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The Se­cret Gar­den

The orig­i­nal novel by Fran­cis Bur­nett pub­lished in 1909, “The Se­cret Gar­den” is the source of this story’s ti­tle. No sim­i­lar­ity ex­ists other than the ti­tle. This is a long read with four chap­ters and I hope you find it en­joy­able!

*

CHAP­TER ONE: The Cruise

Michelle was a pic­ture of el­e­gance, stand­ing on the ship’s deck just out­side the dance club on this cool sum­mer Car­ib­bean night. She stead­ied her­self with one hand rest­ing on the ship’s rail­ing as she un­con­sciously flirted with the gen­tle­man by touch­ing his fore­arm with the other.

He must have said some­thing in­trigu­ing be­cause her face smiled brightly as her hand touched him; her knee in­stinc­tively bent, bring­ing her foot up onto its toe and ner­vously twirled on its axis as she leaned into him, ex­pos­ing the sole of her peek-toe pumps to her hus­band, watch­ing from in­side the club.

“Michelle, you’re such an in­cred­i­ble woman!” Frank whis­pered as he lifted his drink to his lips. He looked at her hair that was full of lus­ter and long; rip­pling as she passed her hand through it, pulling it be­hind her shoul­der. The light from the dance club danced off the golden locks as they fell off her fin­gers. Be­hind her, the light of the moon shim­mered off the wa­ter of the Car­ib­bean, sil­hou­et­ting Michelle and the tall gen­tle­man stand­ing with her.

Against her bet­ter judg­ment, and only to please her hus­band, she had agreed to wear the skimpy black dress into the ship’s dance club. Frank didn’t con­sider the dress to be risqué’. But, she knew bet­ter. She was some­what an­noyed when he first sprung the idea on her. He had pur­chased it in Mi­ami and had it de­liv­ered on board be­fore the ship left port. And tonight he had the porter de­liver it to their cabin, where Frank in­sisted she wear it to the club. He was hav­ing noth­ing of her warn­ing that she couldn’t wear a bra or her reg­u­lar panties with it. And now, here she was in her re­veal­ing dress, a very thin black thong and her match­ing black heels. Michelle would never en­ter­tain the idea of go­ing out like this back home.

Frank was glad he hadn’t let Michelle off the hook! The dress was open in back above her ribcage and a small sil­ver clasp hold­ing the hal­ter top to­gether be­hind her neck. The thin ma­te­rial in front hugged her nat­u­ral, large breasts. View­ing her from the side, her big sup­ple orbs seemed to am­plify the small size of her waist and slen­der frame.

The ma­te­rial was very fine silk that draped smoothly over her breasts. Thin straps held the dress close to her body and pre­vented the por­tion against her tits from blos­som­ing out just above her nip­ples. Be­low her ribcage, small straps con­nected the front and back halves of the dress with equally small sil­ver clasps, but left a gap be­tween them that de­scended down her waist to the top of her hip and naugh­tily ex­posed the black strap of her thong.

Her mother had taught her to re­sist flaunt­ing her body by wear­ing a dress like this. She was raised to dress con­ser­va­tively and be cau­tious of how she pre­sented her­self to strangers. Lucky for her, Michelle’s mother was just as gor­geous as she is and had spent con­sid­er­able time ed­u­cat­ing her in the fine art of proper dress and pre­sen­ta­tion. Be­cause of her mother’s ef­forts, Michelle knew the ef­fect a beau­ti­ful woman’s body has on the op­po­site sex and how to con­trol it.

He watched from the cor­ner of the bar, hid­den from her view as the breeze fluffed up her dress, re­veal­ing more of her bare legs. Just a lit­tle more wind, he thought each time her skirt fluffed, only to be dis­ap­pointed again and again.

Her al­ways sen­si­tive nip­ples were pro­trud­ing through the thin black fab­ric as the cool sea air brushed across them; while the moon­light on the ocean framed them in sil­hou­ette, mak­ing the scene es­pe­cially erotic to him. Voyuer­ing her from the bar ex­cited Frank; and know­ing she was caught up in the mo­ment and didn’t no­tice him ex­cited him even fur­ther!

“Very beau­ti­ful woman. Is she yours?” The Asian bar­tender asked, break­ing him out of his trance.

“What is it about us hus­bands with pretty wives, that make us want to show them off,” he an­swered with a ques­tion to the bar­tender as he was handed an­other round.

A smile curled on the bar­tender’s face as he looked at Michelle and gave his an­swer. “I don’t know, mis­ter. But, I see it ev­ery night of ev­ery cruise. She’s a beauty. I envy you!”

“Thanks. Yeah, she’s some­thing else,” Frank tossed him a healthy tip and re­fo­cused his at­ten­tion on his wife.

Af­ter sev­eral of Michelle’s un­con­scious flir­ta­tions, the tall gen­tle­man re­cip­ro­cated by plac­ing his hands on the back of her waist. The sen­sa­tion of his fin­gers on her ex­posed skin must have alerted her be­cause she moved back­ward and broke off the con­ver­sa­tion.

She was walk­ing to­ward him, anx­iously brush­ing her skirt down when they made eye con­tact. “Hello sexy! Where have you been?” she teased Frank.

“Just en­joy­ing the view!” he an­swered. At that, she blushed and looked down into her drink, know­ing pre­cisely what he was talk­ing about.

She lifted her drink to her lips, mis­chie­vously tilted her chin and looked into her hus­band’s eyes. Sip­ping her drink she queried him ner­vously, “What ex­actly did you see?”

Af­ter ten years of mar­riage Frank knew all of her wom­anly tricks to de­flect at­ten­tion from the sub­ject at hand. He en­joyed her ef­fort but wasn’t go­ing to let her off so eas­ily! He told her he had seen a good-look­ing man hit­ting on his wife. When Michelle’s eyes flushed wide open and her hand came up to her face cov­er­ing her mouth Frank knew he had sur­prised her.

“Frank, I’m so sorry! Oh, my good­ness! I didn’t re­al­ize what was hap­pen­ing and all of a sud­den he had his hand on my waist and…and….and…”

Frank in­ter­rupted her be­fore she could fin­ish her sen­tence by plac­ing his fin­ger on her lips. “Sshhh, honey. Don’t worry,” he ten­derly said. “I know you weren’t do­ing any­thing, baby.” He paused a mo­ment and added, “You are a truly rare woman.”

Michelle looked at him and gen­tly laughed, then blushed sud­denly but kept on look­ing at him.

“You are blush­ing,” Frank said to her.

“No I’m not.”

“Yes, you are blush­ing now.”

“Why are you so per­cep­tive,” she said and hugged him. “I adore you, Frank.”

“I love you too, Michelle.”

With that, she be­came more com­fort­able and sug­gested they have some fun in their cabin. “I’m mar­ried to the most hand­some man on board. Can I talk him into buy­ing me a drink in my cabin?” she teased as her bright blue eyes sparkled!

“Well, well. You do seem to have a thing for older men! And, since I’m over forty and you are a mere twenty-nine, I think I qual­ify!”

Her fin­gers ran through his gray­ing tem­ples as she reached to kiss him. Then, they turned and walked out of the bar. Min­utes later they were ly­ing on their bed, with Michelle on top, still in her dress and heels.

“Honey, you know I’m com­pletely de­voted to you? You know that, right?” she asked, still some­what con­cerned about the in­ap­pro­pri­ate­ness of be­ing with the man by the ship’s rail­ing.

Frank had never spent a sin­gle minute wor­ry­ing about Michelle’s faith­ful­ness to him. From the very first day they met in that dusty crowded lec­ture hall she had known she wanted him as her hus­band and in a very short pe­riod of time, he knew she would be his wife.

“Of course I do. You’ve never once strayed from our mar­riage. I’ve never con­cerned my­self about that,” he said.

“It took too much hard work just to get you to go out with me, let alone win you over! I’m not about to screw it up and lose you, dar­ling!” she re­sponded.

They laughed in each other’s arms and con­tin­ued their in­ti­mate con­ver­sa­tion about find­ing each other ten years ago.

“A col­lege pro­fes­sor is not sup­posed to be dat­ing a col­lege stu­dent. It’s un­eth­i­cal,” he chided.

“Even if the col­lege pro­fes­sor is a tall hand­some man with wavy black hair and the stu­dent is the home­com­ing queen? Even then?” she kid­ded.

“Even then,” he re­sponded with a mock dis­ap­prov­ing look.

Michelle loved these in­ti­mate word games and didn’t want it to stop!

She used her good lit­tle girl voice to de­liver her next line.“Even if the stu­dent is so per­sis­tent and clever that she con­vinces the pro­fes­sor to give up all the other women beat­ing on his door and date the beauty queen ex­clu­sively? Even then?”

“Es­pe­cially then, be­cause it demon­strates how in­cred­i­bly de­vi­ous the stu­dent is!” He gave her a swift, firm spank on her be­hind!

Michelle put on a pouty face. “Is the pro­fes­sor go­ing to give up on his stu­dent and send her home?”

“The pro­fes­sor will do no such thing. The pro­fes­sor has much work to do be­fore his stu­dent’s stud­ies are com­plete!”

Michelle gig­gled and laughed as they teased each other.

Frank’s smile gave way to a more se­ri­ous look. “Michelle, some­times I worry about you.”

A quizzi­cal look came across her face.

“Don’t look at me like that. I mean it! I worry about you, Michelle.”

“Why, dar­ling? I have ev­ery­thing I could ever want. We have a beau­ti­ful home, ex­pen­sive cars, mem­ber­ships to fine clubs, all the clothes I want, and I’m mar­ried to the man I love. Why would you worry about me, Frank?” She said all of this as she lifted her dress from un­der her ass and squirmed on her hus­band’s cock.

“Baby, don’t you just ev­ery once in awhile want to let your­self go? I mean even for just one night?”

“I can’t be­lieve what I just heard!” she an­swered with an amazed look. She re­sponded that she had “let her­self go” tonight by wear­ing the lit­tle black dress into the bar for him. “And, sexy black high heels too!” she added.

“And you al­most let the good look­ing gen­tle­man keep his hands on your waist for longer than two sec­onds,” He kid­ded.

“Hmmph!” she play­fully socked him on his shoul­der with her lit­tle fist. “You know I don’t let men flirt with me. It’s wrong, Frank! I’m your wife. You don’t want that.” She ques­tioned with a con­cerned look, “Do you?”

He held back an an­swer and pulled her onto his chest.

“Oh, no! You do! You want to watch me flirt, don’t you? Oh my good­ness!” She said in­cred­u­lously as she sat up and put her hands on her hips while con­tin­u­ing to squirm on top of his crotch. “You are such a naughty boy!” she play­fully scolded and wagged a fin­ger at him.

Michelle be­gan pulling off her dress.

“No, leave it on. Your high heels too. I want to fuck you on our bal­cony with ev­ery­thing on that you wore tonight.”

He pulled her up and to­wards the French doors lead­ing to the view of the ocean from their cabin’s bal­cony. Their cabin was one floor be­low the high-roller suites and had an ex­pan­sive view of the port side of the lux­ury-liner. Frank had paid a great deal of money for their suite and he was de­ter­mined to use ev­ery bit of it!

“Dar­ling, I….I can’t. Some­one will see us…No,” she pleaded.

Michelle’s head was telling her no, but the ex­cite­ment of be­ing ex­posed while her hus­band fucked her caused her nip­ples to re­veal her feel­ings. They were clearly con­stricted and pok­ing out her hal­ter top. Frank strength­ened his grip on her hand and pulled her out of the cabin and into his arms.

“Now, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Be­low them, spray from the hull strik­ing the sea flew up the side of the ship while high above the wind blew thin clouds across the moon. They kissed as he lifted her skirt to her waist. Frank felt the goose­bumps rise on her ass as the cool breeze blew across the back of his fin­gers. Michelle pulled her breasts free from her hal­ter, sig­nal­ing him to suckle them. He re­leased his grip on her skirt and cupped each breast. Push­ing her nip­ples to­gether, he sucked on each one in turn be­fore re­turn­ing to her mouth.

While he paid at­ten­tion to Michelle’s nip­ples and mouth, she paid at­ten­tion to his hard cock. Af­ter free­ing it from his slacks she stroked it and ma­neu­vered his balls be­tween her fin­gers.

“Fuck me, dar­ling,” she said af­ter giv­ing in to her lust and turn­ing away from him to face the shim­mer­ing sur­face of the ocean. With his prim and proper Michelle lean­ing against the rail­ing of the ship, he lifted her lit­tle black dress above her hips and ad­mired the view for just a mo­ment.

The fab­ric of her dress was so thin and del­i­cate that it bunched in a nar­row band around her waist. The moon­light bounced off the firm cheeks of her ass, in­ter­rupted only by the dark shadow of her cleav­age be­tween them. Her calf and thigh mus­cles were com­ple­mented by her black high heels. She was a work of art to be ad­mired.

He slipped his cock be­tween her legs and found her wet open­ing. Frank pushed into her pussy and be­gan stroking as Michelle squeezed her sex around him. She wig­gled her ass into Frank’s crotch, try­ing to get as much of him into her as she could. He grabbed one of her tits and the rail­ing of the ship to use as an­chors and pushed deeper with each thrust. Michelle gave in to her lust and made pas­sion­ate love to her hus­band, the love of her life.

Breath­ing the salty sea air as it mixed with Michelle’s aroma is a mem­ory Frank was sure he would never for­get. And, he could hardly be­lieve his nor­mally prim and proper wife; the wife he loved so much; was let­ting him fuck her in such an ex­posed place with a risk of be­ing seen.

Maybe it’s the al­co­hol; but he hoped not. In­stead, Frank’s hope was that some­thing had trig­gered her to let her­self go. Was it his con­fes­sion of want­ing to watch her flirt? Or, the fun she had dress­ing so sexy? Or, some­thing else en­tirely? All Frank knew was that he didn’t want Michelle to push these thoughts from her mind. “This is the real Michelle,” he whis­pered to her af­ter she fell asleep be­side him in bed. As he stroked her hair he won­dered how she would re­act to his plans for the re­main­der of the cruise. He knew his steps had to be mea­sured if she were to ac­cept them. Frank had to be pa­tient.

Michelle was more quiet than nor­mal the next day. Frank didn’t want to press her for a rea­son why. He knew why with­out ask­ing, so he let it go. They spent their day en­gag­ing in the nor­mal ac­tiv­i­ties of a cou­ple aboard a cruise ship.

Late that night the ship docked in French Mar­tinique. To­mor­row would be a day ashore on one of the most glam­orous lo­ca­tions in the Car­ib­bean. Casi­nos, restau­rants, shop­ping and beau­ti­ful top­less beaches!

Be­fore bed Michelle packed their shoul­der bag for to­mor­row’s ad­ven­ture. Frank took the op­por­tu­nity to give his wife a present. She was all smiles as the pa­per and bow was ripped from the box. In­side, she found a very small hot pink bikini and a pair of match­ing pink raised san­dals. Frank won­dered how she would re­act.

The smile drained from her face when she held up the bikini. She had never worn one this small and he could tell she was dis­pleased, and wasn’t thrilled at the thought of wear­ing such a risqué’ bikini in front of strangers.

“I can’t wear this. Please, take it back,” she said, dis­ap­point­ing him.

It an­gered Frank to hear her re­jec­tion and he re­sponded be­fore think­ing. “I will do no such thing, Michelle. I ex­pect you to ac­cept my gift and I ex­pect you to wear it to­mor­row. At the very least you should act grate­ful, even if you’re not.”

Michelle shot back at him, “I’m not a cheap whore, de­spite your at­tempts to turn me into one!” Michelle thought of how just last night she had let him show her off; first by hav­ing her wear the sexy dress and then by fuck­ing her on the bal­cony. She had since re­gained her moral com­pass and was de­ter­mined to put her foot down! “I’m not go­ing to be your lit­tle slut,” she told him.

They slept back to back that night and awoke the next morn­ing feel­ing empty. At break­fast, Frank brought up the sub­ject. “I’m sorry to have hurt your feel­ings last night, Michelle. I spoke be­fore think­ing. I want you to know that you’re per­fect in ev­ery way and I love you,” he told her. “Look, you can wear a potato sack to­day if you want to. I don’t care.”

A smile pursed her lips and she gig­gled be­fore an­swer­ing, “I don’t think a potato sack would be very flat­ter­ing! But, thanks for the of­fer!”

The smile was re­placed with a wor­ried look as she con­tin­ued. “It em­bar­rassed me, Frank. I looked at that tiny bikini and the thought of strange men on the beach oogling me raced through my mind!”

She looked down as she spoke. “Oh, I know it shouldn’t have. You tell me I shouldn’t be so con­cerned about things like that. You tell me all the time to not worry what oth­ers think of me. But, I can’t help it. I guess….I just have a prob­lem with sex.” With her chin still down, her eyes looked up and made con­tact with his own. A tear slid down her cheek as she asked, “What’s wrong with me, dar­ling?”

“Noth­ing at all, Michelle. You’re per­fect in ev­ery way.”

“No. No, I’m not. The one thing I’ve al­ways took pride in is be­ing a good wife. Be­ing one you were proud of. But, now I re­al­ize I’m self­ish. I’m so con­cerned with get­ting my way that I turn down a sim­ple re­quest to wear a bikini you were thought­ful enough to buy me.”

“Michelle, you’re not be­ing self­ish. I love you, Sweet­heart. Don’t worry about it,” he said.

“I love you too, dar­ling!” She hes­i­tated and then added, “You’re go­ing to be proud of me to­day. I prom­ise you.”

“I’m proud of you al­ready.”

When they left the ship Michelle was wear­ing the bikini un­der a sexy white sum­mer dress. The dress was thin enough to al­low her bikini to show through; much like a woman’s bra can be seen through a thin, semi-trans­par­ent blouse. Her spir­its were high, and her walk con­fi­dent, as her heels clicked on the walk­way and her breasts jig­gled with each step. She asked Frank how she looked.

“Sexy as hell,” he re­sponded.

She held her hat on her head, pro­tect­ing it from the morn­ing breeze, reached up and cheer­fully gave him a kiss. “Thank you, dar­ling!” she said.

The two en­joyed watch­ing the coun­try­side, full of ba­nana and sugar cane plan­ta­tions as a taxi sped them to Saint-Pierre for some shop­ping and late in the morn­ing made their way to the black sand beach of Anse Couleu­vre. High cliffs and rem­nants of coral rock bor­dered the long stretch of sand. The beach was by no means crowded, but with a cruise ship docked in Fort-de-France they thought it best to claim a spot on the beach right away.

They found one on the very end of the stretch of sand next to a rock out­crop­ping and a large white can­vas half-shell to give them a de­gree of pri­vacy and re­lief from the sun when they needed it.

The ca­bana boy found his new cus­tomers right away and brought them lounge chairs. It was nice to be on land and the two set­tled in for an af­ter­noon of wig­gling their toes in the sand, drink­ing vodka, and frol­ick­ing in the waves!

Af­ter the ca­bana boy brought drinks Frank turned the shell par­tially to­ward the rocks, adding to their pri­vacy. That’s when Michelle gave Frank a spe­cial treat.

“Here goes,” she said ner­vously, look­ing at him over the top of her sun­glasses. She sat up, un­did the top of her bikini and pulled it off, let­ting her breasts pop out and ex­pos­ing them to the gen­tle trade winds and warm­ing sun.

Michelle’s breasts were ex­cep­tion­ally plump and en­tic­ing. The big, can­taloupe sized orbs re­tained their shape on top of her chest as she sat back into her lounge chair. Since she never sun­bathed nude, their color was a creamy white with soft puffy pink are­o­las the size of small plums.

With­out much hes­i­ta­tion she spread sun­tan oil on them. “I wouldn’t want a first ever sun­burn,” she said bash­fully.

“You look mar­velously sexy, Michelle. Your breasts are the envy of ev­ery woman on the beach.”

She gig­gled, “I’m not wor­ried about the women!”

“I’m the one that should worry about the men, baby.”

“I have to ad­mit I feel so naughty, ex­pos­ing my­self!”

“You’re nip­ples are cer­tainly say­ing so. My god, they’re hard as rocks!”

That com­ment earned Frank a hard punch on his shoul­der! “Let’s get wet!” he said.

Michelle in­stinc­tively reached for her top, but stopped her­self and went into the surf with­out it. She was glad she did. They had the kind of fun in the surf they hadn’t had in years! They felt like teenagers at the swim­ming pond play­ing hooky from school! On the way back they ran into a gen­tle­man walk­ing the beach. The man, who was tall and mus­cu­lar, with sun-streaked blond hair, and a tanned face, wore a sun-faded short-sleeve shirt and tight fit­ting swim­suit.



“Michelle!” he said.

“Oh….hello, Max­imil­lan!” Michelle re­sponded with sur­prise as well as an ex­cited em­bar­rass­ment. Her first thought was to cross her arms in front of her chest, but she re­sisted, know­ing it would look fool­ish. Frank could see right away that she was em­bar­rassed for this man to see her breasts ex­posed. But, Michelle al­ways main­tains her deco­rum and be­gan an in­tro­duc­tion.

“Max, this is my hus­band, Frank. Frank, this is….”

Frank in­ter­rupted, “Yes, the tall gen­tle­men from two nights ago on board the ship. You were hit­ting on my wife. Very nice to meet you, Max!” Frank ex­tended his hand.

Max re­cov­ered from the com­ment quickly. “Thank you for be­ing so gra­cious, Frank. Nice to meet you, too. I apol­o­gize for my lack of dis­cre­tion.”

“Don’t men­tion it, Max. Michelle is a beau­ti­ful woman. I can’t fault you for try­ing.” He was im­pressed with Max’s abil­ity to ban­ter with him. Not many are that ag­ile, Frank thought.

Michelle ner­vously shuf­fled on her feet as the two men spoke. Pos­si­bly to al­lay her un­easi­ness Michelle jumped into the con­ver­sa­tion. “Ex­cuse me, boys! But, I’ll be the one to de­cide if it’s okay to hit on me!”

Michelle’s joke gave Frank the okay to in­vite Max to join them. “Please, join us for a drink,” he of­fered and mo­tioned for the ca­bana boy to bring an­other lounge.

“I don’t want to in­trude. It wasn’t my in­ten­tion. I’m sure you two are hav­ing plenty of fun with­out me,” Max re­sponded.

“Non­sense! Let’s have a drink,” Frank in­sisted.

Frank sat in the lounger on one end so that Michelle would sit in the mid­dle and leave Max with the one on her far side. The three of them talked and flirted through two drinks; Michelle’s third and fourth of the day, and got along fa­mously. Her em­bar­rass­ment over her ex­po­sure melted away within min­utes and was re­placed with an un­usual feel­ing of con­fi­dence and dar­ing!

Frank took no­tice of how much his pe­tite wife en­joyed this tall, hand­some man’s com­pany and en­cour­aged the con­ver­sa­tion into flirty, adult talk and teas­ing.

Michelle en­joyed the flirty con­ver­sa­tion and the at­ten­tion that came with it. She no­ticed Max oogling her physique and also took note of how much her hus­band seemed to en­joy him do­ing so. In the past, she would have be­come ir­ri­tated, but to­day she was dif­fer­ent. To­day, she was de­ter­mined to make Frank proud of her. She told her­self to re­lax, stop be­ing such a prude, and en­joy the af­ter­noon and ev­ery­thing that came with it.

The sun was get­ting hot­ter, ev­i­denced by beads of sweat pool­ing in Michelle’s belly­but­ton. Her bikini didn’t have elas­tic in the edges. And, as soon as the suit dried, the fab­ric re­laxed and opened up a bit, re­veal­ing the edges of her pu­bic mound. Both men mar­veled at watch­ing small beads of sweat spill out of her belly-but­ton, roll down be­tween her legs and dis­ap­pear un­der the fab­ric.

Michelle doesn’t have much body hair. She doesn’t need to shave, and if you tried to judge her age by the looks of her bush you would think she was no more than fif­teen or six­teen. With her bikini bot­tom now dry and much to the men’s en­joy­ment, sev­eral of the wispy hairs worked their way free un­der the sides of the thin fab­ric and curled them­selves over the edges. She saw what was hap­pen­ing and also saw the glances from the both men.

She looked mag­nif­i­cent with her hot pink suit high­lighted by her pussy hair peek­ing through and her blonde mane ly­ing across her shoul­ders and onto her plump breasts! When she moved just right, and she did it sev­eral times on pur­pose, Max and Frank could see her bush and the outer lips of her pussy un­der the tri­an­gu­lar shaped panel of her bikini.

Frank reached for the bot­tle of sun­tan oil. Hold­ing it up to the sun, he could see it was close to empty and tossed it to Max, “Help me out, Max! Michelle needs some oil. I’ll get more and be back in a bit.”

“I re­ally shouldn’t,” he said, un­der­stand­ing Frank wanted him to oil up his wife and un­cer­tain he should in­dulge him.

“Max, you’ve got to be kid­ding! We both know she is mag­nif­i­cent! I’m sure you would en­joy rub­bing oil into such a beau­ti­ful woman.”

“Frank….I…ummh. I’m not so sure that…” Michelle be­gan a re­luc­tant protest. She was en­joy­ing the at­ten­tion she had re­ceived thus far but was not sure Frank’s new­est sug­ges­tion was a good idea; given that she was top­less and would be alone with Max.

There was a road along­side the beach lined by thick palms and shrubs and at the far end of the white sand a set of sin­gle story build­ings held shops for tourists. “Re­lax, baby. There’s a lit­tle shop a block up the road. I’ll be back in less than an hour,” he in­sisted and walked up the beach.

As Frank walked away he could hear Max say­ing, “He’s quite a guy!”

“He’s the love of my life, Max,” Michelle replied as she turned onto her belly giv­ing him her back to oil up. “We’ll just have you do my back. I can do the rest.” She felt ex­cited to be alone with him, but wanted to main­tain a sense of de­cency.

“That’s prob­a­bly a very good idea, Michelle,” he agreed as he sat be­side her on the lounger. Max squirted oil into his hands and be­gan at the small of her back.

He started by push­ing his thumbs up her spine with his fin­gers spread out like wings over the mus­cles of her back. Michelle is a pe­tite woman, so Max’s hands reached all the way across her back.

Michelle was a bit un­com­fort­able with­out Frank there, but soon con­vinced her­self to push those thoughts aside and en­joy the rub­down. “Max, that feels so good,” she moaned her ap­proval and ex­haled away the ten­sion she felt.

“I’ve done a few mas­sages in my life, Michelle. Like Frank said, Just re­lax and en­joy it,” Max told her.

“That’ll be easy,” she an­swered as his thumbs worked their way back down her spine. “But, what about you. You’re do­ing all the work.”

“Are you kid­ding?” he asked in­cred­u­lously. “I’m rub­bing oil onto the most beau­ti­ful woman on the beach! Beau­ti­ful blonde hair, toned body and mag­nif­i­cent plump….” he stopped him­self. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Mag­nif­i­cent plump,” she hes­i­tated, then fin­ished, “breasts? Is that what you had on the tip of your tongue?” Michelle said through a hid­den smile. Be­fore he could an­swer she let him off the hook with a teas­ing, “Naughty boy, Max!”

Both laughed play­fully with Max say­ing, “Yeah. I guess I’m guilty as charged, Michelle!”

He lifted her hair off her shoul­ders and care­fully placed it above her neck. Then, Max lifted each of Michelle’s arms and ap­plied oil to the long sinewy mus­cles. He took an ex­tra long time to mas­sage each fin­ger be­fore re­turn­ing to her back.

She closed her eyes and let her body give in to the feel­ing of his hand on her flesh. Max spread his big hands over her ribcage and worked the oil into her sides. As he did so, he ad­mired the creamy skin of the out­side of her breasts; so white and trans­par­ent he could see small dark veins cours­ing through the vir­ginal skin of her big orbs. His lift­ing and push­ing al­lowed them to work them­selves free from un­der­neath un­til the outer half of each breast was vis­i­ble. He took the op­por­tu­nity to run his fin­gers along the vel­vety soft por­tion of her breasts that met her ribcage. I hope she doesn’t mind, he thought.

Michelle was some­what sur­prised Max took this lib­erty with her. She cer­tainly en­joyed it, but thought it best to of­fer a warn­ing. “Only my back, Max. We agreed, right?” she said.

Next, she felt the warm oil drip onto her legs and then Max’s fin­gers rub­bing it in. “You must be a run­ner,” he said. “Your legs are so slen­der and mus­cled.”

Michelle en­joyed the com­pli­ment. She was very proud of her fig­ure! “It’s nice of you to say. I play ten­nis al­most ev­ery day.”

Max’s hands moved up her legs from the back of her knees to her but­tocks. She was again sur­prised when in­stead of stop­ping at the edge of her bikini his fin­gers swept un­der the loose fab­ric of her suit and mas­saged oil onto the outer sides of her but­tocks. He kept his thumbs tucked in close to his palms dur­ing this first foray onto her but­tocks. He wasn’t sure what her re­ac­tion would be. When none came, he de­cided to push fur­ther on the next stroke up her legs.

Max spread his hands out dur­ing the fol­low­ing ca­ress­ing move­ment up Michelle’s legs and pushed his thumbs into the long sinewy mus­cles of her in­ner thighs as they slid their way to­ward her more in­ti­mate ar­eas. This time, when he slid them un­der her bikini his thumbs were spread wide and dropped into the crease of her ass. He felt her cheeks tighten as he squeezed with each hand. Michelle’s ass is small enough that each of Max’s hands en­cased one of her cheeks.

She gasped, then held her breath as his hands dis­ap­peared un­der her bikini. She took a short, crisp breath across her lips when Max brought his thumbs to­gether in her crack, just above her anus.

She was em­bar­rassed to feel the first hint of mois­ture in her pussy as both of his thumbs slid up her crack. I should stop him, she thought. But the plea­sure was too much and she opened her legs slightly and re­laxed her mus­cles.

Max no­ticed her ac­qui­es­cence and was em­bold­ened by it. He re­peated the mo­tion down her legs and back up again sev­eral more times; all of them end­ing with his thumbs ca­ress­ing the cleft be­tween her cheeks, get­ting closer and closer to her anus with ev­ery sub­se­quent pass. Each time, she spread her legs a lit­tle bit more and each time her pussy be­came more ex­posed to him.

He moved to a po­si­tion be­side her knees with a clear view at her crotch. Max put his hands un­der her bikini once more and pushed his fin­ger­tips into her flesh and lifted his hand onto his fin­ger­tips. This pulled her bikini tight onto the back of his hands and forced it be­tween the lips of her pussy, cre­at­ing a camel toe and ex­pos­ing the outer folds of her slit. Un­der the pre­tense of mas­sag­ing her but­tocks with his fin­ger­tips, he held the bikini bot­tom in place un­til the fab­ric be­came wet from her juices. He felt the first stir­rings in his cock as he looked Michelle over.

