside me, but then woke up around 4am and began replaying the events and conversations of the evening.  That’s when one particular comment from Margot rose to the top of my consciousness. The one where she said Kate said she would have sex with Steve if Margot “wanted her to.”  I missed the significance of that when Margot first said it, but again, in the darkest, quietest hours of the morning, while lying in bed wide awake, I realized what it meant; it meant Kate did it for Margot!  She knew she had my permission, but it was Margot who actually made the offer, not Steve!  That epiphany washed all sense of dread from my body, but did nothing to help me fall back to sleep.  Instead, I laid awake, imagining every possible sexual scenario Kate could possibly find herself in with Steve and Margot, until I made myself cum a second time.  It was only then that I finally fell asleep.

That morning, I woke up more desperate to fuck Kate than I had ever been.  I don’t know if the urge to “reclaim” her was stronger than the urge to feel how she might have changed, but both of them had me crawling out of my skin to get at her while was lying next to me on her back, at least feigning to be asleep.  It was only 6:30 am on a Saturday, but I initiated my usual routine anyway, at first laying my hand on her hip, then her inner thigh, then slowly sliding my hand toward her pussy. If she was awake, she did nothing to stop me. When I finally slipped my finger inside of her, I was unprepared for the way she felt.  She wasn’t just wet like the last time – my finger slipped through her like she wasn’t even there!  I immediately thought I must have been feeling Steve’s cum inside of her, but given the thorough pussy cleaning Margot had administered the night before, it seemed that couldn’t have been possible.  But it had to be that.  That and the fact that Kate had been thinking about the night before as much as I was, and was more than ready for me to fuck her. 

Given the circumstances, I skipped the oral sex part of my routine and immediately rolled onto her while she spread her legs, her eyes still closed.  As I slipped my rock hard cock inside of her, she groaned, but not like she had when Steve did.  In fact, she barely made a sound after I first entered her.  I thought maybe she couldn’t feel me – I felt so small inside of her, but she felt so good to me.  She was hotter, more wet and more open than I had ever felt her before.  I wondered if it was Steve who had made her feel that way – stretched out and full of cum.  The thought of my cock churning his cum inside her used pussy turned me on even more.

I continued silently fucking her as she grabbed my ass and pulled me into her.  Her actions and the thoughts in my head were already driving me quickly to the edge, so I stayed there and began grinding my pelvic bone against her clit, attempting to make her cum again.  She responded by rotating her hips against me as she grabbed me by the back of the head and sucked my tongue into her mouth.  Soon she was like a rabid nymphomaniac, moaning wildly and willing me to fuck her and make her cum, just like Steve had done.  We had never fucked like that before, with a raw passion that quickly proved too much for me.  I pummeled her as hard as I could, slamming my pelvic bone into her clit, desperately trying to make her cum, but it was no use.  I lasted only a minute or two more before exploding inside of her in a torrent of unrestrained emotions.  My back arched involuntarily and I froze, arms stiff, body lifted in the air, head bent back, teeth clenched.  I thought I might never move again. Only my ass muscles moved as I added shot after shot of my sperm to Steve’s.  Then my hips spasmed again, involuntarily pushing my head toward Kate’s.  I opened my eyes to see her looking up at me.  I must have looked like I had been stabbed in the back.  I continued quaking for what seemed like forever, until I finally collapsed onto her, drained of everything in my body.

Kate held me and stroked my hair softly as I tried to catch my breath.  After several minutes, she broke the silence.

“What was that about?”

I was still trying to answer that question myself.

“I have no idea.  I was going to ask you the same thing.”

“Are we OK?”

“I’m OK.  Are you OK?”

She continued stroking my hair, “If you’re OK I’m OK.”

That felt reassuring.  Her happiness was still tied to mine.  We laid there like that, my head buried in the pillow next to hers while I came down from the heights of my orgasm and the reality of the situation set in.  That’s when I began asking my questions.

“How do you feel about last night?”

“What do you want to know?”

“Would you do it again?”

“What?  Invite them over for dinner?”

“No, silly.  OK, let’s start with Margot…. That’s twice now with her.  Do you want to continue seeing her?.”

She hesitated before answering.

“I like Margot.  She’s fun.  More than a little crazy though…”

“But would you have sex with her again?”

“I don’t know, Mike.  It depends…”

“What about Steve?  Margot said she gave you permission to fuck him.  Would you do that again?”

She chuckled softly, “I don’t know Mike.  I don’t want to think about that.”

That wasn’t the response I wanted.  I wanted nothing more than to talk about that.  But I let it go.  I didn’t want to upset her.  It was Kate who asked the next question.

“How was Margot?”

“You saw how she was…”

“Yeah, I guess I did.  But was she OK while I was with Steve?”

“She was weirdly calm – I mean, she started it, so maybe it wasn’t weird that she didn’t seem bothered by it.  She’s as guilty as Steve.”

Kate pondered that thought for a minute.  I wondered if she was feeling guilty.

“What about you?  You said you wanted me to do it.”

“Oh, I know I did, Kate.  I was OK, once I came to grips with the massive display of affection.  You guys were like two animals who had finally been let out of their cages.”

She paused for a moment, perhaps replaying the night like I had.

“Yeah.  That surprised me too…”

Now we were both remembering everything that took place.

“Margot said Steve has had it going on for you for some time, so that explains his side.  She said she hasn’t been able to keep his paws off her since you arrived.”

She thought about that a minute.

“And she’s OK with that?”

“She seems to be.”

After another few minutes, I knew I had to address the elephant in the room.

“How was it… I mean… the sex with Steve?”

She didn’t answer immediately.  I assumed she was searching for the right words.

“I’m glad I was a little drunk.”

“Really?  Why?”

“I’m not sure I could have gone through with it.  I never thought of myself as that ‘type of girl.’”

“Do you regret it now?”

“I don’t know…  I feel strange about it.”

I decided to change the subject.

“You seemed to be in pain at first…”

“Yeah, it was… hard at first…”
“I guess that’s one way to put it…”

“No… well, right… but, I mean…it was.  I felt like a wimp – I mean, women have babies for God’s sake!  But it really hurt at first.”

“And then it didn’t?”

“It got better…”

“I guess.  Did you actually cum?”  I knew the answer to that question but wanted to hear her say it.

“I think it’s pretty obvious, Mike…”

“No, it wasn’t.  I couldn’t tell if you were in pain or cumming.”

“Yes…I came.”

“Three times?”

“Yes.  Three times.”

The familiar feeling of arousal and nausea welled up in my belly.  But I wanted to hear more.

“Well, that had to feel nice.”

“It was… different…”

“Different from me?”

“I love sex with you, Mike…”

“I know, Kate, but was it… better with Steve?”

“It was different – there’s no love there, like I have with you.  Sex for the sake of sex is something I’m not used to.  I can’t say it’s ‘better’”.

“But the orgasms were nice, right?”

She rolled over to face me, “Yes, Mike.  The orgasms were nice.”

I was rock-hard again and beginning to lose composure.  Kate could tell the conversation was affecting me.  It was then that I noticed the whisker burn around her mouth from all of the kissing the night before.  She reached down to touch my cock.

“Are you getting excited talking about this?”

I slid toward her and rolled her onto her back, then climbed on top of her.

“You are the sexiest woman in the world to me, Kate.  You’re killing me here…”

I reached down to kiss her and she responded tenderly, spreading her legs in acknowledgement of what I needed most from her then.  I slid into her as easily as I did less than an hour before, making me wonder yet again who was getting more excited, Kate or me.  The thought that she was proved too much for me again, and I exploded inside her for the second time that morning after less than 5 minutes.  And for the second time that morning, Kate did not cum at all.

I spent the rest of the morning marveling at the potential of our new life.  Everything went so well with Steve and Margot and talking with Kate that morning calmed any reservations that had started to creep into my thoughts.  I was convinced that Kate could have sex with these two beautiful people without fear of losing her – they were married and obviously swinging with other beautiful people, Steve was old enough to be Kate’s father, and Margot would never let Steve have Kate to himself.  We could not have picked a better couple to introduce us to the ‘swinger’ lifestyle!

Kate and I got out of bed and slipped into our usual routine – coffee, reading the internet on our phones, a nice breakfast, and then more coffee and reading.  It was a beautiful Sunday, full of sunshine and promise.  All I could think of was seeing Margot and Steve again.  With temperatures forecast to be in the low ‘80’s, I was able to convince Kate that we should head over to the pool for some sun and swimming.  That was what we would typically do on such a beautiful day, but that day it took on a new urgency for me.  I wanted to see Kate interacting with her new friends, and most of all, I wanted to know if the conversation of seeing them again would come up.

When we arrived at the pool many of the other Beta couples were sitting next to the pool on the lower deck.  We chose a spot next to Alexa and her husband Liam and sat back to get the lay of the land.  I noticed there were several Alpha couples on the upper deck sitting outside of their cabanas overlooking the lower deck, but I didn’t see Steve and Margot.  It wasn’t until half an hour later that I looked up to see Steve waving to me from the railing in front of his cabana.  I looked to my right to see Kate lying back in her chaise lounge, with her hat draped over her giant sunglasses.  It looked like she might have been asleep.

“Did you see Steve is here?”

She startled and sat up, pulling her hat back and looking over towards Steve on the railing.  When he saw her, he waived, then motioned for us to come up to see him.  I was surprised at first, somehow instinctively thinking we should be more discreet about things, but then I snapped to my senses – there’s nothing indiscreet about walking across a pool deck to say ‘hi’ to a neighbor.

“He wants us to go up there.  Do you want to go?”

Kate lay back in her chair.

“I was just falling asleep.  Can you see what he wants?  Can’t he come down here?”

I was a little disappointed in Kate’s reaction – I was hoping for more excitement.  Already my brain had gone to hanging out with Steve and Margot, and possibly having a replay of the night before.

“What if they want us to hang out with them?”

“I’m not ready for socializing today, Mike.  Just see what he wants.  We can stop by there later together to say ‘hi’ if you want.”

I guess I understood how she felt, but I didn’t want to be rude to Margot and Steve – especially after what had happened.  I didn’t want them to think we were regretful or disappointed.  I decided I should go say ‘hi’ myself.

When I got to the upper deck I could see Steve was alone.  He asked if Kate was coming up, but I told him she was tired and would come up later to say ‘hi.’  He seemed disappointed, but he quickly changed the subject.  We talked a bit about ‘stuff’, like what a great day it was, how the local baseball team was doing – typical guy small talk.  He also gave me a tour of his cabana.  I had never seen one, but it was basically a glass enclosed hotel room with a king-sized bed in the middle, a large bathroom and shower behind that with an undercounter refrigerator.  At the foot of the bed was a gas fireplace flanked by a table and chairs in one corner and a seating group in the other.   Steve grabbed two beers from the fridge and led me outside onto the patio, where there was a long, stone firepit with couches on either side, two lounges next to the railing overlooking the pool and a drink ledge forming the railing.  It was all very luxurious, and it seemed all six Alpha couples had one.

Standing at the drink rail and overlooking the pool, we could see Kate wading in the shallow end, skimming the hip deep water with the palms of her hands.  Steve and I just watched in amazement as she glided like an angel across the water.

“I had a great time last night, Mike.  I hope we can do it again soon.  Would you like that?”

“I would Steve.  I had a great time too.  And of course, Kate liked it too.”

“Did she?”

“I think she did.”

“Did she say so?”

“Not exactly.  But I could tell she was excited this morning.”

He smiled knowingly, “Did you fuck her this morning?”

I smiled back, feeling like a kindred spirit with the Alpha male, “I did…”

He clinked his beer can against mine, “You lucky DOG!  I knew you would.  Margot kept me up another couple of hours myself, so I’m kind of doggin’ it today.  That’s why she’s not here.  She literally fucked herself into a coma!”

We both looked down at Kate.  It felt strange talking about our wives that way – betraying our private lives to each other.  But I felt our lives were now intertwined – we could share intimate thoughts.  There were no secrets left between us.  I felt like Kate would agree. 

She dipped down into the water and re-emerged, her saturated suit clinging tightly to her perfect abdomen and breasts.  She took my breath away.

“Well, I think Kate would do it again.  In a heartbeat.”

“In a heartbeat?  I don’t know about that.  She…”

“No, I think she would do it again, even without you there.”

That caught me off guard – another sucker punch from Steve when I least expected it.  But I didn’t agree with him at all.  To me it was Margot who made all of what happened possible.

“I’m definitely not sure of that, Steve.  Kate needed Margot there to do what she did with you.  She did that for Margot.”

“Ha!  I don’t think so, Mikey.  Margot did that for me.  Kate did that for herself.”

“So you’re saying she would cheat on me??  I don’t think so, Steve.  That’s crazy talk.  Sex has never been that important to Kate.”

“Well then maybe you should give her permission.”

“To cheat on me?”

“Well, you know, ‘If you love something let it go…’  It wouldn’t be cheating if you gave her permission.  Don’t you want her to do it again?”

“I’m not sure, especially after this conversation…”

“Just tell her you’d be OK with it…”

“With what exactly?”

“With her fucking me while you are not around.  She might feel more comfortable with you not there anyway.”

I was completely off balance again, back against the ropes in another verbal boxing match with Steve.  I was becoming disoriented – unable to think through what Steve was saying.  I looked at Kate who was now climbing out of the pool, squeezing her long brown hair behind her as she sauntered toward her chaise lounge.

“I don’t know Steve.  This is moving too fast for me.  Let me think about that.”

He reached out to tap me on the shoulder, “Absolutely, Mike.  You think about it.  Bring it up to Kate.  See what she says.  Meanwhile, if you want we can put something on the calendar for a week or so out for the four of us.  Talk to Kate and get back to me.  You have my number.”

“I’d prefer to have you and Margot over again…”

“I know you would, Mike.  But find out what Kate wants.  If she wants both of us every time, then that’s how it will be.  But Kate likes men, Mike.  Margot can’t do what a man can do for her.”

I looked at Kate reclining on her chaise lounge like a goddess, her lithe arms relaxed at her sides with one leg bent tantalizingly like they both were when Steve was fucking her.  The image of the two of them alone in the throes of passion while I was at work was searing in my brain.

“OK, Steve.  Thanks.  I will think about it.”

As I began to walk away, he shouted out, “Just ask her!”

I just turned and waved.

I walked back to Kate in a trance, unable to process what had just happened.  Steve hardly knew Kate, yet after one intimate encounter he was sure she would do it again – behind my back.  I watched her lounging back on her chair, again with her giant sunglasses and floppy hat, facing the sun as it bathed her in its golden glow.  I couldn’t imagine that innocent face betraying me so easily.

“How’s Steve, Honey?  You were gone a long time.”

Her question snapped me back to reality.  She hadn’t actually done anything, but I had been looking at her as if she had.

“Oh, he’s good.  He just showed me around the cabana.  Those places are nice!  They’re like hotel rooms, except the sides all have sliding glass doors that open.  Pretty swanky.”

“Sounds nice.  Must be nice to have that kind of money.”

I thought about that.  Kate and I weren’t poor by any means.  But we were living in rental housing.  Someday, we would want a place of our own.

“Someday, Babe.  Someday.”

We spent another hour or so at the pool and then headed home.  We needed to get some groceries and get ready for the dreaded Monday morning.  At least I did – for Kate, every day was a weekend.

I was a basket case all week, thinking about my conversation with Steve.  I wanted nothing more than for Kate to continue seeing Steve, but I wanted it to be while I was with her.  Letting her see him alone seemed too personal – too dangerous.  Yet the thought of her wanting him so badly that she would have sex with him behind my back was eating away at me.  I’d wake up early every day and that was the first thing I thought of.  I imagined sneaking home from work and watching through the windows of our bedroom, watching her engage in every manner of sexual debauchery I could imagine with him.  And there seemed to be no limit to my imagination.  By the time my alarm went off each morning, I was so turned on I had to have sex with her.  She was a sport about it – always letting me go through my routine with her, and every morning she seemed as excited about the sex as I was.  Unfortunately, every morning I was still unable to make her cum, and I never took the time to go down on her before I fucked her.  I just didn’t have the patience – I needed to release the demons that had been torturing my twisted brain all night.  By Friday I felt I needed to tell Steve something.  I decided to tell him I couldn’t ask her to see him without me being there.  He took it in stride, but not the direction I was expecting.

“Then I will drop in on her myself and see what happens.”

Another sucker punch.  I was beginning to regret ever being alone with him.

“You would do that?”

“Mike, you told me yourself you want her to see me again.  I think this is the best way.  I think it is how she would want it.”

“How can you be so sure?  Has she said anything to you?”

“She doesn’t need to.  I saw it in her eyes when I made her cum – all three times.  She was almost shocked the first time it happened – like someone who just won the lottery.  The second time she was ecstatic.  She looked like she had just discovered the fountain of youth.  The third time she was hooked.  One way or another, she will want to feel that again.  And not just every couple of weeks.  I can give that to her all week long if she wants it.  And I think she does.”

I was catatonic with lust and fear.  I never felt so small and helpless in my life. I wanted what he was saying to be true and not true at the same time.  “All week long”?  I had dreamed about that, but did I really want it?  But what I wanted didn’t matter – Steve was saying he was going to try to get Kate to cheat on me whether I agreed to it or not.  I tried to appeal to some sense of honor he might have.

“What about Margot?  She’ll find out if you start having an affair with Kate.”

“Oh, Margot knows where this is going.  All of the Alpha couples have an arrangement.  Hell, she helped get me this far!”

Of course he was right about Margot.  She was complicit in all of this.  But realizing that actually put my mind slightly more at ease.  All we were talking about really was swinging.  And all I really needed to do was see if what Steve was saying about Kate was true.  Afterall, the danger was still minimal.  Whether Steve was fucking Kate while Margot and I were there or if they did it behind our backs, the result was the same.  And the fact that Steve was willing to let Margot and me know about it made it seem safer. 

On the other hand, what about Kate?  If she was willing to fuck Steve behind my back what did that say about our marriage?  About her sexual satisfaction with me?  About her respect for ‘us’ at all?  If she would do that, it’s possible I didn’t even know her – or worse, she never really knew herself.  Cheating on me would be admitting she had made a mistake marrying me.

All of these thoughts were tearing me apart.  But in the end, I had to know what Kate would do.  I realized I needed to give Steve the permission he was no longer asking for.  I looked up at him and gave in.

“OK.  When are you planning to go over there?”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Steve suggested he would pay his surprise visit the following Monday, July 22nd.  He was extremely anxious, having tasted her fruit a long ten days before.  He suggested I spend the weekend revving her up for him, telling her that I fantasize about her having sex with him while I’m at work, etc.  I don’t know how he knew about that, but it was true.  It wasn’t only the early morning visions I had – I thought about it almost every waking moment.  But now that she had sex with him, things had changed.  The next step was to see what kind of raging slut Steve could unleash inside of my sweet, innocent wife. 

It was a cloudy weekend, so we didn’t go to the pool.  We mostly ran our errands and sat around reading both days and went into town for dinner on Saturday.  I’m not sure what Kate thought of me that weekend, but she asked me several times what I was thinking when she caught me staring off into space, lost in the porno movie in my mind.  By Sunday afternoon, I decided to tell her while we sat having our pre-dinner cocktail on the patio.

“So have you had enough time to decide if you will want to see Steve again?”

She put down her phone and sighed, “See Steve?  I can’t help but ‘see’ Steve.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I don’t know, Mike.  Why?”

“I’m just asking.  I know he wants to see you again.”

“How do you know that?”

“Because I know Steve.  And Margot said he was ‘obsessed’ with you.   I think it’s odd he didn’t come by while I was at work last week.”

“Well, that would be wrong.  He wouldn’t cheat on Margot.  He loves her too much.”

That broke my heart.  Kate really was a sweet, innocent girl, too naïve to understand the dynamics of Steve and Margot’s relationship.  Margot was wife and wingman to Steve, a concept Kate was way too young and sheltered to understand.

“Sweetie, what if Margot didn’t consider that cheating?”

She looked out across the lake toward Steve’s house, contemplating that thought.

“I still would, Mike.  I wouldn’t do that behind her back or yours.”

“What if I didn’t consider it cheating either?”

That got her attention.  She rotated on her chase lounge and faced me, “Mike, what are you talking about?”

“I’m just saying I think you should see Steve again.  You seemed to enjoy it on Friday.  Don’t you want to feel that again?”

She sat there staring at me, literally scanning my eyes as if looking for an opening into my twisted mind.

“You want me to see Steve again?”

“If you want to, then yes.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

“Why would you not want to?”

“Oh, I don’t know, maybe because it could ruin everyone’s lives?”

I laughed.  That seemed a bit dramatic, but again, Kate was not grasping the swinger mentality.  People like Margot and Steve see sex as entertainment, not as a commitment like Kate still did.  Kate was not laughing.

“Kate, Steve doesn’t want to marry you.  He wants to have sex with you.  That’s all.  And if that brings you pleasure, I think you should do it.”

Kate sat back on her lounge frustrated.  She had no idea that the plan was already in motion for Steve to pay her a visit in less than 18 hours and she would need to make a choice.  I felt I was doing her a favor, making it easier on her to decide what to do when the time came.  In my heart I wanted her to have what Steve could give her – a sex life as fulfilling as anyone could have.  There is such a brief window in our lives where we are able to have that, and Kate’s was just beginning to open.  Society’s expectations were the only thing holding Kate back.

“All I’m saying Kate is that if the opportunity presents itself and you want to do it, don’t worry about me.  I can’t give you what Steve can.  I know that.  But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t have it.”

Kate continued looking across the lake, perhaps cursing the conniving couple that lived there for upending her life.  She wiped away a tear from her cheek and got up from her chair, walking silently into the house to make dinner.

After we turned off the lights that night I climbed on top of Kate and looked into her eyes.  She looked back at me, waiting for me to speak.

“Are we OK?”

“Yes, Mike.  We’re OK.”

Kate spread her legs and reached down between mine.  I lifted my hips and felt her warm fingers wrap completely around my flaccid cock.  She began stroking me gently as she looked into my eyes.

“You know if I let Steve have his way he may never want to stop…”

My dick was hardening quickly in her hand.

“I do…”

“You’re OK with that?  Steve fucking me any time he wants?”

I was losing the ability to speak, but breathed out my answer, “I am…”

My cock was now rock hard as she pulled it toward her and rubbed it against her slit.  It slid easily between her lips, becoming quickly coated with her creamy juices.  She was as turned on as I was.  She rubbed me back and forth a few times and let go of my cock, signaling me to plunge myself into her.  She gasped as I bottomed out, and then laid there silently as I began slowly fucking her.  I wanted both of us to lay like that forever, as close as possible, floating on our blissful cloud, imagining the possibilities of our young lives.  She was so wet, so smooth, like silk on a baby’s behind.  Nothing could have been more perfect.  I thought about the day to come, about Kate spreading her legs just like that for Steve, wrapping her arms around his muscular back, moaning under the strain and cumming constantly, joining herself closer to him with each successive orgasm.  And then I came, putting the exclamation mark on the last thing I said to Kate before that fateful day.

____________

I was a basket case the next day, waiting for the text from Steve.  I woke up and wordlessly fucked Kate again, leaving her no doubt how I felt about her “cheating” on me.  I imagined that in less than 4 hours it would be Steve on top of her feeling my cum inside of her.  That’s when I lost it.  But despite all of the sex Kate and I were having, sex was all I could think of.  I felt like a teenage boy with a stack of porno mags, except the porno mags were seared in my brain and my wife was the star.  To alleviate the tension, I had to duck into the unisex toilet room in the lower level of our building to whack off in private twice that day.

When the text finally came around 3:30 the buzz on my wrist nearly gave me a heart attack.  I quickly pulled back the cuff of my shirt to read the message on my Fitbit.

“I was right.  In fact, it was…”

My heart stopped.  I quickly pulled my phone out to read the rest of the text.

“I was right.  In fact, it was easier than I thought.” 😊

I stood and stared at the text, wondering how it could have been that easy.  I expected at least some resistance.  I thought maybe Kate would express her apprehension, maybe ask for more time to think about it.  I figured Steve would need to try more than just once to convince her.  But that’s not what happened.  Kate fucked him on her first opportunity.  I banged out a response as fast as I could.

“OMG.  Are you still there?”

“No.  Kate was nervous you would come home so I left.  Better hurry home if you want to feel her freshly fucked pussy!”

I dropped the phone to my side and tried to process his words.  I pictured her plastered to the bed passed out, her legs spread with Steve’s cum oozing from her reddened pussy.  She wouldn’t be expecting me home that early.  I thought if I hurried, I could maybe catch her still in bed.

The next thing I remember I was racing to my car, not even bothering to close down my computer.  On the ride home, all I could do was replay the scenes that might have happened, trying to imagine how Steve could have fucked Kate so easily.  What did he say to her?  Did she try to resist?  Did he pounce on her as soon as he entered the Foyer?  Pin her against the wall and kiss her hard?  Did she reach down as he did and grab his dick through his shorts?  Drop to her knees and suck his dick?  All I could think of was Kate desperately devouring his cock in every way imaginable – like a kid in a candy shop.  I wondered what they did for 3 hours.  3 hours!  Kate and I had never had sex for 3 hours.

As I approached the front door of the villa I took a deep breath to try to calm myself down.  Kate didn’t know that I knew what I did – I wanted to see what she would do when she saw me.  I opened the door quietly, not wanting to wake her if she was still lying in bed.  I walked quietly across the Living Room to the Bedroom, detecting the smell of men’s cologne in the room.  Walking through the sliding glass doors I saw the bed was made and Kate was nowhere to be seen.  I was slightly confused  - was Steve lying to me?  Did he not fuck Kate and just say he did?  As I pondered that thought, the Bathroom door opened and Kate walked out, wearing her white terrycloth robe and wrapping her long dark hair in a white towel.  When she saw me, she shrieked.

“Mike!  What are you doing home?”

“Oh, I thought I’d knock off early today.  What are you doing?  Talking a shower at 4 pm?”

“You scared the shit out of me!  I went for a run.  Thought I’d get cleaned up before you got home.”

She went to the dresser and grabbed a pair of underwear.

“Are you using a new shampoo?”

“No, why?”

“I smell men’s cologne or something...”

She continued walking back to the Bathroom, “Oh, that must be Steve.  He stopped by to check on me.”

I yelled to her while I stayed behind in the room, “Oh?  I thought you were out running.”

She yelled back, “He must have seen me out.  He drove in right as I got home.”

So he was there.  I looked around the room for evidence that they had sex but saw nothing.  Maybe Steve was pulling my chain.  But that would be awfully stupid.  Steve didn’t seem like the kind of guy who needed to fake his conquests.  Maybe they didn’t have sex in the Bedroom?  But I could definitely sense Steve’s presence.  I could smell him.

I walked over to the bed and looked at the pillows and the comforter.  Nothing was out of place.  That’s when I saw it.  My heart dropped to the floor.  Steve was not lying to me after all.

“Kate?  Can you come in here?”

Kate walked out of the Bathroom and looked at me as I stood next to the nightstand on my side of the bed.

“What is this, Kate?”

She looked at my face confused and then nervously looked down at my hand.

“A water glass?  Why?”

“Because I put my water glass in the dishwasher this morning.”

She dropped her hands by her side and stood looking at me, barely breathing.

I then walked to the bed and pulled back the covers.  Two large wet spots and several small ones riddled the middle of the bed.  I was hit by a wave of something – adrenaline?  Dopamine?  I almost lost my balance.  I dropped the sheet and squeezed the words through my constricting throat.

“You did it…”

“Mike…”

The feelings I had were indescribable.  Feelings of victory and loss, lust and fear, control and chaos.  I needed answers to determine which of those emotions would prevail.  But to get answers, I needed questions I couldn’t formulate.  I was completely unprepared for the reality of what had happened.

“You actually did it…”

“Mike, I… “

I looked at her in disbelief.

“Mike, I just did what you’ve been talking about for weeks… what you said last night...”

“But you were so ambivalent about it… I never thought…”

I looked back at the bed, surveying the evidence of what had obviously been a very intense afternoon of sex.

She put her hands on her knees and screamed at me, “Mike!  It’s all you ever talked about!  Steve wanted it, you wanted it, you said Margot was OK with it…”

I remained calm on the exterior, which was easy in the stunned state I was in.  Inside, I was being ripped apart.

“And you weren’t going to tell me about it?”

Kate was sobbing uncontrollably, her hands covering both eyes. Her next statement was more wail than response.

“I wasn’t sure what to do...”

Her pleading cries snapped me from my stupor.  Parents use shame as a powerful teaching tool on their children.  We all know it’s an emotion we never forget, and we never want to feel it again.  That wasn’t my intention, and I certainly didn’t want Kate associating me with pain and Steve with pleasure.  I walked toward her and gently placed my hands on her drooping shoulders.

“Don’t cry, Kate.  It’s not your fault.”

She sobbed some more as I pulled her against my chest.  Holding her tiny body close to mine felt different than it ever had – suddenly she seemed more distant, more capable of doing things for herself, rather than for ‘us’.  I looked over the towel on her head to the stains on the bed, trying to imagine what had happened.   Given the size of the two large spots, I imagined Steve had probably fucked her there for a considerable length of time in the missionary position.  Was she on her knees with Steve’s cum dripping onto the bed to cause the smaller ones?

The feelings of loss, fear and chaos ebbed away with each sob from Kate.  It was clear she was sorry for what she had done and was looking for forgiveness from me.  And as they faded, the feeling of lust took control.

“How long was he here?”

“Maybe an hour or two… Mike, you’ve been telling me you wanted me to do this.”

“There’s a big difference between one and two hours, Kate.  How long was he here?”

“I don’t know, Mike.  A while.  Two hours?  Maybe a little more?”

I knew it was closer to three.  The stains alone bore that out.  It looked as if Steve had cum at least twice.  Kate and my sex sessions never lasted more than 30 minutes – maybe 40 on a good day.  I stepped back from her and looked deep into her reddened eyes.  She looked so sad, which actually made me feel better, even though her expression could not have been more different than how she must have looked at Steve less than an hour before.   But at that time control was a zero sum game to me; the control one person lost was gained by the other.  Kate was asking for my forgiveness, and I was in control.

“Take that towel off your head, Kate.”

She unwrapped the towel from her hair and stood looking sheepishly at me.  She wiped a tear from her eye with the edge of the towel and looked back at me.  I looked at her quivering lips, wondering if they had been wrapped around Steve’s cock only hours before.

“Now take off that robe and lie on the bed.”

She dropped the robe and sat down on the bed, then laid on her back just to my side of the two large wet spots.  As she did, I took off my shirt.  She then watched from the bed apprehensively as I unbuckled my belt, then my pants, and slid both my pants and underwear to the floor.  At that point there was no hiding how I felt about what she had done.  My cock was straining desperately toward her.  After removing my socks, I slid onto the bed on top of her, positioning my impossibly hard cock between her legs and holding myself up to look straight into her eyes.

“Did he cum inside of you?”