Michelle knew she was be­ing very un­la­dy­like and wor­ried that Max would no­tice her wet­ness and squirmed to try to dis­lodge the pink fab­ric from the camel toe it had cre­ated. She quickly re­al­ized her squirm­ing was only mak­ing mat­ters worse. “Oh my!” she gasped as she felt the thin ma­te­rial slide deep be­tween her moist­ened lips.

Max heard her gasp as he watched her lips part and the pink fab­ric dis­ap­pear be­tween them as they closed again. A thin patch of glis­ten­ing wet blonde hair cov­ered each outer lip of her sex, con­trast­ing with the hot pink fab­ric.

Michelle was shocked to be in this sit­u­a­tion! Her mind was spin­ning with con­flict­ing thoughts. Hop­ing Max would stop and at the same time wish­ing he would go fur­ther!

With his thumbs touch­ing each other he slid them back down her crack to the edge of her anus and pulled her cheeks apart. He couldn’t be­lieve his luck at ma­neu­ver­ing Michelle into this po­si­tion! Such a beau­ti­ful pink anus and pussy, he thought as he took in the view. Max slid his thumbs around her anus and onto the wet outer lips of her pussy. When she didn’t re­sist, he pulled them open and re­vealed the soft pink flesh of her pussy.

Michelle didn’t know how to re­act! She thought she might turn over and slap him. Or, she should call him a cad and de­mand he stop. But, she didn’t; she couldn’t! The plea­sure of his fin­gers ex­plor­ing the most in­ti­mate parts of her body was over­com­ing her fear of be­ing shamed or em­bar­rassed. “Mmmm,” she cooed to his nasty touch and then felt guilty for al­low­ing him this in­dis­cre­tion and wor­ried they might be seen by other beach­go­ers.

Max wanted to push his fin­gers in­side Michelle’s wet hole but held back. In­stead, he ex­plored her labia and cli­toris; tick­ling and teas­ing her with his thumbs.

Even­tu­ally, Michelle’s con­scious got the best of her and she dif­fused the sit­u­a­tion by turn­ing over, caus­ing his hands to re­treat from her back­side. On the first try her words stuck in her throat. “I guess you can do my front,” she said as she reached be­tween her legs and ad­justed her bikini bot­tom.

Frank had worked his way back onto the beach and found a spot with a nice view of his wife’s rub­down. He ar­rived in time to see Max with his hands un­der her bikini be­fore she turned over. “That’s so damn hot!” he said aloud.

“It sure is, mis­ter!” One of two teenage boys said to him as they stared at his wife. “Wish I were that guy right now,” he added.

“Yeah, I wish we had an ex­cuse to walk to the end of the beach so we could get a bet­ter look at her. We could hide be­hind their tent and watch,” the other one said.

“No way, man! My par­ents’d kill me! They’re watchin us right now!” The first one replied. Frank turned and looked down the beach at a woman as wide as she was tall with her hands on her hips, star­ing at the boys.

Max repo­si­tioned him­self, strad­dling the lounger be­tween Michelle’s legs, fac­ing her. “Michelle, just lay your legs over my thighs for me.”

It seemed to Michelle that she had jumped from the fry­ing pan into the fire! Sure, she had stopped his ex­plo­ration of her pussy and anus…but she was now of­fer­ing her breasts to him; and if she draped her legs over his, then her pussy would be per­ilously close to the bulge that was grow­ing un­der his tight suit. Michelle tried to act in­dig­nant, but with her heart pound­ing in her chest she com­plied.

“Good girl. Smoke?” he asked. Michelle reached into his pocket and pulled out a box of French cig­a­rettes he had pur­chased in town. She flipped open the lid and pushed a thin brown cig­a­rette half­way out of the box with the tip of her nails and lifted the box to his mouth. With the cig­a­rette hang­ing from his mas­cu­line lips, she flicked on the lighter and lit him up.

Michelle en­joyed hear­ing her­self re­ferred to as a “Good Girl”. Maybe the phrase took her back to her child­hood when she was told what to do and re­warded when she was good. Max’s manly tone seemed to break down her de­fenses and make her feel he was in charge. She liked that.

Michelle hadn’t tasted to­bacco since her col­lege days. But, for some rea­son she reached for Max’s cig­a­rette. Michelle en­joyed pulling the smoke into her lungs and then watch­ing it dis­si­pate into the air be­side them as she ex­haled. With her legs draped over his thighs, her eyes looked through her sun­glasses and drifted across the blue sky above them. She took in an­other drag as Max lifted one leg, placed her an­kle on his shoul­der and be­gan to ap­ply more sun­tan oil.

He oiled up the front of her leg from an­kle to hip us­ing the same method he had used on her back. With each down stroke Michelle felt his in­side hand inch closer to her pussy. She en­joyed the feel of his strong hands slid­ing down her thigh and with­out think­ing, re­laxed her other leg, al­low­ing it to slip down his thigh to­wards his knee. With her legs now spread, her bikini was way too small to cover her pussy, giv­ing Max a clear view be­tween her legs.

Even­tu­ally, his fin­gers probed un­der her suit and into the thin wispy strands of her pu­bic hair, caus­ing them to glis­ten with sun­tan oil. Then, he moved them down the length of the soft fold of skin bor­der­ing Michelle’s pussy.

This is all so wrong, she thought but felt pow­er­less to stop it. She couldn’t un­der­stand all of the emo­tions twirling through her mind. Her par­ents hadn’t raised her this way and that prob­a­bly added to her ex­cite­ment.

Max could feel the stir­rings of his cock be­gin­ning its in­evitable hard­en­ing. He was wear­ing a tight fit­ting suit and his en­larg­ing cock be­gan stretch­ing it even tighter. Damn, I’d like to let it out, he thought.

As Michelle felt the tin­gling sen­sa­tion be­tween her legs from his fin­gers she fought with her emo­tions. She knew what she was al­low­ing him to do was im­proper. But, didn’t Frank tell her to re­lax and en­joy her­self? And, didn’t she prom­ise Frank that she would make him proud of her to­day? If she stopped now she would only look prud­ish.

She held the cig­a­rette be­tween the ends of her fin­gers and of­fered a drag to Max. “Thanks, baby,” he said, his hands wet with oil. Michelle put her fin­ger­tips, with the cig­a­rette be­tween them, onto his lips so he could pull smoke from the cig­a­rette.

Even though her legs were draped over his thighs, she couldn’t yet feel his hard­en­ing cock. That changed dra­mat­i­cally as he bent for­ward to pull a drag off the smoke. His erect cock made con­tact with her in­ner thigh.

It star­tled Michelle! She hadn’t ex­pected it. She also hadn’t ex­pected it to be so large! When Max fin­ished his long, deep drag his re­sumed his po­si­tion and his cock broke its con­tact with her flesh. “Oh, my,” she thought to her­self.

Max then worked on the other leg in the same fash­ion as the first. Af­ter sev­eral strokes up and down he probed un­der the bikini with his fin­gers and added oil to her pu­bic mound. Michelle didn’t stop him as his fin­gers ran through her long wispy strands of hair.

“Mm­mmm,” she moaned. She was be­com­ing aroused, cav­ing in to the stim­u­la­tion and un­con­sciously spread her legs even more. She was now com­pletely opened up for him with her knees spread far apart.

“You’ve got a beau­ti­ful, sexy body,” he said as he looked her over.

Michelle fum­bled with her re­sponse, even­tu­ally say­ing “Thank you” and re­flex­ively telling him that her hus­band thought so too.

“Let’s get your chest,” Max said. He grabbed both legs and pulled her into him so he could reach her neck and shoul­ders. As the thin fab­ric of her bikini met the stretched fab­ric of his suit the lower half of his long, thick cock forced its way be­tween the puffy lips of her sex.

Frank watched his wife from a dis­tance and al­though he couldn’t tell for cer­tain, he thought he could see her wig­gling her crotch into Max’s. “Is that re­ally my wife!” he whis­pered as he tried to keep his own cock from hard­en­ing.

Michelle en­joyed the way he took con­trol of her but wor­ried how this might look to her hus­band. “What if Frank sees us, Max? Maybe we should stop?” she asked ner­vously.

“Grab an­other smoke for us, baby,” Max sug­gested, ig­nor­ing her ques­tion as he oiled up her shoul­ders and chest. Each time he rubbed the oil into her shoul­ders he took pulled her into his erec­tion and then pushed it against her sex. Un­der the pre­tense of rub­bing oil into her breasts, he kneaded them and pinched her nip­ples as he humped her.

Ly­ing back in her lounger, with her chest heav­ing from her arousal, she looked be­tween her legs to see what was hav­ing such an ef­fect on her. She saw that Max’s suit was wet from her pussy juices and the wet stretch­ing fab­ric was formed around the big shaft. “Oh, my!” she said softly, but loud enough for Max to hear and thought of how some­thing that big would feel in­side her.

With Max lean­ing over her and mas­sag­ing her tits, Michelle eas­ily reached his breast pocket for his lighter and cig­a­rettes. His cock was point­ing straight up and snug­gled tightly in-be­tween her pussy lips as she lit up. Michelle’s hands were trem­bling as she took the first drag and ex­haled the smoke over his shoul­der.

He pushed hard against her and took a drag as she held the cig­a­rette for him. She en­joyed the added pres­sure of his 225 pounds of mus­cle push­ing on her crotch. Max was a big man with a big cock and her thin, slen­der body was over­pow­ered by him.

Max took her af­fec­tion in stride, not say­ing a word. He con­tin­ued knead­ing the oil into her creamy white breasts. They were slip­pery from the oil. He leaned over her, bal­anced him­self against her crotch and mas­saged her tits with both hands.

Michelle’s nip­ples hard­ened quickly as he squeezed her breasts to­gether and pulled on them. She knew this was now much more than a sim­ple rub­down! But, she couldn’t help her­self any­more. Michelle grabbed the sides of the lounger and pulled her­self more firmly against Max’s cock. She knew this was vi­o­lat­ing her morals; al­low­ing a man to take such lib­er­ties; and she re­al­ized, very sud­denly, that she did not care. She was a thou­sand miles away from her home; why should she care?



Michelle whim­pered like a vir­gin ex­pe­ri­enc­ing her first cock as she wig­gled her pussy up and down on it to ex­cite her clit. Max’s hips moved in sync with hers. I want to see it, she thought and started to moan.

As Max played with her breasts and looked her up and down, Michelle un­du­lated against his cock. “Ooohhh, Max,” she cooed as she lost her­self in the mo­ment. “Mm­mmm,” she moaned. Watch­ing him look at her as though she were a slut ex­cited her even more! I want to see that big cock, she thought as she moaned again.

Michelle got her wish when the up and down move­ment of her hips pulled the suit off Max’s cock, ex­pos­ing the top four inches. She thought of how she wanted to touch it and won­dered if her fin­gers would reach all the way around it.

He quick­ened his pace as she tried to re­sist the in­evitable or­gasm be­gin­ning its rush through her body by bit­ing her lip and tightly grip­ping the edges of her lounger, but noth­ing could stop it. “Ohhhh!!” she moaned, giv­ing in to the cli­max that was now sweep­ing through her body like an ocean wave. She laid her head back and let the or­gasm take over her senses.

Frank watched in­tently as the two of them humped each other. She’s cum­ming, he said to him­self.

In­deed she was! Michelle’s legs tight­ened around Max’s waist as the rush of ex­hil­a­ra­tion swept over her. She tried her best to keep the sound of her pas­sion muf­fled. But, she couldn’t help but let out a higher pitched moan as she came.

Frank waited un­til the ac­tion was over and they had cleaned them­selves up be­fore he ap­proached them. Max was back in his lounge and Michelle was sit­ting pret­tily in hers, stuff­ing the cig­a­rette into the sand, as he ar­rived.

“Michelle, you naughty girl. I saw what you did!” he teased as he sat down with the new bot­tle of sun­tan oil and waited for her re­ply.

“I…uhmm….” she started to panic. She was al­ready feel­ing guilty and ashamed. What would her par­ents or her church friends think of her ac­tions?

Be­fore she could get her­self into trou­ble by blurt­ing out her con­fes­sion Frank res­cued her by say­ing, “Smok­ing will ruin your com­plex­ion, you know.”

Michelle laughed ner­vously, be­fore he and Max joined in.

“Frank, you weren’t sup­posed to see me, dar­ling!” she said, re­gain­ing her com­po­sure. “I was only en­joy­ing a sim­ple plea­sure. You told me to re­lax and en­joy my­self!”

“That I did, Michelle. And, I’m glad to see you took my ad­vice!” He leaned over and kissed his beau­ti­ful blonde wife.

The three of them en­joyed con­ver­sa­tion over an­other drink be­fore Max ex­cused him­self to wan­der the is­land.

“Per­haps we’ll see more of you be­fore our cruise is over, Max,” Frank said as we shook hands.

“Yes, we’d like that, Max!” Michelle added and said good­bye with a hug.

“Did you know he lives in Chicago?” Michelle asked her hus­band af­ter Max had left.

“No kid­ding? Hmmm, that’s in­ter­est­ing. What part?”

“He said the north side.” Both agree they would have to look him up one day.

Now that she was alone with Frank, Michelle’s ex­cite­ment over Max’s at­ten­tion was be­ing over­come by her feel­ings of guilt. The two of them spent a quiet hour on the beach to­gether, each seem­ingly alone in their thoughts.

Michelle didn’t want to ad­mit to her­self that she rev­eled in the at­ten­tion she had re­ceived from both her hus­band and Max. The nas­ti­ness of a “rub­down” from a man she barely knew seemed to sat­isfy a deep hunger that she had long sup­pressed. She wanted to be nasty with an­other man again, and soon. How am I go­ing to tell Frank, she asked her­self de­ject­edly and told her­self to put it out of her mind.

Frank no­ticed Michelle’s quiet mood and wor­ried he had put her into a sit­u­a­tion that harmed her. I know she needs to ex­plore her sex­u­al­ity, he thought. But, did I go too fast? He re­solved to talk to Michelle be­fore they re­turned to the ship.

“Let’s go for one last swim,” he sug­gested. She nod­ded silently.

As they walked to­ward the surf, Michelle reached for Frank’s hand. It felt warm, like the black sand of Anse Couleu­vre. The sand be­tween her toes soon gave way to the clear wa­ter of the Car­ib­bean. It felt sooth­ing as wa­ter flowed across her still puffy labia and naked breasts. Her senses cleared and ev­ery­thing seemed to be okay again as the wa­ter washed her guilt from her mind. “This is a per­fect way to end our af­ter­noon, honey. It couldn’t be more won­der­ful!” she con­fessed.

Frank held Michelle in his arms and kissed her. He had spent the last two hours men­tally fight­ing back an erec­tion. Be­ing in the wa­ter, hold­ing his pretty wife, had re­lieved him of the need to re­sist. Hid­den by the ocean, he let it fat­ten as Michelle wrapped her legs around him.

“Mm­mmm!!” she moaned as she de­lighted in Frank’s arousal. “Fuck me. Please, put it in­side me,” she asked.

Michelle pulled her bikini aside and wig­gled onto her hus­band’s cock. Frank lov­ingly un­du­lated in and out of his wife’s sex. They made love in the clear wa­ter as the gen­tle cur­rent pushed them slowly down the beach with Frank us­ing his feet to bounce gen­tly off the sandy bot­tom.

Michelle’s sec­ond or­gasm of the af­ter­noon wasn’t as strong as her first, but its lack of in­ten­sity didn’t lessen its im­por­tance to her. As Frank’s cum filled her, she de­lighted in the ten­der­ness of their re­la­tion­ship. “I love you, Frank.”

“I love you too, Sweet­heart,” he an­swered.

Af­ter ar­riv­ing back in Fort-de-France, Frank in­sisted they shop for an out­fit for Michelle. She tried on sev­eral dresses, in sev­eral dif­fer­ent shops, be­fore Frank found one he liked. Michelle only wanted to please him and didn’t put up any re­sis­tance when the one he chose was more re­veal­ing than she pre­ferred. I’ll just wear a full slip with it, she thought.

“Frank, you’re too good to me,” she said as they walked back to the ship. She stopped him be­side a foun­tain near the wharf. “I have a con­fes­sion to make. And, I don’t know how to start.”

“Michelle, I think I know what you’re go­ing to say. Please un­der­stand I’m not up­set about it.”

“You should be, Frank. And, when you hear what I did, you will be.” A tear slid down her cheek and her breath short­ened as she spoke. “When you left for more sun­tan oil I did what you wanted and let Max rub me down. But, things got out of hand and I let him go too far.” She snif­fled to keep her nose from run­ning as she be­gan to cry. “I don’t know why! I wish I did know. I re­ally do. I… I just don’t un­der­stand my­self right now,” she con­fessed.

“Michelle, don’t feel so bad about your­self! Please, put those neg­a­tive thoughts out of your mind! I have a con­fes­sion of my own. I watched you….On the beach…I watched Max give you the mas­sage. I saw al­most the en­tire thing and I want you to know that I was so proud of you! It was the sex­i­est, most in­cred­i­bly erotic thing….I couldn’t look away! You were so sexy and beau­ti­ful. Please Michelle, just tell me you en­joyed ev­ery sec­ond of it!”

Hear­ing his words al­lowed her to let go of her emo­tions; and no longer hold­ing them back, tears fell down her cheeks as she pressed her face into Frank’s chest. Even as Frank held her close, guilt be­cause of what she had done filled her thoughts. Un­der his strong arms her chest stopped heav­ing and the tears slowed to a trickle as she felt the emo­tional se­cu­rity his em­brace pro­vided and her thoughts be­gan work­ing through what he had told her. As she wiped her eyes she asked him, “Are you sure it’s okay?”

“Of course,” he said gen­tly and hugged her tight.

Her cheeks were still wet from her tears and she snif­fled as she spoke, “I’m so sorry, honey. Do you re­ally for­give me?”

“Michelle, I don’t be­lieve I have any­thing to for­give you for. Sweet­heart, I’m glad you let your­self go, even if it was only for one af­ter­noon. But, if you need me to say the words, I will.”

Michelle wrapped her arms around Frank’s neck and rose up onto her toes. “I do.”

“Then, I for­give you Michelle. And, I’m very proud of you.”

Af­ter kiss­ing him, and with tears on her cheeks, she smiled a mis­chievous smile. “I told you I would make you proud of me!”

The ship wouldn’t sail un­til af­ter two in the morn­ing, so af­ter show­er­ing in their cabin they went back into town for din­ner and danc­ing. Frank and Michelle re­turned to their nor­mal, more pro­vin­cial so­cial bound­aries and spent the re­man­der of their night en­joy­ing each other’s af­fec­tion.

Dur­ing the evening Frank con­fessed to Michelle that he en­joyed watch­ing her flirt and tease other men. He even sug­gested they in­cor­po­rate the idea into all of their va­ca­tions. “We can act out some of our fan­tasies, Michelle,” he said. She seemed to be em­bar­rassed to dis­cuss it and Frank even­tu­ally gave up.

Nei­ther of them saw Max un­til the next af­ter­noon at pool­side. Be­cause of her con­ser­va­tive up­bring­ing, Michelle be­gan to feel guilty again. She was back in her one-piece swim­suit. Want­ing to be sen­si­tive to her feel­ings, Frank hadn’t tried to dis­suade his pretty wife from re­turn­ing to her tra­di­tional suit. He knew the pre­vi­ous day’s ad­ven­ture had pushed past her per­sonal lim­its and she needed time to di­gest the ex­pe­ri­ence.

Michelle, Frank and Max ex­changed small talk and en­joyed a cou­ple of drinks. A few harm­less flir­ta­tions were ex­changed, but noth­ing rose any­where close to the level of Anse Couleu­vre.

The fol­low­ing day the ship docked in Mi­ami.

CHAP­TER TWO: The Din­ner Party

Frank brought the mem­ory of watch­ing his wife’s sex­ual ad­ven­ture home with him, of­ten re­play­ing it in his mind like a short erotic film.

The episodes lin­gered in Michelle’s mind as well. But, her mem­o­ries were dif­fer­ent than those of her hus­band’s. Michelle’s were based on her feel­ings and emo­tions. For in­stance, she re­mem­bered how sexy she felt putting on her risqué party dress and walk­ing into the disco, turn­ing sev­eral men’s heads. I was such a show off, she thought proudly.

The days clicked by and their life re­turned to nor­mal. Michelle had ar­ranged for a din­ner party at their home sev­eral week­ends af­ter re­turn­ing. She and Frank in­vited a mix of peo­ple. More than twenty cou­ples would show. Sev­eral from Frank’s work, some of her ten­nis club friends and a few cou­ples from the neigh­bor­hood. Michelle loved to en­ter­tain!

Even though the cruise was only a mem­ory, Michelle’s thoughts kept re­turn­ing to it and the ideas Frank had spo­ken of. She kept try­ing to push them from her mind. “Those are fool­ish ideas!” she said to her­self. But, she couldn’t rid her­self of them and even­tu­ally be­gan ac­cept­ing them as a fan­tasy she wanted to ex­pe­ri­ence again.

Could I re­ally tease and flirt with strange men like Frank wants me to? Does he re­ally want to watch me? Does he want me to go even fur­ther than flirt­ing? She knew Frank had sug­gested all of this to her, but did he re­ally mean it?

Frank came home early on the af­ter­noon of the party and found Michelle re­lax­ing in the gar­den be­hind the house; an al­most hid­den place bor­dered with large flow­er­ing shrubs; a rope swing de­scend­ing from a full canopy of oak leaves block­ing out the sun and wind; a soft grass floor where Michelle was lay­ing, peer­ing up at the shafts of light that were lucky enough to break through the oak branches and strike the green grass and flow­ers.

This is where they came to get away from the world. And, this is where Frank found Michelle. He sat in the swing and gen­tly rocked as he chewed on a blade of grass and talked about life with the woman he loved.

“Frank, Is French Mar­tinique the way things can be?” she asked. “Is it how it should be?”

“Things? What do you mean, Michelle?”

She hes­i­tated, and then spoke timidly, “Our sex life….on the cruise…and now.” She didn’t re­ally know how to ex­press her thoughts and she didn’t want to sound fool­ish.

“It can be what­ever we want it to be,” he as­sured her, grate­ful she was fi­nally ready to talk.

She had wanted to talk about it since the day of their re­turn but couldn’t con­vince her­self to bring the sub­ject up un­til now. “Can it be ex­cit­ing and ad­ven­tur­ous and lov­ing and ten­der all in one af­ter­noon?” She ques­tioned, and didn’t wait for an an­swer! “Can we go from naughty to nice to nasty and back again, Frank?” Still not paus­ing she added, “Can I be a naughty lit­tle slut and a fine lady at the same time?”

“Yes! Yes, and yes!” he an­swered quickly be­fore she could pose any more ques­tions. They both laughed as Frank con­tin­ued to swing and Michelle kept look­ing into the tree top.

“Our sex life doesn’t have to con­form to our fam­ily’s and friend’s moral ab­so­lutes. We don’t have to live it out in the open for ev­ery­one to in­spect. We can live our own life, Michelle.”

“But, how can I be both a slut and a lady?” she asked. “I’m not sure I can live in both worlds. Tell me how, dar­ling. I want des­per­ately to know.”

“Michelle, you ARE a lady; and you al­ways will be. But, the truth is; you en­joy let­ting your­self go; teas­ing and flirt­ing; play­ing and act­ing slutty. And, you es­pe­cially like to do it in my pres­ence!” he said.

She gig­gled and turned onto her side to look into Frank’s eyes! “Funny, how you seem to en­joy it as much as I do!”

A wry smile curled onto his face as he looked up at her. “Michelle, think of our sex­ual ad­ven­tures as you do this gar­den. It’s a se­cret, hid­den place. A se­cret gar­den that only you and I know about; full of things that touch your senses and emo­tions.

“I think I see what you mean,” she said while look­ing down. “We need a se­cret gar­den to en­ter when we want in­ti­macy with­out judg­ment.”

“Pre­cisely!” he said. “A place of trust, with­out judg­ment. It al­ready ex­ists; not as a phys­i­cal place; but a spot in our minds and hearts where we go when we want to play!”

Michelle loved get­ting away from the day to day pres­sures of life by hid­ing her­self away in this spe­cial place where the trees and shrubs; the soft green grass; and the smell of the plants and flow­ers al­lowed her mind to roam free.

She knew he was right. It all made so much sense! She could live a nor­mal life and still en­joy the more risqué’ ad­ven­tures with Frank! The two could es­cape to their se­cret gar­den, a place of mu­tual un­der­stand­ing where she could let her mind and body en­joy oth­er­wise for­bid­den plea­sures.

“So, tonight?” she asked as she sat up with a sud­den burst of en­ergy. “Am I to be your lit­tle slut? Or, am I to be your fine lady?”

Frank spit the grass stalk out of his mouth as he rose, took Michelle’s hand and pulled her to her feet. “Both.”

“But, how?” she looked quizzi­cally at him.

“With a very good plan, a very pretty lady, and just the right out­fit!” he said.

“Well! We’ve only three hours be­fore our guests ar­rive,” she said.

“Then, we’d bet­ter get started!”

They held hands as they hur­ried, al­most skip­ping, to the house: leav­ing the smells and com­fort of the flow­ers and shade be­hind them as their minds drifted to­gether to­wards sex­ual ad­ven­ture.

“Mm­mmm, what have you got up your sleeve?” she ques­tioned teas­ingly as she chose a dress for the party. She loved it when Frank planned ad­ven­tures for her! He was al­ways so imag­i­na­tive!

Frank grabbed his dig­i­tal cam­era. “We’re go­ing to take some pho­tos of you, baby.” Frank sug­gested she get ready while he got them a glass of wine and set up for the shoot.

Michelle pre­pared her­self for her very first photo shoot. She ap­plied her make-up with the ut­most care. It was some­thing she al­ways did, but this time she made sure ev­ery­thing was just right. She was care­ful to ac­cent her dark blue eyes with enough eye-liner and mas­cara to en­trance any­one lucky enough to catch a glimpse of her tonight. She ap­plied a del­i­cate amount of pink lip­gloss to com­plete her en­chant­ing “fuck me” look.

Just as she fin­ished, Frank ar­rived with the wine and pre­pared the soft-light re­flec­tors to en­hance the con­trasts.

He be­gan pho­tograph­ing Michelle in the ex­pen­sive black evening dress she chose to wear for the party. She teased and flirted; she seemed to know ex­actly how to turn on the pho­tog­ra­pher with­out be­ing nasty; her mother had taught her that. And, she was very happy to sub­mit to the al­lure of the cam­era; hold­ing her poses un­til the shot was cap­tured.

As he shot Michelle’s port­fo­lio he re­hearsed with her how the evening was go­ing to un­fold. His clever plan, as well as the photo shoot, ex­cited and in­trigued her. This was the first time Michelle had ever posed for boudoir pho­tos. She was very com­pli­ant and she en­joyed it im­mensely and seemed to en­joy flaunt­ing her­self in front of the cam­era.

Af­ter a half-hour of light-flashes, shut­ter-snap­ping and pose changes, Frank had ac­cu­mu­lated sev­eral dozen good shots of Michelle and asked if she needed rest. “I know this is hard work and the lights are hot. If you want a break, we can stop,” he said.

“No, no. This is so much fun! If you can keep go­ing I can to. Per­haps an­other wine?” Frank took the op­por­tu­nity to re­view the pic­tures he had taken while he brought a bot­tle up from the kitchen.

On his re­turn Frank teased her, “We have so many beau­ti­ful shots! You’re a nat­u­ral, Michelle. I know it’s hard work but you make it look so easy.”

“Do I?” she gig­gled.

Frank and Michelle re­viewed the pics he had saved so far. See­ing the re­sults of her work ex­cited Michelle. She wanted to talk about each one, de­scrib­ing it and plac­ing a value on it. Michelle re­ally was a nat­u­ral at flirt­ing with the cam­era, and cam­era­man, by pre­sent­ing her­self in a plethora if dif­fer­ent looks; lit­tle miss in­no­cent; fol­lowed by a naughty slut; fol­lowed with a pouty pose; fol­lowed by a so­phis­ti­cated look, and so on. Each seemed bet­ter than the pre­vi­ous and all were sexy hot!

“Let’s get started again,” she sug­gested and Frank set up the soft-light in front of her van­ity.

She as­sumed dif­fer­ent po­si­tions, her hands on the chase be­side her van­ity, bent over with legs wide, or sit­ting del­i­cately on the edge of her van­ity with her back beau­ti­fully arched and her breasts pushed out in a man­ner that in­vited at­ten­tion. She took a sip of wine again, as Frank took pic­tures of her breasts look­ing up and down her chest, and then he sug­gested she del­i­cately ca­ress her pussy.

“Like this? Is this what you want to see?” she teased. Michelle ran her fin­gers un­der her panties and through her thin blonde bush as Frank clicked away. She teased her hus­band with her erotic poses as her hands ex­plored her body. She moved across her labia and cli­toris with one hand while knead­ing her tits with the other; stop­ping only to hold spe­cial poses for Frank when he asked.

“Do you want this next?” she asked coyly. Michelle turned and faced the mir­ror so she could tease the cam­era with her cheeks; pulling and knead­ing them. She held the cheeks open and pulled her panties to one side to ex­pose her pink anus and then Michelle pulled her panties into her wet vagina, caus­ing her swollen lips to part and wrap them­selves around the black silk fab­ric. “Does that look good?” she asked. Still fac­ing the van­ity mir­ror, she watched Frank click­ing away and try­ing his best to keep his re­flec­tion and the cam­era flash out of the frame.

“Yes! Yes, per­fect! You look quite de­mure,” he said as she turned her head, look­ing be­hind her and into the cam­era lense with her dress raised above her hips and her sexy slen­der legs show­ing. Frank had al­ways thought Michelle’s legs and ass were her best fea­tures. He clicked away from the floor, look­ing up those long legs he ad­mired so much, and think­ing of how spe­cial it was that his wife’s legs didn’t rub to­gether on their way up to her ass, like most of his friend’s wives did.

Michelle had left her panties buried be­tween her lips and Frank took care to cap­ture pics of her naughty pose from dif­fer­ent an­gles. Af­ter hold­ing sev­eral poses for him she sat back down onto the chase, ex­pos­ing her stock­ings and garters with her legs crossed. She watched Frank take more shots as she sipped her wine with her dress bunched at her waist and her breasts ex­posed.

“You’re such a tease!” he said.



Michelle cer­tainly knew what men wanted, and seemed to en­joy giv­ing it to the cam­era, as well as her hus­band.

She wig­gled out of her panties and sat back onto the chase; reached for the bot­tle of wine and poured her­self an­other glass as she posed with her legs spread open, al­low­ing her in­ti­mate parts to be pho­tographed. As Frank went to work she rubbed a small amount of her pink lip gloss onto her nip­ples to make them stand out.