“Mike…”

“It’s OK, Kate.  Just tell me…”

I reached down between my legs and grabbed my cock, sliding it between the sodden folds of her pussy.  She felt like a warm bowl of vanilla pudding.

“Yes… he did.”

“How many times?”

“Twice.”

As she spoke I continued sliding my cock up and down.  She felt so different, so warm and moist, so… open.  I couldn’t tell if I was inside of her or not.

“Did you cum again?”

“Yes…”

“How many times?”

My cock was hard enough to allow me to let go of it and begin to slowly push forward.

“I don’t know, Mike… three, four times?”

For some reason her answer hurt more than I expected it to.  In my excitement the previous week or so, I had been egregiously lax at making her cum.  Steve making her cum four times was a stark contrast to my performance.

“You never cum when I fuck you, do you?”

“No, but…”

“But what?  His dick bigger than mine?”

“Mike…”

I pushed my hips forward until I felt myself enveloped by a warmth unlike anything I had ever felt before, even after her first time with Steve.  I slid so easily into her, barely feeling her touching me at all.  I whispered breathlessly into her ear, “He is bigger, Kate.  I can feel it.”

I began sliding slowly in and out of her with my head on the pillow next to her head, watching it bob back and forth.  Her eyes were closed, her mouth open.  I wondered if she was thinking of Steve – like I was.

“Did you suck his cock?”

“Mike… we had sex…”

“Just tell me.  I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes, I sucked his cock...”

“Did he ask you to, or did you just do it?”

“Mike, we were just…”

“Did he ask you to, Kate?”

“There was so much going on...  It was just there…so I did it…”

“You’ve never sucked my cock, Kate…”

“You never asked me to…”

I paused, wondering if she was implying that her never having sucked my cock was my fault.

“You sucked his cock because you wanted him to fuck you again?”

“I…”

“You what, Kate?”

“I wanted to do something for him...”

“After all he had been doing for you?”

“Yes…”

I was getting seriously close to coming, despite how loose her pussy felt on my cock.  I pictured the head of my cock churning through the pool of cum inside of her.  I pictured her on her hands and knees, sucking Steve’s massive cock while her pussy ached to cum again.  I pictured her begging him to fuck her harder before she exploded with orgasm after orgasm.  And I lost it.  My body spasmed into a rigid arch, like a bow and arrow, my cock piercing her body and filling her already saturated pussy.  I had never cum so hard in my life.  It must have startled Kate as much as it did me.  When I had twitched every last drop into her I collapsed hard, smothering her under the full weight of my limp body.  She silently ran her fingers through my hair, surely wondering what the fuck was going on.


CHAPTER NINE

My performance that day after Steve had left was exceptionally pitiful.  After all he had done for her, I lasted maybe 15 minutes inside of her before losing it.  I’m pretty sure she didn’t even feel me at all.  Nevertheless, we stayed in bed and talked while I held her next to me.  We had a lot to talk about.

“Did you two talk about seeing each other again?”

“A little.”

“What did you decide?”

“We didn’t decide anything.  He said he wants me to meet him at the gym every Monday, Wednesday and Friday.”

That sent a jolt through my loins, like some kind of penis defibrillator.

“Every Monday, Wednesday and Friday??  What did you say?”

She responded softly, obviously still wary about my state of mind, “I didn’t answer.  I said I’d think about it.”

My mind was spinning again.  ‘Think about it’?  What was she going to think about?  Is that too much sex?  Is it wrong to see another man behind your husband’s back three days a week?

“And what exactly would you be thinking about?”

“Mike, I didn’t know what else to say.  I couldn’t just say no, and I couldn’t just say yes!”

We both contemplated that thought quietly, until Kate spoke again.

“Steve said you would be OK with that.  He suggested I ask you.  That’s what I said I would think about.  I wasn’t sure I could.”

But she wanted to.  That was the implication.  She wanted to ask me if she could.   My cock stirred a little more.

“Well, now that I know, is that what you want?”

She sighed and rolled on her back, putting her arm over her eyes in frustration.  “I don’t know what I want, Mike.”

I rolled over on top of her and spread her legs with mine.  She looked down to see my hard cock pointing directly at her gaping pussy, then looked back at me.

“Steve was right.  I would be OK with that…”

I pushed my hips forward and buried myself deep inside of her for the second time.  We both knew I had never recovered so quickly before.  Kate was experiencing a lot of ‘firsts’ that day.  My body slapped against the hot, sticky fluids oozing from hers, like I knew it would if she began seeing Steve on a regular basis.  But as I fucked her I told her in no uncertain terms that was exactly what I wanted. I wanted her to start going to the gym with Steve, and to do whatever else she wanted to do with him.  I would be at work all day anyway, so she was free to do as she pleased while I was gone.  All I asked was that she tell me all about her day when I got home.  As I whispered these thoughts in her ear I tried hard not to cum, concentrating instead on rotating my pelvic bone against her clit, trying as hard as I could to get her off.  I thought I had a good chance to succeed – having already cum four times that day I thought I would naturally be able to last longer.  And the reduced friction of her stretched out, cum-filled pussy helped as well.  I could tell her excitement was building along with mine.  She moaned with approval each time I told her what I wanted her to do with Steve.  The tension was building between us.

“Are you going to suck his cock next time?”

“Yes…”

“Do you want him to cum in your mouth?”

“Yes…I want to taste him…”

“Do you want to feel his cock inside of you again?”

“Yes I do!”

“Are you going to cum for him?”

“YES, Mike!  YES!”

I pulled myself away from her clit and began pounding into her furiously.  She groaned under the onslaught.  I fucked her as fast and as hard as I could, desperately trying to make her cum.  By then her pussy was a sloppy mess, with my thighs making a loud smacking noise each time they slapped against her cum smeared legs.  It was all too much.  When I came my body froze.  I was completely unable to continue, paralyzed in mid-thrust as my cock began pumping a fourth load of sperm into Kate’s well-used body.  That was another first for Kate that day.  She had never taken four loads of cum in one day, although, as I drained my body into hers, all I could think of was that very, very soon, she would do it again.  And again.

____________

Several days later I had a chance to ask Steve how he was able to convince Kate to jump in bed with him so easily.  He just laughed and said he didn’t need to convince her at all.  He said he walked in, gently pressed her against the wall, and just stared at her.  After that she “practically ripped his clothes off”.  That image of her releasing her pent up desire for another man stuck in my brain, fueling more than one intense masturbation session during those times I couldn’t get my relief from her. 

Once the affair officially began it was apparent how sexually deprived Kate had been with me and how anxious she was to make up for lost time.  Steve began fucking her multiple times a day several days per week – never while I was around, but Kate made no effort to hide what was going on.  She told me how they would meet at the gym every Monday, Wednesday and Friday to work out together.  After that, they might go to the spa for massages, or to sit in the sauna or swim in the grotto.  Then they would come to our villa to shower and have sex for an hour or two.  Afterward, if the weather was nice, they would join Margot at the pool and have lunch brought in from Steve’s executive chef and eat it on the terrace.  Then they would come back to our place and have sex again.   Some days I would come home and she would still be in bed, worn out from the day’s festivities and waiting for me to revel in the feel of her used pussy.  My racing heart was all she needed to hear to know I was OK with what she was doing.

She would always answer my questions about what she did – how many times she came, how many times Steve came, etc.  But I never really got a full description of the things they were doing.  That information only trickled out in the form of changes to her abilities in bed.  I noticed the oral sex first.  During all of our years together, Kate never came close to putting my cock in her mouth, let alone letting me cum in her mouth.  But after only a few weeks with Steve, one night after lying down with her and expecting to initiate our usual sex routine, she suddenly sat up and rolled over me, then smiled as she descended down my body.  When she reached my cock, she swooped down and lapped it up into her mouth without touching it.  I watched in amazement as she skillfully sucked me to full extension and manipulated me with her tongue until I erupted with a fury, pumping my molten seed into her mouth. I looked down to see her looking back at me smiling, as if to acknowledge she was demonstrating a new skill she learned while having sex with Steve.  She also adopted a technique of getting herself into the cowgirl position and grinding her clit against my pelvic bone as she fucked me.  It was during one of these sessions that she was finally able to cum while I was fucking her, and she had pretty much done the work herself.  

But it wasn’t just the quality of the sex with her that was improving drastically – it was also the quantity.  They say that if your partner suddenly wants more and more sex, they’re probably having an affair.  I can attest to the truthfulness of that theory.  Kate was insatiable.  Even on days she knew Steve was coming over, she would wake me in the morning by snuggling up next to me, then reaching down to massage my dick until I was hard enough for her to climb on top of me ride us both to an incredible orgasm before my alarm went off.  And then I would fuck her again when I got home while she recounted her day with Steve. 

Through all of those first weeks, the one thing that was egregiously missing, or better the one person, was Margot.  Despite being the initial instigator of all of this, she had basically disappeared.  That all changed one day I came home and Kate greeted me at the door with a deep kiss.  I thought that was a little unusual but I went with the flow.  When she broke the kiss she looked up at me smiling.  I was confused.

“What?”

“You don’t smell anything different?”

I kissed her again.

“I do.  Your face smells slightly…musky?  What is that?”

“I sucked my first pussy today!  That’s Margot’s pussy on my face – I left it there for you.”

I was shocked.  Everything about what she said was so out of character for Kate, but leaving Margot’s pussy juice on her face so I could smell it?  That was off the charts.

“I wish I could have seen that!  Did she cum?”

“She did!  And when she did, Steve came inside of me and made Margot suck it all from my pussy.  It was so naughty!”

“How many times did you cum?”

“Oh my God, three or four times?  I lost count.”

“From Margot?”

“Twice from Margot, and twice from Steve.  They each came twice too.  Afterward, we just laid in bed tangled together, too wiped out to move.  We fell asleep like that.”

I was actually relieved to hear that Margot was finally involved in one of Kate’s and Steve’s dates.  I was beginning to feel like Margot’s initial seduction of Kate was just a ruse – that she really didn’t have any part in what Steve was doing with Kate.  I also worried about how Margot felt about Steve spending so much time with his new sex toy.  The fact that she was never involved had to be causing tension at home.  But evidently everything was fine with Margot and Steve.

I was also kind of amazed that Kate had gone down on Margot.  When things began with Margot, I of course thought it was inevitable that one day it would be her turn to reciprocate, but I began to lose conviction when Steve took over and kept Kate to himself.  Now that she had done it, another barrier to her complete sexual liberation was eliminated.

____________

Looking back on that time it is now obvious to me that Kate and I were at pretty much the apex of our time together with Margot and Steve.  As far as either of us were concerned, things could not have been going better.  Kate could do whatever she wanted with Steve and Margot and feel free to share the details with me.  I was benefitting from Kate’s “perpetual horniness” as Steve promised I would, and Kate’s days were filled with joy and companionship just as I had always wanted for her.  Things could not have been better.

That all changed the day Kate informed me that we had been invited to the Blanche/Noir party on Saturday, August 24th.  This wasn’t welcome news to me.  It had been a couple of months since the infamous party where Margot went down on Kate the first time, and we left that gig pretty abruptly, practically stumbling over the tangle of naked bodies in the Living Room.  Now that Steve and Kate were full-blown lovers, I couldn’t imagine the party ending any better, at least for me.

I tried convincing Kate that we should decline the invitation – she had a great thing going with Steve and Margot and there was no reason to have sex with them in front of the entire community.  She agreed, but said Steve didn’t really ask her as much as inform her that he wanted her there.  He said he wanted to “show her off” to his friends.  Given the nature of the community, this should not have been unexpected.  But it was.  I had thought Steve respected Kate enough to keep what she was doing private from the rest of the community. What he really wanted was to demonstrate how had cuckolded yet another unsuspecting man and parade his wife around as another of his conquests.

Further proof of this was the fact that during one of their days together, he actually took her shopping.  They did their usual routine – working out together at the gym, then coming to our place to have sex.  They then drove downtown to have lunch and hit some dress shops on Broadway.  Kate said they had an “amazing” time.  She loved trying on all of the different dresses and showing them off to Steve.  She said he was so complimentary, loving everything she put on.  She ended up coming home with 3 dresses and a very horny boyfriend. He actually made her model them again while he laid on the bed stroking his dick, and then made her suck his cock before fucking her while one of them was hiked up around her waist.  That was the dress he wanted her to wear to the party.

It was a good choice.  That night I sat on the bed fully clothed and watched her emerge from the closet wearing a white dress with an embroidered, bejeweled peacock rising up from the bottom in shades of teal and black.  The dress was a thin, silky number that seemed to shimmer and flow across her body like molten metal.  Kate didn’t wear a bra with it – it was too low cut with tiny, almost invisible straps on top and a plunging ‘V’ in the back.  But she tried wearing her tiniest G-string panties to no avail - the straps were too visible around her waist, so she abandoned those too.  The only other accessories she wore were a pair of strappy, 4” sandals that accentuated her amazing calves and feet, a diamond solitaire silver necklace, two diamond studs in her ears, and a cubic zirconia ‘diamond’ bracelet on her right wrist.  And, of course, her diamond infinity wedding ring and 1.5 carat diamond engagement ring on her left hand.  If she did end up losing her dress at the party, she would be a diamond studded sight to behold.  In fact, looking at her, it occurred to me that Kate was no longer the cute, innocent new girl on the block.  Her stunning beauty coupled with her newfound sexual allure threatened to flip Margot’s famously stubborn jealousy switch.  And neither of us wanted that.

Kate’s arrival at the party was like Cinderella arriving at the ball, minus the carriage. We walked through the empty house out onto the terrace.  As we did, all heads turned towards us and the buzz of conversation stopped.  It was frightening; I half expected everyone to yell, “Surprise!”  Instead, Steve bounded up the steps to greet us.  He quickly shook my hand and then turned to Kate, placing his hands on both of her hips.

“You look stunning, darling.”

“Darling?”  I wasn’t prepared for that level of familiarity.  Kate blushed as Steve kissed her softly on the lips.  He then turned to me.

“Mike, why don’t you grab yourself a drink while I reintroduce Kate to all of the Alphas?  It’s been a while since she’s seen them all.”

He then whisked Kate away, leaving me looking for a friendly face to talk to.  I saw Liam across the pool talking with some of the other Betas and went over to say hello.

“Hello, Liam!  How are you?”
“I’m good, Mike.  Welcome to your second Blanche/Noir.  I wasn’t sure I’d ever see you at one of these again.”

“Well, it wasn’t my choice.  Steve invited Kate and I couldn’t let her come alone.”

“Ahhh.  So, the rumors are true…”

“Rumors?”

“Oh, just that Steve was intending to introduce Kate tonight.”

“’Introduce’ Kate?  She’s been introduced to everyone.”

“No, introduce… to the full Blanche/Noir ‘experience’, if you will.”

The “Blanche/Noir experience” could only mean one thing – that Steve was planning on involving Kate in the debauchery we stumbled through during our last escape.  But that was definitely NOT something Kate had agreed to! 

“I don’t think so, Liam.  I assume you know she has been seeing Steve and Margot?”

“Oh God yes.  Everyone knows what goes on around here.  The Alphas don’t attempt to hide anything.  In fact, it’s quite the opposite!  But yeah, Alexa has seen them together…at the gym, at the pool, at the cabana…”

“Well, that’s what’s going on here.  Steve wants to show Kate off to everyone.  She understands that, and she agreed, but she did not agree to having sex with anyone but him and Margot.”

“Ahhh!  OK.  Then we got it wrong I guess.  You know how rumors are!”

He smiled and took a sip of his beer.  His voice didn’t sound very sincere.  I looked around to see Steve standing with Kate, his hand stroking the bare skin on her back as he spoke with David, the number two Alpha.  They looked like the king and queen of the party.  Margot was some distance away in an animated conversation with two of the Alpha wives.  All of the women were dressed in various iterations of sheer, sexy, long dresses with bikinis underneath designed to attract attention, but none of them glowed like Kate.  She had an aura of sex and glamour that was simply blinding.

As the night progressed Margot eventually grabbed Kate and sat her down on a chaise lounge next to hers by the bar. The Alpha males were standing nearby laughing and yelling as alpha males do, but generally ignored the women.  It wasn’t until after 10 pm that I saw Steve say something to Margot that got Kate’s attention.  Kate looked at Steve and blushed as Steve and the two Aplhas he was with walked over to stand next to Kate’s lounge.  After several more minutes of banter between the men and Margot, Kate looked confused. When Margot addressed her, she looked Margot, then at Steve, then slowly moved to sit on the edge of her lounge chair, directly in front of Steve. David and Mark stood on either side of Steve.  This didn’t look good.

As I watched from across the pool, I could see Steve fidgeting with the waistband of his suit.  When he pulled it down, I almost fell off my lounge.  I was completely unprepared for that.  He stood looking at Kate, saying something to her as he lifted his cock and began stroking it toward her face.  She waited for him to stop speaking, then reached out to grab the growing rod of flesh pointed at her face. 

Now, you need to remember I had only seen Kate and Steve have sex once, so I had no idea what they did together.  Maybe he wanted to cum on her face in front of his friends?  Maybe he was planning on fucking her after she got him good and hard?  I had no idea. But it all seemed blatantly exploitive of Kate.  This could not have been something she wanted to be doing.

She continued to tug tenderly on Steve’s fire hose of a cock while looking up at him obediently, seemingly unconcerned that two near total strangers were standing on either side of Steve watching her every move.   As Steve’s dick hardened noticeably in her hand, Kate watched it grow to its maximum length and girth.  It must have felt heavy in her hand, since she raised the other one and wrapped them both around the shaft, leaving only the tennis ball-size head and a couple of inches exposed. She then leaned forward to wrap her lips around the head, stuffing as much of it as she possibly could into her mouth.  She couldn’t fit much more than that, but she gamely let go of his dick and grabbed both of his hips with her hands and began bobbing back and forth, slathering him with her saliva.  Steve watched her for a brief moment, then said something to Mark that elicited a knowing laugh.  With each pass, Kate was able to get a little more of him into her mouth.

The sudden turn of events caught everybody’s attention.  No one had ever seen a marvel like Kate sucking a cock like that. It was truly stunning to watch.  As she continued sucking on Steve, the other Alphas began gathering around them.  Steve took his hands from Kate’s head and pulled the flimsy straps from her shoulders, allowing her dress to fall to her waist.  Now everyone could see Kate’s perfect breasts exposed for the first time, swaying gently back and forth with each bob of her head.

I will never forget the sound of Kate’s lips on Steve as they caressed the soft veins wrapping his rigid shaft.  It’s all I could hear. Everyone was so quiet, perhaps stunned as I was, perhaps too turned on to speak.  But the slurping sound of Kate enthusiastically sucking Steve off echoed across the water directly into my brain.  In my catatonic state, I swore the Alphas were closing the circle around her like a scene from Dante’s Inferno.  Liam’s voice began ringing in my head, warning me of Steve’s plans for Kate and I began to panic.  What if his plan was to cum in Kate’s mouth and then move aside, letting David or Mark take their turns with her?  I wondered whether I needed to stop everything right there.  But what if that wasn’t his plan?  What if this was only some kind of demonstration of his dominion over Kate?  Stopping him would embarrass Kate.  As I mulled over my options, Margot changed the equation.  She rose from her chair and lowered the back of Kate’s, creating a bed for Kate to lie on.

Steve pulled his cock from Kate’s mouth, eliciting a gasp to catch her breath.  She wiped her face with the back of her hand, looking up at Steve, oblivious to the leering men around her.  Steve motioned for her to lay back on the lounge, then reached down to remove her dress.  He handed it to David and climbed between Kate’s legs. 

It all seemed so ceremonial.  Perhaps it was the audience, or Kate’s silent compliance, but it felt like I was witnessing a ritual of some kind.  As Steve held himself above Kate, all I could see was her legs spreading wide and his ass begin to drop.  He reached between his legs and hesitated before dropping again.  Unlike the first time, Kate did not struggle.  Steve lifted each of her legs and bent them back toward her head, then put his arms out beside her, effectively locking her legs with her knees by her ears.  She was helpless beneath him, girding herself for the onslaught that was sure to come.

It was at that moment I saw from the corners of my eyes several faces turn toward me.  They obviously wanted to see how I was reacting to what was happening.  That’s when I first realized the object of the ritual – it was not a virgin sacrifice.  It was a public shaming.  Of me.  Steve was demonstrating his complete mastery of Kate, and by extension, of me.  He was going to make my wife squeal and beg for him to make her cum, disemboweling our marriage in the process, and leaving me helpless to stop him.  And it was working.  I had never felt so humiliated in my life.

But Kate had no idea what I was feeling or even what was going on around her.  Steve had barely begun fucking her before she exploded beneath him in a thunderous orgasm, digging her nails into his powerful arms as he pummeled her relentlessly.  I was so confused and disoriented that I almost lost track of the real danger, but while my status in the community was irretrievably lost, Kate’s was not.  I couldn’t let her be devoured by the wolves closing in around her.   It took every ounce of strength I could summon, but I was able to drag myself from my chair and cross the pool deck.  As I got closer to Steve I could hear Kate’s pleading voice.  As I got even closer I could hear him growling in her ear.

“Do you want to cum again, Kate?”

“Yes…”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Steve!  Make me cum…”

“Do you want me to cum this time?”

“Yes, Steve.  Cum inside me!”

Steve picked up the pace of his thrusts, Kate’s legs still hog tied above her.  She moaned as the feelings swelled inside of her.  Steve groaned under the strain of his assault.  If this was what sex was like with him, I was amazed Kate could still walk when I got home at night.  Steve’s balls slapped hard against Kate’s saturated ass as he plunged into her, and her pussy lips strained on his way back out.  I had never seen anyone fucked so thoroughly in my life.  When Kate finally came again, Steve gave in as well, arching his back and gritting his teeth toward the night sky as he filled her thoroughly used pussy with his seed.  The guys all watched with approval, chuckling and encouraging Steve to give her everything he had.  And he did.  His muscular ass clenched involuntarily several times as he finished, eventually falling onto Kate completely breathless. 

After several minutes, he lifted himself from Kate and looked into her eyes.

“Are you ready for more, Babe?”

She laughed in breathless disbelief, “Are you??”

“God no!  I’m spent!  But there are 5 more guys waiting for their turn.  Are you ready for them?”

Kate looked around as the guys began undoing their belts and ties on their waistbands.  I was paralyzed, unable to react to what was happening.  What if she said yes??  I can barely remember my next thought, but I do remember pushing the guys in front of me aside until I was standing directly next to Steve and Kate.  I looked at Kate and blurted out,  “Kate!  We need to go!”

Steve looked up at me and pulled himself out of Kate.  The lurid slurping sound as the suction from her pussy reluctantly released his massive cock is seared in my memory.

“I think that’s up to Kate, Mike.  Betas don’t have a say in these things.”

Kate lowered her bare feet softly onto the cushion on either side of Steve and looked at me.  I just stared back silently, almost glowering at her, trying hard not to notice the fresh load of cum oozing from her reddened pussy.

“I should go, Steve.”

He looked at her in disbelief, “You don’t want to leave, Kate…”

“I should go.  I’m sorry…”

Kate rose to her feet warily as the crowd around her lounge chair parted.  She looked at Margot who silently handed her dress to her.  Kate then bent down carefully to grab her shoes, holding on to the lounge chair to keep from falling over.  She then turned to leave, her dress still draped over her arm.

When I looked at Steve he just shook his head and said, “We will talk about this tomorrow, Mike.”

I turned to follow Kate.  She was slowly making her way toward the door, clearly disoriented from the orgasms and the thrashing Steve had given her.  She might also have been pissed, embarrassed, or both.  I was just glad I got her out of there in time.

The ride home was quiet.  I told her I was sorry but wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for.  She seemed mortified, saying she felt like a “total fool.”  Again, I didn’t know who was fooling who.  All I really knew was that things were escalating wildly out of control.  Fast.  I knew for the first time Steve wasn’t only interested in Kate.  He had other plans for her.


CHAPTER TEN

Kate remained silent when we got home that night, unwilling to talk about what happened when we got to the villa.  I was pretty upset, feeling like I had ruined something for Kate but not sure what it was.  Did she really want to have sex with the other Alphas?  Was she worried about what Steve would think of her?  Was she worried about our probation status in the community?  Looking back, it was maybe a bit of all of that, because they were linked.  I found that out when Steve paid me a visit the following afternoon.

Kate and I were on the patio, still not talking, looking at our phones and pretending to be busy.  It was clear to me that going to the pool that day was not in the cards.  From what Kate had said the night before, I’m not sure she ever wanted to be seen again by anyone in the community.  I decided to go out to the car and see if I needed to clean off the passenger seat since Kate had not worn her dress home the night before.  I found out later that she was worried she would stain it.  Sure enough, there was a large patch of white flakes in the middle of the leather seat, no doubt the dried remnants of Steve’s cum leaking from Kate’s pussy.  As I was leaning into the car washing off the seat, I heard a familiar male voice.

“Hello, Mike.”

I pulled myself from the car and looked at Steve.  He looked like he had been out for a run, which would explain why I didn’t hear his car.  I tried acting like I didn’t know why he was there.

“Hello, Steve!  What’s up?”

“Well, I’m glad I caught you alone.  I wanted to have a word with you in private.”

This was not good.  It was like being called into the HR Directors office at work.  Steve looked at me seriously, not like the fun-loving guy I had known him to be.

“Mike, what you did last night was not cool.”

“Look, Steve…”

“No, I think you should just listen, Mike…”

I stopped and looked at him, waiting for him to continue.

“Mike, the Pack is not happy about last night.  They’re beginning to lose patience with you and Kate.  They weren’t that enthusiastic about a couple of ‘newbies’ joining the community, but I convinced them to give you a chance.  We all thought you two were making progress, but it seems you and Kate are going backward.  Last night was a good example.  The time before for that was another.”

I was confused.  What did he mean by “making progress”?

“Steve, had Kate and I known…”

“Look, Mike, the Pack wants to know if you want in or out.  That’s all they want to know.”

Another sucker punch I wasn’t expecting.  We certainly did not want out!  We loved our house, the lake.  I was perfectly happy with Steve’s relationship with Kate.  Everything was amazing – it was paradise!  Everything except the Blanche/Noir parties. 

“Steve, I just wanted to protect Kate.  She’s not that kind of girl!”

“I don’t think you know Kate, Mike, but if you are right, that’s not good. As you have seen, every other wife is a willing participant in everything we do.  Kate cannot stay and avoid participation.” 

“Participation?”

“Yes, participation.”

“Steve, we love it here!  I’m more than OK with you and Margot having sex with Kate!  It’s all good!  What more participation do you need??”

“Full participation.  Look, the Pack has asked me to invite you and Kate to the next Pack meeting to review your application.  It will take place at my villa this coming Wednesday night, at 7pm.  I suggest you and Kate talk about what I have said and be prepared to address it.”

I was devastated, standing slack jawed while I tried to comprehend what he was saying.

“And tell Kate I will be unable to make our gym date tomorrow.”

“What about Wednesday?”

“We won’t be seeing each other until this is resolved.

“Why are you doing this to Kate?  I thought you liked her.”

“Mike, as the leader of this community, it is my job to keep the peace.  We are successful because of our culture of trust and sharing.  You and Kate are upsetting the balance of the community.  Kate could have stayed last night, but she chose to leave with you.  She needs to learn there are consequences to her actions – or inactions.  If you don’t come to the meeting we will take that as your answer.”

I paused to look at him, waiting for him to say something encouraging.  But he didn’t.  He just turned and walked away, leaving me with the task of explaining to Kate that we were in serious trouble.

___________

“What exactly did he say?”

Kate was freaking out as much as I was.

“He kept using the word ‘participation.’  He said the Pack expects you to participate in ‘everything they do.’”

“Like the orgies??”

“I don’t know what else you haven’t participated in.”

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah, holy shit.  We’re fucked.  I thought he had it pretty good.  We all did.  Even Margot seemed fine with the arrangement.”

Kate leaned back in her lounge chair and sighed loudly, looking out over the lake towards Steve’s house.

“And now he doesn’t want to see me?”

“He said no, until we have this ‘resolved.’”

“Well fuck him, then!”

That took me by surprise.  Kate had never said anything bad about Steve – quite the contrary.

“Just like that?  You’re willing to tell him to fuck off?”

She got up from her lounge and headed into the house, yelling back to me as she stormed away.

“No one tells me what to do with my body, Mike!  He can just fuck off!”

I turned to look at Steve’s house.  I was proud of Kate.  That was the absolutely correct attitude to take.  Steve had obviously attempted to expose her to something she didn’t know was coming and she didn’t approve of. 

But as I sat staring, I felt the whole thing slipping away – the villa, the grounds, the new friends, the amazing sex – all of it.  If Kate was done with Steve, we were done living at Bacchus.  I wasn’t sure I was ready for that.

Over the next couple of days we avoided the subjects of Steve and the meeting.  The wounds were just too raw.  Kate also avoided the pool and the gym, basically hiding out at home.  She also didn’t attempt to contact Steve or Margot.  It seemed she was hell bent on standing her ground. 

By Wednesday I was a basket case, seriously deprived of sleep from worrying about what our lives would be like once we were gone.  So much had changed, but with Steve and Margot hosting our new life, everything seemed so easy.  Kate was happier than she had ever been being a stay-at-home wife, I was thrilled with the new, incredibly sexy wife I had, and our social life had improved immeasurably.  Living at Bacchus was like living on a cruise ship!  But since that Sunday our lives had changed again – no Steve and Margot, no social life, and most jarring of all, no sex.  It was like we had been screaming down the Autobahn at 120 mph and drove off the end of it.  We were flying through the air waiting to come crashing down to earth.  As I stood at the mirror shaving that morning, I heard Kate’s voice in the Bathroom door.

“So, what are we doing about tonight?”

I was shocked at the question.  I had planned on going to the meeting alone to tell the Pack that we would be leaving Bacchus.  I had already set up an appointment with our real estate agent to start the process of finding us a new place to live!  I looked at Kate and was even more shocked at her appearance.  She looked sad.  REALLY sad, like she had been crying.  It broke my heart.

“Sweetie… What’s the matter?”

I walked over to her and hugged her, eliciting an involuntary sniff.

“I just need to know what we are doing.”

“Well, I was going to go myself.  I was sure you didn’t want to go.”

“I think I should.”

“Why?”

“Because I think I could appeal to Steve.”

She pulled away and looked up at me while I held her slender shoulders.

“He likes me, Mike.  A lot.  He can’t be happy about this either.”

‘Either.’  That word stirred a mischievous thought in the head in my boxers.  Kate was unhappy without Steve…

“How do you know he ‘likes’ you, Kate.  Are guys like that capable of liking another person for anything but their body?”

“He was obsessed with me!  Even if it was only physical, he couldn’t possibly be done with me.  No one goes from obsessing over someone to cutting them off.  If he sees me he could change his mind.  He makes the decisions around here, not The Pack.”

She had a point.  Maybe Steve was missing Kate as much as she seemed to be missing him.  In fact, he had to be!  Maybe bringing Kate to the meeting could change the outcome.  It was worth a try.

I went to work as usual that day, and, even though concentrating on my job was difficult ever since we moved to Bacchus, that day I was particularly useless.  I should have just stayed home.  If I had, I would have no doubt seen Kate preening and preparing for the evening as if she was prepping for the Red Carpet!  When I walked in the door at 6:30 she was sitting on the sofa, legs crossed, reading a fashion magazine.  She was wearing another one of the long sun dresses Steve had bought for her, no doubt strategically selected to trigger his memory of their happier times together.  It was another low cut gauzy number with thin straps across her shoulders.  When she stood to greet me, I could see thin layers of fabric overlapping as they cascaded down her body, revealing the bottom half of her tanned, toned legs, her impeccably painted toes, and another pair of stiletto strappy sandals similar to the ones she wore to the Blanche/Noir, but with a higher heel.  These definitely fell into the ‘fuck me shoe’ category!  The glimpse of the sides of her breasts between the plunging neckline was momentarily stunning.

“Wow!  Someone dressed to impress!”

“How does the saying go?  ‘Don’t dress for where you are.  Dress for where you want to be?”

I laughed.  Evidently she wanted to be in bed with Steve, cumming uncontrollably as she usually did!

“Yeah, something like that…”

I looked her over admiringly from head to toe.  She was definitely a sight to see.  I felt a slight pang of jealousy that she hadn’t dressed that way for me, but I was proud she was giving us our best chance to get our lives back on track and put this hiccup behind us. 

The three minute ride to Steve’s villa was fraught with tension, much like I assume the ride to the guillotine was for Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette.  Neither of us spoke, Kate fidgeting nervously with her hands in her lap and me gripping the wheel with both hands.  When we got to the villa, Margot came out to greet us.

“There they are!  Our long lost friends.  How are you two?”

She walked toward us with her arms outstretched in a sincere show of friendship.  It caught both of us off guard.  Kate leaned in to hug Margot as Margot kissed her on both cheeks.  Kate responded first.

“Oh, we’re good, Margot.  We’ve just been laying low since the party.”

Margot held Kate’s shoulders and looked her in the eyes, “Well you missed one hell of a party!  You got the guys more than a little riled up.”

“That’s what we were told.  Now they’re mad at us.”

“Well, their tough guy persona won’t last long once they see you in this dress!”

Kate blushed and thanked Margot for the compliment.  As Kate and Margot walked to the door of the villa arm in arm, Margot turned to me.

“You need to do what you need to do to keep this one here, Michael.”

I smiled, but wondered why she thought it was up to me.

Once inside we found the six members of The Pack sitting on the sectional sofas in the Living Room.  They were arranged in a ‘U’ with a large coffee table between them and an open space at the end with no chairs.  Steve got up to greet Kate, holding her hands and kissing her cheeks as Margot had done. And then gesturing for us to take our place at the open end of the U.  We both stood nervously looking at Steve while all 12 eyes of The Pack were riveted on Kate, like dogs not so patiently waiting for their master to give them their treat.  I reached over to grab Kate’s hand while Steve began.

“Mike and Kate, The Pack has called you here tonight to determine the status of your application to become a part of The Bacchus community.  The Pack feels that you have not shown an adequate intention to integrate naturally with the full community and that you have actually demonstrated an unwillingness to proceed further with your application.  Therefore, we have decided to accelerate the process and spell out the By Laws of the Community so that you can decide if you are willing to abide by them, and thus become a fully vested member of The Community.  First of all, let me ask you, are you still interested in becoming fully vested members of the Community?

Kate and I looked at each other, and then I spoke, “We are interested, Steve.  I have told you that...”

“Very well.  Then I will read you the By Laws:

	Steven A. Taylor is the Owner, Arbiter, and Alpha King of The Community.  All rules and resolutions are set and judged by him alone. 
	Steven is advised by The Pack, consisting of 5 “Alphas” who are chosen by him and serve entirely at his discretion. 
	The remaining 6 males of The Community and their wives will be known as “Betas.” 
	Upon accepting a place in The Community, Beta couples will provide a $500,000 Loyalty Deposit, to be held in an interest bearing account for the duration of their lease. 
	Leases are for five years and must be renewed at the end of each term. 
	Rent shall be $2500 per month, payable by direct deposit on the 5th day of each month. 
	Beta couples will have full access to their homes, the Lake and all recreational facilities. 
	Tuesdays and Thursdays will be known as “Free Days”, where Beta Wives will have the opportunity to be transported to various lunches and events between 11am and 5pm. 


At this point I felt relieved.  All of the points aligned with our experience and what Steve had told us, and Kate had already attended several Free Days.  Steve continued,

	Beta Wives will be assigned an Alpha Master every 5 months on a rotating basis.  They are to make themselves presentable and available every Monday, Wednesday and Friday from 9 am to 5 pm to their Alpha Master.  Steven Taylor will be assigned to Kate Andersen until further notice. 


I again felt like this was no different from what we had been doing with Steve for the past 6 months, and although it implied Kate could be passed on to another Alpha, that seemed extremely unlikely.  But there was more.

	Saturdays before 6pm and all day Sunday is Free Time for Beta Wives.  They are free to do as they wish without obligation to the Alphas, although rest is recommended. 
	All 12 women of the Community are required to attend the bi-monthly Saturday night Blanche/Noir parties from 6pm to 12am, where they will make themselves available to ALL members of The Pack.  Betas husbands will attend by invitation only.  
	If invited to a Blanche/Noir, Beta husbands can only OBSERVE unless specifically asked to participate by an Alpha or Alpha wife. 


Steve paused and looked up from the papers he was holding.

“Now, Mike, this next rule is why you and Kate are here tonight.”

He looked back down and read it very slowly.

	Interference with the wishes of the Alpha King at any time can lead to banishment from the Community. 


He looked back up at me before continuing.

	If a Beta husband leaves voluntarily, he can retrieve his Loyalty Deposit.  The fate of the Beta Wife will be decided by circumstances.  If a Beta Wife leaves before the end of a 5 year lease, the husband must also leave and the Loyalty Deposit is forfeited. 
	If either is expelled, the fate of the Loyalty Deposit will be determined by The Pack. 
	The undersigned agree to hold all members of The Pack harmless in all matters and disputes. Terms of this agreement are legally binding. 


I was stunned.  I could feel Kate’s hand trembling in mine.  Steve continued:

“Mike, given your violation of Article 13 of the By Laws, the Pack has lost faith that the two of you will agree to its terms.  Therefore, Kate and Mike, we are asking you to either leave the Community, or agree to the By Laws and sign a 5 year lease within the next 7 days.”

I looked at Kate who looked back at me.  She looked terrified.  I stared at her for what seemed like an eternity, searching her eyes for what she was thinking.  She looked so confused.  Her plan to overwhelm Steve with her dress had obviously failed.

Neither of us had prepared for this moment.  We didn’t expect to be put on the spot like that.  I had expected a rational conversation of some kind, but instead it was like having an audience with “the great and powerful Wizard of OZ”!  I didn’t know what to say.  I looked back at Steve to see all twelve eyes now staring intensely at me.

“Steve, this is a lot to digest.  We need some time to discuss it.”

Steve put his papers on the coffee table and took off his glasses.

“Mike, you have seven days to make a decision.  We want you and Kate to stay.  But you need to be a part of us.”

“We understand, Steve.  We will let you know within the week.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

As we left the meeting that night Margot walked us to our car.  She apologized for the terse treatment, saying that Steve could be a ‘bully’ sometimes.  But after hugging Kate and as she held the door on Kate’s side, she looked directly at Kate and gave one last piece of advice.

“Just do it, Kate.  All of the ladies love it here.  You will too.”

As we drove away both of us were stunned by what had transpired.  I felt like we had just left a meeting with the alien committee of the United Federation of Planets.  None of it seemed real.  Kate was crushed, her earlier self-confidence completely shattered.  We decided we needed some advice from people we could trust and made a plan to meet Liam and Alexa at their house to talk about what happened.  They were more than happy to meet with us, graciously offering to have us over the following night after dinner. 

Meeting with Alexa and Liam was exactly what we needed at that point.  They were extremely kind and open with us, providing much needed relief to be able to talk openly about everything.  But Liam and Alexa had never faced anything like what we were going through – they knew what they were getting into from the beginning.

“How did you two end up living here?”

“Oh, we had been swinging for a while – or I should say Alexa had been – finding guys through work or on a site called Adult Friend Finder.  That’s how we met Steve.  We met him and Margot for sex once, and they introduced us to the other Pack members.”

“So, you knew what you were getting into when you moved here?”

“Oh yeah.  We felt fortunate a spot became available.”

“How is it having Alexa passed around every 5 months to a different member of the Pack?”

Alexa chimed in, “I LOVE it! – I’m with Mark right now.”

Liam looked at her affectionately and patted her knee.

“But she prefers Dillon.”

“Well, Dillon was my first.  He will always have a special place in my heart, but he is assigned to Cameron now, and he has his hands full with that one – but he still makes time for me.  I see Mark during his 3 times a week and Dillon whenever I can.  Of course, we all get all of them on Saturday nights.”

“Dillon pays special attention to Alexa on Saturday nights…”

Kate sat silently with a look of amazement on her face.  I continued grilling Liam.

“How do you stand it Liam?”

“Oh, I know my place in Alexa’s life.  I love the fact that she’s my little sex fiend.”

He looked again at her and she leaned over to peck his lips.

“And I love the feel of her used pussy…”

Alexa growled mischievously and rubbed the insides of her thighs.

“You know how that is, Mike.”

I had to stop staring at Alexa and think – how did he know how I feel?  He continued.

“I mean, everyone knows Kate’s been fucking Steve for most of the time you’ve been here.  You must know how that feels…how it feels when she tells you every dirty detail of what she does with him.”

That sparked a familiar ping in my gut, “I do, Liam.  It can be exhilarating.  But scary at the same time.  But Steve is happily married to Margot, who also has a thing for Kate, so I’m not worried about that. Who knows what would happen with the others?”

“Well, there’s no such thing as risk free swinging, but it’s as close as it gets here.  Alexa and I get what we want without all the hassles of picking guys up, dating, websites – all with strangers.  And we know everyone here is safe and healthy.”

Kate then had a question to ask Alexa.

“You two have been here almost seven years.  Did you think of leaving after the first 5?”

Alexa jumped at the answer, “Oh god, no.  We worked hard to make sure our lease was renewed.  We saw other couples leave, and others not get renewed.  We were determined to stay, and we never had a doubt or regret.”

“What does it take to not get renewed?”

Liam answered, “Let’s just say you get points with the Alphas for… ‘enthusiastic participation.’”

There was that word again.  Alexa laughed.  She really was a sexy little thing.

“Yeah, that and looking good.  There are a lot of reasons people don’t last here – maybe the couple was never really committed to swinging, or they can’t handle the jealousy, maybe the Alphas sense a lack of enthusiasm, maybe the wife got fat…or maybe she’s just shitty in bed.  Lots of reasons.  But we have a turnover of maybe one Beta couple every few years.  And after they leave, another cute couple moves in and refreshes the pool.  It’s brilliant, really.”

It did seem brilliant, but also improbable.

“Why do the Alpha wives put up with their husbands sleeping with the Beta wives?  That doesn’t seem like normal behavior for women.  Especially women who look like them!”

Alexa scoffed, “Oh, they knew what they were getting when they met their husbands.  Most of them have been married to them for 15 to 20 years, so they’ve seen it all.”

Liam agreed, “They’re all in it as well.  The Alpha couples are swapping all the time, and the wives have sex with the Beta wives too.”

“And no one gets jealous?”

Liam chimed in, “Well, there was the Steve and Margot affair…”

“What was that?  Margot and Steve had an affair?”

“Well, I didn’t mean it that way.  Everyone is having an ‘affair’ at Bacchus…”

“Except the Betas…”

“Except the Betas.  No, I meant ‘affair’ as in ‘scandal’.”

“What happened?”

Alexa cut Liam off, “Honey, we’re not supposed to talk about that to pledges.  Remember?”

“Right.  We’re not supposed to talk about that.  Let’s just say  Steve and Margot kind of hit it off, and her husband couldn’t take it anymore.”

Alexa quipped, “Ya gotta be tough if you’re a Beta!”

Liam raised his arm and flexed his bicep, “Yup.  You gotta be tough.”

I wanted to hear more about Steve and Margot, but it was clear Alexa wouldn’t allow any more discussion of it.  Steve and Kate were “hitting it off” as far as I could tell and I was doing OK.  Did something change for Margot’s husband?  Did Margot change?  That was my greatest fear with Kate.

We continued talking to Liam and Alexa for another hour or so, mostly learning more about them – where they grew up, what their interests were, other than sex.  Just basic stuff couples talk about.  When we left, they wished us luck and said they hoped we could stay in the community.

I felt more hopeful and sad at the same time after talking to them.  It seemed so simple for them, and they both seemed genuinely happy.  But Kate was not Alexa, and I was not Liam.  Kate never wanted to be polyamorous, and I certainly didn’t want her to be.  We were happily married before moving to Bacchus, and although things had changed with Kate’s affair with Steve, neither of us wanted to go beyond that.  Imagining Kate entwined in the mass of flesh we saw in the Living Room during our first Blanche/Noir was just unthinkable – she just so far above the rest of them to be treated that way. 

We continued holing up in our villa for the following week.  My work suffered as I wracked my brain for a solution to the problem, spending several hours each night tossing and turning while I searched for an answer.  But in between those thoughts, other more insidious thoughts began to appear – thoughts of Kate in all manner of depraved situations.  I would lie awake, seeing her literally buried in flesh – bodies between her legs, bodies pressed against her ass, bodies straddling her face.  In my dreams she voraciously sucked every cock she could into every orifice until she was a gleaming mess of sweat, cum and saliva.  The first night it happened I crept off to the Bathroom to relieve myself, but the following nights I kept a tissue under my pillow so I could quietly jack myself off while the visions played in my head.  In the darkest depths of these moments, I wished Kate would wake up and acknowledge what I was thinking and fuck me while she narrated them back to me.  I wanted her to kiss me and force me to taste the cum in her mouth, straddle my face and let it flow from her pussy.  I wanted to look up while she rode my cock and see her holding the hips of another faceless man as he mercilessly fucked her mouth.

Every night was the same.  But after I came each night, I thudded back to earth again.  That’s when I knew I wanted NONE of what I saw in my dreams to become reality.  I laid there each night feeling as if I was going insane.  Like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hide.

What Kate was feeling I couldn’t say.  She didn’t talk about it.  But she was significantly quieter than she had been before all of this happened.  She seemed sad, which was understandable.  Her days were completely changed.  She was no longer going to the Fun Day outings with the other ladies.  She wasn’t even going to the gym or the pool.  But most of all, she wasn’t seeing Steve three days a week.  Her days before all of this were filled with all kinds of distractions and fun.  Even our nights and weekends together were a blur of fun and excitement bookended with sex like we never had before.  But all of that had changed.  We hadn’t had sex since the morning of the Blanche/Noir, and that wasn’t about to change as long as Kate was in the mood she was in.

By the following weekend it had become clear to me we had only one choice.  We had to appeal to Steve’s crush on Kate and ask for different terms.  Surely he didn’t want to lose Kate just because she didn’t want to have sex with the other Alphas.

Kate was doubtful.

“What would we offer him in exchange?”

That was an excellent question.

“I don’t know.  That he could see you whenever he wants, rather than just on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays?”

“But it’s the Alphas he’s worried about…”

“True.  But would he let you leave because they can’t have you?  I don’t see that happening.”

She thought about that and finally agreed it was worth a try.  I think we both knew something had to happen to change our current state of limbo.  Sleepless nights and lifeless days could not continue. In hindsight, I should have worried that Kate agreed so readily to see Steve any time he wanted, but at the time, I thought we were both just trying to get our lives back to where they were before that fateful night.  I arranged to meet Steve at his villa on my way to work the Monday before the deadline.

____________

When I got to Steve’s house he met me out in the driveway.

“What’s up. Mike?  Did you and Kate make a decision?

“Not exactly, Steve.  We still have a couple of days.  We wanted to make you a counteroffer.”

“A counteroffer?  This should be interesting….  What do you have in mind?”

“Kate and I agreed that in exchange for letting us stay at Bacchus, we would give you full access to Kate any time you wanted, alone or with Margot only, of course.”

Steve looked at me like he was trying in vain to determine what was wrong with me.

“Well, that’s a generous offer, Mike.  But you don’t understand my predicament.  I have been friends with the Alphas for almost 30 years!  Our whole friendship is based on trust and sharing.  I couldn’t break that trust even for something as sweet as Kate!”

“So, you would let her leave and have none of her just because she didn’t want to be with your friends?”

“Did she say she didn’t want to be with my friends?”

Another sucker punch.  I had never thought of that before.  Kate had never actually said she didn’t want to be with the Alphas. 

“Yes.  Kate is not going to whore herself out just to have a nice place to live.”

“But would she do it because she wanted to?”

This was getting crazy again.  Steve was manipulating me into a place I didn’t want to go.

“She wouldn’t do it at all, Steve.  I told you she is not that kind of girl.”

“Mike, you have told me a lot of things that Kate wouldn’t do and then she did them.  I might be a better judge of Kate than you are.”

“So, you won’t accept our offer?”

“Look, Mike.  Giving The Pack access to Kate is non-negotiable.  And it’s not that bad.  They tend to swarm the new girl like rabid dogs at first, but it slows down after a while.  All relationships are intense at first and then peter out.  As other girls move in, the old shiny thing is replaced by the new shiny thing who then gets all of The Pack’s attention.”

I looked at him like he was speaking Russian.  I just couldn’t comprehend what he was saying.

“Tell you what, to sweeten the deal, in lieu of the $30,000 per year you would pay in rent, I will accept an increased Loyalty Deposit of $750,000.  That means if you live by the rules and get your deposit back when you leave, you could live for free!”

A second sucker punch.  Now he was buying Kate’s body.

“I can’t do that, Steve.  This isn’t about money.”

“Money is all you get out of this, Mike.  Kate gets the fun, you get a sweet deal.”

“Kate doesn’t see this as fun, Steve.  Even telling her about your ‘sweetener’ would offend her!”

“I’m not so sure, Mike.  Why don’t you talk it over with her.  I will stop by the villa Wednesday at noon to get her answer.”

“I will give you the answer, Steve.”

“No, I want to hear it from Kate.  Without you there to intimidate her.  Tell her I will see her at noon Wednesday.”

I don’t remember driving to work after leaving Steve that day.  All I remember was trying to process how I had lost yet another verbal sparring match with him.  It was humiliating.  But when I was at the office, it finally occurred to me that he hadn’t won anything.  As long as I had the girl, I held the cards.  

Despite my new perspective, I was particularly useless that day at work, barely able to concentrate on anything other than what I was going to say to Kate that night.  It was bound to be similar to telling your teenage daughter her boyfriend had dumped her.

And that’s exactly how it was.  When I told her Steve had rejected the offer she literally broke down and sobbed into the seat cushion of the couch.  It was like the dam of emotions had finally broken and she could no longer control herself.  There was nothing I could do to console her.  I tried telling her I would call the real estate agent in the morning and we would find an even better place to live, but that only seemed to make matters worse.  She got up from the couch and went into the Bedroom, sliding the door closed behind her.  I then watched as she plopped down on the bed and buried her face in the pillow to cry.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Kate never did come out of the Bedroom that night.  In fact, she never even turned on the light by the bed.  I assumed she must have been feeling an acute sense of shame, doubt and sadness, and maybe even a little anger.  For the first time in her life, her considerable charms weren’t enough to get her what she wanted.

I heated up some leftovers for dinner and then stayed in the Living Room to look at available houses.  The pickings were slim, and what was out there was over-priced and underwhelming.  But we would need to find something.  I felt like we would also need to find Kate another play pal, now that her fling with Steve was over.  I wasn’t at all sure that’s what Kate wanted, but I thought that might cheer her up. 

I logged onto Adult Friend Finder and began perusing the offerings.  There were Men Seeking Women of course, and Men Seeking Men, but there weren’t a lot of Women Seeking Men.  The site was obviously ‘hook up’ oriented, so it wasn’t surprising to see women underrepresented.  But it was encouraging that if we decided to put out a shingle for Kate to find men, there wouldn’t be a lot of competition.  Even if there was, none of them could compete with Kate.  But I decided to hold on starting a profile for Kate since, first of all, I would need some sexy pictures of her for the profile, but I also thought I should talk to her first about it.  When I finally closed my laptop and went into the Bedroom, Kate was lying in her clothes sound asleep.  I slipped silently beside her and looked up at the ceiling thinking about our terrible day. 

By Wednesday we were basically not speaking to each other.  Both of us were just too sad to have a conversation.  We weren’t angry with each other – it’s just that nothing seemed to matter.  I left for work that day knowing Steve would be dropping by at noon to hear we were leaving.  When I kissed Kate goodbye I simply asked her to text me when Steve left.

I felt really terrible about leaving Kate that day, especially knowing how hard it was going to be for her to face Steve.  I knew how much she had enjoyed her new sexuality – she carried herself differently, dressed sexier, and had become a vixen in bed.  But Steve had turned on her, and she knew it had to end.  Neither of us were willing to let the entire Pack have the same access to Kate as Steve had, despite the persistent visions of Kate being gangbanged haunting my dreams.

I still wondered why Steve insisted on Kate telling him our answer while I wasn’t there.  It gave me some hope that maybe he might change his mind.  I never suggested it to Kate, but a big part of me hoped she would help him change his mind.  That maybe she could seduce him one more time, and in the throes of passion, get him to defy The Pack in exchange for unfettered access to her.

I was my usual distracted self at work, waiting and worrying about Kate’s impending meeting.  I pictured Steve storming out of the house upon hearing the news we were leaving, Kate collapsing on the couch in tears, crushed by the finality of it all.  I also pictured Kate primping and prepping all morning, maybe wearing one of the sexy dresses Steve had bought her in one last attempt to seduce him.  I pictured him succumbing to her charms, pushing her back onto a barstool and fucking her right there, releasing his almost two weeks of sexual deprivation on her.  Either scenario was possible, although with the way things had been going, the former seemed far more likely.

By noon I was reduced to sitting at my desk staring at my phone.  That lasted about five minutes, as I began to realize that Kate wasn’t going to just meet Steve at the door and drop the news on him.  She would invite him in and chat a bit before telling him  Then he would try to talk her out of it, etc.  The whole transaction would take at least half an hour.

When my Administrative Assistant came in at around 12:15 with some contracts that needed my signature, I took it as a welcome distraction.  Surely Kate would have texted by the time I was finished.  But she didn’t.

By 12:45 my vision of what was happening began to change.  It was still possible they were only talking, but I began to wonder what they were talking about?  Were they beginning to flirt with each other?  Were they negotiating the terms of a new arrangement?  The butterflies in my stomach were whipping wildly about.

By 1:15, there could be no doubt – they had to be having sex!  During the previous 10 days I never understood how Steve could control his desire for Kate.  Now, alone with her, he must have finally caved in under the pressure.  My gorgeous wife had succeeded in melting the steely resolve of the most alpha of Alpha males!  I began to wonder how it happened.  Did she drop to her knees to demonstrate how she would do anything for him?  Did he just lose control and embrace her passionately before bending her over the back of the couch, pulling up her dress to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties, then plunge himself into her in a desperate gasp to feel her again?  Whatever they were doing, I wanted it to continue.  I wanted them to fuck each other to such heights of sexual bliss that they would never want to come down again.  It wasn’t easy, but I waited another half an hour, imagining Steve’s enormous cock churning in and out of Kate’s prone body in every imaginable way.

By 2:00 I couldn’t take it anymore.  I had to see what was happening for myself.  I also needed desperately to relieve my aching balls.  I decided to drive home, knowing Steve wouldn’t mind if I walked in on them having sex.   I was so turned on I decided I would join them in the Bedroom and sit quietly in the corner stroking myself while I watched them having sex.  In my lust crazed stupor, I thought that would accomplish two things – first, it would show them how happy I was they were back together, and second, it would relieve the problem with my aching balls.  

I raced home as fast as I legally could, doing the normally 30 minute drive in less than 25.  As I pulled into my driveway my suspicion was immediately confirmed – Steve’s Land Rover was still in the driveway.  Kate had obviously successfully seduced him this time.  The stars were realigned once again.

My hand was literally shaking as I turned the door knob and carefully entered the house.  As I closed it behind me, I immediately heard the unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh.  My plan to jack off in the corner was intact – they were still having sex!  I then heard Kate groan loudly, like she was cumming.  But her voice was muffled.  I pictured her naked on her knees with Steve pummeling her from behind while her face was buried in her pillow.  I stopped and looked around the room.  Kate’s dress was draped over the couch and several of the couch sections were jumbled around.  Toward the Bedroom a pair of Kate’s stiletto sandals lay strewn by the step.  Clearly they had torn each other’s clothes off as I had imagined.  Directly in front of me on the Kitchen counter was a stack of papers.  Picking it up I could see immediately it was the lease between Bacchus LLC and Michael and Katherine Andersen.  Flipping to the last page I almost fell over.  Kate had signed the lease.  I looked toward the Bedroom in disbelief.  Had Steve offered terms that were acceptable to Kate?

As Kate’s muffled groans subsided the sound of the slapping continued.  I walked further into the Living Room to see what was happening.  That’s when I truly lost my balance.  My knees went weak, and a wave of nausea washed up from my belly.  Steve was not on the bed with Kate.  He was sitting in the chair by the window naked, his flaccid dick resting on the seat cushion between his thighs - the chair I planned to sit in while watching him and Kate.  Sitting next to him was Mark, also naked, but he was softly stroking the underside of his hard cock as he watched what was happening on the bed.

When I looked at the bed I had to grab hold of the back of the couch to keep from collapsing.  Kate was on her hands and knees, skewered between Ryan and Alex.  David and Dillon were standing next to the bed, stroking themselves while obviously waiting for their turn with Kate.  That’s when Steve yelled over to Ryan.

“Nice work, Ryan!  Now cum in that sweet pussy and give Alex a chance.  We have David and Dillon on deck and it looks like Mark wants another shot.  We need to clear out of here before hubby gets home!”

That’s when he noticed me, sitting deflated on the couch back.

“Oops!  Too late!  Hi Mikey!”

He waved and got up from his chair to come into the Living Room.  Over his shoulder I could see Ryan stiffen and hold himself deep inside of Kate.  He looked up at the ceiling and twitched several times while Alex held Kate’s head steady and continued fucking her mouth.

“Welcome to Bacchus, Mike!”

I was almost too weak to speak, but I responded dejectedly, “What is this about?”

“Oh, the boys and I formed a Welcoming Committee and convinced Kate to sign the lease.  All she needed was some ‘friendly persuasion.’”

“She was supposed to tell you we were leaving.”

“Oh?  That never came up.  Anyway, I just came out to get one of your large soup spoons…”

He turned to go to the Kitchen and yelled over his shoulder.

“You’re all set.  All you need to do is sign the lease and wire me the 750.”

I watched as he bounded across the floor, his massive tube of flesh bobbing in front of him.  It seemed he was always at least half erect, ready to fully engage if necessary.  He walked past the foot of the bed where Alex was now fucking Kate while David fucked her mouth.  David had one hand under her chin and the other on top of her head, holding her in perfect alignment for maximum penetration.  I could hear her gag on David’s cock with each thrust from Alex.

Steve sat down in his chair and placed the spoon on the table between him and Mark just as Alex groaned loudly and dug his fingers into Kate’s hips.  He pulled her tight against him and then slowly fucked her through his orgasm.  It was then I noticed the cum sliding from her pussy down the back of her thigh.  There was a pool of it behind her knee, spilling down onto the bed.  She was obviously fully saturated with cum, unable to hold anymore inside of her.

But not everyone came in her pussy.  Evidently David had prepped himself too well while waiting for his turn and shot his load into Kate’s mouth almost immediately after Alex had lost his.  Kate strained to swallow what she could, but some of it dripped down her chin when she opened her mouth to breathe.  When they were finally done, they slowly pulled themselves out of her and sat back on their heels exhausted, watching Kate fall over onto her side.  She looked completely spent, lying on her side panting and never opening her eyes.

When David and Alex got up from the bed Dillon turned Kate onto her back and positioned her legs in the missionary position – legs spread, knees up, arms up over her head.  He manipulated her like a Gumby doll, and then crawled between her legs and slipped his cock easily into her.  He then lifted himself onto his elbows so he could stare at her beautiful face as he fucked her.  She seemed almost asleep at first, but began coming to life as he continued thrusting in and out of her.  After several minutes she was massaging his muscular shoulders and groaning out, “Yes, fuck me!  YES, DO IT!”

He increased his pace until Kate screamed out and pulled him down hard onto her.  She was cumming again!  Dillon tried to continue but the intensity was too much.  Soon his rhythmic thrusts became erratic as he added yet another load of cum to Kate’s already saturated pussy.

When Kate stopped quaking I thought she might have been dead.  She laid on the bed completely drained of energy, barely breathing.  But Mark was hard as a rock, standing beside her.

“What do you think Steve?  Can she take another?

“I think she can, Mark.  Just go easy on her.  We’ll feed her some nourishment when you’re done.”

I couldn’t fathom what I was seeing.  My gorgeous, Ivy League educated, previously sexually reserved and faithful wife was lying compliantly on our bed, waiting for another guy to have his way with her, all for the right to stay in her home.  But she wasn’t some crack whore fucking the landlord and his buddies in exchange for rent.  We had the money and wherewithal to have avoided this fate.  Yet there she was, passively letting six relative strangers make a mockery of our relationship knowing I was in the house, witnessing ALL of it.

Mark stood looking down at Kate who was now flat on her back.  I almost thought for a second he might show her some mercy and let her rest.  They had been all over her for the better part of three hours by then!  But that was not to be.  He positioned himself at her feet and grabbed her legs under each shin.  He then lifted her legs and moved forward, pushing her legs over her head as Steve had done at the Blanche/Noir.  Kate groaned under the strain, and then groaned even louder as Mark pushed himself into her.  She grabbed her legs behind each knee and bent her knees so her toes were pointing toward the ceiling.  Somehow, she had the strength to hold herself in that position for the next ten minutes while Mark slowly built himself to another explosive orgasm.

When it was over it seemed everyone had finally had enough.  I had no way of knowing how many times each of the guys had cum, but Kate must have taken at least a dozen loads in her pussy.  Whatever the number, none of them showed any capacity to continue, other than Steve.  But Steve had other ideas.  He grabbed the spoon from the table next to him and rose from his chair.  As he walked toward the bed, he looked at Alex and Ryan.

“Guys, why don’t you help Kate sit up a bit here.  I know she doesn’t look the part, but I think she should show you what a little cum slut she actually is.”

I was by then in an absolute stupor as Alex and Ryan slipped behind Kate on the bed and lifted her into a partially seated position, propping her up with some pillows behind her.  She was like a rag doll, her arms dangling next to her and her eyes half closed as Steve reached down to spread her legs.  As he guided the spoon between her legs, Kate actually spread herself open for him, as if she knew what he was about to do to her.