Frank took sev­eral po­si­tions around his sub­mis­sive wife as she tick­led her pussy with her legs spread and she care­fully coiffed her pussy hair, mak­ing sure it looked just right. He took shots while stand­ing on a chair from above and he laid on the floor to shoot her from be­low as her hands con­tin­ued to ex­plore her body.

“Spread them fur­ther,” Frank told her.

With­out ques­tion­ing him she spread her legs very wide, pulling her sex lips apart and open­ing up her pussy to the cam­era. She didn’t need any sug­ges­tion on what to do next.

It was ob­vi­ous to Frank that she was very aroused and he wanted to cap­ture a few more price­less shots be­fore the ses­sion ended.

Frank waited while she changed her pose. “Do you like this?” she asked as she bent onto her knees, push­ing her but­tocks up and to­ward Frank.

Michelle’s pussy lips were framed by those slen­der ass cheeks as Frank re­sumed tak­ing erotic shots of his wife. She reached be­hind her and pulled the glis­ten­ing wet pu­bic hair straight out, giv­ing Frank a shot of the light shin­ing through her wet pubes as he pointed the cam­era from be­low.

Frank knew he had a won­der­fully sexy set of pho­tos but we wasn’t quite ready to end the ses­sion. “You’ve been ab­so­lutely mag­nif­i­cent,” en­cour­aged Frank “Let’s get some ac­tion shots!”

“This is won­der­ful!” Frank whis­pered af­ter set­ting up the tri­pod and re­mote con­trol. Michelle’s sub­mis­sive­ness to her hus­band was ev­i­dent as she took him into her mouth while he clicked off pho­to­graphs.

Michelle posed in dif­fer­ent stages of un­dress with Frank’s cock and ei­ther her beau­ti­ful face or her face and breasts al­ways in the frame; full frontal, pro­file, her mouth open and closed; kiss­ing its head and deep-throat­ing him.

With­out prompt­ing from him, she let Frank be­gin tak­ing pho­to­graphs of them fuck­ing. They were not easy pic­tures to make prop­erly. The light­ing had to be per­fect and with the cam­era sta­tion­ary they had to move into the right po­si­tion for the shot in­stead of a cam­era­man do­ing the work. Or, they had to stop, re­po­si­tion the cam­era, and then re­sume.

Michelle’s body was re­spond­ing to the sex­ual ex­cite­ment and she was hav­ing a dif­fi­cult time hold­ing still. Her self-con­trol was now be­ing tested to the limit as he took turns push­ing his cock into her pussy; hold­ing the pose; click­ing the re­mote con­trol. Then, pulling it out un­til just the right pose was struck; tak­ing an­other pic and then do­ing it all over again!

“Thwaack!” he had to give her a spank on her bot­tom to get her at­ten­tion when she be­gan to cav­ing in to her lust.

“Ouch!” she would play­fully re­spond. “That’s not fair!”

By the end of the photo ses­sion Michelle’s pussy was on fire and she wanted her hus­band’s cock back in­side her! “Fuck me till I cum, dar­ling!” she begged.

“Not yet, baby. Not un­til af­ter the party,” he in­sisted.

“Hmmph! You’re so mean!” she replied. “Then I’m not let­ting you use any of my pic­tures!”

“Come here, baby! You can help me pick out our fa­vorites.”

Want­ing to ap­pear in­no­cent, Michelle said she liked the glam­our shots best. The ones of her fully clothed or only show­ing cleav­age or the tops of her stock­ings were the pho­tos she se­lected. “They’re so el­e­gant!” she said proudly, while hop­ing Frank would se­lect the more erotic pics.

He didn’t dis­ap­point her. His fa­vorites were the shots of Michelle re­veal­ing her pussy and breasts. He also loved the ac­tion shots. He let Michelle pick out two of her fa­vorites and in­cluded them in his top twelve. All twelve of them showed her beau­ti­ful face and long blonde hair.

Frank then used his photo printer to print them and be­gan fram­ing them while Michelle fin­ished up prepa­ra­tions for the party down­stairs.

He met her in the foyer as their first guests pulled into the drive­way. He asked her one last time if she un­der­stood the plan.

“Yes. Yes, I do. I just don’t know if I can go through with it,” she said timidly.

“You can do this, baby,” he as­sured her.

“Frank, are you sure about this?” Michelle asked ner­vously as the door­bell rang.

“You’ll make me proud, Michelle.”

“I love you, Frank,” she told him be­fore open­ing the front door to greet her first guests.

As Michelle greeted them she won­dered which man Frank would choose. They had many friends. Some bet­ter look­ing than oth­ers and she didn’t want him to choose a man that wasn’t hand­some.

As she gave air-kisses to Ben and Colleen she hoped Frank would choose him. He’s such a hot man, she thought. And, she en­joyed the thought of his pretty wife not know­ing! She thought Colleen was far too com­pet­i­tive. She was al­ways try­ing to best Michelle in ev­ery­thing they did. That even in­cluded how much at­ten­tion she re­ceived from her hus­band ver­sus how much at­ten­tion Frank gave Michelle. “Jeal­ous bitch”, she said to her­self as they walked in and then im­me­di­ately felt hor­ri­ble for think­ing such a thought.

Ja­son was on her wish list too! Ser­ena was his wife and one of her girl­friends from the coun­try club. Michelle thought of how jeal­ous Ser­ena was and how she was care­ful to never leave Ja­son alone with her. Frank can pick him too, she thought as she gave them each a hug and an air-kiss.

She se­lected sev­eral more men dur­ing din­ner. “Mmmm, he would be fine,” she said to her­self. And, “Def­i­nitely not him,” she whis­pered about an­other. Later, as Michelle made the so­cial rounds she nar­rowed her list of the men she hoped would be cho­sen.

It was well af­ter din­ner when Frank sig­naled his wife.

A tin­gle of ex­cite­ment stirred in­side her when she saw him across the room hold his glass up to her. For a mo­ment she started to panic in­side, won­der­ing if she was sure he had given the sig­nal! “Oh, my good­ness!” she thought, and be­gan run­ning the plan through her mind.

First, she “ac­ci­den­tally” spilled a very small amount of wine on her dress. She ex­cused her­self from her guests and made her way up­stairs. With each step, she felt her panties rub across her sud­denly very ten­der cli­toris. She was wet from the ex­cite­ment! Just past the top of the stairs, to the right, she locked the bath­room door and closed it shut.

“I’ve got to hurry!” she whis­pered as she turned left, into the mas­ter bed­room suite. She walked into the dress­ing area in front of her van­ity and the dec­o­ra­tive mir­ror above it. The toi­let room was on the other side of her and a wall that un­til a few hours ago held fam­ily pic­tures was be­hind her.

Within a cou­ple of min­utes, she heard foot­steps com­ing down the hall. Her hands were trem­bling as she lifted her dress up above the top of her stock­ings, pre­tend­ing to clean the wine stain with a damp cloth. Her high heels gave her legs a stun­ning shape, and her bra held her breasts up volup­tuously. As soon as some­one en­tered the room they would be able to see the tiny lit­tle tri­an­gle of fab­ric hid­ing Michelle’s most in­ti­mate area, but it wasn’t re­ally hid­ing any­thing. The panties were see-through, and, just peep­ing from the sides, were one or two of her blonde pu­bic hairs.

“Who will it be?” she won­dered ner­vously. “Oh, god. Please let it be Ben or Ja­son!” she whis­pered.

The man stopped in his tracks when he re­al­ized he had walked in on Frank’s wife. He looked across the room at Michelle work­ing on her dress. She had pulled it up, ex­pos­ing her­self and ob­vi­ously un­aware of his pres­ence.

“Ahh, uh­mmm, ex­cuse me, Michelle,” he stam­mered his apol­ogy. “The ah….The other bath­room was locked and Frank said to just use this one.”

Michelle sat del­i­cately with one hip on the edge of the van­ity fac­ing the room, with her back to the van­ity mir­ror. She posed with her weight on her right leg, bent at the knee with her foot on the floor point­ing to­wards him. The other was placed on the cush­ioned high-back chair be­side her, forc­ing her legs open and lift­ing her knee slightly above par­al­lel with the van­ity. Michelle’s foot, in a black strappy san­dal, was in the cen­ter of the cush­ion point­ing per­pen­dic­u­lar to her body to re­veal one of the most sen­sual of a woman’s fea­tures; the arch of her foot.

A lamp sat be­hind her leg on the van­ity, cast­ing a soft light that high­lighted the wall and mir­ror, as well as cas­cad­ing around the edges of her body.

The san­dal, as well as the top of the foot it held and her per­fectly pedi­cured toes, was bathed in light while the sen­sual in­ner por­tion of her arch and an­kle were dark. The light also high­lighted her shin and the front of her knee. Her calf, pulled tight be­cause of the stiletto san­dal, was sil­hou­et­ted by the lamp’s light as it swept around her leg. Michelle’s in­ner thighs were in shadow, as was most of her body on the side away from the lamp, in­clud­ing the in­ti­mate area be­tween her legs. But the light found the beauty of her face and bathed her sharp fea­tures in soft il­lu­mi­na­tion.

In­trigu­ingly, light also swept un­der her leg giv­ing the man a view of the del­i­cate lace doily on the sur­face of the van­ity un­der­neath. He could see the garter on bot­tom stretched tight around the outer cur­va­ture of her hip, while the one on top fluffed loosely on her leg.

She was posed ex­actly as they had prac­ticed!

Michelle’s heart was pound­ing in her chest as she looked up at him. Thank you Frank, she thought.

“That’s al­right, Ja­son. You haven’t in­ter­rupted any­thing.” She tried to act ca­sual but she trem­bled in­side as she spoke. “I’ve got an es­pe­cially dif­fi­cult lit­tle stain to clean off my dress! Can you help me?” She was al­most too ner­vous to speak and won­dered if he could hear her voice crack­ing.

“Sure thing,” he replied. “How can I help?”

Michelle sounded ex­as­per­ated that she couldn’t get it out and, hand­ing him the cloth, asked if he could give it a try. He looked be­hind him to­wards the door be­fore reach­ing for the cloth.

Michelle’s flesh tin­gled when Ja­son’s hands touched her leg only a few inches from her pussy. He held her dress up and pulled it away from her as he gen­tly rubbed at a stain that he could barely see.

She pre­tended to not no­tice when he looked be­tween her legs and won­dered if he see her wet panties. He did, but his man­ners forced him to look about the room rather than stare at crotch of his friend’s wife.

When his eyes scanned the dec­o­ra­tive wall, he saw the boudoir pho­to­graphs Frank had taken ear­lier that af­ter­noon. He did a quick dou­ble-take, not know­ing what to do!

Frank had told her this would be her cue. “Oh, my good­ness! You’re not sup­posed to see those!” she feigned em­bar­rass­ment.

“I ash…” he stam­mered ner­vously as he did a quick vis­ual tour of the pho­to­graphs. “They’re ah….they’re very nice.”

“Well, what’s done is done! Prom­ise me you won’t tell Ser­ena! She’ll be so jeal­ous and an­gry with me. Ja­son, prom­ise me!”

“I prom­ise. I won’t say a word,” he said sin­cerely.

“You’re a true gen­tle­man. Thank you,” she said, then hooked him in with the line Frank had in­structed her to use, “So…do you like them?”

Ja­son didn’t re­ally know how to re­spond. He didn’t an­tic­i­pate the ques­tion and tried his best to evade it.

She no­ticed his eyes fixed on the photo of her stand­ing in black high heels and stock­ings with her legs to­gether and fac­ing away from the cam­era. In the photo she was bend­ing over the edge of the van­ity, look­ing into the mir­ror as she primped with her hair. He must re­ally like that one, she thought. They were the same heels she had on now, as well as the same dress. In the photo her dress was pulled above her hips and off her breasts.

Just as Frank had in­structed her, she teased Ja­son by point­ing to it. “Does it look okay with the dress bunched around my waist,” she asked. Her pussy was ex­posed from be­hind in the photo. “Frank likes it a lot. He calls it his “Short Skirt Slut” photo.”

“Is this the same dress as in the pic­ture?” he asked, feel­ing more con­fi­dent, as he com­pared the two. “It’s very sexy on you, Michelle.”

“How nice of you to no­tice! Yes, it is.”

“I don’t know, Michelle. It looks a lit­tle dif­fer­ent. I guess it’s just the cam­era an­gle or some­thing,” he said, try­ing to make ca­sual con­ver­sa­tion.

“Here, let me show you!” Michelle gen­tly pulled the dress’s hal­ter off her shoul­ders, let­ting her breasts pop from be­neath the silk fab­ric. The ex­cite­ment had aroused Michelle’s sen­si­tive pink nip­ples. They were con­stricted and hard, like pen­cil erasers.

As Ja­son ad­mired them, she lifted the skirt above her hips, turned to­ward the mir­ror and posed just like the pho­to­graph. “See!” she said ex­cit­edly as she looked at him through the re­flec­tion of the mir­ror. She held her legs to­gether and bent over the van­ity’s edge with one hand on the van­ity to bal­ance her­self and the other play­ing with her hair. Her dress rested above her hips and fell down her left side, away from the lamp.

The side of Michelle next to the lamp was again bathed in light while the other side was in shadow. The soft white un­der­side of her breast was lit from be­low, caus­ing a dark shadow above her erect nip­ples and across her cleav­age.

He en­joyed the re­flec­tion of her large tits in the mir­ror as he an­swered her. “Oh, yeah. I see it now! But, in the photo you aren’t wear­ing panties,” he replied as his cock stirred to life!

“We’ll have to fix that,” Michelle an­swered. She pulled her panty off her ass and let it fall around her an­kles be­fore she re­turned to her pose. With her pussy above the level of the van­ity, the light swept be­tween her legs and sil­hou­et­ted her sex lips and the wispy strands of blonde hair. The crack of Michelle’s ass was dark, as was the cleft cre­ated by her thighs com­ing to­gether be­low her pussy. Only her sex was bathed in light pen­e­trat­ing into the open­ing be­tween her thighs. Her legs didn’t al­low any light to pen­e­trate be­tween them again un­til they nat­u­rally parted be­low her calfs.

“That’s it! Beau­ti­ful!” Ja­son beamed his ap­proval.

“I’m glad you like it!”

Ja­son stepped closer and touched her hip with his fin­gers.

“No touch­ing, Ja­son. We can’t con­tinue if you in­sist on touch­ing me,” she warned.

“I’m sorry. It’s hard but I won’t touch you again,” he an­swered.

Michelle re­sponded coyly, with her eyes look­ing at the tent-pole in his slacks and gig­gled. “Yes, it cer­tainly ap­pears to be.”

Next, she pointed to the photo of her sit­ting on the edge of her van­ity bench. The pho­to­graph showed her in the same dress. But, it was pulled up; show­ing her in­ner thighs with her legs spread open wide. Her black trans­par­ent panties were stretched tight and her swollen sex lips were pushed against the fab­ric. “He calls this one “Pussy Ga­lore”. Isn’t it silly to give nick­names to my pho­tos?”

As Ja­son stam­mered for an an­swer, Michelle sat down and posed like the pic­ture with her legs opened wide, giv­ing Ja­son a good look at her pussy through her see-thru panties. “Do you like it?” She paused, and then ex­plained her ques­tion. “The photo. Do you like it?”

Michelle could hardly be­lieve what she was do­ing. It was so nasty! I guess I am Frank’s lit­tle slut, she thought to her­self as she showed off to her friend’s hus­band.

She then mo­tioned to the pho­to­graph of her suck­ing Frank’s cock. It was taken with her fully clothed in the same evening dress she had on tonight. She’s kneel­ing be­side Frank like a lov­ing wife. Her hair is pulled up and her glossy lips are wrapped around his cock­head as she is look­ing into the cam­era. “That’s his fa­vorite,” she said. “He likes the one next to it, too.”

The photo be­side it was a close up of Michelle’s face. In it, her ex­cep­tion­ally clear, blue eyes were look­ing into the cam­era lense as the tip of her tongue flicked pre­cum from his cock.

“You look beau­ti­ful in both. What’s Frank’s name for the first one?”

“Prom­ise you won’t tell Ser­ena?” She watched him nod his head as he stared at it. “He calls it “Lit­tle Miss Lol­lipop! Isn’t that funny?” she gig­gled.

Then, to Ja­son’s dis­ap­point­ment she added, “I can’t model that one for you. Sorry.”

“That’s okay. I un­der­stand,” he said, still not be­liev­ing his luck!

Michelle could hardly be­lieve she had pulled this off! “The stain’s all gone! I’d bet­ter get back to my party!” she an­nounced, and added, “You won’t say any­thing to Ser­ena, will you?”

“I prom­ise,” he replied.

As she pulled her dress back onto her shoul­ders she thought of how proud Frank was go­ing to be when he found out his plan worked like a charm! I can’t wait to tell him, she thought. And left the room.

Ja­son stayed for sev­eral more min­utes, os­ten­si­bly to en­joy the pic­tures for a few more min­utes be­fore us­ing the toi­let.

Michelle winked at her hus­band as she reached the base of the stairs. “Let me re­fresh your drink,” she told him. She whis­pered in his ear, “My pussy is on fire!” be­fore she took his empty glass and added, “Very clever!”.

For the re­main­der of party Frank took steps to make sure he and Michelle were in Ja­son and Ser­ena’s com­pany as much as pos­si­ble. He could tell from Michelle’s body lan­guage she was ner­vous around them; ner­vous in an ex­cited way! She crossed and un­crossed her legs when­ever they were with them, even when stand­ing. This was a sure sign to Frank that Michelle’s pussy was still tin­gling and he tried his best to keep it that way!

As soon as the front door closed on the last guest to leave, Frank pushed his wife against the door and lifted her dress. His hands slid un­der Michelle’s panties; his fin­gers clos­ing around the waist­band and ag­gres­sively jerk­ing them off her ass.

“Ja­son wanted this didn’t he, baby,” he in­sisted as the del­i­cate silk fab­ric made a rip­ping sound as it tore.

“I’m sure he wanted me, dar­ling. By the time I was fin­ished his cock was rock hard,” she replied, feign­ing in­dif­fer­ence but with a slight trem­ble in her voice that gave her away. She felt the cool air rush over her pussy as the silk fab­ric was pulled away. It acted like a switch, turn­ing on her lust.

Michelle was be­side her­self! She wanted a cock in­side her as soon as pos­si­ble. “Fuck me. Fuck me good and hard!” she moaned and then turned her head so her tongue could find his mouth.

Frank freed his cock from his slacks and shoved it into his wife’s drip­ping pussy. His thrust’s lifted her off the floor as he grunted like an an­i­mal.

Next, Frank pinned Michelle’s arms be­hind her back and shoved his cock deeper into her. The more help­less Michelle felt, the more she gave in to her lust. She turned her head around as far as she could and found his mouth with her’s. His tongue swirled in her mouth as his cock was slid­ing in and out of her pussy.

Michelle moaned with each pow­er­ful push and was obliv­i­ous to be­ing pushed hard into the front door as she was fucked from be­hind. “Ja­son wanted to fuck me like this, Frank. Oooohhh, give it to me harder!”

“He couldn’t fuck you like I can, baby!” he said with grunts in­ter­rupt­ing his sen­tence.

Michelle’s cunt was sop­ping wet from the rough treat­ment Frank was giv­ing her. The hem of her dress in back was be­ing coated with her pussy juices be­fore Frank’s cum could have a chance to add to the cock­tail.

“Oooheee! Oh, yes! Yesssss!” she screamed as she came quickly and hard.

Frank grunted as his cum shot into her pussy! Af­ter fill­ing up his wife with his cum, he pulled out and cleaned off his cock with her ex­pen­sive silk dress.

“You’re my so­phis­ti­cated lit­tle slut, aren’t you?” he said, ex­hausted.

“Yes, dar­ling! That’s ex­actly what I am,” she replied with her chest still heav­ing.

Af­ter­ward, they went to bed, where they spooned and talked about the evening. They whis­pered “I love you’s” to each other and shared af­fec­tion­ate kisses and touches. They each felt more in­ti­mate with each other than they had since their first year of mar­riage.



“It’s so strange,” Michelle said. “I feel so much closer to you now.”

“Why do you say that, Michelle?”

“Af­ter ev­ery­thing that hap­pened tonight. It was in­cred­i­ble. Frank, I ex­posed my body to an­other man and you or­ches­trated the whole thing. And now, alone with the man I love, to feel so com­pletely in-sync with you. I should feel dirty. But, I don’t…”

“You’re a stun­ningly beau­ti­ful woman, Michelle. And, very sen­si­tive as well. Per­haps you find con­fir­ma­tion of your beauty and feel­ings, from men by pleas­ing them.”

She was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing the in­cred­i­ble joy of fi­nally break­ing com­pletely free from the re­stric­tions that had been placed on her since her child­hood. For the first time in her life, she was fi­nally ac­cept­ing the fact that the sex­ual fan­tasies and yearn­ings she had long been re­press­ing deep within her­self were only nat­u­ral, cu­ri­ous de­sires; and this al­lowed her to fully ac­cept that these feel­ings, these crav­ings that oc­ca­sion­ally arouse from deep within were not the work­ings of a sin­is­ter mind.

“Maybe that’s it. Maybe it’s just that sim­ple. No won­der you’re a suc­cess­ful psy­chi­a­trist, dar­ling! Tonight I felt de­sired by ev­ery man at the party.” She kissed him gen­tly and said, “It’s all be­cause of you, Frank. Thank you, lover.”

Michelle kissed her hus­band again and added, “Maybe I’ll never un­der­stand how you can watch me flirt and tease. I love you for it, Frank. But, I will al­ways won­der how you don’t get jeal­ous.”

Frank kissed her on the neck as he an­swered, “Baby, I get jeal­ous. I get jeal­ous out of my mind! But, I get ex­cited by it too. Maybe it’s a con­trol thing. When you let Max play with you on the beach in Mar­tinique I felt so full of pride. And, I felt that you would do any­thing for me. That’s what I mean by say­ing it’s a con­trol thing. I don’t mean it in a neg­a­tive way.”

“I know, dar­ling. And, I want you to know some­thing. I want… I want to be con­trolled by you.”

Frank pulled her leg over his hip and pushed his cock into her wet hole. They fucked again for the sec­ond time be­fore fall­ing fast asleep in each other’s arms.

CHAP­TER THREE: The Poker Game

Of­ten, dur­ing the days that fol­lowed the din­ner party Michelle thought of her new at­ti­tude to­wards sex and mar­veled at the free­dom and con­fi­dence that seemed to come with it. She had al­ways en­joyed sex with Frank; sex based on ten­der love and car­ing; sex that is shared in a tra­di­tional mar­riage; the kind of sex that gives se­cu­rity. She loved that kind of sex and knew she would al­ways have it with her hus­band. But, this newly found naugh­ti­ness that Frank had in­tro­duced and she seem­ingly ea­gerly ac­cepted was ex­cit­ing to her! Michelle’s mind kept wan­der­ing back to it, re­liv­ing the es­capades and hop­ing Frank would take her on an­other ad­ven­ture.

The fol­low­ing Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon, Michelle came home to find a red cock­tail dress laid out for her on their bed. Match­ing high heels were be­side it. Black stock­ings and bra were neatly ar­ranged next to the dress.

“We’re go­ing out tonight, baby,” Frank said, walk­ing out of the mas­ter bath in a nice pair of slacks and shirt, “I’ll wait for you in my of­fice.”

Af­ter Michelle was fin­ished dress­ing, she came down­stairs, won­der­ing what he had planned. “Do you ap­prove?” she asked as she strut­ted down each step while look­ing at Frank through the dou­ble doors of his of­fice. The cock­tail dress was shorter than she would have cho­sen, a full eight inches above her knees. It clung to her hips and breasts, pre­vent­ing her from wear­ing panties as the lines would show.

Frank gave an ap­prov­ing smile.

“It’s a good thing you bought a half-cup bra, Frank. Be­cause this dress shows a lot of cleav­age,” she said. It did show a lot of her breasts and the darker val­ley of ten­der cleav­age be­tween them. The top was low enough to show off most of her tits above her nip­ples. In fact, if she would have to be care­ful when she bent over, for fear of one pop­ping out!

“I love the black stock­ings with it, Michelle!”

She gave him a kiss and asked, “What are we do­ing tonight, lover?”

“I’ll ex­plain as we drive.”

“Lead the way,” she replied.

Dur­ing the drive he told her they were at­tend­ing a poker party. “You’re to be the host­ess, Michelle.”

“Mm­mmm! Sounds in­ter­est­ing!” she replied, feel­ing the ex­cite­ment of a new ad­ven­ture!

He told her there would be five other men and him­self. “This is no nickel-and-dime game, Michelle. It’s a full grand to get in. They play three or four times a year.”

“How is it that we’re in­vited?” She asked.

“You’ll find out in due time,” he said and smiled. Af­ter a twenty minute drive, they pulled into the gated drive­way of a pri­vate home in a lux­u­ri­ous, high-end neigh­bor­hood in the north­ern sub­urbs.

“This is so nice!” She said as she ad­mired the or­nately dec­o­rated en­trance to the home. The set­ting made her feel more com­fort­able.

“Were you wor­ried where we’d end up, Baby?” Frank asked.

“I’m just….Just a bit ner­vous,” she an­swered. “This isn’t easy for me. Even though I want to play and tease; it’s hard for me to let my­self do this.”

“That’s part of why you’re so spe­cial,” he replied and gen­tly kissed her. Michelle sighed when his lips touched hers.

Such a com­pli­cated crea­ture, he thought. Frank knew how badly she wanted to let her­self go. “You’ve got to put your in­hi­bi­tions aside, Michelle. Don’t think. Don’t trap your­self in thoughts. Just re­lax and re­act. Noth­ing will hap­pen in there that you won’t want to hap­pen. Re­mem­ber, I’ll be there with you.”

“Oh, Frank! You’re so won­der­ful. I feel so guilty for want­ing to be the cen­ter of at­ten­tion! I guess I’ll never un­der­stand how you can watch me flirt and play with other men. I don’t even un­der­stand it my­self.”

He kissed her again and an­swered, “Just have fun, baby.” Frank un­der­stood her. Maybe he un­der­stood Michelle bet­ter than she does her­self. He knows how dif­fi­cult it is for his prim and proper wife to let her hair down. He felt good about how far she had come since the be­gin­ning of sum­mer. Their talk in the gar­den; the sub­se­quent photo shoot; her ex­po­sure at the din­ner party and now tonight. He hoped tonight’s ad­ven­ture would help her to ex­pand her sex­ual bound­aries even fur­ther!

Michelle stood with Frank at the front door, anx­iously hold­ing his hand. She ner­vously shuf­fled on her high heels as the door swung open. A very good look­ing man with gray hair wel­comed them into his home. Michelle was struck with how dis­tin­guished he looked. He was older than Frank, with sil­ver hair and dark eye­brows.

He led them in and shook Frank’s hand first. “Wel­come! You must be Frank. You come highly rec­om­mended,” he said. “I’m Trevor.”

“Yes, thank you and this is my wife Michelle,” Frank an­swered, in­tro­duc­ing her.

“Aahh! Tonight’s beau­ti­ful host­ess! It’s my plea­sure to have you both in my home. Come in.”

“It’s very lovely,” Michelle said, smil­ing as she of­fered her hand to Trevor and looked about the ex­pan­sive foyer. Ev­ery­where she looked, she saw lux­ury!

“I hope you find it to your lik­ing as you go about your du­ties tonight, Michelle.”

Michelle looked ap­pre­hen­sively at her hus­band and then back to Trevor. “I’m very new to this, Trevor. Could you ex­plain what my “du­ties” will be?”

“Of course…Of course, Michelle. Let’s talk as I show you around my home.”

Dur­ing the tour Trevor ex­plained the poker game to her and Frank. He told them the game was held three or four times per year. Most of the play­ers are friends and busi­ness as­so­ciates of his. But, oc­ca­sion­ally they bring in a new player. In this case, the new player was Frank.

Trevor went on to ex­plain that they usu­ally hire an at­trac­tive young woman to serve as host­ess; a pro­fes­sional es­cort. “A woman whose busi­ness is to en­ter­tain men. Noth­ing more than en­ter­tain­ing! But, when­ever a new player joins the group we ex­pect him to ar­range for the host­ess and we al­most al­ways sug­gest it be his wife.”

“Re­ally?” she re­sponded.

“Oh, yes. So, don’t be ner­vous,” he said as they con­tin­ued their tour. He said she would be sur­prised if he told her how many of the wives ac­cept the of­fer.

Trevor con­tin­ued the tute­lage of his new host­ess. They met the maid in the kitchen, where he ex­cused her for the evening. “That will be all, Rosa,” he told her.

“Yes, Mr. Collins,” she an­swered, and made her way to the side door.

Trevor Collins in­structed Michelle that her du­ties as host­ess we very sim­ple. She was to tend bar and make sure the men’s drinks were topped off promptly. The men ex­pected her to pe­ri­od­i­cally bring them fresh ap­pe­tiz­ers from the kitchen. He ex­plained that she could make side bets with the play­ers, “But you’re not to bet on the in­di­vid­ual hands, Michelle. There will too much money at stake and since you can make your way around the ta­ble to see all of the play­ers cards, it wouldn’t look right!”

“How­ever, you main re­spon­si­bil­ity is to keep an air of sex­ual ex­cite­ment in the room. The men in our game play hard. Be­cause of the stress, they en­joy a flir­ta­tious re­lief from the cards. You’re to pro­vide it, Michelle.”

“I….” she paused…and then ex­haled be­fore re­ply­ing, “I can do that, Trevor.”

“Very good,” he said. “One more thing. It’s al­most eight o’clock. The game will start promptly. Frank gave me your mea­sure­ments over the phone so that Rosa could pick up a few out­fits for you. They’re in the guest suite down the hall from the game. As the evening pro­gresses we’ll take a few breaks to stretch our legs and un­wind. When we do, you’re ex­pected to change into some­thing fresh! Keep your tips. With your looks and per­son­al­ity they are likely to be sub­stan­tial. Oh, and you are to keep the clothes to. Any ques­tions?”

Michelle looked first at Frank for a sup­port­ive look, which he gave her. She placed her hand on Trevor’s arm and with a smile she an­swered, “Only one. When do I get to meet the play­ers?”

With that, Trevor led them into the game room and be­gan in­tro­duc­tions.

Four men were there. Trevor and Frank made six. Frank knew to let Michelle in­tro­duce her­self, which she did with a fine bit of play­ful­ness.

Marty was the same age as Frank, about forty-five, and in very good shape. Michelle guessed Kevin’s age at fifty. His best years were be­hind him, but he was still an at­trac­tive man and very dis­tin­guished look­ing.

The very large man was named Si­mon. He was well over six feet tall and weighed about three hun­dred pounds. A sub­stan­tial amount of his weight was in his up­per thighs and chest; his hands and feet were large. He looked like a boxer and there was a scar above his eye show­ing through the thick dark brow. She wasn’t sure she liked the look of him and in­side she wasn’t smil­ing as she in­tro­duced her­self.

She in­tro­duced her­self to Carl last. Michelle had dif­fi­culty guess­ing the age of this tall black man. She ad­mired the way his shaved head fit with his “look”. She made a teas­ing joke about it and en­joyed run­ning her hand down his well mus­cled arm. She thought he was very charm­ing.

Af­ter in­tro­duc­tions, the game started. Michelle brought the men a round of drinks mixed to their lik­ing. As she passed them out Si­mon com­pli­mented Frank, “Michelle is a stun­ning woman,” he said and winked at her as he said it.

“Thanks, Si­mon. I like to think so,” he an­swered and held up his glass to toast his wife. “To our host­ess!”

The men each raised their glass and leaned across the ta­ble to touch his.

“May she lift her skirt to sig­nal the start of the game!” Kevin chimed in and they all laughed!

Michelle, see­ing this as a fun lit­tle “test”, coyly turned away from the men and lifted her skirt to just above the bot­tom of her ass, thereby show­ing the tops of her stock­ings and teased, “Like this, gen­tle­men?”

“That’s a good start, lit­tle lady,” Carl an­swered.

The game quickly got se­ri­ous and kept Michelle sur­pris­ingly busy. She had much to do! She found fresh snacks in the kitchen and brought them to the game. She mixed an­other set of drinks and made sev­eral trips around the ta­ble to flirt with each player. This is hard work, she thought to her­self. Trevor com­pli­mented her on the job she was do­ing.

“Why thank you, sir!” she an­swered coyly. “And all of it done in 4” heels and short dress!”

Just af­ter nine o’clock the men took a break. On cue, Michelle ex­cused her­self to freshen up. In the guest suite she found sev­eral bags from Macy’s on the bed and two dresses hang­ing be­side the van­ity. Ev­ery­thing was so pretty! Both dresses were made of fine silk. Match­ing heels were on the floor be­low them; stock­ings, panties and bras were in the bags.

In one of the bags she found a peach-col­ored see-thru Teddy. “That’s so nice of Mr. Collins. I’ll have to wear them for Frank when we get home,” she said to her­self while hold­ing it in front of her and vi­su­al­iz­ing how the see thru fab­ric would look on her naked breasts.

Michelle walked into the poker room wear­ing the white god­dess dress. Its hem­line was ten inches above her knees and the neck­line plunged be­tween her breasts and far enough down to pre­vent her from wear­ing a bra. She wore a white thong, no stock­ings and a pair of 4” wedge san­dals.

Sev­eral of the men whis­tled their ap­proval when she en­tered. She twirled slowly for them, giv­ing them a look at her legs and thank­ing them for their ap­proval. Michelle apol­o­gized for her tar­di­ness and quickly mixed a round of drinks for the play­ers, earn­ing a tip from each. She took her re­spon­si­bil­i­ties se­ri­ously and worked hard to please the men. She sensed Frank’s ap­pre­ci­a­tion and made sure to give him sev­eral winks to tell him “thank you”. But, other than the winks, she tried her best to treat him just like one of the guys. She had a job to do and wanted to do it well.

As she de­liv­ered drinks Si­mon and Kevin both took the lib­erty of run­ning their hands up Michelle’s leg. Their warm hands mov­ing across her flesh caused an ex­plo­sion of goose­bumps! She thanked them with a teas­ing wig­gle and caught Frank giv­ing her an ap­prov­ing smile. Michelle was en­joy­ing be­ing the “sex­ual tease” for the poker party. In-be­tween serv­ing the men she drank a few shots of tequila to loosen up her in­hi­bi­tions; let­ting its anes­the­sia roll across her tongue and help keep her con­scious from telling her to stop.

Michelle learned very quickly that the black chips were worth $100 apiece and the men were ea­ger to part com­pany with them if she showed them the proper amount of at­ten­tion af­ter they won a hand! At­ten­tion such as lift­ing her skirt; even­tu­ally let­ting it gather around her waist when she was across the room pre­par­ing drinks; in­no­cently brush­ing her hip against their shoul­der; or lean­ing her breasts into the back of their neck and mak­ing a show of peek­ing at their cards. These silly men, she thought. They love to think I’m so naive!

By the end of the sec­ond hour she had ac­cu­mu­lated over a thou­sand dol­lars worth of chips! And, all I’ve had to do is let them run their hands up my legs, she thought proudly!

“Let’s take an­other break, gen­tle­men,” Trevor an­nounced and pushed back his chair.

She knew that was her cue. “Ex­cuse me while I change into an­other out­fit,” Michelle said and left for the guest suite.

“One dress left. It will just have to do for the night,” she whis­pered, a bit wor­ried that the sec­ond break had come so soon.

Af­ter putting on a lacy black bra and the black garter belt and stock­ings, she slipped into the clas­sic lit­tle black dress. She stepped into an ex­pen­sive pair of peek-toe black pumps and took a mo­ment to ad­mire her­self in the full-length mir­ror. Michelle’s pussy was moist from the ex­cite­ment of the evening and she felt her wet­ness on the lacy silk panties with the del­i­cate lit­tle bow on top when she straight­ened them.

As she en­tered the poker room she was se­cretly hop­ing she would have an op­por­tu­nity to show off the sexy panties; and one or more of the men would play with her pussy un­der her dress. I bet I’d get a re­ally good tip then, she thought and smiled.

Michelle teased the men un­mer­ci­fully! Each time she bent over to serve the men, her breasts ac­ci­den­tally on pur­pose al­most popped out of the skimpy bra and hal­ter top. Af­ter Carl won a hand she en­joyed a fun tease by bend­ing for­ward over his shoul­der, rest­ing her breasts on his neck and handed him a drink. “I hope you like this,” she said, re­fer­ring to ei­ther the drink or her tits. Carl wasn’t sure which.

“I’ll make you a lit­tle wa­ger,” he said as he pushed his head back into her cleav­age and ran his fin­gers across the back of her knees.

“Okay!” she gig­gled and looked at her hus­band to make sure it was okay with him. It was.

“If I lose the next hand, I’ll give you $300. If I win the next hand, I’ll give you $300,” he said.

“I can’t lose!” she said quizzi­cally.

“But, if I win, I get to place one chip in your panties and one be­side each of your very pretty breasts!”

Michelle squirmed on her feet and pon­dered the bet for a mo­ment. Carl had done quite a bit of win­ning and she knew he was ca­pa­ble of win­ning two in a row. But, so far as she could re­mem­ber he hadn’t done it yet tonight. “It’s a bet!” she said.

Half­way through the hand she still had a chance to win the bet. But, cards num­ber six and seven brought Carl a full house and the siz­able pot with it. Michelle gath­ered her­self be­side the vic­tor and teased, “I sup­pose you win, Carl. I have to ad­mit that I’ve never had a black man’s hand up my dress be­fore!”

“You’ll never go back,” he re­torted and laughed with the guys and Michelle.

Michelle bounced lightly in her pumps as she stood next to Carl and felt his hand make its way up her leg. He took time to squeeze her but­tocks and lifted her dress above her hips; show­ing her off to the other men at the ta­ble as she tight­ened her cheeks and lifted onto her toes. With­out in­struc­tion, she held her dress around her waist as he ex­plored her but­tocks and her body be­gan to re­act to Carl’s touch.

With Michelle on dis­play for the men, Carl ran his other hand up her legs; past the tops of her stock­ings. He slipped his fin­gers and one of the black chips un­der her panties in back and then sen­su­ally tick­led her with the cold poker chip as he kept it un­der her panties and pulled it around her hip and into her blonde bush. Carl rubbed it lightly through her thin strands of pubes and then onto the top of her mound just above her cli­toris where her panties held them firm against her body. He slid his fin­ger lightly over her cli­toris.

“Oohhh!” she cooed re­flex­ively. Be­ing sur­prised at his dar­ing in front of her hus­band she crossed her legs to stop him and feigned em­bar­rass­ment as he pulled his hand out of her panties.

“Now, bend over with both hands on the ta­ble be­side me,” he said.

Michelle’s pussy was hot and juicy as she leaned for­ward. Her tits al­most fell out as Carl’s hand went quickly in­side her bra and cupped her breast. Af­ter pinch­ing her nip­ple he left a black chip on top of it with about a third of the chip pro­trud­ing from the black lace. He re­peated the same move­ments with her other breast.

“She is lovely,” he said to Frank. Frank re­sponded by rais­ing his glass to Carl and nod­ding his thanks as Michelle com­posed her­self.

The time was eleven forty-five. Trevor called for an­other break; a break that sur­prised Michelle. “My good­ness!” she said to her­self. How can they be tak­ing a break when there are no more dresses!

“You’re not stop­ping at mid­night?” she asked Trevor.

“We’ve got some im­por­tant poker to play, Michelle. We’ll go un­til af­ter one,” he replied. “As much as we love you in that lit­tle black dress, be a good girl and go change one last time.”

Si­mon gave her a firm spank as she walked by. “Ouch!” she re­torted play­fully and skipped out the room. Michelle’s play­ful­ness hid her con­cern. She knew the only new out­fit left to change into was the see-thru teddy.

She stood be­side the bed with her arms crossed de­fi­antly in front of her chest; her toe tap­ping the floor and con­sid­er­ing whether to wear the lin­gerie in front of these men. “At least it comes with these fem­i­nine Glam­our Girl slip­pers,” she said aloud, still try­ing to con­vince her­self. Then, with her heart beat­ing faster and her mind scream­ing for her to re­lax and have fun; a strange al­most help­less feel­ing came over her. She re­al­ized that she didn’t want to dis­ap­point Frank by back­ing out.



She slipped the flimsy, trans­par­ent teddy over her shoul­ders and looked into the mir­ror. “A deal is a deal. You knew what you were get­ting into when you agreed to this!” she said aloud.

Michelle was very proud of her re­flec­tion. The peach col­ored teddy laid over her tits; seem­ingly held up by her erect pink nip­ples; and then fell across her waist and hips. Its bor­der was made of a darker peach color than the sheer fab­ric. As Michelle wig­gled her­self back and forth, the teddy held its place on her breasts; but swayed teas­ingly across her hips and bring­ing a sexy smile to her face as she looked into the mir­ror. Sat­is­fied with what she saw, she stepped into a com­pletely trans­par­ent pair of match­ing panties and then into her Glam­our Girl high heel slip­pers.

Michelle could eas­ily see her blonde bush and the lips of her pussy through the sheer teddy and panties. Her nip­ples were hard and pok­ing through the del­i­cate fab­ric when she left the bed­room. “Oh my good­ness!” she said as she ner­vously walked down the hall with her heart beat­ing fast and her legs trem­bling!

The room fell silent when she walked in. To break the si­lence she posed in the door­way with her hands on her hips coyly ask­ing, “What’s so in­ter­est­ing, gen­tle­men?”

The men were stand­ing be­side the bar and Trevor was hand­ing out cigars, “I’ve got some nice Cubans for you, boys. Michelle can help us with a light,” he said, mo­tion­ing to­wards her with the dec­o­ra­tive flint and wick lighter. Ev­ery man looked her over as she walked across the room. She felt coura­geous to be over­com­ing her fears and ap­pre­hen­sions. I guess I’m your lit­tle slut now Frank; she thought and took the lighter from Trevor’s hand.

She lit each man’s cigar in turn un­til the smell of fine to­bacco filled the air. Light­ing their cigars gave Michelle an un­ex­pected thrill. She loved giv­ing at­ten­tion to men and es­pe­cially en­joyed do­ing it in front of her hus­band. She knew how naughty she was be­ing and it ex­cited her; es­pe­cially with Frank watch­ing!

A few of the play­ers, in­clud­ing her hus­band, felt up her tits as she held the fire to the tip of their cigar; her hands trem­bling with ex­cite­ment as she acted so naughty. She found it dif­fi­cult to con­cen­trate the fire as she was fon­dled. But, she kept her fo­cus as best she could and re­ceived a black chip from each man as re­ward.

Michelle saved her hus­band for last. “Am I meet­ing with your ap­proval, dar­ling?”

“You’re ex­ceed­ing my ex­pec­ta­tions,” he an­swered proudly as he thumbed her nip­ple though her teddy.

Trevor mo­tioned to­ward the ta­ble, “Let’s get back to the cards, men.” He then spoke to Michelle, “You’ve per­formed very well for us tonight, Michelle. And, you’ve earned a sub­stan­tial amount of money for your ef­forts. I hope you’ve en­joyed your­self.”

“Mmm, I cer­tainly have, Mr. Collins!”

He con­tin­ued, “The next half hour will see some very spir­ited play, lit­tle lady. You’re po­ten­tial for tips and side bets will in­crease as well. En­joy the game.”

Michelle had ac­cu­mu­lated over $2,000 in black chips and was look­ing for­ward to even more be­fore the game ended. Be­ing Robert’s lit­tle slut has its ad­van­tages, she thought.

As the game restarted she flirted her way around the ta­ble, feel­ing very sexy as she pranced about with­out the en­cum­brance of a dress. She re­al­ized at that mo­ment she was do­ing some­thing ex­cep­tion­ally taboo and naughty; flaunt­ing her­self like this! She briefly thought of Frank’s com­ments on why she might en­joy pleas­ing men so much. “He’s prob­a­bly right,” she said to her­self. What­ever the rea­son, she didn’t care. All she knew was that she loved be­ing this way….she loved the way she felt; so sassy sexy! Through­out her life she was brought up to be a good girl and a lov­ing wife. But de­spite her love for her fam­ily’s tra­di­tional ways and her hus­band, she had de­sires that came from deep in­side her; de­sires like the ones she was feel­ing now; de­sires that needed to be ex­pressed!

Marty won the first hand, one of his few wins of the night. Of all the men in the game, he had been the most re­served. Michelle de­cided to give him some ex­tra at­ten­tion. She asked if, since he was the win­ner, could she sit in his lap as he played the next hand.

Michelle gig­gled as he pulled his chair back and gave her room to sit on his thighs. She camped it up very well by putting her arm around his shoul­ders and wig­gling when he reached for his cards. He’s such a nice man, she thought as she felt his small erec­tion grow­ing very quickly and gave him a wink that only he could see. Marty kept his poker face as Michelle moved her thigh against his stiffy. He didn’t win the hand. Per­haps he was too dis­tracted to play his cards. But, he made sure to tip Michelle with black chips and clum­sily play with her tits be­fore she hopped from his lap to at­tend to the new win­ner!

Si­mon had won the hand with a straight. He pushed back his chair and pat­ted his legs. “Over here, lit­tle lady,” he sum­moned her. Of all the men at the ta­ble, Si­mon was the one she was most ner­vous about en­ter­tain­ing. She had never been at­tracted to big over-mus­cled men like Si­mon; al­though he was a hand­some man.

This large man, Si­mon, spoke ob­scenely, adding a vul­gar­ity to each sen­tence, some­times us­ing vari­a­tions of the same ob­scene verb in rapid suc­ces­sion. But, there was an hon­esty about him. He was who he was and didn’t seem to care what oth­ers thought of him. Michelle re­minded her­self that dur­ing the evening Si­mon had treated her much more like a slut than a lady. My mother would not ap­prove of me flirt­ing with a man like this, she thought.

Ap­pre­hen­sively, she turned away from him to hop back­wards onto his lap; only to feel his strong hands clasp around her waist and lift her onto him. She felt as though she was rid­ing in a large, cush­ioned arm-chair! A some­what musky smelling one, at that!

Like the oth­ers, his cock grew when her but­tocks made con­tact with it. Un­like the oth­ers, Si­mon’s was very large. Even though it was only semi-erect she could tell this big, smelly man’s cock was a large one and she en­joyed it push­ing against her bot­tom. “My good­ness!” she said coyly as she wig­gled on the length of the big man’s staff run­ning a full ten inches down his leg. Her ex­pres­sion was un­in­ten­tion­ally loud; loud enough for the play­ers to hear, but left them guess­ing about what she was talk­ing about. She was feel­ing very naughty; mov­ing around in his lap; rolling over his big cock as he played his cards.

She let Si­mon take turns with her nip­ples and breasts, knead­ing them and pulling on them with his free hand as he pon­dered his cards. “That’s a good girl,” he said to her as she wig­gled. “How’s that cock of mine feel­ing?” he added; his loud vul­gar­ity let­ting the play­ers know why she was squirm­ing on his lap; his laugh caus­ing the other men to laugh with him.

Frank laughed too. He knew how his wife strug­gled with her in­hi­bi­tions and was glad to see her giv­ing in to them tonight. Even if she was un­com­fort­able with her own be­hav­ior, he wanted her bound­aries pushed. His own dick was rock hard. It had stayed that way the en­tire night from watch­ing Michelle flirt with the men and win tips in the process. The sight of his prim and proper wife wig­gling on Si­mon’s lap only made him hornier! “Just keep your cool and don’t spook her,” he cau­tioned him­self. Michelle knows when to stop.

“Scratch my balls for me, baby. They’re all cramped up in my shorts and itch­ing!” Si­mon com­manded vul­garly as he reached for his cards.

Michelle knew it sound dis­gust­ing but part of her wanted to reach be­tween his legs and run her nails across his big balls. Look­ing down be­tween his legs, she could see them pro­trud­ing from his slacks like big two big wal­nuts in a cloth bag. She al­most reached for them, but caught her­self, played coy and punched his thigh in­stead. “Si­mon!” she an­swered in guised shock. “Why, I can­not be­lieve you said that!”

“You’re a prissy lit­tle thing, aren’t you?” Si­mon said, then of­fered the same type of bet as Carl had ear­lier. “If I lose this hand I’ll tip you $300. If I win I’ll tip you $300.

“And, the catch?” Michelle asked flir­ta­tiously.

“The catch is if I win, you’ll stay on my lap and scratch my balls like I asked.

Know­ing the odds of her los­ing were min­i­mal, she took the bet. She looked into Frank’s eyes as his free hand went to his crotch for an ad­just­ment! Hav­ing her tits played with for the last three hands may have clouded Michelle’s judg­ment. Want­ing to touch an­other man’s cock for the first time since she mar­ried Frank may have had a lit­tle some­thing to do with it as well.

Si­mon won with a sec­ond con­sec­u­tive straight. He wasted no time in lift­ing her teddy off her body and dropped it to the ground. Michelle didn’t put up much of a fight. “I for­got to tell you about that part of the wa­ger,” he said.

Michelle was now naked ex­cept for her sheer panties and her heels. She looked at Frank for some re­in­force­ment. Af­ter re­ceiv­ing an ap­prov­ing smile she leaned back into Si­mon’s big chest. He gath­ered his win­nings, pulled Michelle’s legs apart and laid them over his thighs so that ev­ery­one could see her pussy pulled apart. “That’ll give you easy ac­cess, baby,” he said loud enough for ev­ery­one to hear.

His vul­gar­ity and rough­ness aroused her. She tried her best to act re­luc­tant, but was se­cretly ex­cited at the way she was be­ing treated and her body was re­spond­ing. Michelle kept her legs spread in his lap, strad­dling his thighs and reached be­tween them to feel his large balls through his slacks. As she scratched them, she pressed the heels of her slip­pers into the edge of the table­top and pushed her back deeper into his chest.

The men kept note of what was go­ing on, but this was the last hand of the night; the pot was the largest of the night and it re­quired their at­ten­tion.

In be­tween cards, each man oogled Michelle, in­clud­ing Frank; who looked across the ta­ble to watch his so­phis­ti­cated lit­tle slut with her legs opened wide, sit­ting in the large man’s lap, mas­sag­ing his balls. Her wispy blonde pussy hair was vis­i­ble un­der­neath her panties. And, her cunt was ob­vi­ously moist and juicy.

He heard Si­mon tell his wife to take it out of his pants.

Im­pa­tient with her progress, Si­mon lifted her up from his lap, un­zipped his slacks and pulled his big semi-erect cock from its con­fine­ment. “Damn, that’s bet­ter,” he said with a gre­gar­i­ous laugh.

His cock was still only semi-hard and lay­ing down his leg. Michelle nes­tled back down on it like a bird on an egg, wig­gling from side to side un­til it was in-be­tween her legs and tight against her pussy; tight enough that she felt its heat thru her panties!

Frank looked up from his cards as of­ten as he could to watch his wife in this big man’s lap with his dick in view be­tween her legs. As Si­mon’s cock grew more erect it be­gan forc­ing its way up be­tween them. Even­tu­ally, it stood straight out be­tween her legs, pok­ing out in front of her.

Si­mon laughed as she squirmed with ex­cite­ment while try­ing to con­tain her whim­pers. “Get to work,” he scolded her. “You’ve got a bet to pay off.”

His musky smell, vul­gar mouth and seem­ing in­dif­fer­ence to her, added to Michelle’s arousal. She palmed one hand down the shaft and scratched his balls with the other. Her man­i­cured nails skipped across the ridges of his tight­ened ball sack as she scratched.

“Like that?” she asked.

“Good girl,” Si­mon com­pli­mented her. Then, ig­nored her as he played his cards.

Michelle doesn’t know why, but she en­joyed re­ceiv­ing his small, al­most in­signif­i­cant com­pli­ment. “I am a good girl,” she said to her­self.

Frank fi­nally won the hand. “Oh, yeah!” he said in a whis­per and let out a whoop! It was the last hand of the night and bit­ter­sweet! Yes, he raked in the largest pot of the night. But, it also meant the night was over. He knew Michelle couldn’t take much more and he didn’t want to push her sex­ual bound­aries too far and too fast.

Her hus­band’s whoop broke Michelle from her lust­ful trance! Re­cov­er­ing from her sit­u­a­tion she said, “Well, Si­mon. I guess I’ve paid my bet!”

He gave her a mock­ing laugh and asked, “Is that what it was?”

“Hmpph!” she re­torted and jumped off his lap, avoid­ing the spank she knew would come her way if she stayed on him. Michelle slid her teddy back on and straight­ened her panties. “Can I get all of you an­other round?” she asked. Trevor ex­cused her, say­ing that the game was over and com­pli­ment­ing her on the job she had done.

“Good­night boys and thanks for the tips!” she ex­claimed as she left the room, ex­hausted. Sur­pris­ingly to her, she had no feel­ings of re­gret as she en­tered the bed­room.

Michelle spent a half hour fresh­en­ing her­self up and get­ting back into the red dress, black stock­ings and heels she had started the evening in. She gath­ered up her new out­fits and counted her chips. She had made over three thou­sand dol­lars in tips, and laughed ex­cit­edly to her­self at her un­ex­pected wind­fall!

She found Frank and Trevor in the foyer. It was one in the morn­ing.

“Frank, I hope you had a prof­itable evening,” Trevor said with his hand on Frank’s shoul­der.

“Up un­til the last hand I was strug­gling. But, I fin­ished a lit­tle bet­ter than even. Trevor, thank you so much for hav­ing us. I know we both had fun!”

“Don’t men­tion it,” Trevor an­swered and turned his at­ten­tion to Michelle.

“Michelle, I have to say you are ev­ery­thing Max said you would be. You’re per­haps the finest host­ess we have had the plea­sure of en­joy­ing!” he told her.

Michelle’s mind raced through what she had heard be­fore she an­swered. “Max?” she replied and looked at her hus­band. “Max­imil­lan?”

“My son, Max Collins,” Trevor ex­plained.

“Oh yes! Frank and I met Max in French Mar­tinique. He was such a gen­tle­man, Trevor! It’s so kind of him to rec­om­mend me!”

“He’s an ex­cel­lent judge of char­ac­ter, Michelle,” said a ma­ture woman, in her late for­ties with a slen­der fig­ure an­nounced as she de­scended the stairs. She was Trevor’s wife, Glo­ria. And, she looked ev­ery bit as dis­tin­guished as Trevor. She was dressed in a very ex­pen­sive night­gown. It wasn’t sheer, but so thin that it was easy to tell she wasn’t wear­ing bra or panties. She looked very glam­orous as she de­scended the stairs in high heels, adorned with an abun­dant amount of jew­elry. She is so at­trac­tive, Michelle thought.

She smiled charm­ingly at Frank and Michelle. Then, with per­fect can­dor she asked, “Did you en­joy your­self host­ing the game tonight?”

Michelle replied, “Yes….Yes, we both had a very good time.” She looked at her hus­band and re­turned his smile.

“Good! I’m al­ways a bit ap­pre­hen­sive when it’s a young wife’s first time! You never know how they are go­ing to re­act to the sex­ual teas­ing and flirt­ing!”

As she reached the bot­tom of the stairs she held out her hand in greet­ing and Trevor in­tro­duced her to the young cou­ple.

“Very nice to meet you, Glo­ria,” Michelle said. “You are so beau­ti­ful!”

“I’m sure you teased the men un­mer­ci­fully, Michelle,” she an­swered.

“Well, I don’t know about that, but they sure did a good job of teas­ing me!” she replied.

Glo­ria gig­gled with Michelle and she knew right away that she liked her. “I’ve hosted sev­eral times my­self, Michelle. And, I can tell you af­ter each evening I couldn’t wait to get Trevor to my bed­room!”

Michelle felt her­self blush. As she watched Trevor put his arms around Glo­ria’s waist a thought ran through her mind that she would love to spend more time with her and hoped she was mak­ing a good im­pres­sion. What a neat lady, she thought.

“Are you still sex­u­ally ex­cited from the evening, Michelle?” Glo­ria asked.

Michelle wasn’t ex­pect­ing such a prob­ing ques­tion and at first didn’t know how to an­swer. “I think so…I uh­mmm…Yes, I still feel ex­cited!” she said as she low­ered her chin and as­sumed a sub­mis­sive pose.

She spoke to Michelle in a woman to woman voice with her hand on Michelle’s arm, “Our men are so eas­ily ma­nip­u­lated, Michelle! They think they are con­trol­ling us, when in re­al­ity we are us­ing our fem­i­nine wiles to get ex­actly what we want!”

Both ladies gig­gled to­gether for the sec­ond time.

“We have to in­vite them over for din­ner and drinks,” she said to Trevor with a smile and short hug be­fore turn­ing back to her guests. “Would you say yes?” she asked Michelle.

“By all means!” she re­sponded.

Mim­ick­ing their hosts, Michelle put her arm around Frank and leaned into him, let­ting him know she loved him, and seek­ing the com­fort of his touch.

“Your chips…” Trevor re­minded her.

“Oh! Yes, of course.” Michelle un­weighted one of her Macy’s bags with the stack of black chips. Trevor counted them and handed her thirty-one, one-hun­dred dol­lar bills. Michelle gave both Trevor and Glo­ria a gen­tle kiss good­night be­fore she and Frank left for the ride home.

“What a cool lady,” Michelle said as they pulled out of the prop­erty.

“She re­ally is im­pres­sive, isn’t she?” Frank added.

“They seem so com­fort­able to­gether. Are we go­ing to be that way?” she asked and hugged his arm.

“Were you sur­prised to hear they’re Max’s par­ents?” Frank asked as they raced down the street.

“Yes, but I trust you com­pletely. You know I do. I was just sur­prised by it.” “I should have told you, Sweet­heart. Max called me last week and of­fered. Af­ter think­ing about it for a few days I called him back and set it up. I thought you would en­joy it.”

“I loved it, Frank! You wouldn’t be­lieve how much! Oh, my good­ness! My pussy was so hot! I would never have thought it would be so much fun to host a men’s poker party! It was in­cred­i­ble!

“I’m glad you en­joyed your­self,” he said warmly as he stared at the dark road ahead.

Michelle snug­gled be­side him and rested her head against him. She let a tired yawn es­cape her lips as she wel­comed the com­fort of Frank’s words and the se­cu­rity of be­ing alone with him. “I didn’t re­al­ize how much work it would be,” she said as she yawned once more be­fore fall­ing asleep on his shoul­der as he drove.

The next day, Frank awoke to a hot break­fast in bed.

“I just want you to know that I am still your lov­ing wife, dar­ling,” she told him as she poured his cof­fee.

“You al­ways will be, baby,” he replied.

CHAP­TER FOUR: The Date

The long hot days of July fol­lowed the poker party. Frank’s work kept him busy and Michelle re­turned to her nor­mal so­cial cal­en­dar; ex­er­cise in the morn­ing and loung­ing with her friends by the coun­try club pool in the af­ter­noon. If the day was too hot they would play ten­nis on the in­door courts. Frank and his bud­dies would some­times join their wives for mixed dou­bles and drinks af­ter­wards in the mem­bers bar. By then, it was time for din­ner with their friends. There didn’t seem to be much time for them to ex­per­i­ment with their new sex­ual life­style.

Michelle found her­self wish­ing Frank would set up an ad­ven­ture for her, but none came. She hinted around sev­eral times, but couldn’t get the re­sponse she wanted. Frank knew what she wanted but wasn’t in a hurry. He pre­ferred to wait for the right sit­u­a­tion to de­velop.

“How’s your day go­ing?” she asked Frank af­ter she flipped open her phone.

Frank an­swered from his of­fice, “Ter­rific, Michelle!”

“Oh?” She said, sur­prised at his en­thu­si­asm. “I want to hear all about it!”

“It in­volves ad­ven­ture!” Frank told her.

“Oh, re­ally,” she re­sponded cu­ri­ously. “How so?”

“I spoke with a friend of ours to­day.”

“Ookaay…And who might that be?” she asked.

“Max Collins. I’ve in­vited him over for drinks tonight.” He knew she would be ex­cited to see him again. But, he also knew she wouldn’t agree to hav­ing Max over if he had asked her be­fore invit­ing him.

“Frank, why didn’t you ask me first? I don’t know if this is a good idea, dar­ling’” she said earnestly.

“Don’t be coy with me, lit­tle girl,” he said to her. She loved it when he called her his lit­tle girl! “I know you’d en­joy see­ing him. Be hon­est now. He in­trigues you. You’re ex­cited al­ready! I can hear it in your voice!”



“I…..Uh­mmm….Well, sure….He’s an in­ter­est­ing man,” she strug­gled for the right words. “And, very hand­some….not as hand­some as you!” She con­tin­ued her fruit­less search for the right re­sponse. “I sup­pose it won’t hurt to have a few drinks and some fun talk­ing about the cruise.”

“Ex­actly! It’ll be a fun evening for you, Michelle. Kind of like go­ing on a date with­out leav­ing home!” Frank replied. “And, Michelle?”

She re­sponded ner­vously, “Yes, Frank?”

“I want you to dress to im­press Max. He’ll be over around ten. I’ve got client meet­ings in my of­fice for sev­eral hours, so I’ve got to run. I’ll be back around nine.”