“There you go, Kate.  Now this might be a little cold at first…”

He guided the spoon between her legs until I could no longer see it, but I could tell when it reached its target when Kate flinched and cried out softly.  When I saw the spoon again it was completely full of cum.   Steve lifted it carefully so as not to spill any of it, but it seemed more like a thick, gelatinous glob than a watery liquid.  When he held it in front of Kate’s face, she swallowed hard, and then opened her mouth like a baby.  Steve moved the spoon ever so carefully toward her mouth, then watched in wonder as Kate closed her lips on the spoon.  When he pulled it out, he held it up for all to see.  The spoon was empty.

“Ahhh, see what I mean fellas?!”

The guys all chuckled as Steve loaded up the spoon again and again.  He fed Kate four spoonfuls, each one slightly smaller than the previous, and Kate swallowed them down willingly each time.  Each time she did, I could see Steve’s cock begin to elevate a little more. 

When he had completely cleaned her out, he got up from the bed to put the spoon back on the table while Alex and Ryan laid Kate on her back on the bed.  It was weird how the other guys seemed to be Steve’s servants.  They all watched as Steve climbed on to the bed and spread Kate’s legs again, like they were waiting for the Master to show them how to truly fuck a woman.  And it was truly something to see – his enormous cock disappearing inch by lurid inch into her body.  He fucked her slowly at first, saying something to her while he did.  She responded by kneading his ass with her fingers, listening to him, and clearly enjoying the sensations of his cock inside her again. 

I would have never believed Kate could do what she had just done, but I really couldn’t believe she wanted more.  But more she got.  Steve picked up the pace until Kate was moaning with the coming wave of another orgasm.  Steve guided her there, expertly stimulating every nerve in her pelvis until she was shaking with orgasmic tremors.  When it hit, she bucked under Steve, lifting her hips off the bed.  Steve slammed her back down and pummeled her hard, driving her into a primal frenzy.  When Steve finally came, Kate groaned out, releasing everything in her body; the tension, her breath, the emotions.  Steve filled the void with whatever he could have possibly had left in his.

When Steve finally finished, he got up from the bed, leaving Kate sprawled out, legs spread, arms at her sides, and seemingly fast asleep.  The guys all got dressed, talking and laughing about their amazing day.  Before they left, Steve bent over and whispered something in Kate’s ear, then kissed her on the cheek.  He then pulled the comforter from the floor and placed it over her.  As the guys shuffled past me, Steve had one parting thing to say.

“See you Friday, Mikey.  That will be Kate’s Initiation Party!”

One of the guys whooped and they all laughed as they walked out the door.

I stumbled around the couch I was sitting on and plopped down on the other side, staring out the window to the patio.  A feeling washed over me that until that time had never entered my mind – a sense of betrayal.  I felt for the first time like Kate had willingly traded our trust to maintain a life we might not survive together.  It wasn’t the first time – that would be the first time she had sex with Steve behind my back.  But that was different.  I had basically told her I would be OK with her having sex with him.  This time I had told her we were moving.  There was no doubt I didn’t want her having sex with The Pack.  The fact that she did it anyway, and signed a document that said she would do it again, made me wonder if she ever intended to listen to me at all.  Or did she always intend to do what she had secretly been craving all along? Her groans were louder, her kisses more passionate, and her orgasms more intense than any I had ever seen. I began to realize for the first time that as Steve said, maybe I never knew her at all.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Kate didn’t come out of the Bedroom until almost three hours later.  I was sitting on the couch, utterly devastated and struggling to understand where we could possibly go from there.  I wasn’t even sure we were still together, or if Kate had agreed to ask me to leave as part of her agreement with Steve.  She came out wearing her white terry cloth bath robe, which was a considerably more conservative look than the previous time I had seen her, her hair pulled back and wet from having taken a shower.  She sat down on the couch across from me and didn’t speak.  She just looked blankly at the floor as I watched her for several minutes, then spoke.

“Where are we Kate?

She thought about that and answered quietly.

“Where do you want to be?”

“I wanted to be planning our new life together – away from here, away from all of this.”

She continued looking down and fidgeted with her hands.

“I’m sorry, Mike.  You don’t need to sign the lease.  We haven’t paid them anything yet.”

“What does that mean?  You signed it but I don’t have to?”

She didn’t answer.  So, I continued.

“Why did you do it, Kate?”

She fidgeted some more, then answered without looking at me.

“All six of them showed up at noon.  It wasn’t just Steve.”

“Did they force you to have sex with them?”

“No.”

“Then why did you do it?  Why did you sign the lease??”

“Because of what they said.”

My mind was racing.  I was boiling with rage, but that comment startled me. 

“What did they say?”

“They asked if I thought my life would be better away from here.”

“And?”

“I said no.”

She looked up at me with a barely discernable air of defiance.

“Mike, how could it be?  Since that party no one has talked to me, the days with Steve stopped…I’ve been all alone.  You and I even stopped having sex!  The prospect of moving away felt like I was putting one foot in the grave.”

“And you preferred what they were offering…”

“Mike, they pointed out that all of the women here are happy, and I’ve seen that.  Alexa told us herself how much fun she is having.  Why would I not want that?”

“So, you signed… You realize you can’t just see how you like that life, right?  If we give them the money, you are on the hook for five years or we are out $750,000”

“I realize that.”

“And that’s what you want?”

“I just want to be happy again.”

I thought about what happiness meant to her.  Evidently she was willing to go to previously unimaginable lengths to feel it again.

“Were you happy this afternoon?”

She fidgeted some more with her hands, then answered without looking up.

“Yes.  I felt wanted again.”

I felt a twinge in my belly when she said that, then a faint swelling in my pants.  I didn’t want to feel aroused.

“Is that what you want us to be – like Liam and Alexa?”

“Why can’t we?  Alexa is so happy, and so is Liam.  They seem so cool about everything.”

That they did.  I still think about Liam watching expressionless as Alexa’s tight little ass rose up and down on Mark’s dick.  Now I had to imagine me doing the same thing.  But Kate was right – Liam and Alexa were happy together.  They were living proof it was possible to have an open relationship free of jealousy and constraints and still love each other.  Still, a heathy relationship requires trust and Kate had violated that.

“That is not what we agreed to.”

“I know.”

“That was the most humiliating thing I’ve ever experienced.  You ignoring me when I walked in was bad enough, but how they laughed at me when they walked out….”

“I’m sorry…”

She frowned and looked sadly out at the Lake.  I continued.

“You weren’t sorry as it was happening.  I lost track of your orgasms.”

“Mike, I had no idea what would happen in a situation like that.  I’ve never experienced anything like it!  And anyway, I didn’t think what I was doing was too far off from the things you always talk about.  You talk about me having sex with other people all the time!”

“I didn’t want that.  I told you that.”

“Why?  What was different about that?”

“The guys in the Pack are a bunch of steroid swilling assholes.  They wanted you, obviously, everyone does, but they were equally thrilled about humiliating me.”

“You didn’t like seeing me doing those things?”

I didn’t know how to respond.  The whole thing was both the most gut wrenching and most erotic experience I ever had.  But at that moment, all I could think of was how much it hurt to see her enjoying the whole experience.

“Kate, what I say while we’re having sex isn’t always what I really want.  Fantasies aren’t always something people really want to happen.”

I looked up at Kate and saw her eyes welling up with tears.

“Mike, I went through with it for us. I thought that’s what you wanted.  Steve told me it was.”

“What he wanted?  Or what I wanted?”

“Both.”

“Ha!  I don’t know how Steve knows what I want.  I never told him I wanted that.  In fact, I begged him not to make you do it!”

“He thinks he knows you – knows ‘guys like you’.”
“What does that mean?”
“He says you want me to be a slutty whore – to have sex with other people.  He says you get off on that.  And you’ve said the same thing to me while we’re having sex.  I believed both of you.”

She had a point.  Perhaps I had sent too many mixed signals.  I knew that I myself didn’t know what I wanted.  I thought about that for a second and began to realize that what had happened wasn’t entirely her fault.  I got up from my couch and sat down next to her.

“I’m sorry, Kate.  I can accept I wasn’t clear about what I want.  Steve’s not entirely wrong.  I have enjoyed the new you.  That’s why I loved it so much that you were sleeping with Steve and Margot.  That was an extreme turn on for me.  But seeing you with The Pack… that scares me.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of, Mike.  I’m not leaving you.”

That felt good to hear.  After what she had just done, especially since I had asked her not to do it, it was good to know she didn’t do it to hurt me.  Still, I didn’t want her to do it again.

“I don’t want you to go to the party on Friday.  That can only lead to one thing.”

“Mike, if we want to stay here, we need to follow the rules.  You heard Alexa and Liam.  In order to stay, we need to participate.”

She looked at me with a serious expression, like someone who was trying to explain a difficult concept to another person.  I had been watching her lips move as she spoke.   They were so soft and supple, perhaps even slightly swollen from sucking so many cocks that day.  The words flowing so freely from them demonstrated in no uncertain terms that she had already made her decision to stay and do whatever Steve wanted her to do.  And if I wanted to stay with her, my job was to let her participate and sign the lease.  I looked back at her, lost in thoughts of her on her back, bobbing back and forth on a cock between her wide open legs, her lips stretched wide around another, and her hands stroking two more on other side.  Her next words snapped me back to reality.

“I’m starving.  We should probably order some dinner.”

The growing beast in my pants told me I was too turned on to eat.

“I think dinner needs to wait.”

I stood up and turned to face her.  She looked up at me and knew immediately what I had in mind.  As I unbuckled my belt and began undoing my pants button, Kate opened her robe and spread her legs apart, making room for me to move closer while she waited for me to finish undressing. 

The say the body releases dopamine and oxytocin during sex.  The first is called the “feel good hormone” and the second is the “love drug.”  I know this because I have done extensive research into my proclivity to do and think crazy things when I get turned on.  And ‘crazy’ was wanting to have sex with my wife shortly after she brazenly had sex with six guys after we agreed she would not.  At that point, she could have been the village whore or the devil himself.  The potent cocktail of hormones coursing through my veins made me see her only as the sexiest thing on the planet.

I knew having sex with her then was like giving her a Get Out of Jail for Free card.  But I couldn’t help myself.  I was shocked and hurt like any other guy would have been, but I was also incredibly turned on.  I couldn’t deny that, and I couldn’t control it.  The feel good hormone and the love drug were at the wheel.  

As soon as my cock popped free of my boxers she reached out to grab it, stroking it softly in her warm hand.  She looked up at me seductively as she stroked, smiling and licking her lips before guiding me into her eager mouth.  I looked down to see her voraciously sucking my cock, imagining I was one of the Alphas who would no doubt have been in my place had I not come home early.  Kate’s tan, sculpted body peeked from her robe in stark contrast to the bright white, bulky material enveloping her.  I imagined her taut breasts slathered in cum, her belly full of countless loads of cum.  She rotated her head, willing the cum from my body, tangling her long raven hair on my saliva slickened dick.  The visions real and imagined were more than I could take.  I erupted in her mouth with stream after stream of hot, molten jizz, holding her head still as I spasmed into her mouth for several minutes.  It felt so good to be back on the same field with the Alphas, proving to Kate that I was every bit the man they were.  As I pulsed what seemed like an endless reservoir of pent up emotion into her mouth, Kate breathed loudly through her nose, struggling to swallow it all without suffocating.  She had to have been impressed with how much I came.  But as I began to deflate inside of her, I quickly pulled myself out, self-consciously wanting to avoid leaving my limp dick comparing unfavorably with the others she had experienced that day.  I knew then that was going to be my lot in life – trying to maintain my status in Kate’s life against some pretty stiff competition.  At least for the next several months, or years, while the Alphas slowly lost their rabid need for her as Steve said they inevitably would.

____________

After my massive orgasm I plopped on the couch, drained not only of every drop of cum in my body, but also emotionally.  I had never experienced a day like that one in my life, faced with the lowest lows and the highest highs.  Kate went into the Bedroom to change out of her bath robe and I eventually pulled myself together to order a pizza.  It was the only thing that sounded appetizing with my stomach still in knots.  When Kate re-emerged, something had changed. 

As I watched her flit across the room into the Kitchen, I realized I could no longer see her as the person I had known for almost ten years.  Now, perhaps you’ve had a positive experience in life that changed you from who you were to who you are.  Mine was a high school teacher telling me he thought I belonged in Honors Math.  That’s all it took to transform me from being a B student to having straights A’s for the rest of my academic career.  What had happened to Kate that day was similar.

She looked like the same person – petite frame, slender hips, impossibly perfect breasts, supermodel face and supermodel walk; but she carried herself differently.  She was a new woman, still innocent in many ways, but she exuded a confidence that I had never sensed before.  She was done asking me for permission.  In fact, she was now demonstrably capable of monstrous acts of independence.  She was in control.  It was the first time I realized that while I was still the young, successful and highly respected CFO of a Fortune 500 company, at home I was powerless, now reduced to being cuckolded by six men who had far more influence over my wife than I had. 

Sitting on the patio eating our pizza with a bottle of wine felt like a dream, like I was having dinner with a famous porn star who was hopelessly out of my league.  Kate was wearing only a lowcut silk robe, panties and flip flops, talking about all kinds of things, like her plans for the garden next year, and how she wanted to paint the Bedroom and buy a new rug for the Living Room.  Her chatty demeanor was in stark contrast to her moody silence of the weeks before.  Clearly, giving in to Steve’s demands had flipped a switch inside of her.  She was dreaming of the future.  When she began talking about the girl’s Fun Day she was planning to attend the next day, the conversation began to change.  She hadn’t been to one in a couple of weeks, and I was glad to hear she wanted to make the effort.  But it seemed a bit odd that she chose to do so on the day after the husbands of five of the women on the trip had just fucked Kate for the first time.  I needed to ask her about that.

“Aren’t you worried about getting the cold shoulder from the Alpha wives?”
“Well, the guys said their wives would actually be happy if I gave in, so…”

“When did they say that?”

“When they were trying to convince me to have sex with them.”

“You asked about their wives?”

“Of course I did!”

“But you knew the Alphas are swingers…”

“I knew, but I needed to know they weren’t going to do this behind their wives’ backs.  I could only do it if all of their wives knew about it.”

“And they convinced you they did…”

“Yes.”

I tried to imagine that conversation.  It sounded like a job interview.

“So how do you think they will act toward you?”

“The guys said I will be treated like one of them.  Apparently the wives were suspicious of me – Mark said it was like being at a nude beach but I was the only one wearing clothes.  The other wives didn’t like that.  They also said the wives were anxious to be with me too…”

That comment caused a stir in my pants.  I had never thought about the other women wanting a piece of Kate too.  I looked at the two wine glasses on the table and saw they were empty.  The bottle was empty too.  Kate agreed that we should open another, but when I got up from my chair I realized how much the first had affected me.  I momentarily lost my balance, and then found myself overwhelmed with fantasies about our new agreement.  I hurried back with the fresh bottle to continue hearing more of what went on that day.

“So, it sounds like there was a lot of talking going on.  How did the conversation start?”

“Well, I went to the door expecting to see Steve, but when I saw all six of them, my heart dropped.”

“Why?”

“Well, first of all, I wasn’t dressed for all of them to show up.”

“What were you wearing?”

“I had on one of the sexy dresses Steve had bought for me, thinking I might have one last chance to change his mind.”

“I thought you might do that.  What else made your heart drop?”

“I had no idea why they were all there!  It seemed weird.  Surely they had better things to do than hear me tell Steve I was leaving.  It made me feel like this was a bigger deal than I thought it was to them.”

My feeling was that they took time from their jobs because Steve told them he could convince Kate to give them what they wanted most.

“What else?”

“Well, those guys are pretty intimidating.  I felt so small in the middle of all of them.”

“You were in the middle of them?”

“Yeah.  I didn’t know what to do, so I walked into the Living Room and stopped.  When I turned around they all made kind of a half circle and looked at me.”

“Then what?”

“Steve said they had come to convince me to stay.”

“That was it??  To convince you to stay?”

“Yep.”

“Then what?  What did you say?”

“I told them we had decided to leave.”

“And?”

“That’s when they asked me if I thought I would be happier if I left.”

And of course she had told them no.  She continued telling me the story of how they convinced her to sign the lease and then she stopped, leaving me hanging.

“So, what happened after you signed the lease?”

“Mike, you don’t want to hear that…”

“No!  I do.  I’d rather hear it from you than from everyone else.  The Alphas all know, their wives will know, the Beta wives will find out…”

She pondered that thought for a minute.  She knew I was right, but probably hadn’t thought that through.

“Steve turned me around with his hands on my shoulders and thanked me – said I wouldn’t be sorry.  Then he pushed my dress from my shoulders.”

“So, you were completely naked…”

“Except for my shoes.”

I had an instant visual of that, Kate standing in front of 6 strangers, her nipples beginning to harden in the cool September air.  I remembered what it was like seeing her naked body for the first time.  Her skin was like marble – a pure manifestation of female perfection. I was almost afraid to touch her, as if doing so would spoil her flawlessness.  The Alphas had seen her before, but to see her standing there waiting for them to do as they pleased must have been overwhelming.

“Then what happened?”

“Steve told me to kneel down.”

I imagined the circle of men closing in around her, unbuckling their pants, anxious to be the first to feel the warm wetness of her tongue on their dicks.

“Were you scared?”

“I wouldn’t say, ‘scared’.  Worried perhaps?”

“About what?”

“That I wouldn’t do a good job.  I had no idea what to do.”

“But they helped you figure it out…”

She chuckled, “Yeah, they helped me figure it out…”

I looked at her, imagining her on her knees, taking turns sucking each of their cocks, massaging two others in her hands while she did.  I pictured the guys reaching down to caress her taut breasts and nipples, driving her into a sexual frenzy.  I was getting seriously aroused visualizing it.  I felt a shortness of breath and my heart thumping in my chest.  I needed to feel myself inside of her while she finished the story.

“Why don’t we go inside and you can tell me the rest?”

She looked at me and smiled, then answered in a low, sultry voice, “Really?  You want to fuck me while I tell you the rest?”

Just to hear her say that made me weak with desire.  She really had changed.

“I do.  I want you to tell me how it felt…”

We left everything on the table and went inside.  Kate peeled off her robe and panties and laid back on the bed, legs spread, waiting for me.  I had considerably more difficulty.  My pants and underwear came off quickly enough, but I stood there at the foot of the bed, my cock impossibly hard, pointing directly at her as I tried desperately to unbutton my shirt.  I couldn’t concentrate while I looked down at her bare pussy, knowing 6 other guys had their cocks inside of her only hours before.  I wondered what she would feel like, if she still had their cum inside of her.  She laid staring up at me as I struggled, no doubt comparing me to what she had seen that day.  I wanted nothing more than to finish so I could hide myself inside of her.

With my clothes finally off I climbed onto the bed and crawled toward her on all fours.  I considered stopping to suck her pussy, but opted not to – the thought of tasting the cum of six other men did not appeal to me.  Instead, I positioned myself on top of her and looked deep into her eyes as I slid myself easily into her.  I began slowing fucking her while I resumed my questioning.

“Did any of the guys cum in your mouth?”

“Not then…”

“I saw David did.  Did any of the others?”

“I don’t remember who did, but yes…”

I pictured her helplessly skewered between a mass of limbs and cocks as they erupted randomly inside of her.

“What was it like?”

“Intense…”

“Did it feel good?”

She didn’t answer right away, perhaps distracted by the feel of my cock inside of her, or thinking of the others she had that day.

“It was…. Intense.  It took a minute to relax… just to let them take charge…”

“Then it got better?”

“Yes… it got better… once I let go…”

I remembered her begging Dillon to fuck her harder before she came for the last time and I began fucking her faster.

“How many times did you cum?”

“I have no idea, Mike… I… oh God… I lost count…”

“Did you love it?”

“Oh God, Mike…”

She was losing her ability to concentrate under my onslaught.

“Tell me… did you love it?”

“Oh God…”

“Tell me…”

“Yes, Mike… YES!  Oh God!  Fuck me!”

I began fucking her as hard as I could, pummeling her clit with my pelvic bone.  She dug her fingers into my shoulders and opened her mouth wide.  I pictured being one of the Alphas fucking her like that while another filled her mouth with his raging hard on.  And I came.  My body froze involuntarily in mid-thrust and began pulsing my hot sperm into her body.  She opened her eyes to see me looking down at her, unable to stop the spasms jerking my hips back and forth.  I finally plopped down onto her exhausted, breathing heavily. 

Now, you might be thinking I was feeling pretty good about everything at that point, and that’s partially true.  In fact, I passed out almost immediately after cumming, drained from the emotional events of the day and knocked out by the shot of dopamine triggered by my orgasm.  But when I woke up 5 hours later and began thinking of what had happened, one thought rose to the top of the many things I had to worry about; failing to make Kate cum was a problem.  We had decided long ago that she was unable to cum during intercourse and I solved that by getting her off orally before I fucked her.  But now things had changed.  Just that day alone, she admitted she had “lost count” of the orgasms she had had, and there was no way I was about to go down on her after she had been with so many guys that day.  So, not only were other men able to make her cum during intercourse, I had not made her cum at all.  I left her on the precipice, perhaps wishing she had been with one of the others.  I don’t know how she felt about that, and I tried telling myself she had cum all she needed to that day, but I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that my value to her was becoming harder to define.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Before moving to Bacchus, I had never considered how all-consuming sex can be.  Sure, I had been relatively obsessed with girls since I was about 12 years old, and as a teenager with a smart phone and the internet, sex and pornography were constantly on my mind. But I was still functional – able to concentrate on school and have healthy relationships with girls, and finally with women.  It wasn’t until moving to Bacchus that I realized the addictive aspect of sex, and how interwoven it was into our relationships and our image of ourselves.  By our ninth month there, I was rapidly becoming dysfunctional.

A large reason for that could be attributed to lack of sleep.  Even before Kate signed the lease and finally succumbed to The Pack, nighttime had become something I feared, knowing endless hours of reoccurring visions awaited me.  But daytime wasn’t much better.  If I wasn’t fantasizing about Kate with Steve or Margot, I would be trying to process something Steve said or try to understand what was happening in our lives.  With everything going on, I just didn’t have any processing power for my job.  And a third reason was the sex itself.  I was waking up every morning desperate to have sex with Kate, causing me to be later into the office each day, and then rushing home each evening to hear what Kate did that day, usually while having sex with her.  After Kate signed the lease, things got even more complicated.

The day after she signed we of course had sex that morning, if for no other reason than to re-orient my feelings from anger and betrayal to the mindless bliss of sex with Kate.  Even when I went home that night, I couldn’t wait to hear how her day with the women went, hoping for some titillating nugget despite the nagging feeling that I wasn’t fully aware of what Kate had gotten us into.  I was a little disappointed to hear the women didn’t mention what had happened, but lost it when I asked if she was excited about the party on Friday and she admitted she was.  Her admissions of unbridled lust had always been like shots of heroin in my veins, equally euphoric and destructive.  But the prospect ahead of us promised to bring a whole new level of debauchery.

I decided to sign the lease and begin the process of assembling the money I would need to wire Steve.  I felt like I didn’t really have a choice – Kate had obviously made her decision, and had clearly begin the process of integrating herself into her new life.

When Friday finally arrived, I was a complete basket case, desperate to have sex with her that morning while thinking about what she was about to do and totally useless at work worried about it.  I found it ironic that this “initiation” was not unlike the last “coming out” party Kate had attended. Except this time, her Mother and Grandmother would most definitely not have approved of the planned entertainment.  But I was resigned to Kate’s new responsibility to “participate”, even though I had no idea what that meant or what it would lead to.  I couldn’t imagine what they had in store for her, and therefore for me, that could be worse than what they had already put us through.  It’s all I could think of as I went through the motions at work, hoping no one would notice how disengaged I was.

When I got home it was obvious Kate had been obsessed about the evening as well.  She was wearing what I later found out was a dress Margot helped her pick out the day before – an extremely tight, short, red number with a low V in front and an even lower one in the back.  It had spaghetti straps and cinched seams up both sides and between her breasts, creating pleats that contrasted with the smooth mounds above.  It didn’t look extremely expensive, but on her tight, sculpted body, it looked priceless.  Especially the way it left her perfectly toned arms and legs fully exposed.  Paired with the beige strappy stiletto sandals she was wearing, she would not have been more stunning in a $10,000 Versace.  She was dressed to drive The Pack into a frenzy.

Seeing her flit confidently around the villa, applying her lipstick, attaching her earrings, fidgeting with her dress, it was like watching her getting ready for her first day at a new job; and in many ways that’s what it was. Any role I had was less clearly defined.

We arrived at the party at 7 pm, noticing immediately we were the only people there other than The Pack and Margot.  I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I was surprised none of the other couples or Alpha wives were there.  But Steve had said this was to be Kate’s “initiation”, and given what I expected that to mean, I was glad they weren’t. 

Steve greeted us at the door like old friends he hadn’t seen in a while.  That routine had run its course with me - the insincerity was too transparent.  It was different for Kate – she knew he genuinely liked her, and she leaned in to accept Steve’s pecks on both cheeks as she surveyed the room over his shoulders. It was the first time she had seen the guys since fucking and sucking all of them until they could take no more, changing the dynamic between all of them forever.  She had to be a little ill-at-ease.  But when Steve led her to the terrace, all of the guys greeted her the same way, kissing her innocently on both cheeks and nodding “hello” to me, as if nothing had changed. But something obviously had.  Kate was no longer the off-limits wife of another man or even just Steve’s mistress; she was now the newest plaything for all of them to enjoy and the main course for the evening’s festivities.

After saying hello to everyone we all moved en masse to the bar, where Steve guided Kate to a chaise lounge next to Margot.  I ordered a beer and turned to talk to Mark and David, who were standing next to me.  Steve sat on the other side of Kate and a waiter served Kate what looked like a Cosmo.  That’s when I noticed the sex toy on the table next to Kate.  It was basically an average size penis with a larger than average head and a hook-like appendage near the base, all wrapped in a purple latex skin.  It seemed odd to me that they would need a sex toy, given the fact there were more of them than orifices on Kate’s body, but seeing what they intended to do with it would need to wait.

After a few brief conversations, the Alphas all began talking to each other and I found myself standing awkwardly alone at the bar.  By then, Kate and Margot were enthralled in some hilarious story Steve was telling them, laughing at everything he was saying.  Whatever drink Steve had ordered for Kate was obviously affecting her.  I actually wondered if he had slipped something more than alcohol into it.  I decided to move to the other side of the pool and sit down on a chaise lounge where I could see everything that was going on.

The next 30 minutes or so the group swirled around the three on the lounges and the bar like bees pollenating a bed of flowers.  At one point, Steve left Margot and Kate alone and went into the house.  Ten minutes later he came back and sat on the end of Kate’s lounge.  She looked at him lovingly as he began stroking her leg and foot while talking gently to her while Margot looked on.  Kate didn’t speak or move – she just watched him intently.  I was struck by the trust that radiated from her beautiful face.  At that point the conversation began to quiet noticeably around the pool.  Steve stood up and moved closer to Kate, leaning in to kiss her lips before sitting down again.  She returned his kiss eagerly, leaning back as he began to explore her body with his hands, starting with her shoulders and then her breasts.  He continued kissing her as he worked his hand down her side, then around her hip, before finally sliding it between her legs.  That’s when Margot rose up from her chair and walked over to me.

“Are you ready for this?.”

“Ready for what, exactly?”

“Kate’s ‘initiation’, of course.”

“I’m not sure what that entails... wasn’t what they did to her at the house enough of an initiation?”

“Well, that was just their release of months of pent up desire for her.  This ritual is designed to take her places sexually from which she will never want to return.  Come join me next to Kate.  We’ll watch it together…”

I followed Margot as she strutted suggestively back to the other side of the pool.  Despite Steve’s hand being inside of my wife’s dress, and Margot’s hint at some kind of “ritual”, I couldn’t keep from watching Margot’s tight little ass swaying back and forth in front of me. 

When we reached the lounge Margot was sitting on next to Kate, she motioned for me to take her place.  I was stunned – she really meant we would watch together.  From the front row!  I hesitated since I wasn’t sure I wanted to be that close to what was going on.  From that vantage point I could hear the wet, slurping sounds from between Kate’s legs as Steve manipulated her pussy, proving in no uncertain terms she was enjoying what he was doing.  As I watched, Steve looked up at me and smiled, “Seems Kate is anxious for us to get started, Mike.”  Kate opened her eyes and looked at me, noticeably already drunk with lust.

I didn’t answer.  There was nothing really to say.  Kate had already sunk back into her lounge with her legs bent up and spread open and her eyes closed, obviously in no mood to stop Steve from doing what he was doing. I turned to Margot with a look that pleaded with her to be a good friend to Kate and keep things under control.  Then, in a voice loud enough for Steve to hear, I asked Margot, “You’re not going to join in?  I thought you and Kate were the thing...”  Margot just smiled.

“Steve can be very possessive… and this is the boys’ ritual, something they’ve been doing since long before I came along.”

I looked at Kate, who was lying languidly on the lounge, eyes still closed, legs spread, while Steve continued massaging her pussy.  She seemed oblivious to the other members of The Pack who were beginning to close in on her.  I sat down on Margot’s lounge and leaned back until Kate’s head was only inches from mine, close enough that I could hear her deep breaths.  Only when Steve leaned in to kiss her tenderly on her lips again did she stir from her reverie.  She responded enthusiastically, clearly extremely turned on from what Steve had been doing, grabbing him around the back of his head and pulling him closer.  They stayed locked in a passionate kiss until Steve suddenly pulled away and got up from the lounge, leaving her breathless and disoriented.  She watched as he stood over her, unbuttoning and removing his shirt and then stepping back slightly.

“OK, Kate.  Let’s begin.  Stand up.”

Kate did as she was told.

“Now take off your dress.”

Again, she complied willingly, watching Steve intently as The Pack continued to close the circle around her and Steve.  As her dress slipped from her shoulders to the warm concrete, she stood silently in just her stiletto heals and her panties.  Steve continued issuing his commands.

“Now get on your hands and knees on the lounge facing the pool.  Let Mike get a good look at that sweet, virgin ass of yours.”

Kate looked at me briefly, her face sleepy with lust, and then did as she was told.  It truly was ritualistic.  I half expected them to start her on fire or something.  But I knew that was far from their intent.  Kate was the sacrificial lamb they intended to devour in every way imaginable.  I watched as Kate slowly knelt on the lounge, while Steve dropped the back of the lounge flat.  She then spun around with her hands on the lounge in front of her, facing the pool.  As she held herself still, Steve slipped his hand in her panties and dragged the palm of his left hand up between her ass cheeks, making sure to dip his middle finger between her sodden lips and smear the viscous fluid over her asshole.