Michelle’s heart­beat quick­ened af­ter hear­ing Frank’s com­ments. “Yes, of course,” she re­sponded sub­mis­sively. Know­ing he had im­por­tant meet­ings and was in a time crunch she added, “I wish we could talk more about it over din­ner. But I un­der­stand, Frank.”

“Good girl! I’ll try to get home ear­lier.” he said.

As soon as she hung up, Michelle be­gan pre­par­ing for the evening. At first, she tried to push his “dress to im­press Max” com­ment from her thoughts. But, she couldn’t. In­stead, she thought more and more about it. She felt in­creas­ingly anx­ious as she be­gan to think of the evening in the way Frank had de­scribed it; as a “date”.

Michelle hadn’t been on a date with any­one other than her hus­band since she was a teenager in col­lege. “Max is so ex­cit­ing! This is go­ing to be so much fun!” she said, un­dress­ing for her bub­ble bath. “I need to do ex­actly as Frank said, and make sure I look very im­pres­sive for Max. And, for Frank too!”

Michelle went through ev­ery pos­si­ble choice of out­fits, try­ing to find the right one for the oc­ca­sion. Her frus­tra­tion was build­ing as she took turns hold­ing a fa­vorite out­fit in front of her, only to re­ject it and put it right back into the closet and grab an­other. Frus­trated at her in­abil­ity to de­cide, she poured her­self a glass of wine and grum­bled, “Hmmph! The last time I went on a first date was with Frank. We went to a cof­fee house. Blue jeans and a cot­ton top were just fine for that one!”

She thought of how young and in­no­cent she was when they had met. She wouldn’t trade that part of her life for any­thing in the world. But, I’m a ma­ture woman now, she thought as she tipped the glass on her lips and the wine ran across her tongue. As she ran a bath, she re­signed her­self to stop the silly game she was play­ing. Tonight wasn’t go­ing to be an in­no­cent ‘first date’. In­stead, tonight was go­ing to be an evening filled with sex­ual ad­ven­ture. Pos­si­bly even a few ‘firsts’ for her and she needed to dress ap­pro­pri­ately.

With a large glass of wine on the tub be­side her, Michelle leaned back into the hot wa­ter and let her legs spread apart. She let out a moan of ap­proval as the wa­ter cov­ered her, the steam rose across her face, and her mind drifted back to the af­ter­noon on the beach with Max.

Her hands moved from her knees, slowly down the soft skin of her in­ner thighs un­til they rested on her pussy. She ran her first two fin­gers over her clit. Back and forth; back and forth her fin­gers moved; flick­ing and squeez­ing it with each pass. “Mmmm” she moaned as she thought of Max hump­ing her on the beach and how it might have felt if she had let him fuck her. Michelle stroked her fin­gers into her pussy and mas­saged her bath bub­bles onto her breasts, pulling on her nip­ples un­til they hard­ened. She brought her­self to a quick cli­max and squeezed her legs to­gether as she came!

Af­ter her bath, Michelle chose some­thing spe­cial for the evening. It was the dress Frank had bought her in Fort de France. She had waited to find just the right time to wear it for him. This seemed the per­fect oc­ca­sion!

She put on a very skimpy, white lace strap­less push-up bra that barely cov­ered her nip­ples. She wig­gled into a pair of white lace panties. A lace but­ter­fly, stitched into the front panel, made con­tact with her still swollen cli­toris as she pulled them tight onto her hips. At the fab­ric’s touch a tinge of ex­cite­ment ran through her crotch and per­suaded her to play with her­self again be­fore putting on her stock­ings. The ones she chose were all-white wide mesh with a small del­i­cate white bow at the top of each and a match­ing white garter belt.

It was now close to nine o’clock. Frank hadn’t ar­rived back home and Michelle was al­ready very ner­vous. She had spent the en­tire late af­ter­noon and early evening ner­vously an­tic­i­pat­ing what might hap­pen tonight with Max. She couldn’t guess what Frank might ask her to do. But, she hoped he would let her sleep with Max. That’s the term her mother had taught her to use; “sleep with”. “A good wife will sleep with her hus­band. Only a slut will fuck,” her mother was fond of say­ing.

Frank hadn’t told her that af­ter their phone con­ver­sa­tion he had met Max for a late lunch. The two men hadn’t re­al­ized how much they had in com­mon un­til they be­gan talk­ing and ended up spend­ing a full hour trad­ing sto­ries, laugh­ing and jok­ing! Nei­ther seemed in a hurry to dis­cuss Michelle un­til the time was right.

At a pause in the con­ver­sa­tion, Frank told him how ex­cited Michelle was about see­ing him.

“I’m sure you are ex­ag­ger­at­ing to make me feel good.”

“No, Max. I know Michelle and I could hear the en­thu­si­asm in her voice when I told her,” Frank said.

“You’re too kind.” Max thought of Michelle, with her small bikini and soft skin, the hair blonde and the eyes sparkling blue, the hair a full shade lighter than her skin, turned a light bronze from the sum­mer’s sun.

“Max, Michelle is a very spe­cial woman. She has a won­der­fully cre­ative mind and early in our mar­riage I rec­og­nized her sex­ual po­ten­tial. I’ve spent con­sid­er­able time and en­ergy shap­ing her to be the woman she wants to be but has al­ways been afraid to be­come. Tonight will be a big step in her jour­ney.”

“Frank, I have to be hon­est. I have never met a woman as beau­ti­ful as Michelle. But, when you in­vited me over for drinks I al­most turned you down. You see, the sex­ual en­ergy be­tween us is such that I don’t think I can be alone with Michelle with­out….with­out some­thing hap­pen­ing be­tween us. I thought it might be bet­ter to not see her at all.”

“Non­sense. Max, you need to un­der­stand some­thing. Michelle loves me com­pletely. She is to­tally de­voted to me and she would never cheat on me. But, she needs to ex­pe­ri­ence an­other man.”

“Maybe I don’t un­der­stand. Af­ter the episode on the beach I thought she was…”

“Pro­mis­cu­ous? No, not at all,” Frank in­ter­rupted. “Max, I know she let you take some lib­er­ties with her that af­ter­noon. She al­lowed sim­i­lar at your fa­ther’s poker party. But, the only man she has ever had is me. Michelle was a vir­gin when we mar­ried.”

“In­ter­est­ing! How did you meet her, Frank?” As he spoke, Max in­stantly had an erec­tion in his pants. Talk­ing with Frank, all he could think about was Michelle. Re­mem­ber­ing how in­cred­i­bly in­no­cent and beau­ti­ful she was. Re­mem­ber­ing how ex­quis­ite her body felt. Re­mem­ber­ing what an in­cred­i­bly se­duc­tive and sex­u­ally sat­is­fy­ing ex­pe­ri­ence on the beach it had been with her. He sim­ply couldn’t get the woman out of his mind.

Frank ex­plained that he was a pro­fes­sor teach­ing an­cient civ­i­liza­tions and she was work­ing on her de­gree in phi­los­o­phy. “She was still only nine­teen when she walked into my class for the first time. Can you imag­ine? Still a vir­gin at nine­teen!”

“Her par­ents raised her well,” Max re­sponded.

“Very pro­vin­cial Mid­west up­bring­ing. Her fa­ther was al­ways home for din­ner. Chores were to be done each day. Fam­ily, school and church were her fo­cus grow­ing up,” he said.

“And, you’ve been her in­struc­tor ever since?” Max asked.

“I think you could say that,” Frank an­swered.

“So, why me?”

“She’s smit­ten with you, Max. She has a young girl crush on you!”

Both men laughed at Frank’s char­ac­ter­i­za­tion of Michelle’s in­ter­est in Max. The con­ver­sa­tion stayed light as they talked about the evening to come be­fore con­clud­ing their lunch.

“I’ll see you around ten,” Frank told him as they left the restau­rant.

“You bet,” Max re­sponded.

Fi­nally, Michelle heard the garage door open­ing. She was so ner­vous! She must have ad­justed her garters and stock­ings more times than she could count. And, ev­ery time she walked past a mir­ror she stopped to fix her hair! She couldn’t keep her mind from think­ing of tonight’s “date” as well as the af­ter­noon on the warm black sand of Anse Couleu­vre.

“Thank god your home. I’m so ner­vous I’ve got but­ter­flies!” she ad­mit­ted to Frank as he closed the door.

“Very good choice!” he said, look­ing at her dress and tak­ing the drink she of­fered.

Michelle beamed a very big smile! “So, you like it? You said to dress like this was to be a date! I thought the dress you bought me on our cruise might be fit­ting!”

“I love it,” he replied. “Do a twirl for me, baby!”

“It’s not fair that you gave me all day to think about tonight!” she said as she held her ner­vous tummy and twirled twice for him.

Michelle’s white linen but­ton-up bloomed away from her legs, al­most re­veal­ing the tops of her mesh stock­ings as she spun slowly around. Her dress had small spaghetti straps over her shoul­ders and ten but­tons in front, run­ning from the hem up to a bust­line that ex­posed the up­per swells of her breasts.

“You look ex­quis­ite! I love those an­kle-strap san­dals with the white mesh stock­ings! Here, this’ll make you look even love­lier!” he said, un­fas­ten­ing the top two but­tons to show off her white lace bra. Then, he un­did the bot­tom three. “There now!”

“I’m feel­ing so naughty tonight,” she ad­mit­ted, ner­vously cross­ing her legs to stop the tin­gling she felt in her pussy. With the bot­tom but­tons un­done her stock­ing tops showed.

Frank’s phone rang. It was Max let­ting him know he was only a cou­ple of min­utes away. Michelle hur­ried up­stairs. She wanted to make a more dra­matic en­trance than greet­ing him at the front door.

Frank didn’t want to ad­mit it, but he was ner­vous too. As he opened the door and in­vited Max in­side he was ques­tion­ing his de­ci­sion. Is he the right man, he asked him­self. Will he be ten­der with her, but not too ten­der? They talked for a few mo­ments and made their way from the foyer to the liv­ing room, with a view of the stairs.

“Hello Max. It’s so good to see you!” Michelle called to him from the top of the stairs. She had to walk care­fully in her 4” heels. Her white linen dress parted with each step down, re­veal­ing the tops of her stock­ings, the garter straps hold­ing them up, and her tanned, mus­cu­lar thighs. Nei­ther man let their eyes stray from her dur­ing her walk down the stairs.

“You cer­tainly know how to make an en­trance,” Frank an­nounced. He com­pli­mented him­self on the dress he had bought her. He mar­veled at how she had taken a white linen dress that nor­mally rep­re­sents pu­rity and in­no­cence; and used it to cre­ate such a strong sex­ual re­ac­tion from men.

At the bot­tom of the stairs she gave her hus­band a short kiss. While lean­ing into Frank she smiled at Max and thanked her hus­band for invit­ing him. “Frank is al­ways full of sur­prises! You never know what lit­tle ad­ven­ture he is go­ing to plan next!”

“I was pretty thrilled about the in­vi­ta­tion, my­self. By the way, you look stun­ning!” Max said to her.

Michelle thanked him and of­fered to pour a round of drinks. The three of them took their con­ver­sa­tion into the liv­ing room, gath­er­ing around a bar that stood against the far wall. In­stead of sit­ting in his barstool, Frank leaned against it. “Let’s talk about tonight, Max,” he sug­gested.

Max took a seat next to Frank as they talked while Michelle stood in front of them.

“That would be great. I’m a bit ap­pre­hen­sive about it.”

“You needn’t be. Michelle, give my cock some at­ten­tion while Max and I dis­cuss things.”

Michelle was a bit taken aback by her hus­band’s re­quest. It was more like a com­mand. But, she man­aged to keep her com­po­sure. He is such a bad boy! Al­ready push­ing the bound­aries and test­ing me, she thought.

She knew this night was to be dif­fer­ent from any she had ever ex­pe­ri­enced as she un­zipped her hus­band’s slacks. With Max watch­ing from the cor­ner of his eye and try­ing to re­main ca­sual, she pulled Frank’s flac­cid cock from his briefs. With­out say­ing a word, she sat down onto her haunches be­side her hus­band, fold­ing her legs be­neath her and to one side. Act­ing as if noth­ing was out of the or­di­nary, she fon­dled Frank’s cock while the two men talked.

“Max, Michelle is my wife. I love her and she loves me. It may sur­prise you to know that we are a very con­ser­va­tive cou­ple. And we live a tra­di­tional life­style. Tonight is an ad­ven­ture; a short one-night break from our nor­mal life.”

“I re­spect that, Frank. I don’t want to do any­thing to dam­age that love,” Max re­sponded.

Frank and Max con­tin­ued their con­ver­sa­tion; re­peat­ing some of what was talked about ear­lier in the day dur­ing their lunch. “Well, I’ll be hon­est with you! Michelle had a very strict up­bring­ing. The sex­ual jour­ney she has set upon has not been easy for her. Michelle has re­quired some time to work her way through a lot of dif­fer­ent feel­ings. With that said, she re­al­izes now that play­ful, sex­ual fun like this evening isn’t a bad thing or a sign that our mar­riage is doomed. In fact, we are closer than we’ve ever been!”

As Michelle watched them talk, her hus­band’s hard­en­ing cock was al­ways in view. She thought of how sur­real it was to hear the two men talk so car­ingly about her while she was be­ing so nasty in front of them. She spread her legs, caus­ing her dress to pull at the re­main­ing clasped but­tons, slide up her thighs and wrin­kle at her waist; pro­vid­ing Max a good view of her see-thru panties and her wet pussy.

Max asked what lim­its were in place for the rest of the evening.

“None, ex­cept for phys­i­cal pain. Michelle has never ex­pe­ri­enced pain dur­ing sex and tonight is not the time for it.”

“Of course. I’m not into that any­way,” Max an­swered.

A feel­ing of ex­cite­ment coursed through Michelle’s body as she lis­tened. It was now ob­vi­ous to Michelle that she was go­ing to be fucked by Max tonight. She was be­com­ing aroused by the way they ca­su­ally dis­cussed her as if she were not there or was not to be con­sulted with; even though the sub­ject was of a most in­ti­mate na­ture. She felt her pussy moisten as they con­tin­ued talk­ing.

As im­ages ran through her mind of the plea­sures she was to ex­pe­ri­ence, she rose onto her knees and put her hus­band’s cock close to her lips. It was fully erect and a small bead of pre­cum bal­anced pre­car­i­ously on top of the head. As she stroked it, an­other clear drop emerged from the hole and she had to quickly wrap her lips around it and suck up the liq­uid be­fore it es­caped down the front of his shaft. She looked into Max’s eyes as she sucked.

“Look at her,” Frank said. Michelle’s eyes met Max’s. “Such a del­i­cate flower. You will en­joy her tonight.”

Frank ran his fin­gers through her hair as Michelle’s cheeks pulled in to cre­ate suc­tion on his cock­head. Af­ter each suck, she ran her lips down his shaft, her lips rip­pling over each rib and tak­ing in as much of the length as she could fit un­til it hit the back of her throat.

Max grabbed the bot­tle of scotch be­hind the bar and poured them each an­other round as they talked.

“I’ll be in the study for most of the evening,” Frank told him. “I won’t in­ter­rupt the two of you. I don’t want to make Michelle more ner­vous than she al­ready is.”

“Frank, it’s your home. I’m your guest. Please, don’t re­strict your­self! Michelle and I will be just fine!”

“I do have one re­quest, Max. It’s very likely this will be the only time Michelle is ever with an­other man. I want to take some pho­tos. Just a few. Some­thing for us to re­mem­ber the evening.” Michelle was ca­su­ally lick­ing and suck­ing as she lis­tened to her hus­band and when she heard him men­tion tak­ing pho­tos she smiled.

Max looked at Michelle as he took a mo­ment to pon­der Frank’s re­quest. “As long as they’re not shown out­side this house, I don’t mind,” Max re­sponded.

Frank agreed and then turned to Michelle. “Baby, did you en­joy Max on the beach that af­ter­noon. Did his body feel good against yours and did he ex­cite you?”

“Yes. Yes he felt very good against me,” she re­sponded.

Frank then bluntly asked Michelle if she would en­joy suck­ing Max’s cock this evening while he watched.

“Mmmm, yes,” she an­swered with a pas­sion in her moan that was un­de­ni­able.

“And, would you like to fuck Max tonight?” he asked, al­ready know­ing the an­swer. Frank thought of how pretty she looked. A pic­ture of Michelle on the beach with Max on top of her en­tered his mind as he asked her.

“Yes…..If you told me to… I would like it very much,” she said as she nuz­zled against her hus­band’s cock and slid her fin­gers be­tween the ten­der folds of her own pussy.

“Then it is set­tled!” Frank said to Max. “Michelle is your sex­ual toy for the re­main­der of the evening.”

“Why don’t you show Max the rest of our home!” Frank sug­gested to Michelle.

She stood and straight­ened her dress and hair. Then, she grabbed Max’s hand and led him on a tour of the house. “I’ve got you all to my­self now!” She said proudly.

Frank smiled as he watched them leave the room. He was so proud of his wife and at the same time, so ner­vous for her. He wanted ev­ery­thing to be just right and as she took Max on the tour, he scram­bled to get things ready.

Even though Michelle was a mar­ried woman and had just per­formed very naugh­tily in front of Max, there was still a part of her that was as ner­vous as a school­girl not know­ing how to act around her first boyfriend! Af­ter all, at the start of the sum­mer if some­one had sug­gested she would be show­ing her home to the man that was to be­come only the sec­ond to ever have the plea­sure of fuck­ing her, she would have been shocked! And, all of it ar­ranged by her hus­band!

Michelle spent a half hour tour­ing her home with Max. It ended in the mas­ter bed­room. “Frank loves these. And, I must ad­mit to en­joy­ing them as well,” she com­mented as they stood in front of her van­ity, ad­mir­ing the pho­to­graphs Frank had taken on the day of the din­ner party.

They’re all very beau­ti­ful,” he said, ad­mir­ing each one in turn. He was try­ing very hard to be a gen­tle­man; act ap­pro­pri­ately, what­ever that was, and be pa­tient with her.

When they came down­stairs Frank was al­ready in the study work­ing on some pa­pers. Michelle sug­gested Max make him­self com­fort­able on the sofa while she pour them each a glass of wine.

“Scotch for me,” he told her.

Michelle re­turned with their drinks and sat be­side him. “Max, I need to share some­thing with you,” she said softly.

“Please, tell me,” he replied with ten­der­ness in his voice.

“You’ll think I’m fool­ish….” she broke off her sen­tence to try to find bet­ter words.

“No I won’t, Michelle. What is it?”

“It’s…..I just want you to know how in­cred­i­bly ner­vous I am!” she re­sponded and anx­iously sipped her wine.

Max took her hand into his and brought it to his lips. “You don’t need to be, Michelle.”

His hand en­veloped her’s and the warmth from it soothed her im­me­di­ately. She swooned, and low­ered her head onto his shoul­der af­ter he kissed her fin­ger­tips.

Max put his arm around her, rested his chin against her head and looked down her face and into the top of her dress as it pushed open across her chest. Michelle’s big plump breasts were pushed up by her bra and ex­posed. Her nip­ples were rest­ing invit­ingly on the very top of the lace, ask­ing for his at­ten­tion. Max reached into her dress and cupped her breast in his warm hand.

“Mm­mmm,” Michelle cooed as his fin­gers found her sen­si­tive nip­ples. She lifted her chin, looked into his eyes, and kissed him for the first time. Warmth filled her en­tire body. Her tongue swept across his lips and into his mouth. Max re­turned her af­fec­tions and they found them­selves in a pas­sion­ate em­brace.

Af­ter a long sat­is­fy­ing kiss, he pulled her onto his lap, fac­ing him with her legs strad­dled over his. Michelle paused for an in­stant as she swept the last ves­tiges of guilt from her mind be­fore reach­ing for the but­tons of her dress. He let her pull away from his strong arms to un­but­ton her­self, which she did very slowly to tease him.



“Do you like what you see?” she asked af­ter hook­ing her thumbs un­der the straps of her dress and pulling it off her bra.

“Very nice,” he replied and thumbed her ex­posed nip­ples as she un­clasped her bra and slid it off her shoul­ders. Their mouths found each other again and their tongues en­twined as Max kneaded her tits with his big hands. He loved how soft and vel­vety they felt.

Michelle put her arms around his neck, ran her fin­gers through his hair and pushed her breasts firmly against his mus­cu­lar body. Slowly, she rose up onto her knees, pulling her erect nip­ples up his chest. She raised her breasts to his mouth, wig­gling them over his face as he suck­led her. “Oooh, god oooh, Yes!” she moaned.

Nei­ther of them no­ticed Frank tak­ing pic­tures from the other side of the room. He was de­ter­mined to stay quiet and out of the way. He knew this mo­ment was a spe­cial one for his wife and he didn’t want it spoiled.

Max whis­pered a ques­tion into her ear, “Where do you want my fin­gers, Michelle?”

“In my pussy…I want them in my cunt. Oh god I’m so turned on,” she looked into his eyes as he con­tin­ued to suckle her breast.

Her are­oles con­stricted from the suck­ing and her breasts swelled in his hands as he kneaded and mas­saged them. This drives me wild, she thought as she threw her head back to en­joy the stim­u­la­tion and let out a low mew, “Uu­u­u­u­u­uh­h­h­hhh” Plac­ing his mouth over her nip­ple, she gasped out loud when he hun­grily sucked her deep into his mouth. A few sec­onds later, she cringed with de­light as he flicked his tongue around her nip­ple, do­ing so for such a won­der­ful amount of time be­fore re­peat­ing him­self on the other side; as he held her firmly at her waist and play­fully twisted her torso, caus­ing her breasts to bump against his cheek as she squirmed her en­joy­ment.

Michelle pulled her nip­ple from his mouth, stood on wob­bly legs and un­but­toned the rest of her dress, let­ting it fall around her an­kles. She wig­gled out of her white panties and stepped be­tween Max’s legs. In a hur­ried fash­ion she un­buck­led his belt, un­zipped his slacks and jerked on them; pulling them off his ass as he raised his hips. In a syn­chro­nous mo­tion, Max stood as Michelle knelt in front of him while he stepped out of his shoes, slacks and briefs. As he took off his shirt, Michelle reached for the first cock, other than Frank’s, since her mar­riage; the cock she had craved since Anse Couleu­vre.

She wrapped her hand around its base. Then, pushed her hand in to­ward his body, stretch­ing the skin tight and ex­pos­ing the ribs run­ning around the shaft of his cock. Frank watched his wife’s wed­ding ring dis­ap­pear into Max’s dark pu­bic hairs as she tried un­suc­cess­fully to touch her fore­fin­ger and thumb around the big base. She pulled it to her mouth, licked the un­der­side of the head and pulled away to take one last look be­fore pro­ceed­ing. Michelle then puck­ered her lips, kissed the tip of his hel­met and slid her lips over the top.

Michelle no­ticed the salty taste of his cock­head as it en­tered her mouth and then the semi-sweet tast­ing pre­cum as it oozed out of the hole and mixed with her saliva. It was dif­fer­ent from Frank’s. Bit­terer, she thought and won­dered what fla­vor his balls would hold if she licked them.

Once she had the head of his cock se­curely in her mouth she pulled her hand away and cupped each of her breasts. She whim­pered when it un­ex­pect­edly popped free from her mouth. She looked into Max’s eyes and lifted up each tit as if to say to him, “These are yours!”, be­fore find­ing his big tool with her lips and suck­ing it back into her mouth.

“Yes!” Frank whis­pered as he got the shot of her look­ing up at Max with his cock in her mouth! The pho­tos he had taken be­fore the din­ner party were so in­cred­i­bly sexy. But, these were on an even higher level! He pho­tographed quickly and ea­gerly; glad at last to see his wife through the lense with an­other man; a man of his choos­ing; both en­gaged in pas­sion­ate sex.

Max and Michelle both no­ticed her hus­band as he moved in for the shots. With­out prompt­ing she be­gan talk­ing to her hus­band be­tween slurps, licks and kisses, “Oh honey. His cock is so de­li­cious. Oh, I can’t be­lieve this! It feels so good to have you watch­ing me!”

Frank was get­ting more aroused by his wife’s words and hav­ing a dif­fi­cult time keep­ing his own cock in his pants and con­cen­trat­ing on the pho­tog­ra­phy. And, the nas­tier she talked the more he liked it. “He turns my pussy on so much!” she added.

Her eyes closed and she took as much of him into her mouth as she could fit. But, his girth was too big for her pe­tite mouth and she had to stop af­ter only three inches. His big dick was dif­fi­cult to hold still as Max ro­tated his hips, try­ing to push into her mouth. At­tempt­ing to gain con­trol of it, Michelle held it with both hands, one at the base while the other stead­ied the shaft. As she sucked, she won­dered how she could pos­si­bly fit it in­side her.

She worked her small mouth around and around the tip as if it were an overiszed pop­si­cle; and slurped her lips each time she pulled it out. She took turns jerk­ing it with each hand and some­times used both; one to hold it steady and the other to pump the bot­tom half while she sucked the top.

Max gen­tly lifted her off his cock and grabbed it him­self. He play­fully slapped it against her face! Michelle’s eyes opened wide, sur­prised by the sound, and by the weight of it pop­ping on her cheek. Frank had never done any­thing like this and it star­tled her! He popped it across her face a sec­ond time and then be­gan rub­bing it across her cheeks and nose and into her blonde hair. She felt a rush of ex­cite­ment by the kinky sen­sa­tion and also by the sound cre­ated when his cock slapped against her face. Re­al­iz­ing she en­joyed it, Michelle purred and pushed against it like a pussy­cat against its mas­ter’s hand; all the while catch­ing glimpses of Frank watch­ing her.

Frank watched as Max rested it against her cheek and rubbed it into her face, push­ing the head against Michelle’s pe­tite nose and across her lips. He took sev­eral pics of the big cock against his wife’s beau­ti­ful face as she snug­gled against it! You’ve never looked so lovely, he thought as he clicked the shut­ter.

“Lick my balls, Michelle,” he in­sisted.

She didn’t need any en­cour­age­ment and ran her tongue down his shaft and onto the ridge down the cen­ter of Max’s scro­tum. With his ball­sack still loose, she let each one lay on her face, pushed her mouth in-be­tween them and looked up into his eyes. She took turns pulling each plum-sized tes­ti­cle into her mouth. Once in­side her sen­si­tive lips she could feel them mov­ing on their own as Max’s body be­gan the nat­u­ral func­tion of con­strict­ing his balls up to­ward the base of his cock, pre­par­ing him for sex. Like a mother cat grab­bing her kit­tens by the neck; Michelle took turns putting each tes­ti­cle in her mouth, then pulling it away from his body; let­ting it slip past her lips and then quick­en­ing her pace and re­peat­ing it again and again.

She wanted to taste the sen­si­tive area be­low his balls but she was hav­ing trou­ble reach­ing it with his hips com­fort­ably in the cush­ion of the sofa. Michelle put her hands on Max’s ham­strings and pushed his legs up and off the cush­ion, ex­pos­ing his con­stricted balls and the large ten­dons hold­ing his cock erect. Max helped her by pulling his knees up to his chest. She placed a fin­ger on each side of the sinew and flexed it; watch­ing as the big cock it held in place moved un­der her con­trol. Then, she used her tongue to tickle this sen­si­tive area above his anus and slid her lips up the sinew un­til it dis­ap­peared un­der­neath his balls.

The musky scent of his crotch aroused Michelle and she be­gan to lick him with more en­thu­si­asm and less pre­ci­sion. Her lit­tle tongue stroked in and out of her mouth, and across the course mat of pu­bic hair and salty dried sweat of his balls. She took folds of skin be­tween her teeth and pulled away as she looked up the length of his cock, and into Max’s eyes.

“That’s it, baby!” Frank whis­pered as he watched his pretty wife work on Max’s cock; his own cock push­ing against his slacks.

For the sec­ond time, Max pulled her off his cock. Then, with his strong arms he lifted her into his lap. Michelle tried to mount him but he wouldn’t let her and it frus­trated her! “Please……fuck me?” she pleaded.

“You’re not used to any­thing this big, are you?” he asked her.

“Let me try,” she whim­pered and squirmed, at­tempt­ing to get on top of it. She rubbed her clit and pulled on her breasts as she pleaded.

“You’re such a beau­ti­ful woman, Michelle,” he said, as he held her firmly by the waist and lifted her onto the big shaft.

“I’ve never had an­other man,” she ad­mit­ted some­what awk­wardly as she mounted him. She snug­gled her head into his neck and cooed gen­tly as she felt the head of his cock touch her pussy.

“That’s a good girl. Just slide on,” he com­pli­mented her as she strad­dled his cock and placed her pussy onto its big head. She felt the head slip into her open­ing but she couldn’t get it any fur­ther in­side. “Ooooohhhh!” she moaned as she wig­gled back and forth across it un­til she was able to stretch her pussy wide enough to take him in. She shiv­ered from the feel of his cock en­ter­ing her pussy, fill­ing her and push­ing against the wet vel­vety skin as she slid all the way onto it.

Max moaned as her soft, wet pussy cov­ered his head and then his shaft. She was warm and wet against the skin of his cock and his balls re­sponded by mov­ing even tighter into his body.

“Ohhh…This is so good,” she said. “Oh, yes! Fuck my pussy!”

Max felt a sense of pride at hav­ing such a stun­ning woman rid­ing him. He was ex­cited as much by his con­quest as by the phys­i­cal feel of her tight pussy! He be­gan let­ting slow grunts and moans em­anate from deep in his chest as she squirmed onto his cock. He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her mouth onto his; push­ing his tongue into her will­ing mouth and kiss­ing her hard by cov­er­ing her lips with his own as she rode his cock.

“Ooooohh­hhh! Mm­mmm….Yes….Fi­nally!…..Yessss!….Oh fi­nally, yes!” she moaned as she slid up and down its length as far as her lit­tle pussy could. Max’s cock stretched her far­ther than she thought pos­si­ble. “Oohhh, it feels so good,” she grunted as his head pushed its way to the back of her sex.

For Michelle, the feel­ing was over­whelm­ing! At long last, she had an­other man’s cock in­side her. Strangely, she wanted to thank Frank. Af­ter all of the teas­ing of the last few months she couldn’t be­lieve how good it felt! Af­ter the teas­ing on French Mar­tinique and the guilt she felt af­ter­ward. Af­ter ex­pos­ing her­self at the din­ner party and the in­cred­i­bly naughty sex­ual teas­ing when she hosted the poker party! It all fi­nally led to this mo­ment! It all cul­mi­nated in this mo­ment!

Michelle pumped her hips and thought of the lurid tales she had read in the erot­ica Frank had ex­posed her to over the years. She al­ways en­joyed read­ing the sto­ries of well en­dowed men hav­ing trou­ble fit­ting into a pe­tite woman’s pussy and se­cretly hoped one day she would ex­pe­ri­ence it. She now had her wish granted!

It felt dif­fer­ent from how she thought it would. There wasn’t any pain. In­stead, there was a feel­ing of full­ness and sta­bil­ity. Sta­bil­ity in the sense that she was an­chored onto him and could ride it as hard and wildly as she wanted with­out any worry of slip­ping off.

“Ooohh! Eeeee!” she ex­claimed. “Fu­u­u­uckkk meee!” she added as she bounced.

Frank was able to cap­ture the mo­ment with his cam­era. His own cock was rag­ing hard as he watched his prim and proper wife ride this large cock and moan with plea­sure.“Is it ev­ery­thing you thought it would be, Michelle?” he asked.

“Oooh, god yes Frank! He’s fuck­ing me so good!” she ex­claimed and turned her head to make eye con­tact as she bounced up and down.

Max turned her over onto her back and placed her an­kles across his shoul­ders. “Let’s re-en­act our fun on the beach. Shall we?” he asked.

Michelle read­ily agreed and ea­gerly squirmed un­til his cock was back in her sex! “I wanted you to fuck me that day,” she said as he slid slowly in and out. “It’s all I could think about for days!” she added. “Fuck me hard, Max. Fuck me like you wanted to fuck me on the beach!”

He took a cush­ion and placed it un­der her ass for a deeper pen­e­tra­tion. Michelle moaned as she re­ceived him and dug her pedi­cured nails into his back.

Frank po­si­tioned him­self be­hind them and zoomed his lense in for a tight shot of Max’s big cock en­gulf­ing his wife. The re­sults of the first two thrusts were dis­ap­point­ing, as the base of his shaft was left out. On the third push he saw Max’s cock dis­ap­pear into her pussy. Hav­ing found the far end of her, Max held still and en­joyed the feel­ing of his cock­head against Michelle’s cervix. Frank clicked away on his cam­era, and watched the dark hairs at the base of Max’s cock mix with Michelle’s wispy blonde strands as she wig­gled and squirmed.

“Unnh…Unnh…Unnnh,” Max grunted as he be­gan stroking again.

Frank watched his wife bend­ing un­der his weight, sweat­ing; her del­i­cate feet har­nessed in her an­kle strap san­dals; bounc­ing against Max’s shoul­ders in rhythm with his grunts as he pumped his cock into her. He was able to take sev­eral pics of the scene as well as sev­eral of her pussy stretched to its limit around Max’s big dick with her pretty pink anus spread open be­low it.

With the way her body had been crav­ing sex ever since she had pre­pared her­self for the evening a few hours be­fore, com­bined with the knowl­edge that only the sec­ond man in her life was now thrust­ing the head of his cock against her cervix, en­hanced by the fact that her hus­band was tak­ing pho­tos of ev­ery­thing she was do­ing, only a cou­ple of thrusts by Max’s hard shaft was needed be­fore she ex­ploded in an or­gasm! She could feel ev­ery mus­cle in her body tight­en­ing up, her vi­sion blacked out as she came as hard. Hard as she had ever came in her en­tire life.

Max en­joyed watch­ing his sex­ual toy writhing un­der him. He could eas­ily see that she was cum­ming and held onto her hips like a vice with his hands. Max was trans­fixed as he watched her ex­plode, and be­gan thrust­ing his big cock in and out of her pussy with even greater force to en­hance the power of her re­lease; lov­ing the way her eyes rolled back as mul­ti­ple or­gasms smashed through her body; ad­mir­ing how the veins in her neck popped out as she steadily screamed and con­vulsed un­der­neath him!

Michelle con­tin­ued her or­gasm and Max con­tin­ued to ap­pre­ci­ate the raw sex­ual sounds es­cap­ing her as she moaned. He soon moved his hands from Michelle’s hips and placed them be­low the back of her knees, press­ing down on them firmly and pin­ning her up­per legs tight against her chest.

This is how he wanted her, back on the beach of French Mar­tinique. He could now push his cock even deeper into her pussy, and he started to steadily thrust his way rhyth­mi­cally in and out of her sex, do­ing so by with­draw­ing in a cir­cu­lar pat­tern just enough that only the head was left in­side her be­fore thrust­ing his hips for­ward again, not stop­ping un­til he could feel her pelvis touch­ing his.

Sa­vor­ing this, he then con­tin­ued watch­ing the his tool slip­ping in and out of her sex for an­other minute or two, lis­ten­ing to her as she end­lessly moaned, watch­ing her ex­pres­sions as she writhed on his cock.

A low gut­tural moan an­nounced his in­ten­tions to cum. Frank saw his wife’s slen­der hand reach around Max’s but­tock and grab his balls. He quickly framed a pic­ture of her lilly white hand against his darker scro­tum, with course curly dark hairs find­ing their way be­tween her fin­gers as she mas­saged his balls and clicked the shut­ter. Michelle’s calfs con­tin­ued to kick against Max’s shoul­ders with each pen­e­trat­ing thrust and she had a dif­fi­cult time keep­ing hold of them each time he with­drew.

She let go of his balls and put her hand on this but­tock, earn­ing a scold­ing from Max, “Get back on my balls, baby. Mm­mmm,” he moaned be­tween grunts and quick­ened his pace.

Max’s balls tight­ened and be­gan pump­ing cum up his shaft. Michelle felt the first big wad shoot­ing into her pussy. It was hot! Hot­ter than she ex­pected! And, it threw her into an­other or­gasm on top of her first. She con­tin­ued to milk his balls as he shot more and more cum into her!

“Unnh….Unnh!” Max groaned like an elk in rut as he came! “Here’s my cum!” he grunted.

Look­ing through his lense, Frank fo­cused the cam­era on Michelle’s pussy. With it full of cock there was nowhere for the cum to go! He saw the thick dis­charge squeeze out the sides of Michelle’s pussy and run down the crack of her ass and onto her anus. Max kept pump­ing un­til his ejac­u­la­tion slowed down. Then, he pulled out and sat up­right on the sofa. “Clean me up, baby,” he said to her.

Michelle kneeled sub­mis­sively be­tween his legs, put his still throb­bing cock into her mouth and slop­pily sucked in his re­main­ing few drops of cum. Her cheeks pulled to­gether as she sucked him hard and as she drained the re­main­ing cum, his cock went mostly flac­cid, re­tain­ing the size of an erect pe­nis, but los­ing its stiff­ness.

At last, Michelle was able to take most of it into her mouth and she spent a con­sid­er­able amount of time with his flac­cid cock as Frank con­tin­ued to snap pho­tos from a short dis­tance away. Want­ing to tease her hus­band, MIchelle looked into the cam­era lense as his cock draped over her fin­gers and bent down and into her mouth.

Sat­is­fied that she had cleaned up her new lover she re­turned to his side, clos­ing her legs to­gether and drap­ing them over his lap. It was at this mo­ment that Max re­al­ized how much he cared for her. Her se­duc­tion of him was com­plete and with her in his arms, he strug­gled with the thoughts of what it all meant, run­ning through his head.

Max leaned his head back onto the top of the sofa cush­ion, try­ing to push his feel­ings from his mind while Michelle leaned against his shoul­der, her chest still heav­ing from the vig­or­ous sex.

“You were both out­stand­ing!” Frank an­nounced from across the room, caus­ing both of them to look up.

“She is an ex­cep­tional lady,” Max told him and kissed Michelle gen­tly on her fore­head.

Michelle gig­gled and pressed her face into Max’s chest. She looked across the room at her hus­band, “Thank you, dar­ling! I could never have dreamed it!”

“You’re very wel­come, Sweet­heart!” Frank re­sponded.

“Did you get lots of pic­tures?” she asked with an ex­cited, but ex­hausted voice.

“Oh, yes! Enough to re-live the mo­ment. And, some that are Hall of Fame ma­te­rial!” he replied. She gig­gled again, en­joy­ing his com­ment!

“Would you get us all a drink, Michelle?” Frank asked.

“Why, of course! Any­thing for my men!” she ex­claimed. Michelle stood, and in part due to her mod­esty but mostly be­cause she wanted to dec­o­rate her­self, she pulled her panties back on be­fore walk­ing to the kitchen. Her mother al­ways told her a woman never looks more at­trac­tive to her hus­band than when she is dressed in heels and lin­gerie.

“Look at her, Max. So ex­quis­ite!” Frank said as she walked away, her del­i­cate stiletto heels click­ing on the tile floor with each step and the mus­cu­la­ture of her heart shaped ass sway­ing from side to side.

“Frank, I don’t know what to say. She was won­der­ful!” Max an­swered.

“You don’t need to say any­thing, Max. Let’s re­lax and en­joy a drink while we all re­cover.”

Michelle re­turned with re­fresh­ments in hand, giv­ing a scotch to both men and keep­ing a glass of wine for her­self. Frank held out his hand to her and she smiled. She sat on the love seat be­side him and curled her legs un­der­neath her hips and leaned against him, clearly ex­hausted from the sex.

“Oh, my! That was good!” she ex­claimed and ex­haled a gush of air.

Max raised a toast, “Here’s to Michelle!”

Michelle feigned a blush, low­ered her chin and looked down as the two men raised their glasses. She put her arm around Frank and hugged against his shoul­der, ac­knowl­edg­ing his im­por­tance in front of Max. She drank slowly, feel­ing it spread warmly through her tired body.



The ac­tiv­i­ties of the past few hours had left her emo­tion­ally, as well as phys­i­cally ex­hausted and it was this ex­haus­tion that al­lowed her the free­dom to talk about the ex­pe­ri­ence with­out feel­ing slutty. Af­ter all, with Frank’s help she had bro­ken a taboo! She had fucked an­other man while her hus­band voyuered her act.

“Max, I want to make sure you don’t have the wrong idea of what oc­curred tonight,” she said. Frank gen­tly cupped her breasts and squeezed her nip­ples as she spoke and she felt a stir­ring in her pussy as he gen­tly played with her. “Ever since the af­ter­noon on the beach I’ve fan­ta­sized of you fill­ing me up with your cock; us­ing me as you pleased; but all the time re­signed to know­ing it would never hap­pen.”

She squeezed her hus­band’s hand as she con­tin­ued. “I never spoke of it with Frank.” She gave Frank an ad­mir­ing look and an af­fec­tion­ate kiss on the cheek be­fore con­tin­u­ing. “You see, I’m an old-fash­ioned girl. I have al­ways be­lieved that when I kiss a boy it means some­thing very spe­cial to me. Frank has made me un­der­stand how my kisses…..my af­fec­tion, are still spe­cial; but I can give them to oth­ers with­out threat­en­ing the love we have for each other.”

She gig­gled and con­tin­ued, “I hope I’m mak­ing sense out of this. I can’t even de­scribe how it felt to be used like that. It felt so sat­is­fy­ing to let my­self go…to let my­self go com­pletely. I’ve al­ways dreamed of be­ing filled up by a man as large as your, Max. And, to have you in­side me while Frank watched….I don’t know ex­press how in­cred­i­ble that was! I’ve never felt that way be­fore and I couldn’t have done it with­out Frank’s con­sent.”

Max lis­tened; then as­sured Michelle he un­der­stood.

As the en­ergy ran out of the con­ver­sa­tion, Frank of­fered the guest bed­room to Max for the night. “It’s two in the morn­ing and there is no sense in you hur­ry­ing home,” he told him. But, it was clear to Max that Michelle wanted to re­con­nect with her hus­band, hav­ing re­mained close to his side through­out their con­ver­sa­tion. He po­litely de­clined.

Michelle ten­derly grasped his hand and led him to the front door. “You were won­der­ful! I’ve never been as sex­u­ally ful­filled in my life as I am tonight,” she said.

Frank watched as Max and Michelle as­sumed the same pose they held against the rail­ing of the cruise ship on the night they met. This time, she didn’t pull away from his grasp as his hands touched the bare skin of her waist. And, un­like the first night they met, she stood naked ex­cept for her panties and heels, and let him pull her into his chest as she bal­anced on one leg, bend­ing the other at the knee.

He touched her lips with his and slipped his tongue into her will­ing mouth. This kiss was dif­fer­ent from the ones they ex­changed ear­lier, dur­ing the heat of their pas­sion. This kiss was from his heart to hers, and was given with the ap­pro­pri­ate gen­tle­ness.

“Will we have this again?” he asked, open­ing up his emo­tions to her and hop­ing for a pos­i­tive re­sponse.

Frank stood, and walked slowly from the liv­ing room as Michelle said her good­bye. “Will you ever again be in­vited into my home and be al­lowed to have me? It’s not my de­ci­sion to make.”

A feel­ing of con­tent­ment filled Michelle’s mind as she closed the door be­hind him. She turned and snug­gled into Frank’s arms! Tears filled her eyes, mak­ing him won­der why. “Are they tears of joy or sad­ness?” he asked her gen­tly.

“Not sad­ness….Maybe joy….Maybe tears of raw emo­tion?” she replied hon­estly. “Hold me,” she pleaded. Frank car­ried her up­stairs and placed her in their bed. He held Michelle close un­til she fell asleep. When she awoke to the late morn­ing sun Frank was sleep­ing be­side her. An or­nately dec­o­rated box was placed on the bed next to her pil­low. She flipped open the lid and found in­side a photo al­bum ti­tled, “The Se­cret Gar­den”.

The End


The Se­cret Gar­den Ch. 02

Thank you for the re­sponse to Chap­ter 1. In this chap­ter, Frank con­tin­ues to lead his young wife on her sex­ual awak­en­ing. If you haven’t al­ready, I sug­gest you read the first chap­ter. It’s a long read, but nec­es­sary for im­por­tant char­ac­ter de­vel­op­ment. En­joy!!

*

Michelle straight­ened her legs, pointed her toes and leaned back, pulling hard on the bench swing, caus­ing it to gen­tly rock on the long white ropes stretch­ing down from the limbs of the old oak tree. As the swing moved, she cocked her head back and peered up at the fall­ing leaves glid­ing their way down from the top branches, through the fad­ing af­ter­noon sun­light to the ground be­neath her feet. She loved this gar­den, this se­cret place where she could hide from the hus­tle and bus­tle of her ev­ery­day life. She of­ten came here at the end of the day to col­lect her thoughts as she waited for Frank to re­turn home from work.

This was Michelle’s sanc­tu­ary. A cathe­dral with a canopy of in­ter­twined tree branches, walls of hon­ey­suckle, mag­no­lia and but­ter­fly bushes; a floor dec­o­rated with beds full of flow­ers en­cir­cling a small is­land of thick, lush grass which framed her swing. At in­ter­vals along the wall, oak trees stood like mas­sive dec­o­ra­tive pil­lars and if one could find an open­ing in na­ture’s pro­tec­tive veil they would see a moss en­crusted cedar fence to fur­ther block the pry­ing eyes of her neigh­bors, all jeal­ous of her youth and beauty; and all in ad­mi­ra­tion of her virtue and poise.

Michelle pro­jected an im­age out in the busy world with her coun­try club friends and neigh­bors. To be hon­est, it was more than just an im­age be­cause an im­age can­not be lived, it can only be pro­jected. She had to be true to her­self and that meant she had to live a life that mod­eled virtue and she did ex­actly that. Even though it sapped her strength and she found it emo­tion­ally drain­ing, she car­ried her­self as she knew she must. Michelle would never ad­mit to her friends she took pride in how she lived; but she did and she would some­times tell Frank that she was proud of her strength of char­ac­ter and she en­joyed know­ing her peers thought highly of her. Sadly, her ad­mis­sions to Frank were of­ten fol­lowed by a sigh, in­di­cat­ing her emo­tional fa­tigue.

But here in her se­cret gar­den she could al­low the other facets of her per­son­al­ity to sur­face. She could be vul­ner­a­ble and del­i­cate like the flow­ers on the hon­ey­suckle that helped to hide her from view. Yes, here in her se­cret gar­den she could open up her mind and let it roam free and like to­day, she of­ten let her fin­gers drift in­side her panties to did­dle with her clit as her thoughts drifted back to the ad­ven­tures Frank had or­ches­trated for her over the course of her sum­mer of sex­ual awak­en­ing.

Michelle stopped pulling and let the swing glide ef­fort­lessly back and forth, the en­ergy drain­ing from the long ropes, each pass shorter than the one it fol­lowed. Michelle slid her in­dex fin­ger into her slit, then pulled it out, her own mois­ture with it and onto her clit while won­der­ing if there was any­thing Frank could ask of her that she wouldn’t do and she was cer­tain there wasn’t; and she rubbed her clit faster as she thought of how he had put her into sit­u­a­tions where she could ex­pose her­self to men. The sounds of chil­dren play­ing in the ad­ja­cent yards and their mother’s oc­ca­sional calls found their way across the fence and through the wall of shrubs and trees as Michelle pulled her feet up onto the swing, let­ting her white sun­dress fall down her legs and bunch around her waist as she spread her knees wide apart. She pulled the gus­set of her panties to the side, ex­pos­ing her pussy and leaned her head back as she played with her­self; the sounds of her neigh­bors even­tu­ally fad­ing from her con­scious­ness; re­placed by the sounds run­ning through her mind; the sounds of men’s lewd com­ments as she posed for them.

She didn’t in­tend to con­tinue, but the nasty thoughts wouldn’t leave so she gave up her re­sis­tance and played with her ten­der nub un­til she came. And when she did, her legs tight­ened around her hand and her eyes closed shut and the swing’s ropes twisted to­gether, spin­ning her around as her body con­torted in ex­cite­ment. She of­ten did this when she was all alone with her thoughts and would some­times tell Frank, but most of the time she wouldn’t. She loved him and thought ev­ery­thing should be shared be­tween a man and wife, but she was also shy; and mas­tur­bat­ing was such a pri­vate thing. Be­sides, Frank had told her to play with her­self more fre­quently and stop try­ing to re­sist her urges. “Em­brace them and let them wan­der through your mind as you go about your day,” he had said to her sev­eral times.

Af­ter­wards, Michelle made her way back to the house, pass­ing their pool and hot tub on the way and throw­ing a few flow­ers into the clear wa­ter be­fore pro­ceed­ing fur­ther. She felt re­freshed and full of en­ergy, and she was ex­cited be­cause Frank had promised to tell her all about a sur­pris­ing de­vel­op­ment when he came home from work.

“I love you, Sweet­heart!” Frank said af­ter set­ting his brief­case onto his desk and pulling Michelle into him for a kiss.

“I love you too!” Michelle an­swered and pressed her lips to his, grate­ful he was fi­nally home from work.

They ex­changed the events of their day over a cock­tail. Frank, dis­sect­ing the meet­ings and tele­phone con­ver­sa­tions he had with clients and Michelle ex­plain­ing the busy so­cial ac­tiv­i­ties with her friends and ac­quain­tances. They worked as a two per­son team, com­ple­ment­ing each other’s work. Michelle’s net­work­ing of­ten re­sulted in clients for Frank and even­tu­ally in very prof­itable re­la­tion­ships and busi­ness deals. May/De­cem­ber re­la­tion­ships are of­ten this way. An older, more ma­ture hus­band with a younger, beau­ti­ful wife can be so much more of a ful­fill­ing mar­riage than the so­ci­etal norm. Frank and Michelle spoke of their age dif­fer­ence fre­quently, al­ways in af­fec­tion­ate terms, both ap­pre­cia­tive of their re­la­tion­ship.

They were dress­ing for a ban­quet at the coun­try club and Frank had still not di­vulged the ‘sur­pris­ing de­vel­op­ment’ to Michelle. She knew he was hold­ing out on her, wait­ing for the right time but she was anx­ious to hear about it, es­pe­cially be­cause she had de­tected an ex­cite­ment in his voice when he first brought up the sub­ject on the phone ear­lier that morn­ing.

“Okaaay,” she chided him. “Are you plan­ning of telling me or not?”

Frank knew what she was talk­ing about with­out ask­ing her to ex­plain fur­ther, and a smile curled across his face as he an­swered. “You’ll never guess who called this morn­ing, Michelle.”

She leaned into him and crossed her wrists be­hind his neck as she flirted. “A se­cret ad­mirer of yours? Or maybe a jilted lover from your past?” She bal­anced on one leg, the other pulled up be­hind her knee as she waited for his an­swer.

He gave Michelle a firm spank on her bot­tom, earn­ing a play­ful yelp!

“Trevor Collins in­vited us over for an in­ti­mate din­ner this Sat­ur­day evening.”

Michelle felt an im­me­di­ate sense of ex­cite­ment. Af­ter all, she had spent an evening host­ing a men’s poker party at Trevor’s home ear­lier that sum­mer. It was an el­e­gant, ex­pan­sive house and in Frank’s pres­ence she had flirted and teased Trevor and his male guests over the course of sev­eral hours. She had al­lowed the men to take lib­er­ties, feel­ing up her breasts and bot­tom, even al­low­ing a few of them the op­por­tu­nity to play with her pussy in ex­change for sub­stan­tial tips. She was aroused the en­tire evening and af­ter the game she was treated with the plea­sure of meet­ing Trevor’s wife, Glo­ria.

“Glo­ria is such an ex­cit­ing lady!” she re­sponded. “Did you ac­cept his in­vi­ta­tion?”

“Of course! We’re ex­pected at eight.”

“Oh, Frank! We’ll have so much fun!”

Through­out the ban­quet din­ner Michelle thought of noth­ing else but the in­vi­ta­tion. She was ex­cited and wor­ried at the same time. She wor­ried that Max would be at­tend­ing the din­ner but she was hes­i­tant to ask. She knew Frank would tell her when she needed to know. If the pre­vi­ous months had taught her any­thing, it was to trust Frank to know what she needed and when she needed it. Michelle had fi­nally ac­cepted that he knew her in­ner de­sires bet­ter than she did. He had proven it time af­ter time.

The next day, Frank in­structed her to go shop­ping for a new dress for Fri­day’s din­ner. “Make sure you pur­chase an en­tire en­sem­ble, Baby.” he had re­minded her as she opened the door to leave for her fa­vorite dress shops.

“I prom­ise!” she said and added coyly, “Do you have any re­quests?”

Frank let her know the evening may end with some sex­ual play­ful­ness and to keep that in mind as she shopped. “Use your imag­i­na­tion when choos­ing your out­fit and con­sider that I may ask you to push your sex­ual bound­aries be­fore the night is com­plete.”

She took Frank’s sug­ges­tion to heart while she shopped, lim­it­ing her op­tions to el­e­gant dresses that would cre­ate an air of so­phis­ti­cated sex­u­al­ity. Not know­ing which fan­tasy Frank might choose for her, she let many pos­si­bil­i­ties run through her mind as she tried on dress af­ter dress; pos­ing in each one and vi­su­al­iz­ing the var­i­ous types of sex­ual play he might ask her to en­gage in with Trevor, and es­pe­cially Glo­ria. “Could I be so lucky?” she said to her­self as she posed in front of a full length mir­ror in an­other of a se­ries of beau­ti­ful dresses.

Michelle had only spo­ken with Glo­ria the night of the poker party, but was quite smit­ten with her. Some­thing about the el­e­gant, ma­ture woman cap­ti­vated Michelle. Per­haps it was the way she car­ried her­self, dis­play­ing such a con­fi­dent and au­thor­i­ta­tive aura. She was cer­tainly a beau­ti­ful woman; with a slen­der body and full breasts, just like her­self. What­ever it was, Michelle wanted to hear her praise and yearned to gain her ac­cep­tance.

She won­dered if Glo­ria had dis­cussed such a pos­si­bil­ity with Trevor and if so, did they talk with Frank about it? It ex­cited Michelle to think that Glo­ria might be talk­ing about her with Trevor. Or, was it only wish­ful think­ing on her part? Michelle de­cided to keep hop­ing for it and cen­tered her ef­forts on find­ing an en­sem­ble that would please both Frank and Glo­ria.

It took her a full day of shop­ping to choose the per­fect out­fit; black stiletto high heels, thigh high black silk stock­ings, black lacy panties with trans­par­ent pan­els in front and back, and a black silk Nicole Miller wrap dress with a short hem and plung­ing neck­line that wouldn’t al­low for a bra.

Michelle spent the re­main­der of the week in­volved in her usual rou­tine of lun­cheons, ten­nis with her friends and evening ac­tiv­i­ties with Frank and his clients. But, Sat­ur­day night was never far from her mind un­til Sat­ur­day ar­rived; only to be filled with a sched­uled break­fast with their friends and more ten­nis and a meet­ing with clients af­ter lunch. Fi­nally, as the last com­mit­ment ended she could de­vote her full at­ten­tion and en­ergy to the evening of ad­ven­ture Frank had or­ches­trated.

Michelle bathed as Frank shaved, and as she bathed the worry of Max show­ing up for the din­ner crept into her thoughts. She couldn’t be cer­tain, but she sensed that Max was in love with her. He in­di­cated as much by the way he kissed her good­night at the door af­ter Frank had ar­ranged a ‘date’ with him in their home. What if he showed up at his fa­ther’s house while they were there and made a scene or sim­ply caused an em­bar­rass­ment? It’s true that she loved him while he was fuck­ing her with his huge cock. But, Frank had ar­ranged it for her and her emo­tions were only for his cock and then only while Max was rav­aging her. She had never given him her heart, only her raw sex­u­al­ity. But, it both­ered her to think about it and she was quiet long enough for Frank to no­tice her quiet­ness and guess her ap­pre­hen­sive­ness.

“Don’t worry. Max won’t be there tonight, Sweet­heart,” was all he said as he pulled the ra­zor up his jaw.

The weight of her worry drained from her body and dis­ap­peared into the steam­ing hot wa­ter. “How do you know my ev­ery thought?” she asked with ad­mi­ra­tion.

“Michelle, I know your ev­ery thought be­cause I care about your ev­ery thought.” He sat his ra­zor on the sink and looked in her eyes. “I mar­vel at your nat­u­ral cu­rios­ity, your feel­ings and emo­tions, your in­tri­cate thoughts and sen­ti­ments. I love ev­ery­thing about you.”

“Frank, I love you so much. I don’t de­serve you. But, I’m so glad I have you and I’ll do any­thing for you. You know that don’t you?”

Frank re­turned to shav­ing as he spoke. “Yes, I know. And, I’ll ask more of you tonight.”

Michelle didn’t an­swer. In­stead, she let out an au­di­ble sigh and slid her hand, hid­den by the bub­bles, be­tween her legs to play with her­self while Frank smiled his ap­proval. She won­dered if Glo­ria’s pussy looked and tasted like her own be­cause she had never been with a woman be­fore and she hoped tonight would be her first.

They slowed to a stop on the Collin’s wide, stone cir­cu­lar drive­way. Frank held the door for his beau­ti­ful wife and she showed her ap­pre­ci­a­tion by open­ing her legs to him. She knew he loved see­ing up her dress. “Very nice,” he said.

“Why, thank you sir!” she replied, then stood, straight­ened her dress and walked with him to the front door of this very ex­pan­sive home.

A maid an­swered the door and led them through the foyer with its mar­ble tile and tall ceil­ing com­plete with dec­o­ra­tive chan­de­lier and wind­ing stair­case. She left them in a large en­ter­tain­ment room; the walls lined with wal­nut pan­el­ing be­low a chair rail and a light col­ored wall­pa­per above it. A huge pool ta­ble and a bar with sev­eral flat-screen tele­vi­sion mon­i­tors above it oc­cu­pied one end of the room. A grand pi­ano, high-back leather chair and match­ing sofa set were in the other half and a dance floor large enough for ten cou­ples took up the mid­dle third of the room.

Trevor and Glo­ria Collins soon ap­peared to greet their guests. Trevor was dressed like Frank, wear­ing slacks and a pullover shirt. Glo­ria wore a very thin, knee length cream col­ored silk dress with a low bodice that barely cov­ered the swells of her breasts and was del­i­cate enough to al­low her nip­ples to poke through. It was ob­vi­ous she wasn’t wear­ing a bra and af­ter see­ing her, Frank and Michelle ex­changed an ap­prov­ing glance be­fore walk­ing to­ward their new friends to ex­change greet­ings.

“You look lovely, Michelle!” Glo­ria said as she pressed her cheek against Michelle’s and made the del­i­cate sound of a kiss in her ear.

Michelle found her­self blush­ing from the com­pli­ment and won­dered if Glo­ria could feel the heat from her cheek when it pressed against her’s. Both ladies ran their hands up the small of each other’s back be­fore they broke their short em­brace.

“Yes, very lovely!” Trevor said and gave Michelle a kiss on her cheek and told his wife that Michelle was the best poker party host­ess he had ever had. The com­ment em­bar­rassed Michelle be­cause she wasn’t sure what Glo­ria thought of her and wor­ried she would think of her as a sex starved floosy.

“You’re blush­ing again, Michelle,” Frank said.

“No, I’m not,” she re­sponded.

“Dar­ling, you are beau­ti­ful when you blush! Don’t be shy about your in­no­cence,” Glo­ria added and took her by the arm to lead her to the din­ing room with Trevor and Frank in tow. Michelle de­murely thanked her again and felt a warmth run through her body from the praise she was re­ceiv­ing. As Glo­ria led her away, she won­dered again how it would feel to kiss Glo­ria’s pussy.

The maid brought din­ner and at­tended to ev­ery need as the two cou­ples ate, drank and ex­changed lively, sex­u­ally charged talk over the next two hours and Michelle seemed to hang on ev­ery word Glo­ria spoke.

Even­tu­ally, Glo­ria brought up an un­palat­able sub­ject; one Michelle knew might come up, but un­sure of how it would play out.

“Michelle.”

“Yes, Glo­ria?”

“Max has said so many nice things about you. You and Frank met him in St. Mar­tin? Tell us all about it!”

Michelle blushed once again, won­der­ing how much Max had told his mother about her and un­com­fort­able in where the con­ver­sa­tion might lead with her hus­band sit­ting be­side her. She looked down at her plate to hide any ex­pres­sion that might give away her em­bar­rass­ment. “Ac­tu­ally, Frank and I met him on the cruise ship, our very first night aboard. Af­ter that, we all spent an af­ter­noon to­gether on St. Mar­tin.”

Frank chimed in, “Max was great fun! A very witty young man. He and Michelle hit if off right away!” Michelle looked at Frank as he spoke, and then looked away as if try­ing to avoid her in­clu­sion in the con­ver­sa­tion.

“I sus­pected so,” Glo­ria re­sponded and then di­rected her com­ments at Michelle. “Max is quite a con­ver­sa­tion­al­ist. I’m sure he was en­gag­ing to you both.”

“He cer­tainly was,” Michelle re­sponded, try­ing to keep her an­swer short, and hoped the con­ver­sa­tion would end quickly; still very un­cer­tain if Glo­ria knew of her es­capade with him.

Frank looked to­ward Michelle and added, “He even ac­cepted our din­ner in­vi­ta­tion af­ter we re­turned from the cruise and we all had a won­der­ful evening to­gether didn’t we Michelle.”