“God, she’s so smooth… and wet, Mike.  I love how easily she gets turned on…”

I didn’t like the way Steve talked about Kate as if she was a show pony, but he was right – Kate was relaxed and turned on - a completely different person than she was when we first arrived at Bacchus.  I remembered telling Steve she was a little shy and lacking in confidence.  That was most definitely no longer true.  She knelt perfectly still while he caressed her ass, at one point covering one of her tight little cheeks with his entire hand and squeezing it, like he was comparing melons at the supermarket. 

After several minutes Steve reached behind himself and grabbed a large bottle of lubricant from a small glass table.  He slipped her panties down to expose her ass, then poured a copious amount into his left palm and dragged it again between her cheeks, coating her skin to a glossy sheen.  His hand seemed so big on Kate’s tiny ass, sliding up and down.  As her tight skin glistened, he turned his hand and slipped his thumb into her sphincter, eliciting a gasp of surprise.  As Kate adjusted to the feeling, she began undulating her hips on his thumb, apparently relishing the feel of it churning in and out of her ass.  It was all so lurid, so literally in my face.  I couldn’t stop staring at Steve’s thumb as it slipped so easily in and out of what Steve had confirmed was Kate’s virgin ass.

As I stared, I didn’t notice what was happening at the other end of the lounge.  When I finally looked in that direction, I saw Mark standing in front of Kate, holding her head under her jaw like a bowling ball with his hard cock pointed directly at her mouth.  He held her there for a minute, as if taunting her, and then walked forward, placing his throbbing, bulbous head to her lips before forcing them apart.  As he walked himself forward, Kate held herself still before gagging briefly as he bottomed out in her mouth.  That’s when the bottom fell from my stomach.  I felt my fist clench around the fabric of my shirt and my heart begin to race out of control.  Margot could sense my distress.

“Are you OK?”

I was definitely not OK, but I didn’t want her to know how I was feeling. I wasn’t sure myself. Kate seemed to be someone I didn’t know anymore. She was suddenly transformed into an anonymous, gorgeous porn star in a poolside sex scene.  And in some ways, that made it easier to deal with what she was doing. But I couldn’t just wash reality away.  Watching her felt like drowning in a sea of swirling emotions. 

I turned toward Margot and whispered my response.  I didn’t want Kate to hear what I was feeling.

“No. I’m not OK.  Kate having sex with you and Steve was ‘OK’.  This is not OK. Kate is not a whore!”

Margot laughed, “Ha!  A woman who has sex with multiple partners is by definition a whore.  But that’s OK, Michael – we’re all whores here…””

Technically, Margot was right of course, but Kate wasn’t doing any of this by choice.  This was all Steve’s idea!  I watched helplessly as Kate continued sucking Mark’s cock for several more minutes.  It seemed strange that Steve still had his shorts on and had made no move toward Kate’s vulnerable pussy.  Mark just held Kate’s head in his hands as he looked toward the sky, smiling with his eyes closed, clearly enjoying the ministrations of Kate’s warm, supple tongue on his dick.

That’s when Steve pulled his thumb from Kate’s ass and turned to grab the sex toy from the table behind him.  As he watched Mark fuck Kate’s mouth, he slathered more lube onto the purple phallus and then carefully placed it between Kate’s vulnerable pussy lips.  They parted easily as he pushed it inside of her, then clenched onto the base when Steve flipped the switch, causing a deep drone to emanate from the hook-like appendage that was now caressing Kate’s clitoris.  Steve then pulled Kate’s panties back up around the phallus, effectively keeping it inside of Kate, while the appendage worked its magic on her clit.  It was pretty ingenious really, and something that Kate obviously was enjoying.  She began swaying her hips and groaning as she sucked even more voraciously on the cock in her mouth.

Mark looked like he could have come at any time, but after several more minutes, he seemed to force himself to pull his raging cock from her mouth and look at Steve, panting hard from the excitement coursing through his body.  Steve had resumed plunging his thumb in and out of Kate’s ass and did it a few more times before slowly pulling it out.  As he stepped to the side, Mark moved to the back of the lounge and knelt down behind Kate.  While he did, Kate groaned from the intense vibrations on her clit, not noticing David approaching her face with his rock hard dick in hand.  He tapped it against her lips, then waited for her lips to part before guiding it into her warm, waiting mouth. 

For some reason, none of this was on my radar.  It just never occurred to me.  When it began, I assumed Mark was going to fuck Kate’s mouth while Steve fucked her pussy, just like they had done the last time.  But that was clearly not their intention.  This was designed to drive Kate into a sexual frenzy.

I turned to look at Mark as he grabbed his saliva slickened dick and began to approach Kate’s gaping, well-lubricated asshole, and that’s when the point of the ritual suddenly occurred to me – they intended to take the only thing Kate had never shared with me – her virgin ass, and do it right in front of me, thus humiliating both of us simultaneously.  I don’t think Kate knew that was the plan either, judging from her muffled screams as Mark began pressing his massive cock against the tight opening of her ass.  His huge head distorted as he pushed, like one of those cartoon characters with his head pressed against the glass.  The large phallus in her pussy couldn’t have made it any easier.  But Mark pressed on, and when he finally penetrated her, she squealed in pain, reaching behind herself with her left hand to grab her hip.  It was like she wanted to stop him, but then thought twice about it.  I wanted to help, to reach out and pull him away from her, but I was paralyzed.  So many thoughts began racing through my mind – what would happen to our deposit if Kate and I left together?  Would she even agree to leave?  I felt I needed desperately to do something.  But as I watched in agony, Margot reached over and grabbed my forearm.

“You know there’s an easier way to watch this. It makes it less painful.”

I looked at her with what must have been an expression of terror and disbelief, unable to speak.  She then sat up on her lounge and faced me. The sound of Kate’s agonizing groans raged behind me as Margot reached over and rubbed the crotch of my dress shorts.  I was stunned, at first wanting to bat her hand away before Kate could see it.  But I was powerless to stop her.  I looked down at her hand as she gently stroked her palm across my shorts while smiling mischievously up at me.  As she did, the sensation flowing through my loins began to overwhelm the fear and suffering that had taken hold of me.  It was like someone had injected me with some kind of tranquilizer.  I looked at Margot in disbelief.  I could barely breathe.

She smiled seductively, acknowledging the growing lump in my shorts.

“Steve is a good judge of character.  He said you would enjoy watching this.”

She sat on the edge of her lounge and continued rubbing me firmly through my shorts.  My dick continued to swell with each pass of her palm, making me physically unable to care who was watching at that point, and suddenly indifferent to Kate’s agony.  Somehow everything seemed less dire.  And the more she stroked my cock, the more my focus switched from Kate to Margot.  It’s hard to admit now, but she was right – being sexually aroused myself did make it easier to watch what was happening to Kate.

But I still couldn’t process what was happening. I continued staring at Margot until she dropped to her knees next to my lounge and began pulling down my shorts.  I instinctively unbuttoned the waist band and lifted my ass to help.  When my cock popped free and plopped heavily on my belly, she smiled and reached out to grab it in her delicate hand.  She then looked up at me again, stroking it softly up and down while she did.  I watched her licking her lips, not moving at all, trying to let her know I wanted her so badly to take it in her mouth and suck it.  She felt so good.  I watched her bite her lower lip, looking back at me.  She knew what I wanted, but she continued taunting me, stroking me softly up and down, with her slender fingers barely touching the sensitive skin.  Then, after turning momentarily to watch Kate, she turned back to me. 

“Has Kate ever had anal sex before?”

The question snapped me back from my wanton desire for her mouth, but I could barely speak, “I…  I don’t know.  I… I don’t think so…”

“Well, she’s gonna love it. The point is to teach her that once you have two cocks in you, one is never enough...”

I forced myself to look at Kate, who was now silently bobbing back and forth on the two cocks in her body, evidently no longer in pain.  Mark was fully buried inside of her, furiously fucking her ass while gritting his teeth and slapping his balls against the bulge of her panties beneath him.  It was all so close.  I could have reached out and touched them both.  Instead, I watched as Mark stopped suddenly and threw his head back.  His ass clenched several times and he drove himself deep inside of Kate, holding himself still.  The sound of the vibrating sex toy was all we could hear for a moment, until Kate began moaning loudly.  Mark joined her, and soon the two of them were groaning and twitching involuntarily under the strain of their simultaneous orgasms.  As they came, David looked at Mark and smiled, holding Kate’s head in his hands as Kate struggled to breathe.  I watched in amazement as Kate took her first load of cum in her ass, but instead of jealousy or regret, all I could do was wonder what she could feel at that moment.  Surely, she felt Mark’s cock pulsing inside of her.  Could she feel the warmth of his cum filling her anal cavity?  Was she relieved it was over?

The problem was it wasn’t over.  In fact, it had only just begun.  As soon as Mark twitched his last spurt of cum into Kate’s body, David took his place and Dillon took David’s.  I watched as David poured more lube into his hand and rubbed it over Kate’s asshole before slipping a finger inside of her.  She didn’t flinch as he worked it in and out of her and then inserted another.  In fact, Kate had actually started gyrating back on his fingers, her pleasure perhaps enhanced by the vibrations on her clit.  After several minutes, David pulled his fingers out and squirted another stream of lube into his palm and slathered it onto his fully erect cock, mixing it with Kate’s saliva.  He was bigger than Mark - almost as long as Steve, but not nearly as thick.  As he stepped forward and lined himself up behind Kate, his cock glistened like glass as he placed it against her vulnerable asshole.

Watching all of this unfold, I knew in my heart I should have gotten up from my chair and intervened – I was sure Kate would regret what she was being forced to do, but she was too far gone to help herself.  But I couldn’t help her either.  Margot’s hand had completely dissolved any sense of responsibility I should have had to save Kate.  What I wanted most at that moment was for her to put my dick in her mouth so I could watch David’s cock fucking Kate’s ass while Margot sucked mine.  I’m ashamed to admit it now, but far from wanting to help Kate, my priority had become cumming in Margot’s mouth while I watched Kate suffer. But as my sense of duty was pummeled mercilessly by my sense of desire, Margot pulled her hand away.

I looked at her, “No…don’t stop!”

“It’s your turn.”

“My turn for what?”

“To stroke your dick.”

I looked at Kate, hoping she couldn’t hear our conversation, but she was more than occupied, groaning loudly again as David began his anal assault.  I whispered urgently to Margot.

“I thought you were going to suck it for me…”

“Ha!  I’m not sucking your cock!  You’re going to stroke it yourself!”

“I’m not going to stroke my dick in front of everyone!”

“You don’t love Kate?”

“Of course I love Kate!  What does that have to do with jerking off in front of her?”

“Well, I was in Kate’s position a long time ago.  And one thing I remember was seeing my husband pleasuring himself while he watched me.  It made me feel like he was enjoying what I was doing and it eased the guilt.  It’s the best thing you could do for Kate right now.”

I couldn’t believe the logic.  But then again ‘logic’ had very little sway at Bacchus.  Looking back at Kate, I could see David behind her, driving his glistening cock between her ass cheeks as Dillon fucked her mouth.  Kate was simply going with the flow, held in place by these two alpha males and forced to let them do as they pleased.

The familiar sickness in my gut began to return, unabated by the lifeline of Margot’s hand.  I decided I really had nothing to lose if I did as Margot suggested.  Kate was hardly focused on me.  And I needed to return to the safety of my arousal if I was going to survive the experience.  I reached down and grabbed my slowly deflating dick and began to stroke it softly and slowly.  Margot watched my hand slide gently up and down my shaft.

“There…that’s it.  Show Kate you love what she is doing.  And keep doing it.  But don’t cum!  My husband said it only ruins the experience.”

Again, more twisted logic.  But it was true.  I knew that from experience.  I heard Kate groan loudly again and turned to look.  David was holding her by the hips, prying her apart, like a relentless steel wedge splitting a log. I could see the skin on her hips stretch under the force of David’s hands pulling her back toward him, burying himself inch by painful inch.  It was agonizing to watch and hear, but all I could do was increase the pressure and pace of my hand to deaden the urge to help Kate.  Finally, after several minutes, the sounds emanating from Kate changed. David was finally fully inside of her, and her screams turned to long, deep groans as she began rhythmically gyrating her hips again. Before long, they were moans of wanton hunger.

I reduced the pressure on my dick and continued stroking myself slowly, trying desperately not to cum while the scene in front of me played out.  Kate continued groaning loudly while David slid easily in and out of her distended ass.  I couldn’t fathom how relatively quickly she had adjusted to the situation, acting suddenly as if she had done this hundreds of times before.  As David began pounding her relentlessly Kate began to tremble.  Her arms and thighs were shaking so badly I thought she might collapse, but as Dillon and David held her up, she exploded violently with another orgasm that seemed to continue unabated under the constant vibrations on her clit.  It was all too much for David.  He didn’t have the luxury of controlling the pressure on his dick like I did; his cock was wrapped tightly inside of Kate’s ass, his every inch clamped in its silky magic.  With her thrashing beneath him, he stopped in mid-thrust and began pumping more hot semen into her bowels.  He gripped her hips, digging his fingers into her sides, groaning loudly.  As he did, Dillon held her head steady, looking down at her with his cock in her mouth and lust in his eyes.  It seemed we both wanted to see the look in her eyes as she took another load of cum in her ass.

When David finally stopped twitching and could take no more, he pulled himself from Kate’s ass to let Dillon take his place.  During the exchange, Kate had a brief moment to turn and look at me.  I can’t imagine the thoughts that must have been going through her head as she watched me sitting next to Margot, dick in hand, blankly staring back at her.  She didn’t look ashamed of what she was doing.  She just looked like someone who had been sucking cock and cumming uncontrollably while being fucked in the ass for the last 45 minutes.  Her ass glistened with lube, and her face shined with saliva.  She looked drowsy with lust, despite panting hard through her swollen lips to briefly catch her breath.  Seeing me stroking my dick while she looked like that must have had the effect Margot said it would have – she had to believe I was giving her my approval to continue.

Looking back,  that exact moment had to have been the absolute lowest point of our lives up to that point – a stark portrayal of what we had both become.  If anyone from our former lives had seen us, they could never have believed their eyes.  But Kate had no time to ponder those thoughts.  When she turned forward again she could see Ryan approaching from the side with his dick in hand.  She then turned to watch Dillon walk behind her, grabbing her ass and aligning his raging hard on with her now gaping sphincter.  Ryan said something to her and then groaned as he slid his dick into her mouth, while I watched Dillon slid his throbbing member easily into Kate’s defenseless hole.  A deep groan from Kate merged with Ryan’s in an unholy chorus broken by an observation from Margot.

“It seems I was right about Kate.  She likes two cocks inside of her just like the rest of us…”

Margot was right about everything, especially how masturbating would make watching Kate easier.  I never wanted it to stop, and neither did Kate.  She was now literally leaning into what was happening, devouring Ryan’s dick like a rabid dog while pushing back on each of Dillon’s thrusts into her ass.  She was entirely enthralled in lust like I had never seen her before.  Her groans were no longer cries of pain; they were pleas for more.  She bounced back and forth on Ryan’s dick as fast as she could while Dillon tried desperately to keep himself inside of her, gritting his teeth as he held onto her hips.  It was at that point that I realized Kate was fully in the grip of The Pack.

As she bounced rapidly back and forth between the two men, she reached between her legs with her right hand and gently held the base of the vibrator.  Her moans grew longer, then higher, until it was clear she was on the verge of cumming again.  In fact, all three of them were, as evidenced by the strain on their faces.  When it finally happened, all three of them cried out simultaneously like the sinners cast into hell in “The Last Judgement” by Michealangelo.  It was a sound like nothing I had ever heard, temporarily disorienting me and causing me to lose my focus.  I instinctively wrapped my fingers tighter around my dick and continued stroking, subconsciously wanting to join them in their orgasmic bliss.  As their cries reached a crescendo, I tried imagining what they all were thinking.  The guys must have been proud to have done what they did to Kate.  Was Kate proud to have done what she did for them?  As I contemplated those thoughts, I felt the wave welling deep in my belly.  I tried to tamp it down, to wish it away, but it boiled forth like a volcano, too powerful and too fast to hide from.  There was nothing I could do to stop it.  When it hit, I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes.  My hips thrust involuntarily from the lounge and I squeezed my cock.  The first burst of cum landed on my upper chest, the second on my belly.  The third and fourth flowed out over my hand.  I opened my eyes to see Kate struggling to gulp down Ryan’s cum while he held her head still.  Dillon was still twitching in her ass, squeezing her hips tightly.  More cum flowed out of me and onto my hand as I watched.  As the feeling of pleasure subsided, I realized Margot was right about another thing: cumming ruins the experience.

I looked over at Margot who looked away from Kate to look at me.

“I don’t know what a ‘whore’ looks like to you, but cumming while sucking the cum from one guy while another cums in your ass seems pretty whore-like to me.”

I looked back at Kate still on her hands and knees, her head drooping between her shoulders, completely out of breath.  The initiation was complete.  Not only had The Pack taken Kate in every way possible, but she had completely abandoned herself, cumming several times herself.  Had that been the end of the night, it would have been enough for me.  There was nothing else I needed to see to know that Kate had been fully transformed from a loving, faithful wife, to a wanton slut willing and able to do whatever was asked of her.  And, having cum myself, watching anymore promised to be excruciating.  But The Pack was not finished.  And Kate was not finished.  I was going to be forced to watch whether I wanted to or not. 

As I lay dumbfounded on my lounge, still gripping my limp dick as it marinated in the pool of rapidly cooling cum on my belly, I looked to see Kate lying on her side, completely spent and out of breath.  The vibrator laid on the cushion behind her.  David got up from the bar and asked Kate to stand for a minute.  As she struggled to her feet, Alex took her hand to hold her steady while David piled two cushions on top of the one Kate had previously been kneeling on.  I was stunned to see David had already recovered from cumming in Kate’s ass less than an hour before, his hardening dick signaling he was ready for another round.  As Kate removed her underwear, David crawled onto the stack of cushions and laid on his back with his feet on the cushion below.  Kate seemed to know exactly what to do next, following him onto the lounge and straddling him, aligning herself with his cock as she sat down onto it.  David then pulled her forward, pressing her bare chest down onto his.  I could see the cum on Kate’s ass cheeks as David spread them apart, preparing her for Alex who was taking his place behind Kate.  David’s hard cock was only a couple of feet from my face, close enough for me to see the large vein on the underside as it disappeared into Kate’s glistening pussy.  I knew instinctively what was next - this was the real “double penetration” Margot had talked about. I watched in disbelief, completely unshielded by the protective shroud of self-pleasure that had saved me before, hardly noticing Steve coming over to join us.

“Seems like you’re enjoying the show, Mike, all up close and personal.”

It was hard to argue with his assessment; I was still naked and exposed, holding my limp dick in my hand.  I was also dealing with the post-orgasm crash back to reality.  He threw me a towel and I began wiping myself clean.

“This was Margot’s idea.  She said Kate would see it as a sign of support.”

“Oh, that’s right.  She told me she liked it when her husband jacked off watching her.”

Kate’s groans interrupted our conversation as Alex pressed his cock into her ass and she stared down into David’s eyes.  Seeing me jacking off had evidently unleashed any final inhibitions she might have had, encouraging her to begin rocking with abandon on the two cocks inside of her.  It was another “first” I never even considered possible.  But talking to Steve while it was taking place, one thing became clear – he had barely been a part of it.  She was enjoying herself without him even near her.  Steve noticed the same thing.

“Kate seems to be enjoying herself too.  She’s going to be a good one!”

There was another of Steve’s show pony references, but it was quickly overshadowed by the sight and sounds of David and Alex fucking Kate.  She really did seem to be enjoying herself, riding David’s cock hard while Alex reamed her from behind.  The squishing sounds from her wet, slippery cunt and her cum filled ass filled the warm night air.  Steve stood watching Kate, and then turned to Margot.

“Babe, would you mind sucking my dick for a while?  After David and Alex cum, Mark and I are going to take over.”

Margot slid up on her lounge and sat on the end with her legs spread wide.  As Steve stepped forward, she lifted his heavy dick up to her mouth and paused for a moment, looking up at him while she licked around his bulbous head like it was a giant, flesh colored ice cream cone.  Then, after several passes, she swallowed him whole, willingly sucking his entire dick into her talented mouth.  It was simply stunning to watch.

I had to admit Steve was a freak of nature.  He had everything – money, a freakin’ sex compound, a gorgeous wife who obviously would do anything he asked her to do, a nice cock, a ridiculous body...  He also had my wife doing whatever he wanted her to do.  And all I could do was jerk off from the gallery as he and his buddies drove my wife to orgasmic bliss.

I wasn’t jerking off when Kate came that time though.  She signalled her impending orgasm with ever more desperate muffled groans as she kissed David passionately, and when she finally exploded, David and Alex were cumming as well, flooding her already saturated body with even more of their steaming hot juices.  By the time they were finished, Steve was ready to go.  He instructed Mark to take David’s place while Kate laid exhausted on the lounge next to it, shamelessly displaying her reddened, cum soaked pussy.  Steve grabbed her by the hand and helped her back onto the lounge, where she willingly straddled Mark and sat easily onto his cock as he held it in place.  I could see David’s cum squeeze out of her as she collapsed on top of Mark.  Steve then took his place behind her, lubing up his rock hard slab of meat.  I just could not process how Steve’s cock could possibly fit inside of Kate’s tiny body.  Neither could Margot.

“Kate’s gonna have a problem with this one…”

And she did.  Kate wailed loudly as Steve began pressing himself into her.  I worried that he could do serious damage to her sphincter.  But the sphincter is an amazing thing – with enough time it can adapt and expand, something that Margot had obviously experienced.

“Steve is REALLY big.  He really shouldn’t be fucking these poor girls in the ass when they’ve never done it before – he should let the other guys break them in for a few weeks.  But he gets off on getting them to the point where they stop agonizing and begin to enjoy it, and they do adapt.  In fact, Kate will probably cum after she gets passed the pain.”

She was right again.  Kate moaned and groaned for several minutes while Steve slowly pushed himself into her.  All of the work the others had already done had surely helped, but it still took patience.  She would pause while he pushed, and then begin bobbing her hips up and down on Mark’s cock.  Then she would pause again, mouth agape, while Steve pushed another ounce of flesh into her.   When he was finally fully inside of her Kate paused again, panting uncontrollably as she looked at Mark in disbelief.  When she began bobbing on his cock again, Steve slowly pulled himself out and began methodically thrusting in and out of her.  After several more minutes, Kate was overwhelmed with lust, responding with a wild abandonment like I had never seen.  She bounced furiously on Mark’s cock while Steve plunged in and out of her like one of those oil pumps you see on the western plains.  When she finally came, she wailed out into the night sky so everyone in the compound could hear, like a rebel yell announcing that her initiation was complete. 

Steve and Mark added their cum to Kate’s already saturated body and left her completely wiped out on the adjacent chaise lounge.  They then joined the others who had turned on Margot after David approached her and asked her to suck his cock.  Steve just sat on the lounge next to mine watching and encouraging the others, too spent himself to join in.  As Margot ended up on her hands and knees on a cushion the guys had placed on the pool deck, I asked Steve if I could gather Kate and leave.  He agreed she could go, and thanked me for joining the Community.

On the ride home in the shuttle, I was crushed.  As Kate slept next to me, all I could think of was how willingly she had succumbed to The Pack.  I never felt smaller in my life.  And after seeing me jack off while she did what she had just done, I wondered if she would ever see me the same way again.  The only thing I felt slightly good about was the fact that I had made a new friend in Margot.  In some weird way that she probably didn’t notice, I felt like we were passengers on the same ship.  Sure, I was in Steerage, and she was in First Class, but I had a sinking feeling we shared the same fate.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

They say it takes a village to raise a child, and in Kate’s case, an “army” may have been a better word.  Her parents did everything they could to build a fortress around Kate while she was growing up, creating an almost impossibly perfect young girl.  For 22 years, they carefully cultivated her until in mind, body and spirit, she was the image of female perfection. Then, after only 10 years with me and 9 months with Steve, she had given it all away – all in a desperate quest for unending orgasmic bliss.  And now, in less than 3 more days, six men had had driven the final nail into what had taken almost 23 years to cultivate.

When we got back to our villa Kate was barely able to walk into the house.  I helped her inside, but she collapsed on the bed with her tiny red dress still on, unable to wash up before falling asleep.  My plan was to have sex with her when we got home to relieve the built-up tension from watching her fuck and suck multiple cocks for more than three hours, but seeing her passed out as she was, I felt like that would be largely futile and slightly rapey, despite all she had done.  Instead, after washing up myself and turning out the lights, I laid in bed replaying the events of the evening over in my head again and again, remembering most vividly the sound of Kate’s sopping wet pussy as she fucked David while Alex fucked her ass.  It was such a clear confirmation of how excited she was with what they were doing to her.  Eventually, it became apparent that I would never fall asleep without making myself cum again, and since Kate was not in any shape to help me with that, I took things into my own hand for the second time that night, silently stroking myself while I recounted the night’s events.  When I finally came, I had to stifle a groan to avoid waking up Kate.  But I was able to contain myself and cum with barely a grunt all over my stomach and hands again.  Realizing I had no towel, and that getting out of bed would risk waking Kate, I simply smeared the cum all over my belly and chest and let it dry.  Afterward, the smell of cum seemed to fill the room, but in reality, there was no way of knowing if it was mine, or the massive pool still oozing from Kate’s body.

The next day Kate stayed in bed most of the day, getting up in the late afternoon.  We chatted a bit, but we could both feel the tension in the air and avoided the subject of the night before.  Or of the days to come.  For me the wounds were too deep.  For her, the explanations were wearing thin.  I finally got my chance to fuck her that night, but again, I avoided the urge to ask her about the initiation.  The only reference to that was when Kate confided her thighs were killing her.

By Sunday Kate was considerably more chipper.  We had sex again that morning, and after breakfast on the terrace she suggested we go to the pool.  I was actually shocked at the suggestion.  I had assumed she would be too embarrassed to face the others.  But I agreed, realizing that this was the rest of our life now, at least for the next five years, and we might as well get started living it.

It was a gorgeous, sunny day, with the temperature in the mid-70’s.  Everyone was there when we arrived, the Alphas on their upper terrace and the Betas spread out around the pool below.  A few of the Betas acknowledged us when we walked in, smiling or waving to us.  We took two lounges facing west between Ethan and Darcy, and Daniel and Elise, two couples we did not know very well.  But they were nice and accommodating, making us feel welcome.

After about half an hour, I heard Darcy ask Kate about the initiation.

“By the way, welcome to the Community!  I heard you and Mike signed the lease.”

“We did.  And thank you.”

“How was it?  The initiation that is…”

“Oh, it was… different… intense I’d say.”

“Yeah it is.  It’s harder than the Blanche/Noirs.  It’s 6 on 1, whereas the Blanche/Noirs are 12 on 6.  You rarely have more than one guy on you at a time.”

“Oh… I never thought of that…”

“Ethan and I could hear you screaming across the lake.  I felt bad for you…”

I could see Kate blush.

“I’m sorry about that…”

“No, it was OK!  I just wanted it to get better for you.”

“Oh, it did… eventually. Not all of those screams were from pain.”

Both ladies laughed and Darcy patted Kate on the thigh.

“That’s the spirit girl!  Once you get past the pain there’s the reward.”

They laid back and contemplated that thought.  I did too – that and the thought that this was truly a surreal conversation.  Two gorgeous women sitting by the pool with their husbands talking about the pros and cons of DP gangbangs that don’t involve their husbands.  That’s when Daniel, who was sitting to my left, interrupted my puzzlement.

“How was it for you, Mike?”

I was startled by the matter-of-fact way he asked the question, like he was asking about a play we had just seen.

“Not something I ever hoped to see, but Margot helped me through it.”

“Yeah, Margot’s a good person.  She’s certainly seen it all…”

Daniel let it drop there.  I was glad he didn’t ask me how I got through it.  Throughout the rest of the day, people stopped by to welcome us into the community and congratulate us.  It almost felt good to have all of the uncertainty behind us, and the fact of Kate’s submission to the Alphas known to all.  It seemed we could finally just take our place in the community – Kate an equal among the other women, and me an equal among the other Betas.  No secrets, no false facades.  By the time we left around 5pm, it seemed the strangeness of my new life had somehow washed away.  Everything seemed so normal.  We were just another couple, living among like-minded friends.  I almost felt lucky to be a part of something so unusual.

I left for work early the next day and stopped at my usual coffee shop for a large coffee to go.  After I finished putting Half and Half and Splenda in my coffee, I turned to see a nervous looking guy a few years older than me looking at me.  At first I thought he was a homeless guy about to ask me for money, until he spoke.

“Are you living in the Villa Ursula at Bacchus?”

I was stunned.  No one was supposed to know the names of the villas, or anything about the community.  But I saw no reason to lie.

“I am.  Why do you ask?”

“Do you have 10 minutes?  I’d like to talk to you about that.”

I looked around, wondering if he was an FBI agent.  But they usually don’t travel alone.  He was alone.  Again, I went with the flow.

“Sure.  Let’s have a seat.”

We walked over to a table by the window and sat down.  He looked around the room as if he was afraid we were being watched.

“What’s this about.”

“It’s about Bacchus, and Steve Taylor.  I’ve been trying to reach you.”

“What for?”

“To warn you.  I’m Jeff Davidson, Margot’s former husband.”

My heart dropped.  The same husband who used to whack off watching Margot have sex with other guys.  The same husband who I was emulating when I did the exact same thing just two nights earlier??

“Ah.  I see.”

“No.  I’m not sure you do.  You see, Margot and I used to live in the Villa Ursula.  That is until Steve seduced Margot and made her his Queen.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.  I was talking to a couple from the community who alluded to something like that, but they didn’t give us any details.”

“Steve offered ‘paradise’ but gave me hell.  By the time I realized what was happening, it was too late.”

I could relate to what he was saying, but was still confused.  This was my chance to learn how this whole Community came to be.

“How did you and Margot find the Community?

“Well, the rest of the Beta couples found it through a swinger site called Adult Friend Finder.  But we found it through our broker.”

Were you also on Adult Friend Finder?”

“God, no.  I didn’t even know what it was until Margot found out from Steve.”

“Who was your broker?”

“Stacy Cruset.”

My heart dropped.  Stacy Cruset was our broker.  Our stories were indeed similar.

“So, you had no idea what you were getting into?”

“Not at all.  We were thrilled to be given the one year trial.  We had a fantastic place to live, a bunch of cool people to hang out with…  It was paradise.  At first.”

“Then what happened?”

“Steve started seducing Margot, through his wife at the time, Chloe.  She was a very sexy woman.  They were so in love and had it so together – or so it seemed.  She started having sex with Margot, and then Steve joined in, and eventually it was just Steve.  I found out later that is Steve’s MO.  He takes a particular interest in converting non-swingers to the ‘lifestyle.’  Then, after he gets his tentacles into the wife, he pries her from her husband and kicks the old Queen and the husband out.”

Now this was really getting my attention.  Our situation was more similar than Jeff could have known.  Jeff took a drink of his coffee and shook his head.

“An unwritten rule of swinging is you don’t steal wives.  But Steve lives by his own rules, no matter how many lives he ruins.”

“There is no honor among wolves.”

He sniffed, “No.  There isn’t.”

We sat silently for a minute, then I changed the subject.

“Who are the Alphas?”

“Steve and David met at Dartmouth.  They became best friends and discovered they had a mutual interest in girlfriend sharing and group sex.  David knew Dillon and Steve knew Mark who knew Alex.  They combined their networks of like-minded friends and created an informal “fraternity” they called Alpha Sigma Phi, which stood for ‘Alphas Seeking Prey’, but became known also as ‘Alphas Seeking Pussy’.  Steve’s Dad bought them a huge old house near campus, and they rounded out the frat with pledges who also shared their interest.  The problem was the pledges found that when they eventually found that ‘special girl’, she too had to be shared with the Pack or they would be kicked out of the frat.  That was the genesis of Bacchus.”

“That makes a lot of sense.  How did you find all of this out?”

“I tracked down Chloe after we were both banished from the Community.  She told me everything, including how Steve lost his virginity.”

“She told you that?  Why?”

“Because it says something about Steve and his effect on women.  It seems his hot, married next door neighbor needed her lawn mowed since her husband was a baseball player and was never around in the summer.  They started a torrid affair that lasted until Steve left for college.”

“For college??  How old was he when it started?”

“Sixteen.”

I was flabbergasted.  There was no way a hot, older woman would have thought I was jailbait at 16!  I was a pimply, scrawny mess!  All of this was a lot to take in, but I felt a sudden realization that I was in trouble.  Steve was a monster, ‘digging his tentacles’ deeper into Kate with each passing day. 

Jeff continued,  “How did you meet Steve? 

“We met Steve through our real estate broker.  Your real estate broker – Stacy Cruset.”

“Stacy introduced you??  You weren’t in the ‘lifestyle’?”

“The lifestyle?  God no!  I’ve never heard that term until just now.”

“Oh my god.  Has he shown an interest in your wife?  What is her name?”

“Kate.  Yes, he has.  They’ve been having an affair for several months now.”

“And you let it happen?”

“I did.”

“Of course, you did.  You probably encouraged Kate.  Steve is an amazing judge of guys like us.”

“Like us?”

“Guys who fantasize about their wives fucking other guys.  You know the type?”

“I guess I do.”

I was a bit creeped out how Jeff seemed to know everything about me, and even more creeped out about how similar our stories were.

“Have you signed the Lease yet?”
“We did last Wednesday.”

“And have they ‘initiated’ Kate yet?”

“Yes.  The ‘official’ initiation was this past Friday.”

“And how did you feel about that?”

“I didn’t like it at all.”

He paused to think about that.

“What did you hate the most?”

“The obvious ‘in-my-face’ tone of it.  It seemed designed to humiliate me.”

“And who is assigned to Kate?”

“Steve.”

“Oh God.  OK.  In the short term, that might work for you. He is VERY possessive.”

“Why is that a good thing?”

“Because the other Beta Wives are doing gangbangs every Wednesday. That’s ‘Hump Day’.  Some days The Pack will also go around and randomly gangbang 2 or 3 of them separately,  or sometimes they bring all 5 girls together and do an all-day sex party by the pool.  The girls love it. It’s what they signed up for.  Like living at the Playboy Mansion.

I tried to picture that.  It was a world I could never imagine existed.  He continued.

“I never had to deal with that because Steve wanted to keep Margot to himself.  He wanted her to LOVE him.  So, he didn’t hang with the other Alphas on weekdays.  He used his days to brainwash Margot into believing he could give her everything she ever wanted. He gets off on getting them to want him more than they want their husbands.”

“So, if all of this is true – you’re saying Steve is priming Kate to become Queen.  Why are you telling me this?  You don’t even know me.”

“Mike, it’s probably too late for me.  I suppose there is a faint chance Margot would come back to me, but I doubt it.  She’ll waste away looking for another Alpha who will just treat her the same way.  My hope is that you can deny Steve what he thinks is rightfully his.  That would kill him, and THAT is what I want most of all.  I can’t kill him physically and get away with it, but I can help kill his spirit.  That’s what I want.”

I stared back at Jeff, looking deep into his eyes.  There was a fear there that frightened me, a glimpse into a place I hoped I would never see.  Jeff had seen it, and was pleading with me to save myself, and in the process destroy the person who had caused him so much pain.  I wanted to get away from him so I didn’t need to face what appeared to be my fate.  I thanked him for the information and promised to stay in touch, then raced to the safety and isolation of my car.  But his words rang loudly in my head – “My hope is you can deny Steve what he thinks is rightfully his.”  I turned up the radio to drown them out.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The conversation with Margot’s former husband Jeff spooked me big time.  I was stunned into inaction the entire week after I met him.  I couldn’t see the excitement in what Kate was doing as I had before, only the danger.  After the Initiation, Kate slipped easily into the routine of the Community.  She resumed seeing Steve that Monday, Wednesday and Friday, and was scheduled to attend the Blanche/Noir party on September 7th. Those first couple of weeks I never talked about what she was doing during our less frequent sex sessions, and I never asked her what she did during the day.  From the evidence - unanswered texts, unattended chores, late day showers with clothes still on the floor - it was obvious she was having sex while I was at work.  Not asking her what she was doing was partially just to avoid the subject, but it also became my way of expressing my disapproval of what was going on.  I just didn’t feel like she cared anymore how I felt.  It wasn’t until her first Blanche/Noir as a fully inducted member of the community that I finally snapped to my senses.

By then I was well aware that the Balance/Noirs were essentially sex parties disguised as dinner parties.  But we had never been to the dinner portion, so I asked Liam to explain the ropes so I knew what I could expect.  He explained that each Beta Wife is expected to stay close to their assigned Alpha couple throughout the night and do as they are told.  Even the dinner table is arranged with the Beta Wife on one side of the Alpha and the Alpha Wife on the other.  That allows the Beta Husband to sit next to his wife, but her attention is supposed to be 100% on the Alpha couple.  They make sure of that, and generally act like the Beta Husband isn’t even there.  All through the early part of the evening the Alpha couple are all over their Beta wife, with lots of caressing her at the bar and then the dinner table, holding her close while stroking her ass, slipping of hands into her dress, plying her with drinks and playing with her hair, whispering in her ear, etc.  All designed to get her wound up for the later festivities. 

After dinner, the Beta husbands take lounges together on the side of the pool away from the bar, while their wives stay with the Alphas.  At that point the touching turns to dancing, there’s more kissing and outright groping of the Beta wives by their Alpha couple, and things eventually devolve into a full blown orgy.  Ironically, the sex is usually initiated by the Alpha wives – it seems their husbands wait for them to initiate the sex, but sometimes the Alpha can’t help himself and beats his wife to the punch, usually ending up off to the side somewhere with his dick in the Beta wife’s mouth.  If that happens, the Alpha wife might join in and share her husband’s dick with the Beta, or they might push her back on the lounge chair so the Alpha wife can suck her pussy while the Alpha straddles her face.  More often though, the Alpha will cum in the Beta wife’s mouth and they will rejoin the party as if nothing happened.

When the Alpha wife gets her turn, she will begin by kissing the Beta wife before eventually leading her to a chaise lounge, where she will methodically take off the Beta wife’s clothes while her husband watches from the bar.  She will stroke every inch of the Beta wife’s body until she’s good and hot, and then will go down on her or do a 69 while her husband watches.  After the Beta Wife cums, the Alpha will walk over and work his way into the mix, usually fucking the Beta Wife while his wife sits on her face.  When he and his wife finally cum, it becomes a game of musical chairs, with the Beta wives buried under a churning sea of male and female flesh.  Meanwhile, the Beta husbands watch in silence from across the pool.  I was told that was always the way it always went – before Kate arrived.

The changes began at that first full party on September 7th.  It began like the others, with Margot clinging to Kate from the start with her arm around her waist and taking her straight to Steve, leaving me wondering what I was supposed to do.  I saw a group of Betas on the other side of the pool and joined them.  I watched as the other Alphas gathered around Margot, Kate and Steve, leaving their wives alone with their Beta wives.  The Betas I was with noticed the difference right away – the Alpha wives seemed distracted by the absence of their husbands, fixated on them hovering around Kate at the bar.  During dinner the Alpha wives seemed more at ease, laughing with their husbands and paying more attention to their Beta wives.  But whenever Kate spoke, the conversation stopped.  It was as if everyone wanted to hear what the new girl had to say.

After dinner was over and Steve finished his glass of wine, he nonchalantly grabbed Kate by the hand and casually led her out to the pool.  Margot and I watched as they walked away, Kate’s tight white dress caressing her ass as it swayed seductively with each delicate step.  When they reached the first chaise lounge by the bar, Kate turned to sit on the lounge while Steve continued standing.  The next thing I saw was Steve’s pants slipping down and Kate’s tan fingers on his pale white ass.  She held them there as he began thrusting back and forth, casually fucking her mouth for all to see.

Now after all that Kate had already done, this public display of oral sex should not have been a shock to me.  But it was still new to see Kate ‘participate’ so willingly.  Margot turned and spoke to me for the first time that night.

“I guess my husband couldn’t wait to get his dick inside your wife!”

“I guess.  Are you jealous?”

“Ha!  Jealous?  Jealousy can only mean heartbreak at Bacchus.”

She rose up from her chair and picked up her plate.

“There’s plenty of distractions around to take my mind off of Steve and Kate.”

Indeed there was.  As she walked back toward the Kitchen, I saw Alexa and Anna sitting next to each other on the couch while David fucked Alexa’s mouth.  On another couch, Tiffany was sitting on Dillon’s lap kissing him fervently with his wife Celine’s hand up her dress.  It seemed the party had begun.

I turned back toward the pool to see Steve lifting Kate’s dress from her head and tossing it on the adjacent lounge.  Kate then laid back on the lounge while Steve took off the rest of his clothes.  It was all so easy, like they had done this hundreds of times, and by then they probably had.  But not in front of two dozen people.  Kate spread her legs wide and waited until Steve finally crawled between them and slid his saliva slickened dick easily inside of her.

As I watched from the Dining Room table, it all seemed relatively tame.  This wasn’t the crazed sex party I had imagined in my mind. In fact, watching Steve making love to Kate alone by the pool was almost like watching one of those porn videos for couples, where the porn stars are supposed to seem like they’re actually in love.  Of course, that kind of porn always seemed boring to me, but when your wife is the star, it’s an entirely different story.  And they did seem like they were in love – Kate’s arms were wrapped loosely around Steve’s neck as he kissed her passionately, thrusting his massive cock in and out of her willing body.  He really did seem anxious, like he couldn’t wait to cum inside of her, and his relentless thrusts were beginning to drive Kate into a frenzy as well. I was mesmerized, barely sensing that the other Alphas were beginning to gather around the pool bar, evidently also interested in watching the two lovers on the lounge.

After several minutes Steve was up on both arms hovering over Kate, pounding his hips hard into hers.  She held his bulging biceps and gritted her teeth as she looked up at him,  her bare feet bouncing rhythmically with each thrust of his hips.  When she finally came she threw her head back and groaned loudly, digging her nails into his arms as her body froze.  She then began shaking uncontrollably as Steve froze as well, groaning out as his ass clenched hard.  Kate continued shaking violently as Steve spasmed shot after shot of hot cum into her body until he finally collapsed onto her, silencing her tremors under the weight of his spent body.  When he was finally finished twitching, the guys at the bar began to applaud, causing Steve to laugh and roll off Kate.  His wet, cum covered dick slapped heavily on his belly, while Kate remained prone on the lounge, her reddened, cum filled pussy on full display.  And then the party truly began.  

Alex walked over to the lounge where Kate was laying and slipped his arms under her.  The others walked rapidly to the far end of the pool and began quickly undressing.  Kate screamed as Alex lifted her from the lounge and then watched as he carried her to a lounge upon which David was lying on his back, stroking the dick that had previously been inside Alexa’s mouth.  Alex set Kate down on her feet next to David, and she immediately straddled him and prepared to sit down on his cock.  As she did, Mark lined himself up behind her and squirted a glob of lube into his palm.  Everything was happening so fast.  Kate sat down on David’s cock while Mark was already pushing his against her ass.  When she looked ahead, Dillon was pointing his cock at her face.  It seemed almost simultaneous – three cocks piercing Kate’s body at almost precisely the same time.  But she adapted immediately, instinctively bobbing back and forth to service the three cocks like she had been doing it her entire life.

It was a surreal scene.  From that distance, I could only make out the general outlines of the four intertwined bodies.  Beyond them Ryan and Alex stood stroking themselves as they watched, patiently waiting for their turn.  By that time, Margot had joined Steve, and was feverishly sucking Kate’s pussy juices from his spent cock.  I turned behind me to see Alexa and Anna in a 69 on the couch and Tiffany and Celine on the floor.  I had no idea where the other 6 women were.  Three of the Beta husbands were sitting at the bar and the other two were headed out to watch Kate with the five Alphas.  I was paralyzed in my chair.  I could not process how easily Kate had adapted to her new role.

For the next hour and a half, the Alphas took their turns with Kate, keeping her fully occupied until they had each cum twice.  Even Steve joined in, cumming in her mouth after Ryan and Alex had cum in her ass and pussy and she laid exhausted on her back.  From the sounds of things, Kate had cum at least three times herself.

Inside the house, things weren’t quite so harmonious.  Once the ladies had all had enough of each other’s pussies and realized what their husbands were up to, there was a definite sense of frustration.  Margot summed it up best when she said, “You’d think Kate was the only one with a pussy around here!”  Deb and Eva tried going down to join the group with Kate, but they ended up basically being “fluffers” for whoever was not fucking Kate at the time.  By the end of the night, most of the Beta couples had left and the Alpha wives were not a happy group.

I felt like the parent of a teenage prodigy guitarist in a rock band, watching him play in bars while his fans drunkenly cheered him on even though I didn’t approve of him being there at all.  Kate was certainly a prodigy, and her fans were growing in number every day and I most certainly did not approve of what she was doing.  But just like the teenage guitarist, I knew there was nothing I could do to stop her from doing what she obviously enjoyed most in life. 

I watched as Steve finished squeezing the last drops of cum from his dick into Kate’s mouth and then walked back to the bar to join the other Alphas.  That’s when I made my way down to get her ready to go home.   I found her lying on her back asleep, completely naked with one leg bent out in a figure 4 and one hand on her belly.  She looked so smooth and pristine, despite everything she had just been through.  The only thing sullying her velvet skin was a white drop of cum on her chin, just below her swollen lips.  Staring down at her, I felt a familiar heaviness in my pants.  I looked back at the bar to see the guys all laughing and drinking beers with some of the Alpha wives, still completely naked.  I looked back at Kate thinking how badly I wanted to fuck her right there.  But then I thought about how that would look; the hapless cuckold desperately trying to fuck his wife who had just been fucked unconscious by the town bullies.  I decided it was best to take her home and do it there, whether she wanted me to or not.

And that’s exactly what I did.  After leaving her passed out on the bed to brush my teeth, I returned and placed my two pillows in a stack next to her hips.  I then rolled her onto it, eliciting a slight groan of resistance.  I then knelt on the bed behind her while she drifted back to sleep, softly stroking my raging hard on as I knelt over her.  I then spat into the palm of my hand and slathered the saliva all over my cock, then did it again to make sure I was fully lubricated.  I then bent forward, putting my hands on either side of Kate’s shoulders.  As I leaned my hips forward, I could feel the tip of my cock touch the cheeks of her ass.  I pushed farther, spreading them apart until I could go no farther.  I then reached down and rubbed myself in the crack of her ass, trying to find the target of my wanton desire.  That’s when Kate awoke.

“No, Michael!  Don’t!”

I found the spot, still gaping, defenseless against my aching appendage.  Kate protested again.

“No, Mike!  I can’t!”

“Yes you can, Kate.  I saw you do it more than once tonight.  You’re going to do it again…”

She whined as I pressed myself easily into her and then gasped. 

“Oh God!”

Her normally tight sphincter gave almost no resistance.  I had never had anal sex with her, but I did manage to get my finger inside her more than once as I tried in the past.  Even that was difficult.  But not that night.  Her ass was wide open for the taking.

I easily buried myself fully inside of her, causing her to prop herself up on her elbows.  As I began lunging in and out of her, she grunted in response to every thrust.  I leaned forward to whisper in her ear.

“I know you like getting your ass fucked Kate.”

“I need to sleep Michael…”

“You love it.  The guys know you love it…”

“No, Michael…”

I kept grinding in and out, pulling myself almost entirely out and then burying myself completely again, the cum inside of her acting like a natural lubricant.  I couldn’t believe I was actually having anal sex with Kate Andersen.  It was something I had dreamed about but never thought would happen.  She continued moaning as I fucked her, but despite her protestations, I noticed she was pushing back onto me as I plunged forward.  She was trying to bury me deeper into her.  Realizing that, I grabbed her hips and began fucking her faster, eliciting even more groans.  When I finally came my orgasm washed through me like nothing I had ever felt before, releasing what felt like two weeks of pent up frustration deep into her bowels.  As it did, a thought rushed through me; if Kate was going to be a whore, she would be my whore too.  No more letting her rest after she finishes with everyone else.  I was going to take her when and how I wanted, just like they had done.  I relished that thought as I jerked several more times, pulling her ass cheeks against my thighs each time.  I then collapsed down onto her, pushing her body into the mattress and pillow below.  We lay panting; our moist skin stuck together, each lost in the confusion of what was happening to us.  In my post orgasm fog, I began to drift off to sleep, still inside her, until my dick naturally withdrew.  We then both rolled onto our backs, allowing me to retrieve my pillows and recede into my dreams.

I followed up on my new approach the following morning, not even waiting for Kate to wake up before rolling her onto the stack of pillows again and taking her ass for the second time.  As I did, I could hear my balls slapping luridly against the cum still oozing from her from the night before.  It was exactly the tonic I needed, reminding me that by denying myself sex with Kate, I was only hurting myself.  I realized I missed the sex and the thrill of hearing what she was doing while having sex.  I also knew that if Kate was truly obsessed with sex, acting like I didn’t want to have sex with her could only drive us apart.  After that, the floodgates opened again.

In fact, it became easy to take advantage of Kate’s obsession.  She couldn’t get enough sex.  Even the slightest caress from me on a Saturday morning could result in a blow job in the Kitchen.  And her oral skills were off the charts, easily sucking the cum from my body in only minutes and swallowing every drop.  And she had become a sexual goddess in bed; especially when she was on top, which is the position she seemed to prefer.  Her body moved like a ballerina, writhing and gyrating in ways specifically designed to make herself to cum.  She would drive herself into a frenzy of desire, and then keep herself there for as long as she could.  It was then that she was most vulnerable to my questions.  She would admit to everything at that point, until she was finally so overcome with lust she would explode in an orgasmic release that drained her ability to even hold herself up.  But being on top was only one of her favorite positions.  She also loved feeling my cock in her ass while she made herself cum, at first with her fingers, but then with the vibrator I bought her like the one she had at the initiation. 

And so we began a routine of having sex before dinner while she told me of her exploits each day, and then again when we went to sleep.  And of course, the following mornings as well.  It all helped me begin to feel like a part of her life again, even if her life was becoming more and more consumed by sex.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The next Blanche/Noir on September 21st turned out to be a turning point in the lives of everyone in the community – one of those things that sets a thousand other things in motion, although no one recognizes it at the time. 

For whatever reason, I kind of expected the party to revert to the more inclusive orgies that Liam had described – that the Alphas would have learned their lesson from the last party and try to be more attentive to the other ladies.  But unfortunately, that was not to be the case.  Evidently, like the sailors of yore lured to their deaths by the sirens’ call, the allure of Kate was too much to resist. 

The night transpired pretty much the way it had on the 7th, with Kate ushered off to the far end of the pool for another private gangbang while the other women fumed in frustration.

I was astounded at how anxious Kate was to let herself be ravaged in every possible way.  By the end of the night, the Alphas had even corralled the bartender and two of the servers to triple team her.  She was truly the Queen of the Ball.  But the Alpha wives had had enough.  Before the night was even over, the other women cornered Steve and demanded he find a way to prevent Kate from dominating the men, even if it meant not inviting her to any more Blanche/Noir parties.  Steve was sympathetic, admitting that even he was being squeezed out by the other Alphas.  He vowed to do something about it, but not before all of the other ladies stormed out of the party, leaving only me and Steve to watch Kate submit to another two hours of non-stop sucking and fucking with the other 8 men.  Steve was clearly tormented.  These were his rules Kate was abiding by, but things had gotten beyond his control. 

By the time I got Kate home, she was so punch drunk from the experience that I swear she slept through my turn with her that night. And the next morning, for that matter. But that didn’t matter to me; nothing could deter me from having have sex with her.

She finally got out of bed around 3pm the next afternoon.  When she appeared in the open patio doorway, I asked her how she was feeling.  All she said was that her shoulders and neck were killing her, obviously from spending almost three hours on her hands and knees. That got the blood flowing in the general direction of my groin again, causing me to get up from my chair and guide her down to the chaise lounge next to mine.  I then pulled down my shorts and put one foot on Kate’s chaise lounge.  She watched as I stroked my cock in front of her face, then leaned forward to take me into her mouth.  As I watched her languidly suck my cock, I couldn’t believe how all-consuming sex had become for both of us.  It was the first and last thing we did every day.  And as I felt what would be my third orgasm that day well up from deep inside me, I thought about how far Kate had gone from the day we met Margot only 9 months before.  If any or all of the Alphas had walked in at that moment, she would have sucked them off too.  And that thought sent me over the edge.  I grabbed her head and pulled her hard onto me, shoving my hard cock deep into her mouth.  She gagged briefly as I began shooting my load into her, but recovered quickly to easily gulp everything down.  When I was done, I doubled over from the sensitivity and pulled my cock quickly from her mouth.  She curled her lower lip and cupped her hand under her chin to catch any cum that might escape.  But none did – she had swallowed it all, and then looked up proudly at me.

“Well, that was unexpected.”

“You drive me insane, Kate.”

“I guess!  And I guess I’m driving Steve insane too.”

I tucked my saliva slickened dick back into my shorts and sat back on my lounge.

“Why do you say that?  Did you talk to him?”

“We were texting before.”

“What did he say?”

“He said he’s going to cut me off from the Alphas.”

I was stunned.  After all we had been through – the meeting with The Pack, signing the lease, the initiation – all designed to force Kate to submit to The Pack – Steve was cutting them off?

“Holy shit!  That is insane!  I thought what they were doing to you was what he wanted.”

“I did too, but he said it has gotten out of control.”

Margot’s husband Jeff’s trembling voice rang in my head.  He warned me Steve was all about “control.”  That was how he wrests his women away from their husbands.  He specifically said that Steve would want to keep Kate to himself.

“How do you feel about that?”

“I think it’s a mistake.”

“Mistake?  Why?”

“Because this place is built on the concept of sharing, Michael.  That’s what binds The Pack together!  They will never accept that decision.”

I paused to reflect on Kate’s words.  Based on the way The Pack had acted when they had her alone, she was probably right.  During her short time as a fully indoctrinated Beta, she had dramatically upset the ying and the yang of the community.  I looked over at her as she gazed across the lake at Steve’s house, wondering what she was thinking.

“Sounds like you were willing to endure more nights like last night…”

She didn’t answer right away.  I wondered if she was replaying it all in her head – nine rabid men clawing at her body, smothering her with their unbridled lust until they were all completely spent.

“It doesn’t matter what I was willing to do.  I saw the desire in their eyes the minute they saw me.  You saw it too.  There’s a reason they call themselves The Pack.”

It was true.  They were like hyenas on a freshly killed gazelle.

“But you seem OK with being in that position.  Do you like being gangbanged like that?”

She didn’t answer again, but as I stared at her, it was obvious she had no choice.

“Mike, I’ve never felt anything like that.  It’s intense.  And it’s not just the sea of manliness that surrounds you – it’s the way the sensations fill your hips and never let up.  It’s like a 3 hour orgasm.  Nothing can feel better than that.  You never want it to end.”

So Margot was right again – the initiation introduced Kate to a place very few women had experienced, and like the rest of the Beta wives, she was now hooked on the feeling.  And now that Steve had cut her and The Pack off from their new drug, I had to agree he was playing with fire.  I just didn’t know where the flashpoint would be.

Then again, maybe “fire” isn’t the correct term.  Maybe “smoldering ashes” was closer to reality, like the burning piles of leaves I began to see in the surrounding countryside.  The following two weeks were almost tranquil compared to the way things had been with The Pack.  Autumn is always like that – the cool sunshine, brilliant Fall colors and shortening days create such a bittersweet finale to the Summer.  But that year, the dying leaves made me worry about Kate’s daily activities more than marveling at the beauty of nature.  Steve’s resumption of his one on one affair with her seemed an ominous storm on the horizon.  It didn’t help that I sensed Kate wasn’t telling me everything that was happening with her.  She admitted seeing Steve on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, but there were telltale signs that those weren’t the only days she saw him – fresh sheets on the bed every day, more unanswered texts and phone calls, a conspicuous lack of groceries.  I began to suspect Steve was perhaps trying to compensate for what she could no longer get from The Pack, and from Kate’s demeanor, he was succeeding.  She was like a tightly wound spring, uncoiling in an explosion of passion at the slightest provocation.  I was definitely benefiting from whatever Steve was - or was not – doing for her.

But the fear that Jeff’s warnings were becoming reality continued to grow.  Even Liam noticed it at the Blanche/Noir on October 5th, when Steve spent the entire night after dinner in his Bedroom alone with Kate.  Liam broke away from watching Alexa in a threesome on the couch with Mark and Bridget to sit with me for a few minutes by the bar.

“Say, Bro.  I haven’t seen Steve and Kate since dinner.”

“Yeah, I haven’t either.  Margot seems to be doing OK though.”

We both looked over to the other couch to see David fucking Margot from behind while she sucked Darcy’s pussy.  David’s wife Anna was sitting on Darcy’s face, writhing rhythmically back and forth like she was riding a bucking bronco.

“Last time I saw Steve spend so much time with a woman he was stealing Margot from Jeff.  Do you worry about that?”

I looked at him quizzically.

“You think that’s what Steve is doing?”

“I don’t know, Mike.  Seriously, I don’t.  But I’m just sayin’…”

“I appreciate it Liam, but you know what they say, ‘If you love something…”

“Let it go.  I get it, and that’s true.  I just don’t want to see anyone get hurt.”

“I appreciate it, Liam.  And thanks.”

Liam stayed for a few more minutes and stared at Alexa.  I was envious of their relationship.  They were in such a good place, with no drama in their lives.  I could not say the same of mine.

By midnight most of the couples had left, except David and Anna.  Anna was asleep on one couch while David was still fucking Margot.  He was laying on top of her in the missionary position while kissing her intensely.  They seemed oblivious to anyone else in the room.  If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought they were the married couple.  Steve finally came out of the Master Bedroom and went to the Kitchen to fill his water glass.  Kate had stayed behind, presumably to get ready to go home.  Steve looked over at David and Margot.

“Looks like I’m getting sloppy seconds tonight.”

“Or sloppy fourths.  They’ve been going hard all night.”

It felt good telling Steve his wife was getting all she needed from someone other than him.  But he took it as Steve always did.

“Not as hard as I was on Kate.  That girl is insatiable!”

We both looked at Margot and David.  It seemed strange to me that Steve could be so infatuated with Kate when he already had Margot.  Sure, Kate was better looking – she was better looking than everyone!  But Margot was a stunningly beautiful woman as well, and a goddess in bed!  It seemed bizarre that men can need someone else when they already have an amazing woman, but they do.  See Brad and Jennifer, Brad and Angelina, Brad and…  Well, you get the picture.

“You don’t feel anything when you see your wife doing what Margot is doing?”

“Of course I do, Mike.  I love watching Margot have sex.  I get turned on like any other guy.  But I’m tapped out tonight.  I’m glad she will be too.”

I continued watching David and Margot while I waited for Kate.  It didn’t seem like David would ever cum, nor that he was even trying to.  He and Margot were lost in each other, enjoying the flow of their bodies together.  It seemed they would simply fall asleep connected.  I remembered times I had felt that way with Kate – joined at the waist, floating on a cloud of sexual bliss, never wanting the feeling to end.  At those times it seemed nothing could come between us.  Sitting in the darkness of Steve’s Living Room that night, it all seemed so long ago.

____________

Steve’s efforts to take full possession of Kate only accelerated the week after the Blanche/Noir on the 5th.  I would come home from work and find Kate in the Kitchen or sitting in the Living Room.  A simple kiss hello would turn into a deep, passionate kiss, then she would begin rubbing my cock through my pants.  One time she was still in bed, beckoning me to join her amongst the wet spots and crumpled sheets that still smelled of Steve’s cologne.  It was incredible how much sex they seemed to be having.  Yet it never took much to reignite the flame in Kate.  In fact, once it was clear we were going to have sex, it was like a race for her to cum before I did.  No matter what position we were in, she would wrestle me onto my back and straddle me, riding me desperately while grinding her clit on my pelvic bone.  Occasionally she succeeded, but often she didn’t.  That’s when she would pull out the vibrator and finish herself off.  I tried telling myself that was OK – that she had been having sex all day and surely didn’t need to cum again.  But I couldn’t escape the feeling that she expected to cum.  That everyone else could do that for her – why couldn’t I?

That’s when I decided I needed to get over my reluctance to go down on her after she had been with Steve.  I couldn’t bear the frustration of lying next to her after failing to keep myself from cumming before her.  She seemed to really appreciate my sacrifice.  In fact, she seemed to cum quicker than she had in the past, perhaps from the added excitement of knowing my tongue was exactly where another man’s cock had been only a short time before, tasting the cum inside her.

But despite the massive amount of sex we were having, the amount of time she appeared to be spending with Steve was a cloud hanging over everything else.  That and the fact that I was sure she was lying about the amount of time they were actually together.  Her fear of an Alpha uprising seemed to be misplaced – she hadn’t mentioned them in three weeks, so I assumed everything was fine from that perspective.  But the real and present danger was Steve completing his cocoon around her.

Thoughts like that took a dramatic toll on my sleep.  I lay awake every night trying to understand what was happening and debating whether I needed to take more drastic measures to ward off Steve from taking full possession of my wife.  One night the idea of installing some kind of security cameras occurred to me.  It seemed like the perfect solution to answer many of the questions I had.  I did a little research the following day while I was at work, finding all kinds of options – there were smoke detector cameras, alarm clock cameras, doorbell cameras – most of which seemed to be of dubious quality.  I tried to imagine how I would explain the need for a new alarm clock to Kate since I had been using my phone for the past ten years, or why we needed a smoke detector on the ceiling over our bed, and decided that the solution needed to be much more discreet than that.  That’s when I hit upon the idea of a cellular trail cam.  I could mount it outside on one of the numerous trees by the front door and Kate would never know it was there!  I settled on the TACTACAM Reveal X Gen 2.0 LTE Cellular Trail Camera, a small, camouflaged unit that straps to a tree and has a range of 80 feet.  You can set it to take pictures, video, or pictures and video of anything that comes within range, and it pings your phone when it is activated.  It was brilliant!  I ordered one from Amazon and had it delivered to my office the next day.  I set it up on Sunday, October 13th while Kate was at the Fitness Center working out.