Michelle fid­geted in her chair, think­ing of that night, think­ing of how Max fucked her with his big cock while Frank took pic­tures, and she ner­vously blurted out, “Yes! Max was very im­pres­sive! Uh, I mean, uhmm you know…he was lots of fun!”

“Well, Max is noth­ing if not fun!” Trevor added.

“And, we girls do have to have some fun! Don’t we, Michelle?”

“Yes….yes, I sup­pose we do!” she replied, ner­vously set­ting her sil­ver­ware be­side her plate and ea­ger to re­cover from her em­bar­rass­ment.

“We are un­der so much pres­sure to be per­fect ladies!” Glo­ria stated to them all. “Be­ing a mod­est and vir­tu­ous woman and all that.” She talked di­rectly to Michelle now. “Heaven knows Trevor and I have paid our dues. We are so for­tu­nate to have some nice things and a com­fort­able life.” Trevor grabbed her hand as she spoke.

“Your home is beau­ti­ful,” Michelle told her, thank­ful the con­ver­sa­tion was fi­nally mov­ing away from Max.

“Thank you, Dar­ling. It didn’t come eas­ily. Trevor and I worked as a team, in much the same way as you and Frank.”

Her com­ment warmed Michelle. It felt good to know she thought well of her mar­riage and she moved for­ward in her chair and en­gaged her­self in the con­ver­sa­tion.

“But, we can’t be one di­men­sional, Dar­ling. We can’t al­ways carry our virtue on dis­play as if it is a tro­phy to show the world. I’m very proud of you host­ing Trevor’s poker party, Michelle. I want you to know, just in case you were un­sure of how I felt.”

Michelle smiled brightly now! She was be­com­ing quite smit­ten with Glo­ria and won­dered if she would ma­ture into the kind of woman Glo­ria was; El­e­gant, worldly and wise, beau­ti­ful, and so de­sir­able! Michelle mar­veled at her beauty and Glo­ria caught her check­ing out her fig­ure and gave her an ap­prov­ing wink.

“Glo­ria, to be hon­est, I was un­com­fort­able about it. Maybe I was be­ing silly, I know. But, didn’t want you to think poorly of me.”

“Don’t men­tion it, Dar­ling. I’ve hosted Trevor’s par­ties a few times my­self.” She leaned for­ward and whis­pered in a voice loud enough for the men to hear, “I just made sure Trevor didn’t in­vite our nor­mal cir­cle of friends!”

Both women shared an in­ti­mate, know­ing gig­gle as the men ex­changed looks and a smile. And, Michelle felt her heart strengthen, know­ing she wasn’t the only vir­tu­ous woman with a naughty side to her per­son­al­ity.

Glo­ria and Michelle car­ried on for some time, ex­chang­ing sto­ries about their ex­pe­ri­ences as hostesses, the con­ver­sa­tion turn­ing bawdy at times and the men even­tu­ally joined in, com­pli­ment­ing their spouse’s on their du­ties and flirt­ing with them. The fif­teen year age dif­fer­ence be­tween the two women wasn’t very no­tice­able in their looks. Glo­ria was an ex­cep­tion­ally beau­ti­ful forty-six year old woman. She had given birth to Max when she was very young and her hips re­turned to their nat­u­ral, slen­der shape quickly and she had main­tained her fig­ure ever since. She was very sim­i­lar to Michelle; both in height and shape.



The dif­fer­ence in the two women was their stature. Michelle seemed to de­fer to Glo­ria, as though the two women had al­ready de­ter­mined the sta­tus each would hold in their re­la­tion­ship. Glo­ria was ob­vi­ously the al­pha fe­male.

The cou­ples flirted with each other across the ta­ble; talk­ing, ges­tur­ing, and oc­ca­sion­ally touch­ing hands and arms as their con­ver­sa­tion con­tin­ued on a sex­ual tone and even­tu­ally Trevor sug­gested they re­tire to the en­ter­tain­ment room for some fun.

Once again the ladies led the way, hold­ing each other’s hand; their high heels click­ing as they crossed the tile dance floor and when the men ar­rived Trevor sug­gested they do a photo shoot. “We have two ex­am­ples of the fem­i­nine at it’s finest; smart, con­fi­dent, sexy and play­ful! There couldn’t be a bet­ter op­por­tu­nity,” he ex­plained.

Frank read­ily agreed and when the ladies didn’t ob­ject Trevor called for the maid and in­structed her to bring the equip­ment. Trevor poured drinks while the maid, com­plete with a dis­ap­prov­ing look; un­packed light stands, re­flec­tors, tri­pod and two dig­i­tal cam­eras. Michelle won­dered if her at­ti­tude was due to her added work or her dis­ap­proval of their deca­dent plans. Once fin­ished, Trevor ex­cused her for the re­main­der of the night and she left through the long hall­way lead­ing to the side door.

Frank helped ar­range the light­ing while Trevor ex­plained the shoot to his wife and Michelle. “Have you mod­eled be­fore, Michelle?’ asked Trevor.

“I uhmm, yes, yes I have, but I’m still rather ner­vous,’ she replied with a slight, help­less trem­bling in her voice as she thought of the pho­tos in the al­bum be­side her bed.

“Well, you are beau­ti­ful and you needn’t worry, just re­lax and let Glo­ria help you with your poses. I’m sure you’ll en­joy it as you get com­fort­able. Are you ready, Glo­ria? Ladies? Ready to be­gin?’ he asked

“Yes, yes,” they replied. “Where would you like us?”

Trevor first had them stand­ing to­gether, and then sat them each on an arm of the high-backed chair next to the pi­ano. Each took an­other drink of wine while both men tin­kered with their cam­eras. Trevor be­gan tak­ing pho­tos and di­rect­ing the women in some ca­sual poses to warm them up and get used to the cam­era. While he and Trevor snapped away, Glo­ria took charge of Michelle, giv­ing her tips and in­struct­ing her how to pose. Michelle seemed to en­joy be­ing led by her and she de­ferred to each of her sug­ges­tions, prac­tic­ing them and ask­ing her opin­ion.

Each posed sex­ily on an arm of the chair when Glo­ria in­structed her to un­cross her legs and lean into her. She then placed her hand on Michelle’s thigh. Michelle did as she was told with­out hes­i­ta­tion, and when Glo­ria’s hand touched her dress it pulled off her leg. This made for the first risqué’ shot of the photo shoot as both men could just see a hint of stock­ing top as her dress fell away. It didn’t seem to bother Michelle; she did hes­i­tate slightly and thought of reach­ing for the hem of her dress to cover her­self. But, she pushed the thought from her mind as she en­joyed the feel of Glo­ria’s hand and took an­other drink from her wine glass and as she leaned for­ward to place the now empty glass on the end-ta­ble, her dress blos­somed away from her chest, ex­pos­ing her breasts.

Glo­ria moved her hands up to cup one of them. “Your breasts are de­li­cious,” she said softly into her ear. “Your hus­band’s a very lucky man. Do you mind?” she asked as she be­gan to gen­tly squeeze Michelle’s plump mel­ons. Michelle shook her head as her lips slowly parted and she be­gan to breathe heav­ier. “They’re al­most over­sized for your slen­der frame, Dar­ling,” Glo­ria told her as she gen­tly but firmly ca­ressed her tit.

Michelle let out a quiet moan as Glo­ria looked in­tently to­ward her hus­band and slowly licked her lips. “Do I please you?” Michelle breathed. She was quickly giv­ing in to Glo­ria’s dom­i­nance and was very anx­ious to hear the ma­ture woman praise her.

“I’ll let you know af­ter I have you lick my pussy, Michelle. For now, we have more work to do for our hus­bands.”

Glo­ria’s com­ment melted her. Michelle was in heaven, let­ting an­other woman mas­sage her tits for the first time. Michelle looked at Frank with an “Oh god, I can’t be­lieve this is hap­pen­ing” ex­pres­sion on her face and sighed in plea­sure.

Trevor in­structed them to hold their pose and clicked off a burst of pho­tos show­ing Michelle’s ex­posed tits in Glo­ria’s hands with the top of her dress fall­ing off her shoul­ders. “Lovely, lovely, Michelle. Hold it right there….Yes!”

“You are a very sexy lady, Michelle,” en­cour­aged Trevor, “And you work so well with Glo­ria. Would you undo the wrap and let the dress open up a lit­tle bit more, please. That would be won­der­ful.”

Michelle looked at Frank for ap­proval and re­ceived it with a slight chin nod and wink. Sens­ing no dis­agree­ment, Glo­ria reached be­hind Michelle and un­did the clasp hold­ing the wrap dress to­gether and with it un­done, the dress fell open, and Glo­ria pulled it from her body, re­veal­ing all of her to the cam­era.

“Your body is ex­quis­ite!” Glo­ria told her and Michelle sighed when she kissed her fully on her lips as Trevor and Frank snapped more pho­tos. Michelle’s body was re­act­ing to the sex­u­ally charged at­mos­phere and as she re­ceived her first sex­ual kiss from a woman, she felt her pussy moisten and tin­gle. She couldn’t stop her­self from del­i­cately push­ing her tongue onto Glo­ria’s lips and let­ting it dance on the soft flesh. When she re­ceived Glo­ria’s tongue in re­turn she swooned and re­laxed her body, leaned into Glo­ria and un­con­sciously rubbed her nip­ples against Glo­ria’s arm.

“That’s it, baby. Let your­self go,” Glo­ria said softly. Michelle blushed for the last time.

Both ladies en­ter­tained thoughts of con­tin­u­ing their em­brace un­til Trevor snapped them out of it with more in­struc­tion. He ex­changed a know­ing look with Frank. They were both pleased with how Glo­ria had taken charge of her in­no­cent, young sub­ject and ev­ery­thing was go­ing ex­actly the way Frank had ex­pected. But, it was still early and they had sev­eral more poses in mind be­fore they were ready to let the girls have their fun.

Trevor and Glo­ria started to make more de­mand­ing re­quests of Michelle; ask­ing her to hold dif­fi­cult, tir­ing poses and Frank won­dered how Michelle would take it, but he needn’t have wor­ried. Yes, the poses were some­times dif­fi­cult to hold but Glo­ria helped her and af­ter an­other glass of wine she seemed to not care how dif­fi­cult the pose was and was quite happy to have Glo­ria di­rect­ing her for as long as pos­si­ble.

Frank took a seat on the pi­ano bench, en­joy­ing a fine French cig­a­rette and a glass of wine, while watch­ing his young wife pos­ing with a dom­i­nant woman, work­ing hard to please her and no longer blush­ing when she heard com­pli­ments about her body.

Trevor sug­gested Glo­ria un­dress, which she did with a flair; hav­ing Michelle help her pull the straps off her shoul­ders and then wig­gling her ass sug­ges­tively as she slipped out of the dress and let it pool at her feet, re­veal­ing her­self nude ex­cept for stock­ings and her peek-toe pumps.

Michelle’s heart raced as she helped Glo­ria out of her dress. She had never been in a sit­u­a­tion like this; her­self naked ex­cept for her panties, stiletto heels and stock­ings, and help­ing such a beau­ti­ful, con­fi­dent woman un­dress as the cam­era’s busily recorded their ac­tions. She stood be­hind Glo­ria and watched as first the dark crevice be­tween her cheeks came into view and then with the dress fall­ing down her legs, Michelle saw the firm mus­cles of her heart shaped ass. “Beau­ti­ful!” she said softly, low­ered onto her haunches and slid her hand across the soft skin of Glo­ria’s but­tocks.

Glo­ria was now naked, ex­cept she wore white stock­ings and white peek-toe pumps and she turned around slowly so Michelle could see her from the front. This was Michelle’s first op­por­tu­nity to see her breasts, ab­domen and pussy. And, as her front came into view, Michelle gasped. The pussy Michelle had hoped to see was only inches from her face. She took a mo­ment to study it, ig­nor­ing the hur­ried ac­tiv­ity of Trevor and Frank’s pho­tog­ra­phy, and noted how sim­i­lar it looked to her own pussy and mar­veled at its beauty.

“You want to taste it, don’t you?” Glo­ria asked as she looked down at her.

Michelle nod­ded her head ‘yes’ and placed her hand on Glo­ria’s waist.

“And, if I let you taste my pussy will you be sat­is­fied and fo­cus on our photo ses­sion?”

Again, Michelle nod­ded.

“You can have a taste, my de­li­cious lit­tle slut.”

Michelle liked be­ing called a slut. It felt so nasty to here it, but it al­ways seemed to re­lease urges from deep in­side. She ran her fin­gers across Glo­ria’s pelvic bone and down her crotch, pass­ing through her pu­bic hair, then con­tin­u­ing past her labia with­out touch­ing them and fi­nally onto her in­ner thighs. Michelle was close enough to smell Glo­ria’s sex and she pulled the aroma into her nos­trils and al­most buried her face in be­tween Glo­ria’s legs but knew she needed to wait un­til Frank gave his ap­proval, which he with an­other nod of his chin.

Michelle then moved her face to­ward Glo­ria’s sex, ex­cited that she would fi­nally have her tongue on an­other woman’s pussy. Glo­ria cru­elly stopped Michelle just as her tongue was push­ing out from her mouth and only an inch away from her de­light. A pouty look came across Michelle’s face and she whim­pered.

Glo­ria pushed her hand down her crotch in front of Michelle’s face and slowly slid one fin­ger into her pussy, let­ting it dis­ap­pear up to the knuckle. She pulled it out, wet­ting her clit with it and fi­nally into her own mouth. She lewdly sucked at her fin­ger, as if she were show­ing Michelle how she sucked cock, puck­er­ing her lips as if kiss­ing her digit and swirling her tongue around it. Glo­ria moaned as she slid it back into her cunt. Glo­ria added a sec­ond fin­ger, the two dis­ap­pear­ing half­way into her wet cunt, let­ting Michelle take in the sight of it. “I didn’t say you could lick me, Michelle. I said you could taste me.” She then held Michelle’s chin with her dry hand and pushed her pussy juiced fin­gers into her mouth.

Glo­ria gen­tly grabbed Michelle’s arm and nudged her onto her feet. “Do you ap­prove of my taste?” she asked softly.

“Oh, my! Yes!” was Michelle’s an­swer. She suck­led Glo­ria’s fin­gers as if they were a small dick, glean­ing all of the juice from them and mar­veling at how much Glo­ria’s pussy tasted like her own.

Frank re­viewed the pic of his wife with Glo­ria’s fin­gers in her mouth and was very pleased, but didn’t say any­thing to Michelle for fear of dis­tract­ing her. He and Trevor’s cocks were both hard, tent-pol­ing out in their slacks. They very much wanted to fuck their wives, or more ac­cu­rately; each other’s wife. But, they had agreed that this would be the lady’s night for fun and they would have to set­tle for tak­ing pho­tos and watch­ing.

Next, Trevor had the girls take turns pos­ing in the chair. He wanted a photo that dis­played wan­ton dis­re­gard for any­thing lady-like; he wanted the girls to show off their pussies. Frank had Michelle place her hands un­der her up­per calves, rest her torso against the cush­ioned back, and then lifted each leg over the chair so that her knees piv­oted on the cush­ioned chair arm, re­sult­ing in her legs spread wide and her pussy ex­posed through the see thru panties. The crotch of her panties were del­i­cate and see through and sop­ping wet. And, as her legs spread open her outer lips snuck out from un­der­neath the panty and the blonde hairs were glis­ten­ing with mois­ture such that Michelle could feel the air cool­ing them.

She felt so nasty pos­ing this way; hold­ing her legs open so her pussy was on dis­play for the cam­era. But, she was ex­cited by it. It fed a hunger; some­thing Frank called her ‘in­ner slut’. And the more the cam­eras clicked, the naugh­tier she felt and the more she en­joyed it.

Frank then in­structed her to sit on the pi­ano bench and give them a ‘come fuck me’ look, which she did with­out any hes­i­ta­tion by prop­ping one foot on the arm of the chair next to her with her knee above her waist while the other was on the floor. She com­pleted the pose by sup­port­ing her­self with an arm on her leg. She pouted for the cam­era and spread her legs apart, once again ex­pos­ing her pussy to the lense.

Glo­ria and Trevor could see the wispy blonde hairs of her bush sneak­ing out the sides of her panties as her legs stretched open and they talked openly about her pussy, which made Michelle feel even nas­tier. She could hardly wait to have Glo­ria’s lips on her cli­toris and the thought of Glo­ria treat­ing her like a naughty slut in front of her hus­band kept run­ning through her mind.

She was sex­u­ally aroused but still able to con­trol her ac­tions and take di­rec­tion from Trevor. He in­structed them to pose in the cush­ion of the high-back chair with Michelle sit­ting in Glo­ria’s lap. Glo­ria’s tanned body above the stock­ing tops looked de­li­cious and she sat in the chair and un­der Trevor’s in­struc­tion she pulled Michelle into her lap.

The feel­ing of her flesh against Glo­ria’s was es­pe­cially erotic and Michelle kept her thighs to­gether, how­ever a lit­tle blonde tri­an­gle could be seen peep­ing out from her panties. Trevor clicked his shut­ter as Glo­ria be­gan leisurely ca­ress­ing Michelle’s breasts and Frank’s cock hard­ened even fur­ther as he watched Michelle en­joy­ing the at­ten­tion she was re­ceiv­ing from Glo­ria.

Frank be­gan tak­ing pho­tos again and when Michelle no­ticed, she smiled at his cam­era as she moved this way and that, and played up to it as Trevor moved and stood above them, so that he could shoot them from a dif­fer­ent an­gle. Then, he knelt on his knees briefly, just so he could cap­ture the soft glow of light re­flect­ing off her su­perb thighs all the way up to Michelle’s lit­tle panties.

As he knelt just a few feet away from her, Michelle in­ten­tion­ally opened her legs. She was be­com­ing re­ally risqué now, with­out prompt­ing, and this was not lost on ei­ther man.

“Beau­ti­ful, ladies. That is very beau­ti­ful. Just keep your legs like that, very sexy, and Glo­ria, reach be­tween Michelle’s legs and pull her panties to the side. Just a lit­tle wider, your legs a lit­tle wider, Michelle. Yes, Glo­ria. Push your fin­gers into her blonde bush. That’s beau­ti­ful.”

This was the clos­est any woman had come to touch­ing her pussy and Michelle re­acted with a soft moan, “Mm­m­mmm”. Glo­ria’s fin­gers were so close! She wished they would con­tinue through her bush and onto her clit. “It’s wait­ing anx­iously for you! It’s right there…please touch it,” she thought to her­self and was dis­ap­pointed once she knew Glo­ria was only go­ing to tease her in­stead.

Trevor and Frank were lay­ing on the charm now, and the more the bet­ter, as far as the ladies were con­cerned. The two men re­al­ized both girls had be­come quite en­thu­si­as­tic, and were not slow in re­al­iz­ing the evening’s fun had just be­gun.

Frank passed an­other glass of wine to them, as Trevor asked Michelle to come out of her panties, which she did very quickly, and in­structed them to pose on top of the pi­ano. He and Frank be­gan snap­ping away from ev­ery an­gle, while the girls climbed as fem­i­ninely as pos­si­ble onto the pi­ano top, stop­ping for poses as they climbed, and once on top of the pi­ano they be­gan cau­tiously pos­ing to­gether; as there wasn’t much room and they had to be care­ful not to fall off. Both ladies were now naked in heels and stock­ings and their bod­ies pro­vided an ex­cel­lent con­trast to the rich fin­ish of the grand pi­ano.

They were aroused and their pussies glis­tened with mois­ture when­ever the light struck them. Their bod­ies were con­stantly in con­tact as they held sug­ges­tive poses for the cam­era. This in­ad­ver­tent ca­ress­ing of bod­ies had Michelle very worked up. Her nip­ples were aching to be touched and each time they were, she re­acted with soft moans and whim­pers for more. She had still not touched Glo­ria’s pussy, nor had Glo­ria touched her’s, and she felt a deep, un­re­lent­ing urge to play and be played with, but she held back, wait­ing for Frank and Trevor’s di­rec­tion.

The men talked, fol­lowed by Frank head­ing to the garage and bring back a tall, A-frame lad­der, as Frank ex­plained it was time for more risqué’ pho­tos. A dev­il­ish smile crossed Michelle’s face as she looked into Glo­ria’s eyes. “How do you want us, dar­ling?” Glo­ria asked Trevor.

Frank set up the lad­der while Trevor po­si­tioned them in a 69, both lay­ing on their left side with their left leg stretch­ing out straight and the toes pointed. “That’s it ladies, very nice!” Frank ad­justed the light stands while Trevor had each girl stretch their left el­bow out and rest their heads in its hand. Each woman was now fac­ing the other’s pussy as the men be­gan shoot­ing again.

“That’s won­der­ful, ladies. Pull your right leg up and set your foot squarely be­hind your thigh,” This was a dif­fi­cult pose, with one leg stretched out and the other pulled in tight to their bot­toms while lean­ing on one arm. The girls had to hold their mus­cles tight for an ex­tended amount of time so Trevor could get the right shot. The lac­tic acid be­gan build­ing up in Michelle’s thighs and she wanted to com­plain but knew Glo­ria would chas­tise her if she did, so she kept her dis­com­fort to her­self.

“Yes! Nice! Noth­ing makes my cam­era purr like two lit­tle pussies!” he said and took sev­eral more shots. Frank brought them an­other glass of wine and as he set them next to the girls he could smell both pussies, their aroma was mix­ing to­gether, mak­ing a de­li­cious cock­tail of sex.

“Pull your knees up higher, girls. A lit­tle more, open your legs just a lit­tle more. Now, hold it….hold it,” he in­structed. Each pulled her foot up tight to her but­tock, open­ing her thighs as far as she could as Trevor clicked pho­tos of both women’s beau­ti­ful faces with the other’s pussy in the frame. “That’s it! Now, re­lax!” he told them.

Both sighed and re­laxed their bod­ies with a smile, con­fi­dent they had given the cam­era one of the best poses of the night. Glo­ria lifted her hand from her side and ran it through Michelle’s lux­u­ri­ous hair, lift­ing the long blonde locks away from her face. Michelle snug­gled her cheek against Glo­ria’s hand and purred. When Glo­ria pulled Michelle’s face to­ward her crotch, Michelle hes­i­tated, found Frank’s head nod­ding ap­proval, and for the first time in her life low­ered her mouth onto a woman’s pussy.

Af­ter sev­eral licks, Glo­ria started to moan. “Ohhhh, fu­u­u­u­uc­c­ck­kkkk. You’re such a hot de­li­cious slut. Keep go­ing; suck my clit with your hot mouth.” Glo­ria be­gan did­dling with Michelle’s pussy as she urged her on.

Michelle was in heaven! Glo­ria had teased her un­mer­ci­fully for the bet­ter part of an hour and fi­nally, Glo­ria was giv­ing her pussy to her and fin­ger­ing Michelle’s pussy at the same time! “The teas­ing is over,” she said to her­self.

Michelle pulled her face, smeared with pussy juices, back from Glo­ria’s crotch. “Am I do­ing it right?” she in­no­cently asked Glo­ria.

“You’re a nat­u­ral. Michelle. My pussy is lov­ing your sweet, wet mouth.” she replied, and watched Michelle smile and re­turn to her pussy.

Michelle kept ca­ress­ing Glo­ria with her tongue and at the same time, she pressed her fin­gers up into the ma­ture woman’s cunt and be­gan to ten­ta­tively ex­plore it. “Oh God, she’s so wet” she thought to her­self and a smile be­gan to spread across her face as it dawned on her that she had two of her fin­gers buried deep in an­other woman for the first time. “Can I make you cum?” she de­murely asked.

“You like fin­ger­ing an­other woman’s cunt, don’t you? You want to please me? It’s no won­der my son en­joyed fuck­ing you!” Glo­ria said, speak­ing to her as if she were her prop­erty.

“Mmm…Yes….Oh, Yes. Oooohhh!” Michelle replied, sur­prised but in­stantly aroused by Glo­ria’s knowl­edge of her son’s fuck­ing of her, and squirmed with ex­cite­ment as Glo­ria in­creased the pace of her fin­gers across Michelle’s clit.

Glo­ria put her hand on the back of Michelle’s head and roughly pushed her face into her pussy. “Then be a good lit­tle slut and suck my clit the way you sucked my son’s cock.”



Michelle thought back to the night Frank had her fuck Glo­ria’s son, Max. She loved suck­ing his big cock and she es­pe­cially loved the way he rav­aged her, fuck­ing her so hard! Glo­ria’s rough treat­ment seemed to arouse Michelle even more and she re­sponded with moans and whim­pers, in­di­cat­ing to ev­ery­one present that she was about to cum.

Glo­ria con­tin­ued her nasty talk, en­joy­ing the way Michelle re­sponded to her. “If you want to make your first woman cum you’ll have to try harder. Come on, slut. Be a good girl and suck me harder! Fuck me with those slen­der fin­gers!”

I am a good girl. I’m a very good girl, Michelle thought and sucked hard and sped up her thrusts into Glo­ria’s cunt.

Glo­ria knew Michelle wouldn’t last long and she didn’t want Michelle to cum be­fore her so she ex­pertly timed her ac­tions. She flu­ently ca­ressed her, pump­ing her cunt with her fin­gers, bring­ing her to the edge of a cli­max be­fore back­ing off again, all the while en­joy­ing Michelle’s mouth work­ing at her clit.

Michelle sucked Glo­ria’s clit as hard as she could and fu­ri­ously slid her fin­gers in and out of her cunt. Glo­ria fever­ishly pumped her hips against her mouth as she came closer and closer to cum­ming. “Ohhhh, yeeeaaaaah­hhh. Ohhhh, you de­li­cious, beau­ti­ful slut. You’re go­ing to make me cum. Ohh­hhh yeeaaah­hhh. You’re so fu­u­uc­c­ck­kinng goooood!” She moaned as the or­gasm swept through her and she fu­ri­ously rubbed Michelle’s clit to bring her along. “Cum for me now, Baby. I want my de­li­cious slut to cum for me!”

Michelle went off, squeal­ing like a lit­tle girl, her hips thrust up in the air against Glo­ria’s hand, her head buried in Glo­ria’s pussy to muf­fle the noise as she ground her cunt onto the woman’s fin­gers and or­gasmed at the hands of an­other lady for her very first time. Glo­ria slid her fin­gers into Michelle’s wet tight­en­ing cunt un­til the last of her spasms ended, then pulled out and slipped her fin­gers into Michelle’s mouth, let­ting her taste her own pussy.

“Oh, that was soooo good” Michelle slurred through the wet dig­its, still fee­ing the ef­fect of her re­ced­ing or­gasm with her eyes closed, sa­vor­ing her own cum.

“You’re a hot lit­tle de­li­cious slut for me, aren’t you Michelle? Such a good girl!” Glo­ria whis­pered, run­ning her fin­gers through Michelle’s hair and smil­ing at her wan­ton sex­u­al­ity. “I love good lit­tle girls who want to be my sluts and make me cum.”

“Mm­mmm,” Michelle re­sponded by purring like a kit­ten. “I hope I pleased you.”

“I be­lieve you have se­duced her com­pletely,” Frank said, ad­mir­ing the way Glo­ria han­dled his wife. Michelle just smiled, still bask­ing in the glow of her or­gasm.

The evening had gone as scripted by Frank. He had pushed his young wife’s sex­ual bound­aries and she had once again met the chal­lenge. She had even ex­ceeded his ex­pec­ta­tions and he sat back in the sofa, shut­ting down his cam­era, and full of pride for Michelle.

“She is such an ex­quis­ite woman!” Trevor said, break­ing down his cam­era gear. “A del­i­cate flower! You will en­joy these, Frank.” He handed the mem­ory stick to him and con­tin­ued putting the equip­ment into their packs as the two ladies play­fully dressed each other.

The two cou­ples had cof­fee and sweets, and the con­ver­sa­tion con­tin­ued for an­other hour be­fore wind­ing down. Frank could tell his young wife was emo­tion­ally, as well as sex­u­ally spent and sug­gested they leave for home.

The four stood in the foyer of the home; the ladies once again dec­o­rated in their ex­pen­sive dresses, as all four said their good­nights. Trevor and Frank shook hands and kissed each other’s wives. Glo­ria and Michelle ex­changed one last kiss to say good­bye.

Michelle snug­gled up to Franks shoul­der dur­ing the drive home and was asleep be­fore they ar­rived. Frank car­ried her up­stairs to their bed­room and placed her on the bed be­side the night­stand with a photo al­bum ti­tled, ‘The Se­cret Gar­den’. When she awoke, spoon­ing with him, the morn­ing sun was al­ready shin­ing brightly through the bed­room win­dow. The ablum was on the pil­low be­side her and she smiled when she found the pho­to­graphs in the sec­tion ti­tled, ‘A Del­i­cate Flower’. She turned, kissed him, and they made love with the mem­ory of the pre­vi­ous night drift­ing through their minds.


The Se­cret Gar­den Ch. 03

This is the third chap­ter in the se­ries. I’ve writ­ten it for a ter­rific cou­ple that I know. As they read this, they’ll know who they are. I hope you en­joy it as much as I en­joyed writ­ing it! You’re com­ments are wel­come.

*

Michelle fin­ished din­ner with her hus­band, en­joy­ing the com­pli­ments on pre­par­ing such a fine meal. She worked so very hard to please him. To­day wasn’t un­usual. Un­less they were go­ing out or en­ter­tain­ing, Michelle al­ways had a won­der­ful meal pre­pared. She loved pleas­ing him… It was that sim­ple. She’d put on a nice out­fit, pre­pare a fine meal and place it on a well prepped ta­ble.

Af­ter­ward, she would bring Frank a mar­tini and ask him if she could any­thing more for him. To­day, like most days, he pushed back from the ta­ble to give her room be­tween his legs. Michelle low­ered to her knees in front of him, un­zipped his slacks and took him into her mouth.

Their re­la­tion­ship wasn’t some kind of kinky Mas­ter/Dom. In­stead, they were just lov­ing wife and lov­ing hus­band, and Michelle was raised to be the kind of wife that pleases her hus­band.

The next evening, Michelle sat at her van­ity hold­ing an or­nately dec­o­rated photo al­bum ti­tled, ‘The Se­cret Gar­den’. Frank had given it to her that very day. It was made of teak and was the size of a lap­top. She un­clasped a sil­ver buckle and when she opened it the video screen flick­ered to life and she be­gan scrolling through the pic­tures of her sex­ual jour­ney….The jour­ney in which ev­ery step of the way her hus­band had been by her side, lead­ing her.

“It’s so beau­ti­ful, dar­ling. I love it,” She said and quickly added. “And, I loved the old on too. You’re so thought­ful, but why re­place our al­bum?”