The next day I was super excited to see what my new toy would reveal.  As I walked out of the front door to get into my car, I felt my Fitbit buzz to tell me I had an incoming text.  When I opened the text, I saw a picture of myself.  The camera was working flawlessly.

Driving to the office I began to think about what I was doing.  I was actually spying on my wife.  Now many of you might be thinking that given the circumstances, that was a natural response.  But up until that point, Kate and I were entirely open about what was going on with her, and with all that she had already done, what could she possibly be hiding?  So, the fact that I was now spying on her meant I no longer trusted her, and if I no longer trusted her, that meant I thought she must be doing something she felt she needed to hide from me.  That was not a feeling I enjoyed.

As expected, my wrist buzzed at 9:30 that morning when the camera captured a short video of Kate leaving the villa.  That was normal for a Monday, since she always left at that time to work out with Steve.  I was not surprised when it buzzed again around 11:30, showing a video of Kate and Steve entering the villa.  Again, that was not unusual, as Monday was a day they had been openly spending together for months.  The fact that he didn’t leave until 4pm was a bit jarring, but again, 4 hours of sex was nothing unusual for those two.  It wasn’t until the next day that the guilt I felt for spying on Kate was vindicated.

I received the text shortly after I arrived at the office.  Looking at it I saw Steve again, walking into the villa.  He was visiting Kate on Tuesdays!  I dropped the phone onto my desk and stared out at my Administrative Assistant through the glass window by the door.  She was concentrating hard on her work, diligently typing something onto her keyboard, completely focused on her work.  Through my shock at what I had just seen I managed to feel envious of her.  She was an average looking young woman, with no doubt an average looking husband and an average life.  She didn’t look like Kate.  She didn’t live in a gorgeous all-glass house on a lake.  She wasn’t next in line to be CEO of a major company.  But she was happy.  I was now facing the fact that my wife’s affair had taken on a whole new meaning.  She was concealing the fact that she was seeing her lover more than we had agreed she would.

As I stared at the picture on my phone I regretted that I hadn’t installed more cameras, which was kind of stupid.  I knew what they were doing.  And I knew Kate was loving every second of it.  I didn’t need videos to prove any of that.  But knowledge is power, and my batteries were seriously depleted.  If they were falling in love, I needed to know how far they had gone.  Were they lying in bed talking and laughing?  What were they talking about?  Were they talking about their future together?  Were they laughing about me?  I turned my chair and stared out the window over the city beyond, to the office buildings, the apartment buildings, the churches, the restaurants, the stores.  All filled with normal people, people with normal lives.  I stared for what seemed like an hour, alternating between despair and anger until the anger faded, leaving only despair.  It seemed my life was over.  I imagined leaving my new job, moving back to New York alone, trying to pick up the pieces of my failed life and start over.  I couldn’t stay in the same town with Kate and Steve – it would be too painful.  I turned my chair back around and looked at my Assistant again.  I imagined her reaction when I told her I was leaving – shocked, then sorry, then supportive.  But she would know I was a failure.  Everyone would.  The word would spread that my wife left me for another man.  I put my hand to my lips and dejectedly contemplated my next move.  And my wrist buzzed again.

I quickly looked at my phone.  It was another picture of Steve.  Pressing the play button I saw he was leaving!  I was stunned - he had only been there around 45 minutes!  Now, I probably shouldn’t have been that shocked – Steve has a construction business he needs to run, but for him to stop in for 45 minutes seemed almost quaint!  Maybe he had just come for coffee?  Or maybe he was selling Girl Scout Cookies?  Whatever.  I knew they had sex of some kind, but the fact he didn’t stay all day seemed to breathe new life into me.  Perhaps my life wasn’t over!  I resolved to ask Kate about her day and if she didn’t tell me he had come over, I would confront her about lying to me.

I got up from my chair and went into the Men’s Room to pee and gather my thoughts.  It was almost 10 am and I had an important meeting to attend at 10.  For some reason, realizing that Steve had only stopped by for maybe a blow job or a quick fuck, or both, made everything they were doing seem less threatening.  I was able to refocus and prepare myself for the meeting.

And that was a good thing.  The meeting was our monthly get together to discuss the Monthly profit report, which meant I was supposed to present the income, expenses and profit, and then listen while the CEO led a discussion on the report with the department Managers.  I needed to be on my game.  I felt fortunate that the surprise of Steve visiting Kate on a Tuesday was resolved so quickly.

As I was about halfway through my report, my wrist buzzed again.  That startled me, but I guessed it was only Kate leaving to go to the gym as she always did on Tuesdays.  I ignored it and continued finishing my report.  When I was done, and the CEO began to make the rounds with the Managers, I had my opportunity to check my phone.  What I saw took my breath away.

I shook my head when I saw it, trying reflexively to sharpen my vision, to verify that I hadn’t mistakenly seen what I thought I saw.  It was a picture of Mark!  Now as far as I knew, Mark hadn’t been to our place since the day Kate signed the lease.  He had no reason to – he and Kate weren’t friends; Kate wasn’t particularly friendly with his wife Bridget.  There was really no reason for him to be there.  But pressing the play button, I clearly saw Mark standing at our door, waiting until Kate opened the door.  When she did, I could see she was wearing a short, black, see-through negligée.  The outline of her chiseled, tan body was clearly visible through the fabric, and the bright white flash from her smiling teeth betrayed she was glad to see him.  After stepping back into the shadows to let him in, the door closed and the video stopped.  I sat dumbfounded yet again.  Was this the secret she was trying to keep from me??  Was she having an affair with Mark??

I sat stunned, looking out in space with my mouth agape.  My boss noticed my expression and asked if everything was OK.  I snapped to attention and said it was just a text from my wife.  He responded by saying if she needed anything he would be right over, which elicited laughs from everyone in the meeting – there were no women.  Kate had a way of attracting comments like that from men.

I tried my damnedest stay focus on the meeting as it droned on for another 45 minutes, trying to process why Kate would have started an affair with Mark.  He was decent looking, tall and muscular, like all of the other Alphas.  But he was no Steve, in either personality or physique, and certainly not particularly well-endowed where I thought it mattered for Kate.  But as I thought about it, I realized that all of my worrying about Kate falling for Steve and Steve stealing her away from me might have been for naught – if she thought so much of Steve she wouldn’t be cheating on him!  But she was cheating on me too.  Did Mark somehow become my biggest threat?

As I pondered all of these bewildering thoughts my wrist buzzed again. A quick glance at my phone showed Mark was leaving.  He had only been there for less than an hour.  I put the phone back in my sport coat and sat trying to look interested in the meeting.  When it finally ended I hustled out the door check the video in the privacy of my office.  It was simply a video of Mark opening the door, looking around, and then leaving the villa and walking away toward the Fitness Center and Pool.

I sat and stared out the window, wracking my brain for any signs that Kate and Mark had any kind of relationship at all.  I knew he had fucked her several times – they all had.  But as far as I knew, he had never been alone with her.  Visions of all of the times The Pack had sex with Kate began to flood my mind.  It was only 4 or 5 times, but it was truly astonishing how many times they had each gotten themselves off inside of her – at least a dozen each!  I began to feel the familiar stir in my pants thinking about all of that when my wrist buzzed again.  That time I was sure it was Kate, but it wasn’t.  It was Dillon!  Another guy to whom Kate had shown absolutely no sign of attraction.  Kate met him at the door like she had met Mark, in the same negligee and with the same broad, welcoming smile.  She quickly let him in and closed the door behind him.  All I could think of was that he was there to return something to Kate, or to give her a message, but after 20 minutes, it was clear he was staying longer than it would take to do either of those things.  He had to be having sex with her as well!

I was delirious, like a boxer pressed up against the ropes taking shot after shot to the face.  I simply could not process what was happening.  Was she selling sex for money?  Did Steve put her up to this?  How long had this been going on??  None of it made any sense.  But the pattern was confirmed when Dillon left an hour later and Ryan appeared 15 minutes after that, followed by Alex and David.  By 4:30 they had all come and gone, or I should say they had all cum and gone.  Kate had spent her entire day fucking SIX different men!  Voluntarily!  I mean, she had answered the door each time wearing the same negligee, smiling the same way and welcoming them all in!  I simply could not fathom how she had orchestrated that.  She had to have scheduled each of them individually, presumably without any of them knowing about the others.  But they had to have known.  A woman can’t hide the fact she fucked six guys back to back in the span of 7 ½ hours unless she swallowed it all, which I can assure you she didn’t.  They were all there too long for just a quick blow job, and none of them could have resisted cumming in her pussy or her ass as well. 

When I got home, I half expected to find her curled up in bed, exhausted and spent, wrapped in soaking wet sheets.  Instead, I walked into the Living Room to find her curled up on the couch in long tights and a baggy sweater reading a book.  I said hello and gave her a peck on the lips but then quickly went into the Bedroom, pretending I needed to pee.  But I was dying to see the condition of the room.  I was deeply confused; the room looked immaculate, as if everything I had seen on the camera was a figment of my imagination. 

At that point, there wasn’t much I could do without letting Kate know I was spying on her.  She never volunteered any information, and I couldn’t ask her about it.  We went about our night as if nothing unusual had happened, making and eating dinner, cleaning up afterwards and then catching up on the news before heading to bed around 9:30.  The only indication of Kate’s busy day was when she said she was exhausted as we got ready for bed. 

I still managed to fuck her that night though, irresistibly drawn to the thought of what she had done that day, imagining her whoring herself out to seven other men in any way they wanted her.  I found I was not imagining things; her pussy felt like a warm, silken sleeve filled with oil as I expected it would, and the white ring of foamy cum that covered the crack of her ass and the base of my dick when I finished fucking her left no doubt.  She never did tell me the truth about what she had done that day, but I remember looking at myself in the mirror that night – dick in one hand, a glob of toilet paper in the other, wiping off the cum from my dick.  Left with the reality of what had happened, I stood staring with my mouth wide open, a look that betrayed what I was really thinking:  “What the fuck was going on?”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The rest of that week was considerably less dramatic than Tuesday.  The video camera caught Steve and Kate together on Wednesday, which was expected, and again on Thursday, which was not, but Kate had apparently not scheduled any more liaisons with other members of The Pack that week.  In fact, after Steve left Thursday morning, Kate joined the other wives for the usual Thursday Fun Day activities.  I couldn’t imagine how she was able to face them all knowing she was now secretly fucking half of their husbands, but Kate was showing herself capable of many previously unimaginable things.

As I tried sorting out why and how Kate had come to see The Pack that Tuesday, I couldn’t stop thinking that maybe Jeff was right; Steve was sinking his tentacles deeper into Kate and she was reluctant to admit it to me.  That would explain the parade of men; Steve had arranged it so she could prove her love for him in one of his characteristically twisted schemes.  But why was he not involved?  And why did they all show up alone?  That was completely un-Pack-like. 

And there was something else.  Steve had supposedly told Kate she was “off-limits” to The Pack, and evidently that was beginning to severely rankle several of the Alphas.  Kate told me about a heated argument Steve had with David over the lack of access to Kate, and how Margot had expressed her unhappiness over the amount of time Steve was spending with her.  That was solid proof that Steve had not only not asked Kate to have sex with the other Alphas, he didn’t even know she was doing it! It all added up to a storm on the horizon for me, and I was worried it would all come raining down at the Blanche/Noir that Saturday.

The party on the 19th was originally meant to be an indoor party, but the day was forecast to be an unseasonably warm  last hurrah of Summer, so Steve decided to host a day party instead of the usual evening dinner party.  We did our usual routine of drinks outside by the pool, but instead of dinner, Steve had heavy hors d’oeuvres set up on a table in the shade so people could snack throughout the day.  I really dreaded these parties.  They were exceedingly cruel, seemingly designed for the sole purpose of humiliating the Beta husbands.  It was like being invited to a high school party and being completely shunned by the cool kids.  But I did what I always did – sought out my fellow Betas in the far corner away from the bar and sat on a lounge chair to talk sports and wait for the humiliation to begin.  We never had to wait long.

That day Kate was sitting next to Margot on the large canopy bed next to Steve’s lounge chair while the other couples were all standing or sitting around the bar.  The guys and I were mostly talking about baseball.  The playoffs were in full swing, but Tyler is a veritable encyclopedia of facts about the Major Leagues, so he and Ethan were debating who was the best in the league at every position.  The rest of us could only listen and chime in occasionally.  It was an exceedingly tedious conversation, but it helped pass the time.

I tried to keep my eyes on Kate and Steve, trying to determine how things were going between them, and to see the dynamic between her and The Pack, and the way Steve was treating the other Alphas.  I also wanted to see how Margot treated Kate, knowing she had expressed frustration with Steve spending so much time with her.  The two women seemed to be getting along well enough, as indicated by Margot’s hand resting permanently on Kate’s inner thigh.  The same couldn’t be said for the other 11 ladies.  They had become considerably more frosty toward Kate since that first fateful Blanche/Noir.  In fact, none of the other Alpha wives spoke to her at all.

About two hours after we arrived, the group was getting pretty drunk, as indicated by the significant increase in laughing and boisterous conversation.  Four of the Alpha’s were engaged in what seemed to be a Corn Hole death match, with Steve and Alex challenging David and Dillon.  I looked over at one point and saw Kate was no longer sitting with Margot.  I looked around the pool, but she was nowhere to be seen.  I decided she must have gone inside to use the bathroom. 

After what seemed to be a reasonable amount of time for someone to use the bathroom, I decided to go inside to see if I could catch Kate and chat a bit.  I needed to use the bathroom myself and thought it would be nice to touch base with her away from Steve to see how she was doing.  When I went inside I was surprised to see it was completely empty except for a young female staff member washing glasses in the Kitchen.  I didn’t know the house well, but I walked down a hallway next to the Kitchen to the glassy front hall where I knew there was a Guest Toilet. I had used this toilet several times in the past, but it was empty. That’s when I noticed the hallway to the right of the front door.  I decided to walk down the down the hallway and saw there were two doors to what I assumed were Guest Bedrooms and another Guest Toilet.  As I headed down the hall, I distinctly heard a man’s voice coming from the open door at the end of the hall.  I froze, not sure of what I heard.  That’s when I heard the same voice, this time very clearly.  He said, “Oh yeah’”, in that drawn out, smarmy way guys do when they are having sex.  I tiptoed on the porcelain tile floor toward the door and peaked around the corner.  My heart dropped.

Kate was kneeling on the bed between Ryan and Mark wearing only her bikini top.  Ryan was fucking her from behind, while Mark was fucking her mouth.  Ryan seemed to be in a hurry, furiously pumping in and out of Kate, while Mark looked down smiling, holding Kate’s head up with  his hand under her jaw as his dick slid in and out of her swollen lips.  I looked behind me, fully expecting Steve to come bounding down the hall at any second and catch his two friends tag teaming his Beta, but for now, I was alone in the hallway.  I turned back to see Ryan continuing to pummel Kate and then freeze, holding her hips tightly as began twitching uncontrollably.  He was obviously cumming.  He growled out a long, low “Oh, God” through his teeth as he drained himself, then fell breathless on the bed next to her laughing. Mark continued holding Kate’s head, fucking her mouth like he was determined to fill it with his cum. 

Kate seemed drunk with lust, her hair flailing back and forth with each thrust from Mark.  I continued watching from the door as Mark looked toward the ceiling, gritting his teeth in ecstasy.  Ryan eventually got up and said something about rejoining his wife before she wondered where he was.  I quickly ducked into the other Guest Room and waited for him to pass.  As I did, I could hear Mark groan loudly.  He was obviously getting what he wanted.  Kate’s groan of approval joined his to prove it.  I peeked around the corner again to see Kate still kneeling, rocking slowly back and forth, milking Mark dry with her mouth while his head was still turned toward the ceiling, eyes closed and a look of serene pleasure on his face.

As Mark finished, I decided it was time to make my break before anyone saw me.  I quickly ducked out into the hallway and out into the Foyer, my mind a jumbled stew of confusion.  As I rounded the corner by the Kitchen, I saw Steve.

“Mikey, have you seen Kate?”

I was momentarily stunned.  I hadn’t had time to even process what I had just seen let alone compose myself for an interrogation from Steve.  I must have looked guilty as hell. 

“No… I haven’t Steve.  I was just…  I was just in the Guest Bath up here, so I know she’s not there.”

He looked askance at me, like he knew I was lying. 

“Hmmm.  OK.  Thanks.”

He left the Kitchen and walked toward the Master Suite on the west side of the upper level, in the opposite direction from where Kate and Mark were.  I made my break for the pool before he came back, walking in a daze to find an open lounge chair away from the others so I could collect my thoughts.  My mind immediately went to Kate, wondering what she was doing at that exact moment.  I pictured her in the Bathroom, wiping Ryan’s cum from her pussy before putting her bikini back on.  I wondered if she would rinse her mouth out, or if she preferred to keep the taste of Mark’s cum on her tongue.  The thought of that had become an obsession for me – she seemed repulsed by the idea of me cumming in her mouth before all of this, but was now sucking the cocks of seven different guys on a regular basis. It didn’t make any sense.  But then, none of this made any sense.  Kate seemed to be openly defying Steve, and the fact that he didn’t know where she was that day proved she was doing it behind his back!  That blew my mind, but also made her even more ridiculously sexy to me.  She wasn’t fucking Steve because she loved him.  She was fucking Steve and everyone else because she loved the sex!  She had truly become the wonton whore Steve said she would be.  I began to imagine all of the implications of that when Kate reappeared, this time with Steve.

They walked hand in hand down the stairs near the bar and then passed the bar without talking to anyone.  Steve then led her to a second set of stairs that led to a slightly raised patio that Steve called The Grotto.  It wasn’t actually a cave, but it was surrounded by dense bushes and trees on the backside, and low bushes and plants on the pool side.  In the center was a large, king-size canopy bed with two tubular pillows.  Steve led Kate to the bed and sat her down on the edge.  He stood in front of her, and removed his swim trunks, tossing them to the side.  He then walked toward her as she reached out to grab his hips.  Then, while holding his throbbing cock straight toward her face, he stepped forward to guide it into her open mouth.  It was truly astonishing!  Despite what she had just done, she seemed more than willing to please Steve just as she had Mark and Ryan only minutes before.  I looked around to see them sitting at the bar talking quietly and smiling as they watched Kate bobbing and swirling her lips on Steve’s massive cock.  Steve just stood with his hands on his hips, watching, seemingly oblivious to Kate’s infidelity.

After several minutes of voraciously sucking Steve’s cock, Kate pulled herself away and let it fall in front of her as she looked up at him.  It dangled there heavily, still hard, bouncing with each beat of his heart.  Kate scooted back on the bed and laid her head back on one of the pillows.  She then spread her legs wide as Steve crawled up between them.  As he entered her, I wondered if he felt how wet she was.  But unlike me, there was no way she would feel stretched open like she did for me after fucking another guy.  No one was thicker than Steve, and he would no doubt assume she was wet from sucking his cock.  The way he kissed her with such abandon as he began fucking her indicated  to me that he had no idea where her mouth and pussy had been.  In fact, the way she grabbed his ass and pulled him into her indicated nothing but crazed lust for his cock, like she was dying to be fucked for the first time.  She groaned as he fucked her slowly and first, then cried out as he ramped up his cadence, thrashing beneath him, begging him to fuck her harder and faster.

Evidently the commotion they were making inspired the remaining members of The Pack to turn on the other 11 women.  Even Mark and Ryan paired off with two of the Beta wives, while Margot and David resumed their carnal coupling from the previous Blanche/Noir.  That left Dillon and Alex to deal with the other eight horny wives, a herculean task made possible by pairing each of them together in the 69 position on four adjacent lounges and then moving from lounge to lounge to fuck the girl on top.  It was truly something to see.

But I couldn’t watch that.  Kate’s screams of passion demanded I watch what Steve was doing to her.  From where I was sitting, all I could see was Steve’s ass jackhammering into Kate, driving her to a frenzy as her feet flailed helplessly in the air above him.  She dragged her fingernails across his muscular back as he fucked her relentlessly.  When she finally came she screamed out in a full throated wail, starting what seemed to be a cascade of echoes around the pool.

When her orgasm subsided, Kate’s arms and feet dropped to the mattress.  Steve stayed on top of her and continued fucking her, albeit more slowly than before.  He looked down at her until she turned her head and smiled.  He then kissed her deeply as she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer.

Watching the two lovers melding into one again felt at once familiar and different.  On the surface, Kate and Steve were inseparable.  But knowing Kate had snuck off with Mark and Ryan changed the equation.  I knew The Pack members were resentful that they were forbidden to be alone with Kate, but for the first time I realized that Kate was willing to risk her relationship with Steve to be with them.  And that began to look like a way to break Steve’s grip on Kate.  As I watched Steve and Kate suck and fuck each other to multiple orgasms over the succeeding two hours, I decided I would encourage Kate’s infidelity.  And while I did, I needed to make plans for our escape from Bacchus.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

By the end of October, I realized I had very little time left before the shit would hit the proverbial fan.  Either Steve would make his play for Kate, or he would discover she was seeing The Pack behind his back.  I needed a plan to get us both out of Bacchus and away from Steve.  I decided to look for a different place for us to live – something on a lake with our own pool.  My thought was that we would move to the new house, but as enticement for Kate to leave Bacchus, I would convince her that nothing had to change in her life; she could continue to see The Pack on a regular basis, and we could even find other men to fill her days alone.

Meanwhile, with my encouragement, Kate began staying home on Tuesdays and Thursdays while most of the other women were out together.  She mentioned that she was getting tired of the same old routine and the mindless chatter, so I suggested she take a break.  The hidden camera showed she wasted no time at all taking advantage of her extra day alone, leaving her door open to any Alpha whose wife was gone for the day. Kate still never admitted any of what she was doing those days, and I knew I was fighting fire with fire by letting this continue, but I did it nonetheless, hoping it might break Steve’s grip on Kate before it was too late.

The additional sex changed Kate’s demeanor, as if meaning had returned to her life.  But despite the positive effect on Kate, I worried that the Ladies of the Pack had to be getting suspicious.  Kate had always been a problem for them, being the natural beauty that she was, unlike all of them who had several procedures among them.  But once she stopped attending the weekly Fun Days, they had to suspect their husbands would take advantage of her being home alone. Something had to give.

Finally, on Tuesday, November 5th, the shit did hit the fan.  After stopping in as he usually did on that day for a quick fuck on his way to the office, Steve returned later that afternoon to find Kate in the throes of carnal bliss with Dillon.  After what was described as a terrible argument, Kate confessed to having sex with the rest of The Pack on Tuesdays and Thursdays.  Steve was furious, declaring that he was permanently banning The Pack from having sex with Kate ever again on punishment of permanent banishment from Bacchus!  He also cancelled all Blanche/Noir parties until further notice.

After that blowout, it took several days for Steve to calm down.  He didn’t resume seeing Kate until the following Friday, at which time I’m sure he made her pay dearly for her infidelity.  The camera showed him leaving a full five hours after he arrived.  But The Pack did not take the news lightly either.  According to Kate, David was extremely pissed off, deciding to elevate his torrid affair with Margot to punish Steve for dominating Kate and cancelling the bi-weekly orgies.  Steve at first acted like he didn’t care what Margot did, but as she began spending more and more time with David, he began to take it personally.  Things between Margot and Steve got so bad that Margot moved into the Guest Room and began letting David stay the night.  Things were truly not well in Paradise.  That’s when I made the fateful decision to push the situation to the breaking point.  I decided to use David’s growing resentment of Steve to my advantage.

One day I waited outside the compound for David to leave and then followed him.  Luckily, he stopped at the same coffee shop Jeff had followed me to, and I followed him inside.  We talked briefly about the situation, and everything Kate had told me about David’s frame of mind was confirmed.  He was livid – to the point I was sure he would do anything to hurt Steve.  That’s when I presented my idea to him.

I offered to arrange for Kate to see more of him and the rest of The Pack behind Steve’s back at a hotel downtown once a week. I would pay for it so no one would have suspicious charges on their credit cards, and they could meet her every Tuesday.  David was extremely keen on the idea, and we arranged to have the first encounter happen on Tuesday, November 19th.  We also agreed that Kate would never know I knew what was happening.

Steve continued to see Kate, adding Tuesday and Thursday morning sessions to his usual full days on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, but it was clear he could not fill the void Kate was feeling.  Her ever deepening gloom proved she needed more than the size of his cock and the endless orgasms he could give her.  She needed the feeling of being ravaged by a roomful of men unable to control their lust for her.  When she finally got that, the effect was immediate.

In fact, even knowing she was about to get that revived her spirits.  David contacted her a few days after meeting me at the coffee shop to invite her to meet him at the hotel on the 19th.  She didn’t tell me, but David did, and I could tell by her demeanor that she was excited.  And when I returned home from work the evening of the 19th, Kate’s spirit was almost miraculously revived, proving again how much she needed more than what Steve alone could give her.  When I walked in the door, she met me with a wet, passionate kiss, then led me by the hand to the couch.  She then smiled mischievously as knelt before me and gave me a most languorous blowjob.  Neither of us spoke, but I wondered if she was silently thanking me for what had happened that day.

After she was finished and pulled her mouth from my fully depleted cock, she carefully put me back together and zipped up my pants.  It was then that she dropped the bomb I was not expecting - that David’s affair with Margot had caused his wife Anna to leave him.  She told me Steve had told her about it that morning, but I suspected it was probably David himself who had broken the news, perhaps while he had her pinned up against the wall of the hotel room and she rubbed his cock through his pants. 

The news sent massive ripples through the Community, causing Steve to kick Margot out of his house a few days later.  She moved in with David, leaving Steve alone and fuming.  By the end of the week, Kate said she was in real fear of what could happen to the community as a result of all of this.

But at first, nothing happened.  Steve continued spending his Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays with Kate, and Kate saw him Tuesday and Thursday mornings as well.  She would tell me about Steve’s growing anger with Margot and David, but we both felt Steve and David had been friends for too long to let a woman tear their friendship apart.  Kate was also fucking The Pack on Tuesdays and Thursdays afternoons behind Steve’s back, alternating days to try to keep him off her trail.  This went on for several weeks until Thursday, December 12th, when I received a text from Steve asking me to meet him at the hotel bar at 4pm.  I was shocked.  I knew Kate would be there with The Pack that day, but I hoped it was just a coincidence that Steve wanted to meet me there – the hotel was the grande dame of hotels in town with a lovely lobby bar.

It felt strange walking into a place knowing my wife was getting her brains fucked out by 5 men in a room upstairs at that very moment, and even stranger meeting a man there who had himself fucked her that very morning in our bed.  Nervous doesn’t begin to describe how I felt.  When I reached the bar Steve was already sitting at a banquette at the outside wall, facing the front desk.  He was drinking a beer.  I said hello and sat down across from him.

“So, what is this about, Steve?”

“I thought you might tell me, Mike.  Why do you think we are here?”

I knew then that he knew about Kate, but I needed to act naïve, nonetheless.

“I have no idea, Steve.  Please tell me.”

“We’re here for a couple of reasons.  First of all, Margot and I have decided to take a break.”

I was flabbergasted.  I knew things were bad, but I hoped things would work out.  This was epic.

“Oh my god, Steve.  I’m sorry.  That is very sad news.”

“It is.  We had a good run, but shit happens and life goes on.”

I looked at him dumbfounded.  I had no idea what to say.

“Which brings me to my second reason for meeting you here.”

He gestured with a nod of his head to something behind me.

“You see that?”

I turned to see Dillon and Ryan walking through the lobby toward the parking ramp elevators.  My heart dropped into my belly.  I turned back to look at Steve, trying to fake my confusion.

“Dillon and Ryan?  Wow!  What are they doing here.”

“Probably the same thing those two were doing.”

I turned to see Mark and Alex.  That time my heart stopped.  I continued staring at them, not wanting to make eye contact with Steve.

“You see, Mike.  The Pack is here to see your wife, who is in a room with your name on it.”

“My name?  I don’t…”

“Don’t bullshit me, Mike.  You knew about this.  In fact, you set it up.”

I sat completely defeated, feeling as if my last bullet had been fired.  I knew Kate and I would be joining Margot on our way out of Bacchus.  But I still had Kate, and although she would be sad at first, my plan was to create a new Bacchus of our own for her, where she could get what she wanted but without the control of Steve.

“And there he is, the Devil himself…”

I turned to see David walking out.  He seemed very smug and proud of himself, like a man who just had the best sex of his life and didn’t know the jealous husband had hired a hit man.

“I thought you and David were best friends?”

“We were.  Until a woman ruined all of that.  But again, shit happens.  I’ll get over it.”

I was terrified at that point.  Steve seemed so calm, so nonchalant, despite losing his wife and his best friend. Kind of like the sociopathic Bond villain before he presses the button to destroy the world. All I could do was stare at him and wait for the bomb to explode.

“Well, now that the boys are gone, let’s pay your wife a visit, shall we?”

I panicked.  I didn’t know what he was capable of, but I had every reason to believe he was angry enough to harm Kate.

“I don’t think that a good idea, St…”

“No no!  I insist.  I won’t hurt her.  I just want to see the expression on her face.”

I pictured what she might be doing at that point.  Was she still in bed, unable to rouse herself from the sweat and cum stained sheets?  Was she lying on her back, feverishly stroking her clit as she replayed the debauchery of her afternoon in her head?  Or was she more likely finishing her shower, diligently washing the evidence of her infidelity from her reddened orifices?  Steve gestured with his hand toward the elevators.

“You want to lead the way?”

“I don’t know the room number…”

“Oh, it’s 803.  After you…”

I turned to walk toward the elevators, feeling very much like a prisoner must feel when he is walked from his cell on Death Row.  I knew instinctively that whatever happened to end this day, it was likely the end of my life at Bacchus.  We stood silently in the elevator car, watching the numbers tick off in bright blue LED – 2, 3, 4.  I looked at my reflection in the stainless steel doors and saw Steve standing next to me.  It looked like the scene from a movie where the father finds himself in the elevator with the diabolical kidnapper of his daughter.  When the bell rang for the eighth floor, the elevator stopped suddenly, triggering a shudder of fear through my body.

Room 803 was the second from the end of a long hallway.  Walking toward the room I felt like I was accompanying the cuckolded husband on a mission to confront his wife, with all of the unpredictability that would entail.  But I knew I was the cuckolded husband, and Steve really had no business dictating what Kate could and couldn’t do with her body.  But that didn’t change our predicament.  We had betrayed Steve’s trust, and a price would need to be paid for that.

When we reached the door, Steve produced a key card to open it.  I had no idea how he had gotten the card, but he passed it in front of the knob until the light turned green, and then carefully opened the door.  I immediately heard the water running in the shower as we walked in.  Steve then gingerly closed the door, and we walked into the room together.

My first impression was the odor – it smelled like a locker room – a musky mix of sweat and bodily fluids.  The bed was a mess, with the comforter on the floor under the window and the sheet draped over the foot of the bed.  The mattress was soaked through in the center, forming a dark gray spot around 6 feet long and 3 feet wide.  There were numerous other spots around the edges and on several of the pillows.   It was easy to imagine what had taken place, but hard to imagine Kate as a willing participant.  Also strewn about were various empty glasses, beer and water bottles, wet wash cloths, and curiously, a belt that one of the guys had apparently left behind.  As I surveyed the scene, I heard the water stop and the glass door slide open.  Moments later, Kate walked into the room, totally naked, toweling off her hair.  When she saw us, she shrieked.

“Mike!  Steve!  What are you doing here?  How did you get in?”

Steve chuckled, “We have our ways, Kate darling.  More to the point, what are you doing here?”

From the looks of the room, Kate didn’t need to answer.  Instead, she tried wrapping herself in her towel.

“No need to be modest for us, Kate.  We’ve both seen you naked.  Why don’t you take off that towel and lay down on the bed?”

“Steve, no…”

“Yes, Kate.  I said get on the bed.  And spread your legs.  Mike’s going to help clean out that cheating pussy of yours…”

I looked in disbelief at Steve.  I didn’t think he could be so cruel.

“Steve, I can’t do…”

“Oh yes you can, Mikey.  You arranged for the guys to meet Kate here.  This room is under your name!  The least you could do is help clean her up.”

I watched Kate as she crawled onto the bed.  She looked like she was about to cry, but was too terrified.  I desperately did not want to suck her pussy at that point.  I knew that there was no way she could have cleaned what could have been 10 -15 loads of cum from her deepest recesses.  But I also felt like I needed to de-escalate the situation.  I didn’t want Steve to kick us out of the community then and there.  I thought maybe, if I obeyed his orders this time, he would see I was sorry for what I had done to defy him.

Kate laid back on the bed in the middle of the giant wet spot and spread her legs as instructed.  Her pussy was still bright red, swollen and glistening wet.  The cheeks of her ass were red too, as were the lips of her mouth and pussy.  She looked like a woman who had just allowed five men to use every orifice of her body for their depraved sexual enjoyment.  I stared at her, trying to summon the strength to do what I knew I had to do.

“Go ahead, Mikey.  Dive in.  And don’t just nibble around the edges.   I want to see your tongue deep in her pussy and asshole.  And when you think you’ve gotten it all, I want Kate to sit on your face and drain the rest down your throat.”

I realized I had no choice at that point.  And neither did Kate.  We were both so terrified that we felt we had follow his instructions.  I climbed onto the bed on my hands and knees, and then dropped down between Kate’s legs and placed my hands under her ass.  From that vantage point I could smell the sex – a damp, musky odor wafted from between Kate’s legs.  I forced myself to lean in and touch her clit with the tip of my tongue.  She tasted salty, but not usually so, so I leaned in harder to take her entire clit in my mouth.

“We’re not here to make her cum, Mike.  Put your tongue in her vagina!”

I hesitated, but then dropped down, placing my tongue inside of Kate as I was told.  It wasn’t too bad at first – again, she tasted saltier than normal, but after several slashes with my tongue she began to taste like she always did.  Even dragging my tongue across her asshole seemed fine; she was more open than usual, but she didn’t taste significantly different.  It wasn’t until Steve made her sit on my face that the undulation began.  As soon as she straddled my face I could see a thick glob of cum begin to ooze from her pussy lips.  Then, as she lowered herself to me and touched my lips, the flow of acrid fluid began, flowing over my tongue and filling my mouth.  I had to swallow quickly just to wash it all away.  Even the cum from her asshole seeped out in thick globs, clinging to her perinium until it mixed with the cum from her pussy.  The bitter, earthy taste was like nothing I had ever experienced, nor ever want to again.

Steve watched it all in silence from the chair next to the bed, leaving Kate hovering over me for what felt like 5 minutes.  She seemed to know it would take some time before she was completely drained of everything the guys had deposited inside of her.  When Steve finally spoke, the flow had pretty much stopped.  I had ingested all of the cum that was still inside of Kate’s body and began to taste only Kate’s familiar juices.

“Nice job, Mikey.  Now Kate knows exactly what a cum-guzzling cuckold you are.  I bet you enjoyed that.”

I did not enjoy it, but there was nothing I could say to disprove his point.  I did it without resistance.  Steve got up from his chair and walked toward the door.

“I will see you two love birds tomorrow.  Mike, you might want to wipe that cum off your chin before you get down to the Lobby.”

When the door closed Kate, collapsed on the bed next to me and sobbed for what had to be at least ten minutes.  I tried to console her, but she was unresponsive.  All I could do was hold her until she cried herself out.  When she finally stopped, she got up and continued getting ready to leave without saying a word.  When I got up from the bed, I realized the wet spot had soaked through my shirt and pants, and although it had dried somewhat by the time we left the room, the smell of pussy and sperm permeated my car the entire ride home.

____________  

Looking back at that first year at Bacchus, one could never say it was ever drama free.  There were countless times when we thought we might need to leave, or when someone wanted something more than someone else was willing to give.  But each time I saw a small light at the other end of the crisis, even when I thought Kate and I had agreed to leave.  But this time, things were different.

Kate and I spent the night with her curled up in bed with the lights off, and me in the Living Room staring at the TV without seeing what was on until well past my bedtime.  When I finally did make it to bed, I couldn’t sleep.  I just laid there thinking about all that had come to pass and all that was said.  I knew our time at Bacchus was probably over, but more importantly, I sensed Kate had slipped away from me for good.  She was in a very, very bad state of mind, and I wasn’t sure I could do anything to help her.

When morning mercifully came, we both got out of bed and began going about our day as usual, but the silence between us was deafening.  It wasn’t until Kate’s phone pinged that either one of us uttered a word. I looked at Kate while she picked it up, watching the color drain from her skin as she read the text.

“Fuck.”

“What is it?

“It’s a text from Alexa.”

“And…”

“Steve has kicked both Margot and David out of the community...”

I swear my heart stopped beating momentarily.  David was Steve’s best friend, a founding member of Bacchus.  For Steve to sever ties with him was truly an epic development.  Only a supernatural calamity could pull that off – or a woman like Kate.  I stared at Kate and said the only thing that came to my mind.

“That’s not good.  Not good at all.”

Kate put her phone back on the Kitchen bar and put her face in her hands.  The anxiety was overwhelming.  We sat silently for several minutes, contemplating what all of this meant.  It felt like a wildfire was sweeping through the community and would soon engulf us too.  All we could do was wait for it to happen.  But we didn’t need to wait long.

For all the amazing attention to detail Steve lavished on the Villa Ursula, the door buzzer was one thing that slipped under the radar.  Every time it buzzed it scared the shit out of me.  That time was no different, except that time, when I realized that no, I had not been shot in the head,  the fear did not subside.  I knew that when I answered the door, Death himself might well be staring back at me.  The buzzer startled Kate as well, causing her to look up at the door, and then at me.  We could see Steve’s silhouette in the art glass by the door.

I rose up slowly from my chair and walked to the door.  When I opened it, Steve opened the outside screen door and walked straight from the Foyer into the Kitchen.  It seemed he was in a hurry.

“You two may have heard – I’ve had David and Margot escorted from the property.”

Kate and I just looked at him stunned, like deer in the headlights, waiting for the truck to hit us next.  It occurred to me that maybe I should ask him in, if only to enhance our friendliness and look like we didn’t know what was coming, so I suggested we move into the Living Room.  Kate got up from her barstool and sat next to me on the couch, while Steve sat across from us in the chair.  The tension in the room was suffocating.

“David was a friend of mine for many, many years – over 30 years.  We were best friends.  Everything you see here was a shared vision he and I had.  We shared everything, as you know…”

Kate and I smiled awkwardly while he stared inquisitively at us.  He seemed pensive and resolved. Somehow it seemed our fate would be worse than David’s.  It seemed obvious who he felt was to blame for all that had happened.

“Margot was a different story.  I’ve only known her for the last 6 years.  She came here as an innocent pup – just like you Kate.  We hit it off and she became my Queen.  At the time, I thought she was everything I would ever need.  I had never met a more amazing woman…”

He paused and shook his head sadly, “But that was before I met you, Kate.”

My eyes opened a little wider.  There was a glimmer of hope for us.

“You are like nothing this place has ever seen.  More beautiful, intelligent, innocent…and yet so very, very… sexy…  Nobody here has ever dealt with a creature like you…”

He looked down at the floor and shook his head, then looked back at Kate.

“You fucked it all up, didn’t you?  Upset the cart, if you will.  Once you showed up the place became less about ‘one for all’ and more about ‘all for one.’ And you made it happen – every step of the way.  First, by letting Margot seduce you.  Then by letting me fuck you, first with Margot and then behind Mike’s back.  Then by signing the lease behind Mike’s back.  And then having the Pack over here behind my back.  And then, even after I put a stop to that, you arranged to meet them all at a HOTEL!  A fucking hotel!  Like a drug addict, slipping into a dark alley to get your fix anyway you could.  Did I get that all right, Kate?”

Kate was looking down, fidgeting nervously with her fingers, looking at her impeccably manicured red fingernails, “Yes, Steve.  All of that is true, but…”

“No ‘buts’, Kate!  I will do the talking.”

“And Mike…you knew about the liaisons with The Pack at the hotel?”

“Yes, Steve, but I did….”

“Just answer the questions!”

“Yes, Steve. I knew.”

Kate started to cry,  overwhelmed by the interrogation.

“I’m sorry, Steve. It’s all my fault…”

“Kate, Mike and David were your enablers. They did it to get back at me. It’s not all your fault.”

Kate was sobbing loudly. I hugged her to try to console her, but it seemed obvious we had lost our chance to stay in the Community.

“What should we do with you, Kate?  Were you trying to hurt me?”

Kate sniffed loudly, involuntarily inhaling deeply through her nose.

“No, Steve!  No!  I just…”

“You just what, Kate?

She sobbed again, unable to answer.  She then looked up at Steve with the saddest look I had ever seen on her beautiful face, and forced out an answer.

“I just needed more, but I’ll do anything… anything you want.  I didn’t do it… to hurt you.”

Steve chuckled. I didn’t think it was funny. Kate was hurting, begging him to let us stay.

“You’ve done enough, Kate.”

Kate wiped a tear from the corner of her eye with her wrist. “What… what do you mean?”

“This isn’t my first rodeo, Kate. I knew who you were when I first laid eyes on you. I saw it in your eyes.  I just needed you to prove me right.”

“But how…?”

Steve walked over and stood directly in front of us, looking Kate directly in the eyes.

“By doing everything you’ve done; first, by letting me fuck you after Margot made you cum.  Then by fucking me that first time when Mike was at work – that was amazing – I couldn’t believe how easy that was.  You were desperate to feel my cock inside you again. Then when you signed the lease with all six of us standing around you, like rabid dogs waiting to pounce – you knew how that would end.  And Mike told you not to do it!  Then cheating on me – not once, but twice!  You’re an insatiable slut, Kate.  Like you were trying to say, you needed more.”

Kate looked down dejectedly.

“I’m sorry Steve…”

Steve looked down at Kate.

“Stand up, Kate.”

He stepped back while Kate stood up and looked at Steve.  She wasn’t sobbing anymore, but her eyes were bloodshot, her lips still quivering. Occasionally her chest would heave with an involuntary gulp for air.

“Now turn around.”

She did as she was told. It was heartbreaking to see. She looked so innocent in her tight, white tank top and tight yoga shorts as she looked down at me with her big, pleading eyes.  I sat waiting for Steve to force her to say something to me, like admit to being a slut or some other demeaning punishment.  But as Steve ambled up behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, I began to feel like that was it - he was about drop the bomb on us and he wanted me to see Kate’s tortured face when he did.  Instead, he slipped his fingers under the straps of her top and peeled it from her shoulders, pushing it down to her waist. As he leaned in to put his mouth near her neck, he reached around with both hands to softly massage her nipples with his fingers. Kate inhaled at his touch and looked at me. She seemed confused, but not embarrassed.

“Look at your wife, Mike.  She’s something to see, isn’t she?”

She truly was – her body was chiseled perfection after so many months of working out with Steve. She began breathing deeper as he caressed her breasts, still trembling occasionally from her earlier sobbing, but responding affirmatively as her nipples began to harden under his touch.

He pushed her delectable mounds of flesh together and put his mouth against her neck, “Does that feel good, Kate?”

Her eyes become droopy and the tremors subsided as the lust washed through her body.  She bit her lower lip and inhaled deeply.

“It does...”

“Do you want more?”

She closed her eyes, “Yes… I want more, Steve…”

Steve slipped his hand into her shorts.  The stretch fabric gripped his fingers, clearly outlining all of them as they slid down between her legs, until the middle one disappeared. She reached back and pulled his head closer. Her abdominal muscles strained as he kissed her neck.

As he rotated one hand on her left nipple and the other on her clit, he groaned softly into her neck, “I can give you more, Kate. Do you want that?”

“I do, Steve… I do…”

“Can you feel my cock against your ass?”

“I can…”

“That can be yours… any time you want it.  Would you like that?”

Kate was getting seriously aroused, squirming around the hand in her pants. But she didn’t answer.   I wasn’t sure what was going on.  It seemed Steve was offering us a second chance.

“What about having sex with other guys too?  Do you want to continue doing that?”

“If you want me to, Steve…”

“Tell me you want that, Kate.  You know you do…”

“I do, Steve…  I want that…””

It seemed every word Kate said was exactly what Steve wanted to hear.

“Of course you do.  You’ve proven that many times over… Well, I’ve got plenty of those too – and not just the remaining Alphas. I’ve got a whole construction crew that would love to meet you. And plenty of buddies around the world. Would you like to meet them?”

Kate’s hips were swirling around Steve’s finger, her ass rubbing against his cock.

“Oh God, Steve…”

Kate somehow opened her eyes to look at me. She was completely drunk with lust. She then spun out of Steve’s grasp and dropped to her knees, pulling down Steve’s shorts to free his massive hard on. She lunged forward, gobbling him into her mouth like a starving animal.   Steve threw his head back and groaned.  He then looked down to see Kate furiously sucking on his cock, like she was desperate to prove she wanted what he was offering.  I was stunned by the turn of events – after dreading Steve’s visit for three days, Kate seemed to have turned the tide.  I never thought they would have sex again, but I obviously underestimated her effect on Steve.

Steve looked at me with a look of disbelief, breathlessly squeezing out an “Oh God” over the loud slurping noises of Kate’s oral attack.  I looked back at him, unsure of what to do next.  It somehow seemed appropriate to join them, if for no other reason than to convince Steve we were done challenging his authority – that we were both willing to be full participants in the community.  I also wanted Kate to know I supported what she was doing – giving in to Steve unconditionally to persuade him to let us stay.

I leaned back on the couch and unzipped my pants.  It seemed strange at first, but no stranger than watching my wife absolutely devour another man’s dick while I did it.  I slipped my left thumb under the waistband of my underwear and peeled it down, exposing my semi-rigid dick directly within Steve’s view.  Picking it up with my right hand, it felt heavy, already filling with blood and hardening to a full erection after only a couple of stiff pulls.  I began stroking myself softly as I watched Kate gorging on Steve’s massive cock.  It slipped so easily in and out of her lips despite his girth, disappearing almost entirely into her mouth before reappearing again.  Steve was clearly enjoying the sensations flowing through his balls and into his belly.  His swollen sack looked like it could explode any second as Kate kneaded it softly in her right hand.  Neither of them was looking at me as Steve groaned loudly signaling he was about to cum.  When he did, he cried out, “OH, GOD!”, grabbing Kate’s head and holding it in place.  Kate struggled to swallow as Steve held his cock in her mouth and pumped what seemed like endless loads of hot cum down her throat.  I was overwhelmed by the scene, focusing on the muscles in Kate’s neck that flexed each time she swallowed.  I lost track of how many times – five, six?  All I could do was focus on her cheeks sinking in each time she sucked the cum from his dick like a straw.  It was all too much.  I blew my own load seconds later, sending a massive torrent into the air in front of me.  I could see it gushing from my dick in thick globs in my peripheral vision as I focused on Steve and Kate.  I then felt the warmth flow over my hand, cooling quickly as I massaged it onto my deflating shaft.  When it was over, Kate pulled herself off of Steve and looked up at him, licking her lips.  She then looked at me to see me holding my limp dick over a pool of cum on my belly.

Steve pulled Kate up from the floor and pulled her into a passionate embrace.  He didn’t seem to mind tasting himself on her tongue as she swirled it in his mouth.  As they kissed Steve slipped his hands into her shorts and peeled them down her legs, exposing her bare ass to Thomas.  Kate lifted her left leg to help, then used her right to push them to the floor.  He then pushed her tank top down until that too fell to the floor.  Kate was now completely naked, feeling Steve’s wet, semi-erect cock against her bare abdomen.  When Steve broke the kiss he looked down at her.  She looked up at him like a baby bird with its beak open, waiting for its mother to feed it.

“That was amazing, Kate.”

He looked at Thomas who was waiting patiently by the door - in all of the drama, I had forgotten he was there – then leaned in to whisper something in Kate’s ear.  When he pulled away to look in her eyes, she looked up at him and said simply, “I will.”

Kate leaned down to gather her clothes, but Steve stepped on them to prevent her from picking them up.

“You won’t be needing those, Kate.”

Kate stopped and stood up, looking at Steve.  She then looked at me briefly.  I must have been a pitiful sight – still holding my limp dick to keep it from laying in the cum that was now rolling down my side onto the couch.  But everything was happening so fast I didn’t want to take my eyes off of them to clean myself up with my shirt.  After a second or two Kate turned toward the door and Thomas’s outstretched arm.  When she reached him, he put his hand gently on her lower back and guided her out the door.  As he did, I saw him slide his hand down and gently caress her bare ass.  I then looked at Steve as he pulled up his shorts.  He looked back at me with a look of self-satisfaction.

“We’ll settle this later, Mike.  I want to watch Kate suck Thomas’s cock and see the expression on his face when he cums.  There’s nothing quite like it.  He’s probably been fantasizing about that since he first met her!  Then I gotta get to the house and take care of Kate.  Poor girl hasn’t cum yet!”

I just stared back at him, not knowing what to say.  All I could do was imagine Kate kneeling on the floor of the Range Rover, eagerly sucking the cock of a guy who had no business being with her at all.  And yet he would soon be adding his name to the growing list of men who had sex with Kate in one way or another.  And from the sounds of it, Steve had dozens of other guys lined up to join him on that list.  It was all too bewildering to process.

As he walked out the door he left the inside door open.  Through the screen door I heard the door to the Range Rover open, then the unmistakable sound of Thomas groaning loudly, no doubt already exploding in Kate’s beautiful mouth at that very moment.  For some reason I wondered what Kate was thinking.  Was she OK sucking the cock of a guy for whom she  had no prior interest?  Or did she find it demeaning to be kneeling on the floor of a truck, completely naked, gulping down his cum?  Did she know that was going to be part and parcel of her life from then on?  In less than a year, she had been transformed from a rich, spoiled, East Coast debutante to Steve’s cum guzzling whore.  Maybe she preferred not to think at all about what she was doing or what she had become.

When the truck door closed, all I could hear was the rustling of the dry leaves blowing across the driveway, then the chirping of birds in the dying, late October sun.  After several minutes, the Range Rover roared to life, then drove away, leaving only deafening silence.  I held my lifeless dick in my hand, wondering what exactly had just happened.


CHAPTER TWENTY

I knew leaving the compound would be hard – I just had no idea how hard.  I also knew Kate had fallen deeply into the ‘lifestyle.’  I just had no idea how far.  They say nothing lasts forever and time is the great equalizer.  But Kate was still young – at the height of her womanly powers in fact, and Steve still had everything she needed.  All I had was love.

I stayed awake that night waiting for Kate to come home, sitting in my darkened Living Room watching the lights still burning at Steve’s house until well into the morning.  It’s amazing how lonely a night in the woods can feel.  When I woke up on the couch the next morning, I was still alone.  I wasn’t sure what to do next, but going to Steve’s house seemed to be the only option.  I needed to know when Kate was coming home.  When Thomas answered the door he let me in but told me to wait in the Foyer.  I had known him for almost a year as a faithful servant to all of us at Bacchus, but knowing Kate had sucked him off less than 24 hours before changed the dynamic between us.  I felt inferior to him.  Looking over his shoulder I could see two young men sitting on the sofas in the Living Room in their boxers watching TV.  I had never seen them before.  They looked more like part of a landscaping crew than guys Steve would be hanging out with.  When Steve appeared, he was wearing a silk paisley robe, like something Hugh Hefner would wear.  He greeted me warmly in his usual insincere way and then guided me into the Living Room.  That’s when I saw Kate. 

Through the glass doors of the Guest Bedroom, I saw the bottom half of a black man on the bed and the bent leg of a woman splayed on my side of him.  Her hand was gripping his muscular ass as his hips churned steadily between her legs.  On the chair beyond them by the glass was another black guy, in his mid-20’s like the guys on the couches.  He was naked too, gently stroking his dick as he watched his friend fucking the woman on the bed.  The woman was Kate.  I still remember the surreal scene, with the blue white tones of the bed, carpet, and furniture blending into the snow covered trees beyond, contrasting starkly with the black trunks of the trees and the skin of the men in the room.

“What’s going on, Steve?  Who are these men?”

“Oh, these are some of my guys from the shop.  I put out an all-points bulletin for guys looking to fuck a horny housewife!”

“Are you fucking out of your mind?  What about STDs??”

“Oh, no worries there.  Any guy let onto the property needs to get tested and email me the results before they can fuck one of the ladies of Bacchus.  That’s an inviolable rule.”

I looked back at Kate.  Her nails were digging deeply into the man’s skin, indicating that she was enjoying what he was doing to her.

“Have they been here all night?”

“Oh no.  The Pack was here until maybe 3am.  These guys showed up a couple of hours ago.  Kate got some sleep in between…”

That explained the lights being on all night.  But it didn’t explain everything.

“Why are you doing this, Steve?  Isn’t having Kate to yourself for the night enough?”

He looked at me with a look of genuine concern, “Mike, you still don’t get it do you?  To Kate, sex is like whiskey to an alcoholic.  She craves it, and once she gets it, she can’t stop wanting more.  She’s every man’s fantasy!”

I contemplated what he was saying, realizing that again, Steve seemed to know Kate better than I ever did.  He never stopped trying to unleash the beast inside of her, and now it was literally running wild.

“Enough is never enough for her, Michael.  Sure, I get off on seeing a woman lose herself entirely to her desires.  Like Kate has.  She is completely addicted to sex.  And it’s not just the orgasms – she loves the look in a man’s eyes when he just can’t get enough of her, and she’ll do anything just to see that look again.  It’s a reminder of how special she is, and she considers a pussy full of their cum as a badge of honor.”

Steve was right about that.  She had told me several times about seeing the “desire” in their eyes.  She was no doubt seeing it that very moment.  And I saw how depressed she had become when that was taken from her.

“And guys definitely can’t get enough of her.  The Pack was all over her for the better part of 7 hours last night, and these guys have all cum twice already – first when she sucked each of them off just after they got here and then when they each fucked her.  Those two on the couch are gearing up for round three.  And Kate’s probably cum a dozen times herself since yesterday afternoon.  But she’s always up for more – when she’s not passed out that is.”

Kate was oblivious to my presence, since I couldn’t even see the top half of her body.  All I could see was her long, lithe fingers continuing to knead the ass muscles of the man on top of her, encouraging him to keep doing what he was doing.

“When is Kate coming home, Steve?”

Steve put his hand on my shoulder and nudged me toward the door.  I resisted at first, but then realized resisting Steve anymore was the last thing I needed to be doing.  I figured Kate wasn’t leaving soon anyway, considering her current state.  I turned and began walking with him, glancing over my right shoulder one more time to see Kate had pulled her leg back as far as she could, opening herself even more to the man on top of her.

“She’s not, Mike.  She’ll be staying with me.  I’m sending Thomas over to your place at 6pm tonight to get some of Kate’s things.  You need to gone by then.”

I stopped suddenly and stared at him.  I knew he had to be kidding.

“GONE??  What do you mean, ‘GONE’?”

“I mean, gone.  You can’t stay here any longer.  I will wire you your $375,000 when your movers have emptied the villa.  I suggest you take whatever you need until that time because you won’t be allowed past the front gates after 6pm tonight.”

I continued staring at him, wondering if this was all a joke of some kind.  The shear cruelty of what he was saying took my breath away.  But he just stared back, emphasizing with his silence that he had said all he felt he needed to say.  At that point, it was just me and my desperately beating heart staring back at him, pleading with my eyes to any sense of decency he might have had buried deep inside.

“You can’t be serious…”

“Oh, I am very serious.  Every day you stay past today will cost you $10,000.  I suggest you get a hotel somewhere and figure out what you are going to do for the rest of your life.”

I stared into his eyes, searching for some kind of sympathy, some indication that maybe he really wasn’t serious.  I didn’t see anything.  I felt the shock wash through me, like it must for people who have just received the worst news they could have possibly imagined.

“What about Kate?  Did she agree to this??”

Just then we heard Kate release a sustained groan followed by several short grunts.  I looked toward the Guest Room door to see her foot dangling above the bed, bouncing rhythmically, keeping time with my beating heart.  Steve chuckled, “What do you think?  She sounds like she’s good with it.”

Then, as if on cue, the guy fucking Kate groaned loudly to announce she had coaxed yet another load of cum from yet another admirer.  I could only look into Steve’s eyes, searching in vain for any sign that this wasn’t actually happening.  He just smiled ruefully. 

It was at that point I began to realize what Kate had become.  She had left our villa completely naked, and was now lying in a strange bed, still naked.  Naked as a newborn child.  And in some ways that’s exactly what she was – born into a new life so completely different from anything she had ever known.  A life of sex and partying, like some porn star from the glory days before the internet.  As I pondered that thought, Steve continued twisting the knife in my chest.

“I told her I would keep you away from her to make it easier for her.  When she’s ready, I assume she will call or text.  And if she has second thoughts, she’s free to leave.  But I don’t expect her to have second thoughts.  I found for most people, the luster begins to wear off a new relationship after 3-5 years.    But Kate’s different; She’s open to new things, and I plan to keep it interesting for her, beginning with adding two new Alphas to The Pack – one in your villa and another in David’s.  The next generation.  Kate and the Betas will like that – 7 on 12.  And she will entertain the crew occasionally, like she is now.  And of course we will travel in the winter.  She will be busy, getting more than enough to fuel her addiction.  In the next 3-5 years she will have fucked and sucked so many guys she will have easily forgotten you.”

I looked at him, too numb to speak.  I wanted to punch him, but that would not have ended well for me.  There were five other guys present who were on his side, all of whom Kate had indeed “sucked and fucked”.  And doubt if Kate would have appreciated my defiance.  She was too busy watching the guy from the chair hovering over her between her legs, no doubt reveling in the expression of lust and desire on his face as he gently stroked his hard cock before entering her again.

There were no words to describe how I felt.  I looked at Steve one last time, then walked out the door, realizing everything I ever valued was gone.


EPILOGUE

Not too long ago it was common to refer to a beautiful woman as a “fox”.  It was a great description, but not only because foxes really are beautiful animals.  They are also primarily nocturnal, which is why most of us rarely see one, just like beautiful women.  Ever notice that?  Really, really exceptional women don’t go where we do – they don’t go to gas stations, you never see one at the grocery store.  Hell, I never see one driving around!  I always wonder where they are. I know they exist – there are images of countless gorgeous women all over the internet and on TV, and yet, I never see any in person.  They don’t seem to go out during the day, just like foxes. 

Before I met Kate I always assumed they were all holed up in walled compounds around the world, lounging by a pool and working on their beauty, all for the pleasure of their immediate friends and families.  Compounds like Steve’s.  And sure enough, after that cold December day, I never saw Kate again.

Looking back, I realize now that I could never have been enough for Kate, despite giving her all I had.  I know now that it isn’t always what you give that matters in a relationship.  What you try to take away can matter even more.  In my case, I gave Kate my love, but like everyone else, I didn’t give it unconditionally.  My intention when I married her was to keep her to myself, even if that kept her from all that life had to give. When I finally tempted fate by encouraging her to be with Steve, he gave her things I never would have, opening doors she never would have discovered with me.  But he didn’t give her love.  I’m not sure people like him are capable of loving someone else.  But he let her taste the fruits of passion, and let her discover who she wanted to be without restraints.  Most people don’t do that, especially for those they love.  But that was who Steve was. 

I know some of you might be thinking I didn’t try hard enough to keep Kate – to get her away from Steve and The Pack.  I’ve asked myself about that many times – could I have done more?  But I arrived at only another question – what version of Kate was I trying to keep?  People change.  Kate changed, and when she did, she realized there was nothing I had that she wanted.

Which was a disaster for me.  Only three weeks short of a year of moving to Bacchus as a young couple, seemingly deeply in love, I was gone.  I went back the next few Tuesdays and Thursdays, parking outside the entrance to the compound hoping to catch Kate leaving, but I never saw her.  She wasn’t even on the Fun Day bus.  I knew seeing her again would be a longshot – Steve told me he would be keeping her “busy”.  Each day as I waited, all I could do was picture her involved in some kind of sordid sex scene at that very moment. 

On one of the last days I went there I saw a young couple arrive and park their black Mercedes G Class SUV in the same spot Kate and I did on our first visit.  The guy looked like an athlete – tall, ripped and black – like an NFL linebacker or NBA forward.  His wife looked the part as well  - white, blonde and gorgeous, like an NFL cheerleader.  Steve came out to greet them, acting like they’d known each other for a long time. They hopped in his Range Rover with Thomas and disappeared down the long entrance drive to the compound.  As they drove off I sensed I knew where they were going.  To the villa Dave had shared with his wife Anna, where I knew Kate would no doubt meet her new neighbors and lovers.

It was a bright, sunny day with fresh snow sparkling on the rustling trees.  I watched the branches sway and puffs of dry snow fall and drift to the ground.  It was a scene that made me ponder everything, including how life could be so beautiful and yet so cruel.  The saying I had begun for Liam at the Blanche/Noir months before rang in my head;

If you love something, let it go.  If it comes back, it’s yours.  If it doesn’t, it never was.

A bird landed on a branch of pine needles, fluttering the snow from the branch in a puff of powder.  Watching him flit his head from side to side, it hit me.  Nature infuses God’s creatures with their own unique code of behaviors – Robins look for worms, and Goldfinches search for Nyger seeds.  Kate’s true nature led her to where she was.  There was nothing I really could have done to prevent what happened.  No one ever belongs to anyone.


The End

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this book.

If you did, please leave a review.

Thank you!

Michael Andersen
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