Frank looked over her shoul­der at the pic­tures as he brushed her long blonde hair. “It holds videos.”

“But, we don’t have any.”

“Not yet, Baby,” he replied.

She scanned through each chap­ter as he gen­tly pulled the brush through her hair. She re­mem­bered each one as if it were yes­ter­day and she felt a small tin­gling be­tween her legs as the pic­tures came to life on the screen. Now, Frank had sug­gested a new chap­ter be writ­ten, and she was ner­vous about it.

“Frank, are you sure of this? Are you sure?” she asked, look­ing at him in the mir­ror with ob­vi­ous con­cern in her voice.

A smile curled on his face as he caught her stare. This is ex­actly how she re­acted the first time he ar­ranged for a hand­some man to come to their home for an evening of erotic fun. That was al­most a year ago. “Aren’t you go­ing to sug­gest that the Hol­i­days are com­ing up fast and maybe you should be fo­cus­ing on other things?” he quipped.

“No….Yes….Oh, I don’t know,” she replied and smiled back at her hus­band.

Frank pulled her shoul­ders in close to his chest to re­as­sure her. “Yes, I’m sure.”

Michelle wanted this. She re­ally wanted it. It had been months since their last ad­ven­ture, their last jour­ney into what they af­fec­tion­ately call their ‘Se­cret Gar­den’. The thought of pos­ing for erotic pho­to­graphs with a pro­fes­sional pho­tog­ra­pher like Alex was ex­cit­ing! “You’re right of course, Frank. You’ve been right about this all along. I should just re­lax and do as you tell me to.”

“That’s right, baby. Be­sides, I can’t think of a bet­ter Christ­mas present than a port­fo­lio of erotic pho­tos of you.”

Michelle tilted her head back, kissed her hus­band and thanked him for re­as­sur­ing her. She al­ways sub­mit­ted to him. It was bet­ter that way. “Why should I make these de­ci­sions when I have Frank to make them for me,” she of­ten told her­self.

“I sup­pose it won’t hurt to have a few drinks and some fun tak­ing a few pho­tos,” she replied.

“You re­mem­ber the evening I in­vited Max over,” Frank said.

“Yes, of course I do. You were so won­der­ful to have ar­ranged a ‘Date Night’ for me, Dar­ling.”

“Think of this evening as an­other night like the one with Max. Let your­self go, Michelle. En­joy this,” he said.

Michelle’s heart­beat quick­ened af­ter hear­ing Frank’s com­ments. “Yes, of course,” she re­sponded sub­mis­sively. She then added, “He’s a very in­trigu­ing man, Frank. And, he is so very hand­some and tal­ented I’m sure. I worry too much about ap­pear­ances, don’t I?”

“Yes, but I love you for it, Michelle. Tonight, you need to en­joy him di­rect­ing you and you need to be able to re­lax so he can do his job.”

“And, so my pic­tures will turn out beau­ti­ful?”

“Yes, so your pic­tures will be beau­ti­ful.”

She smiled and sighed.

Frank fin­ished brush­ing her hair and left to take care of some busi­ness obli­ga­tions in the study, leav­ing Michelle to fin­ish pre­par­ing her­self. She started to re­lax as she be­gan to think of the evening in the way Frank had de­scribed it; as a “date” like the one he’d ar­ranged with Max so many months ago.

As she ran a hot shower, she re­signed her­self to be ev­ery­thing Frank wanted her to be for the evening. She wanted to look stun­ning, and ran her choice of out­fits through her mind one at a time. She had so many. Frank lav­ished her with gifts and he in­sisted she fre­quently shop for new out­fits so her closet was full of the lat­est fash­ion wear.

With a large glass of wine on the van­ity out­side the shower, Michelle leaned back into the hot stream of wa­ter. She let out a moan of ap­proval as the wa­ter cov­ered her and the steam rose across her face.

Her hand moved from her knees, slowly down the soft skin of her in­ner thighs un­til they rested on her pussy. She ran her first two fin­gers over her clit. Back and forth; back and forth her fin­gers moved; flick­ing and squeez­ing it with each pass. “Mmmm” she moaned as she thought of how Alex’s pe­nis might feel if Frank let him fuck her tonight. Michelle stroked her fin­gers into her pussy and mas­saged her soapy bub­bles onto her breasts, pulling on her nip­ples un­til they hard­ened. She brought her­self to a quick cli­max and she felt much calmer af­ter­wards.

Af­ter dry­ing off, she wrapped a towel around her­self and se­lected the out­fit to wear for the night. She hung it be­side her van­ity, and slipped into the robe Frank had left be­side her van­ity chair.

Frank had told her to be sure to be wear­ing the brightly col­ored silk robe when Alex ar­rived. “No bra and no panties un­der­neath. I ex­pect you to tease and flirt and let your robe fall open sev­eral times when he first ar­rives. You can change into your dress when it’s time for the shoot to be­gin,” he’d told her.

It was now close to eight o’clock. She had spent the en­tire day ner­vously an­tic­i­pat­ing what might hap­pen tonight with Alex. She couldn’t guess how she might be asked to pose. But, she hoped he would ask her to ex­pose her pussy and if he did, she knew Frank would en­joy watch­ing and he’d make love to her af­ter Alex left and talk nasty to her as he came in her pussy.

Fi­nally, Michelle was ready. She was so ner­vous! She must have ad­justed her robe more times than she could count. And, ev­ery time she walked past a mir­ror she stopped to primp. She couldn’t keep her mind from think­ing of what would hap­pen dur­ing tonight’s “date”.

As she stepped out of the bed­room Frank com­pli­mented her. “Very nice,” he said.

Michelle beamed a very big smile! “So, you like it?

“I love it,” he replied.

“I’m feel­ing so naughty tonight,” she ad­mit­ted, ner­vously shift­ing on her feet to stop the tin­gling she felt in her pussy.

The door­bell rang. It was Alex. Michelle hur­ried up­stairs. She wanted to make a dra­matic en­trance just like the last time her hus­band had ar­ranged for her to have a date.

Once Alex was in­side she caught his at­ten­tion. “Hello Alex. It’s so good to see you!” Michelle called to him from the top of the stairs and as she walked, she thought of how she’d teased her pre­vi­ous suitor in the same way. She had to walk care­fully in her heels to keep her robe from open­ing up more than she wanted. Only enough to give him a glimpse, she said to her­self. Frank had told her to flash her pussy to Alex and this was a per­fect time to do it. It rode up her legs with each step down, re­veal­ing short glimpses of her kitty, and her tanned, mus­cu­lar thighs.

An un­ex­pected knock came at the door. “That should be John, my makeup man and as­sis­tant,” Alex stated and af­ter a sur­prised look from Michelle at the bot­tom step and a nod from Frank he let his as­sis­tant in.

Frank ex­plained that John would make sure Michelle looks per­fect for the shoot. He’ll take care of the light­ing and at­tend to their ev­ery need. His ex­pla­na­tion made Michelle feel bet­ter about it and al­though she didn’t ex­pect a stranger to be in­volved, she un­der­stood the need for John to be there and she ac­cepted it with­out any ques­tions.

They sat and chat­ted for a while over drinks as Alex set up his lap­top, look­ing at pho­tos from other shoots he’d done to de­cide which poses he would shoot to­day.

John un­packed two cases, one full of makeup, the other full of light­ing and Alex’s ac­ces­sories. When he was fin­ished, he had a fully func­tion­ing por­ta­ble van­ity set up on the ta­ble in front of Michelle, com­plete with a large three fold mir­ror, light bar, brushes, and ap­pli­ca­tors and make up.

John brought Michelle a glass of wine and ex­pertly be­gan prep­ping her for the shoot.

Frank re­ally en­joyed see­ing his wife sit­ting in her robe, pre­par­ing for the shoot while John put the fin­ish­ing touches to her hair, and make-up to her face. The robe clung loosely to her breasts and the two sides of her robe touched only across her tummy, where the sash held it closed.

As they fin­ished their drinks, Frank could see John and Alex both eye­ing Michelle up and down as she sat there in her skimpy lit­tle robe. Be­cause their home was quite cool, the men could see her nip­ples vis­i­bly hard­en­ing through the robe, and be­cause it was so short, they could just see the hint of her pussy hair un­der the edge where it rested on her thighs.

Af­ter some fi­nal ca­sual con­ver­sa­tion and pleas­antries, Michelle went up­stairs to change into the out­fit she’d wear for the photo shoot. She wig­gled into a pair of black panties. As the panty’s front panel made con­tact with her ex­citable cli­toris the fab­ric’s touch sent a tinge of ex­cite­ment through her crotch and per­suaded her to play with her­self. She slipped her fin­ger into her wet cunt and pulled her juices over her clit, stop­ping just short of cum­ming.

She slipped into her heels and then into a very skimpy, short black dress that barely cov­ered her boobs. While walk­ing back down­stairs she smiled at Alex and thanked her hus­band for invit­ing him. “Frank and I are so glad you came,” she said.

“I couldn’t turn down an op­por­tu­nity to pho­to­graph a beau­ti­ful woman like your­self, Michelle, Alex an­swered. “I’m thrilled.”

Alex asked what lim­its were in place for the photo shoot. “None,” Frank an­swered and the two men car­ried on a con­ver­sa­tion about the shoot as Michelle stood pa­tiently by and John worked on the light­ing equip­ment.

A feel­ing of ex­cite­ment coursed through Michelle’s body as she lis­tened. She looked Alex over and her tongue slipped be­tween her lips, the tip barely pok­ing out be­tween them as she felt her­self be­com­ing aroused by the two men’s con­ver­sa­tion about her.

Fi­nally, they were fin­ished dis­cussing what would oc­cur dur­ing the shoot.

Frank turned to his young wife. “You will en­joy tonight,” he said.

“Mmmm, yes,” she an­swered with a pas­sion in her voice that was un­de­ni­able.

“And, would you like to suck Alex’s cock tonight?” he asked, al­ready know­ing the an­swer. Frank thought of how pretty she looked as she re­sponded to his ques­tion. He also en­joyed the way it made Alex feel un­com­fort­able.

The ques­tion had sent a jolt of en­ergy through her. She’d hoped he’d ask and she’d prac­ticed her an­swer in the mir­ror when she was chang­ing. “If that is what you want of me, I would like it very much,” she replied.

Frank told them both to en­joy them­selves and ex­cused him­self to his of­fice. Michelle walked Alex through the house, show­ing him the suit­able places to stage the ses­sion. He de­cided on two or three, set up his equip­ment and started with some sim­ple poses of Michelle stand­ing and squat­ting in her dress and heels. She was ner­vous as the cam­era clicked and Alex was aware of this and took sev­eral breaks to al­low her time to re­lax and drink wine and each time they broke, John made sure her makeup was per­fect.

It was get­ting close to Christ­mas and the tree was up so Alex had Michelle pose in front of it. “This will make you more com­fort­able,” he said.

“Thank you, Alex. You’re so con­sid­er­ate. Did you know this shoot is a Christ­mas present for Frank?”

“I didn’t, Michelle. Well then, we will have to make it a very spe­cial one with a very spe­cial ti­tle. Per­haps we should call this se­ries, ‘My Christ­mas Slut’.”

She gig­gled, ob­vi­ously some­what em­bar­rassed but also aroused by the ti­tle. “That sounds nasty, Alex. But, I like it!” Awk­wardly she added, “Does that mean I’m your slut for the evening?”

“If I’m lucky,” he an­swered.

Michelle started warm­ing to the cam­era, al­low­ing her nat­u­ral ex­hi­bi­tion­ist side to take over. The wine cer­tainly helped but it was her ex­cite­ment at be­ing pho­tographed that drove her to pose in more sug­ges­tive ways.

Alex guided her with a strong, pro­fes­sional touch, sug­gest­ing poses and tak­ing pic af­ter pic and egging her on to do more and more. In no time at all, Michelle had her dress pulled off her tits and half way down her thighs, ex­pos­ing her ass, the top of her thighs and her pussy, cov­ered only by a sexy panty. She was sur­prised by how brazen she was be­ing but she was hav­ing too much fun to want to stop.

“Alex, I can’t be­lieve I’m do­ing this in front of you. Oh my good­ness! I shouldn’t be so provoca­tive!”

“Let your­self go, Michelle. Re­mem­ber, this is for Frank,” he an­swered, know­ing his re­sponse would give her cover to be a good Christ­mas Slut.

Frank re­mained in his of­fice. The en­tire house was wired with video and af­ter pour­ing him­self a drink, he switched on the sys­tem from be­hind his desk. He en­joyed see­ing his sweet wife ex­pos­ing her­self to Alex and John. And, he was very proud of him­self for set­ting this up. He knew that tonight she would taste her sec­ond strange cock and he was es­pe­cially ex­cited about hav­ing it all cap­tured on his home video sys­tem and in Alex’s pho­to­graphs.

He had plans for his sweet wife that she didn’t need to know just yet. She was still too in­no­cent to hear them. It had been months since their last ad­ven­ture, but Frank hadn’t been com­pla­cent. Not at all. All things in due time, he thought as he sipped his scotch and watched his wife be­ing se­duced. He’d found Alex through a rec­om­men­da­tion from his good friend Trevor and af­ter a din­ner meet­ing, he’d in­tro­duced her to Michelle. He could tell that from the very start, she was quite en­am­ored with him and af­ter watch­ing the two of them flirt, he’d de­cided to trust him with pho­tograph­ing his wife, and a lit­tle more.

Af­ter the first scene, Alex sug­gested they con­tinue in the first floor bed­room. He in­structed her to change into the lin­gerie she and her hus­band had cho­sen for the shoot and to re­lax on the bed and to re­act in what­ever nat­u­ral way seemed most plea­sur­able to her. Mod­estly, Michelle turned away from him as she slipped out of her dress and into the lin­gerie and while her tits were still ex­posed, John in­ter­rupted and ap­plied some pink rouge to her nip­ples with a soft brush.

“There….That’ll make them stand out, Michelle,” he told her.

She smiled a naughty smile and fin­ished pulling the lin­gerie over her breasts; af­ter which John straight­ened the lin­gerie un­til it fit per­fectly on her. She climbed on the bed.

She thought of her hus­band and how his strong lead­er­ship had given her some­thing she’d lacked as a young woman; a con­fi­dence about her own at­trac­tive­ness. She knew she looked stun­ning. The color of the lin­gerie com­pli­mented her skin, giv­ing it a glow­ing, healthy color and tex­ture, and her blond hair ap­peared silky and soft as it re­flected the pas­tel col­ors of her lin­gerie.

As Michelle set­tled on the smooth satin sheets, she be­gan mak­ing love to Alex’s cam­era and be­gan lust­ing for him as well. She be­gan un­wit­tingly to stir on the bed, squirm­ing and ad­just­ing po­si­tion. Alex’s cam­era cap­tured Michelle’s hunger and sex­ual in­ter­est frame af­ter frame. Af­ter Alex had filled up the mem­ory stick he gave her a glass of wine. A lit­tle em­bar­rassed at what had just oc­curred, she drank most of it within a few min­utes.

They were now ready for the next scene; a scene that was to show Michelle in a pose that re­flected her ea­ger­ness to be touched and fon­dled. He let her know that he wanted more raw sex­ual en­ergy in this scene. “Turn it up a notch,” he told her, and Michelle set­tled back on the bed once again.

This time, Alex be­gan touch­ing her be­tween pho­tos. He ran his hands over her body, ca­ress­ing her breasts and feel­ing down to her legs where he slid his hands un­der her neg­ligee and ca­ressed her pussy. This was the first in months that any­one other than Frank had touched her like this and she re­sponded with goose bumps across her body. Her pussy was al­ready soaked, even be­fore Alex touched her and Michelle squirmed un­der his touch.

In his study, Frank watched as Alex leaned over her and gave her a deep and pas­sion­ate French kiss. She re­sponded by kiss­ing him back with her wet tongue ex­plor­ing his and run­ning her hands through his hair. He squeezed and ma­nip­u­lated her cli­toris be­tween his thumb and fore­fin­ger un­til she thought she would ex­plode, and at that point he backed off and grabbed his cam­era.

With­out think­ing Michelle started to feel her­self above the thin fab­ric of her lin­gerie as she posed. As she played with her­self, Alex took a full load of pho­to­graphs and an­nounced the scene com­plete. She didn’t want it to be. She wanted to keep go­ing, but he was the boss.

“Dur­ing this next set of poses, I want you to show me how aroused and ready for sex you are,” he told her.

Michelle quickly took a last long sip from her glass of wine. “Mmmm, that shouldn’t be hard,” she replied.

He smiled and in­structed her lay naked on the bed. “Leave your heels on, baby,” he added. She quickly took ev­ery­thing off ex­cept her heels and laid back onto the bed.

Alex took sev­eral pho­tos be­fore mov­ing in for close ups of her face and tits. He pulled her legs apart and took sev­eral of her pussy be­fore set­ting the cam­era down. Michelle was quite aroused by her ex­po­sure and of­fered no re­sis­tance when Alex pushed his head be­tween her legs and licked her labia.

She moaned as he licked up and down, some­times in a cir­cu­lar mo­tion around the out­side lips, and at times stop­ping to suck on her now swollen but­ton. Michelle swooned and pressed her head back into the pil­lows, her pussy grind­ing into his face, en­joy­ing the sen­sa­tions and ap­proach­ing close to or­gasm.

Just when she thought she would go over the edge, Alex got up and be­gan tak­ing more pho­tos, his cam­era click­ing off frame af­ter frame. Michelle was be­side her­self. Her pussy was on fire and she des­per­ately wanted his cock.

Dur­ing the next break she sat on the bed drink­ing more wine while John fresh­ened up her makeup and ap­plied a light base coat to her body to ward off the glare from the lights. “You need a base coat to cover your per­spi­ra­tion, Dear,” John told her.

He ex­pertly ap­plied the makeup onto her arms and shoul­ders and up­per chest be­fore mov­ing his hands onto her large sup­ple orbs where he took his time with cir­cu­lar mo­tions and squeezed her tits and pulled them up and out as the makeup smoothed out her skin tone.

John then ap­plied an­other layer of pink blush to her nip­ples be­fore putting base coat on her stom­ach and legs and then onto her outer pussy lips, cleanly shaven for the shoot. He was care­ful not to touch her clit, know­ing he might be go­ing into for­bid­den ter­ri­tory if he did. When he’d fin­ished, Michelle had a lus­trous and even tone over her body and she was ready for more pho­to­graphs.

She looked up at Alex. “You have me so worked up, Alex” she said.



“You are an ex­quis­ite woman,” he replied, ap­proached her, and put his mouth close to hers. Their lips found each other and their tongues touched. Michelle put her arms around his neck, ran her fin­gers through his hair and pushed her breasts firmly against his mus­cu­lar body. Slowly, she rose up onto her knees, pulling her erect nip­ples up his chest. He low­ered his mouth to her breasts and suck­led her.

“Mmmm, yes. Yes,” she moaned.

Michelle sat on the edge of the bed in front of him while he stepped out of his shoes, slacks and briefs. He was close to her and his cock was hard and erect. He handed the cam­era to John with in­struc­tions to take pho­tos. As he took off his shirt, Michelle reached for only the sec­ond cock, other than Frank’s, since her mar­riage.

John clicked away at photo af­ter photo as Michelle wrapped her hand around its base and squeezed and pushed her hand in to­ward his body, stretch­ing the skin tight. She pulled it to her mouth, the head al­ready leak­ing pre­cum and licked the un­der­side. She looked up at him and took him in­side her mouth.

“That’s my girl,” Frank whis­pered as he watched her look­ing up at her lover with his cock in her mouth.

Frank heard her moan­ing and whis­per­ing be­tween slurps and licks. “Oh Alex. Mmmm, your cock is so nice in my mouth. Mmmm, so good.”

Frank was get­ting more aroused by his wife’s words and the nas­tier she talked the more he liked it. He used the zoom fea­ture to get a bet­ter look at her face.

Her eyes closed and she took as much of him into her mouth as she could fit. But, his girth was too big for her pe­tite mouth and she had to stop af­ter only half his cock. She worked her small mouth around and around the tip and slurped her lips each time she pulled it out. She took turns jerk­ing it with each hand and some­times she would pop it against her cheek be­fore putting it back into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” Frank whis­pered as he watched his pretty wife work on Alex’s cock; his own cock push­ing against his slacks.

Click, click, click….The cam­era recorded ev­ery move.

Alex was also a watcher and he en­joyed watch­ing Frank’s sex­ual toy lick­ing and slurp­ing his pe­nis as she fin­gered her­self to an or­gasm. He could eas­ily see that she was cum­ming and held her mouth to his cock with his hands on the back of her head.

A low gut­tural moan an­nounced his in­ten­tions to cum. Frank watched his wife’s slen­der hand grab Alex’s balls. Alex’s balls tight­ened and be­gan pump­ing cum up his shaft. Michelle felt the first big wad shoot­ing into her mouth. It felt hot and salty to the taste. And, it threw her into an­other or­gasm. She con­tin­ued to milk his balls as he shot more and more cum into her mouth, fill­ing it up and then gush­ing across her face.

John was cap­tur­ing it all…..

“Unnh….Unnh!” Alex groaned. “Take it all,” he grunted.

Af­ter­wards, Alex fell onto the bead in a sated heap, with Michelle ly­ing be­side him. “Thank you, Gor­geous.” He said.

“You’re very wel­come,” Michelle mewwed. “I’m go­ing to change back into my robe.” She added and left Alex to re­cover on his own.

Alex joined Frank in the study and asked him about the porn movie they’d dis­cussed over the phone. “I’m still con­sid­er­ing it, Alex.” Frank replied.

“Sounds good,” Frank replied as Michelle walked into the room join­ing them.

“I hope you got lots of good pic­tures,” she ex­claimed with an ex­cited, but ex­hausted voice.

Michelle was very quiet af­ter they left. “Frank, I felt a lit­tle strange about the shoot,” she said. She ex­plained that she hadn’t ex­pected there to be an­other man and cer­tainly hadn’t ex­pected him to touch her and fon­dle her the way they had.

“You seemed to en­joy Alex dur­ing the photo shoot,” Frank gen­tly as­serted.

“That was dif­fer­ent. We’d had a nice din­ner with Alex. You’d al­lowed us to flirt and get to know each other. I felt I knew him be­fore I’d agreed to the ses­sion. But, tonight….John was a com­plete stranger and he played with me, feel­ing me up al­most to the point of fin­ger­ing me.”

“I un­der­stand, Michelle. You know, once or twice tonight it looked to me as if you might have been en­joy­ing it,” Frank teased.

“Frank, that’s part of the prob­lem” she replied “I was shocked the way he touched me, but also in­trigued to find out how you would re­act, and just how far Alex would go.”

“Dar­ling, your jour­ney will not al­ways be com­fort­able. I’ll put you in some sit­u­a­tions that will push you. You have to trust me, baby,” he replied.

“I do, Frank. I trust you com­pletely,” She said and ad­mit­ted they had given her a lit­tle tin­gle of plea­sure. She ad­mit­ted that it had turned her on be­ing touched that way.

Three days later Alex brought the pho­tos by the house, and they were ex­cep­tional. Alex had done a won­der­ful job, and Michelle was a lit­tle sur­prised at how good she looked. They both thanked him pro­fusely for his time, pa­tience, and skill.

Just as Frank had planned, Alex asked if Michelle had ever thought of act­ing, be­cause she seemed so com­fort­able in front of the cam­era and had coped so well with tak­ing di­rec­tion and be­ing po­si­tioned by his as­sis­tants. “You would be a won­der­ful,” he told her.

Michelle asked what sort of act­ing he was talk­ing about, and Alex replied “Soft porn or hard. What­ever you and Frank are com­fort­able with. It would be a pri­vate pro­duc­tion owned by you and for your pri­vate use only. You’d own the dis­tri­bu­tion rights. It would never be shown out­side of your own home.”

She told Alex that she wasn’t sure about it, but af­ter a long con­ver­sa­tion she agreed to look over a sto­ry­board Alex promised to send.

Frank walked Alex out to his car and they talked about Michelle. “She’s pro­gress­ing very nicely, Frank.” Alex stated as he opened his car door. “We got her to pose in front of me and a stranger. She sucked my cock with­out even break­ing a sweat.”

Alex asked Frank how he felt; now that he’d watched his wife in ac­tion twice with an­other man. Frank didn’t tell him about their pre­vi­ous ad­ven­tures. In­stead, he played along as if this was the first time. “I’m lov­ing it, Alex. So is Michelle. I think she’s ready for the next step.”

“Awe­some,” Alex replied.

“Yes, Michelle is do­ing very well. She has a sub­mis­sive na­ture and nat­u­rally wants me to lead her. She’s come a very long way.” Frank added.

“I know that, Frank,” Alex replied. How far would you like to see your wife go?”

Frank thought about it for a while as Alex got into his car and pow­ered the win­dow down to hear Frank’s an­swer. “As far as you can get her to go. We’ll do the video,” He replied with a calm con­fi­dent voice. “With one con­di­tion, I get to watch it all, and I have full dis­tri­bu­tion rights. Michelle will do the video. Don’t worry about that.”

“Great,” Alex replied.

“How much are we talk­ing about,” Frank asked.

“If you want a pro­fes­sional pro­duc­tion….Well into six fig­ures,” Alex re­sponded.

“Put it to­gether. Block us a cou­ple months out,” Frank told him.

“Deal, I’ll see what I can do,” Alex replied and sped off.

Later that week, Alex phoned Frank to say he had a story out­lined and a date set for the shoot. Frank had him overnight it to him and he spent some time with Michelle go­ing over the pro­posal. And they went out for a nice din­ner to dis­cuss it.

“Is this what you want, Frank?” Michelle asked. He told her that it sounded like a nice sim­ple shoot. She knew what he ex­pected of her, but part of her wanted to do it and part of her didn’t. She thought about it as the evening wore on and fi­nally agreed. “But, only if you can prom­ise me two things….Two very im­por­tant things.

“Yes, of course. Tell them to me.”

“First, the movie must never leave our home,” she said and hes­i­tated be­fore adding her sec­ond con­di­tion. “Sec­ond, I can take a few act­ing les­son first.”

“I prom­ise. On my word of honor, I prom­ise.”

She took his hand in hers. “Then I will do it.”

“You’ve al­ways wanted to act,” he replied.

“Yes, and if I’m go­ing to do this I want it to be per­fect for you. I’ve al­ways wanted to do some act­ing, you know that. It will be a cher­ished mem­ory that we keep for­ever. I don’t want to be dis­ap­pointed.”

“It will be­come a part of our Se­cret Gar­den,” he added and reached out and took her hand in his.

“Yes, and we will have it to watch over and over again… for­ever,” she said softly.

Frank called Alex and gave him the good news as well as Michelle’s con­di­tions and let him know to hold onto the date but it might change. The next day, he set up Michelle with act­ing lessons with a lo­cal group from a din­ner the­ater.

Michelle jumped head first into her act­ing and within weeks was cast in a play with the group. With her looks and her nat­u­ral abil­ity she was a huge hit on open­ing night. Af­ter­wards, Frank took her to her fa­vorite dance club to cel­e­brate and it was there, af­ter a few drinks, that she de­clared her­self ready.

“I’m ready, Frank. But, I don’t want to give up my stage act­ing. Can I keep do­ing my din­ner the­ater? Please, can I do my din­ner the­ater and the video too?”

Frank as­sured her she could con­tinue with both and he was gen­uinely happy she’d found a way to ex­press her­self with act­ing. “Noth­ing has any­thing what so ever to do with the other, Michelle.” He was proud of her achieve­ment and was ex­cited about the up­com­ing porn shoot. He called Alex and gave him the go ahead.

The next week, a script was de­liv­ered and Michelle be­gan re­hears­ing her lines. There weren’t many to learn but she dili­gently prac­ticed and mem­o­rized them within a day. The script called for a scene where she would re­ceive a pri­vate mas­sage in her home.

The story had her hus­band pur­chas­ing a pri­vate mas­sage for his wife. It was to be a sur­prise and ini­tially, two men would ap­pear at her front door to pro­vide the mas­sage and would flirt with her as they de­scribed the ser­vice her hus­band had pur­chased. She would be dressed in a very sexy dress and high heels and would in­vite them in­side.

The script had Michelle ask­ing if the mas­sage was al­ready paid for and the men as­sur­ing her, “Yes, your hus­band has taken care of ev­ery­thing. He even pur­chased the full body stim­u­la­tion rods for you.”

Michelle was to act in­no­cent, not aware of the true mean­ing of the ‘stim­u­la­tion rods and re­spond with “Oh? Okay then. How very nice of him.”

Frank laughed when he heard that. Michelle laughed with him and jok­ingly said, “I’m go­ing to get paid to have a mas­sage, and re­ceive full body stim­u­la­tion rods as well!”

In the scene, Michelle would then go off to the bed­room, and put on a robe af­ter she had slowly stripped out of her clothes. The two men would re­mind her that she should be to­tally naked un­der the robe as the oils they use would stain any cloth­ing. She would re­turn in a beau­ti­ful, al­beit skimpy, robe and high heels and things would heat up from there.

Back to re­al­ity; the fol­low­ing Fri­day she met with the two men she would do the movie with. Their names were Vic­tor and Mark, and they spent a cou­ple of hours go­ing over their lines. Noth­ing un­to­ward oc­curred and they were very pro­fes­sional. She felt much more com­fort­able about the whole thing. Ac­tu­ally, she could best be de­scribed at giddy about the up­com­ing pro­duc­tion.

Late Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon a pro­duc­tion van pulled up to the front of the house. Michelle looked out the win­dow at the crew stream­ing out and knew this was the mo­ment of truth. She gulped hard, straight­ened her hair in the mir­ror and joined Frank in wel­com­ing Alex and a team of cam­era­men and as­sis­tants into their home. As the crew set up the scene Michelle talked with her fel­low ac­tors and it seemed al­most sur­real to her be­cause she was hav­ing a pro­fes­sional con­ver­sa­tion with two men that would soon be fuck­ing her.

Two as­sis­tants be­gan set­ting up equip­ment for each of the three scenes; the front door and porch, the bed­room, and the mas­sage ta­ble scene in the liv­ing room. This cre­ated a flurry of ac­tiv­ity as Alex calmly went over each scene with his ac­tors. They set the room up with two video cam­eras on tripods and two hand held cam­eras to be used by the cam­era­men. A make up van­ity was set up in the din­ing room. By the time ev­ery­thing was done, the house was trans­formed into a movie set.

Two mon­i­tors were put in Frank’s home of­fice and Alex sug­gested that he stay in the of­fice to watch the re­mote feeds or re­main well out of view. He chose to watch the ac­tion from his of­fice and poured him­self a good stiff drink and turned on the mon­i­tors. Each had a split screen show­ing a dif­fer­ent cam­era’s video feed. He saw the crew do­ing the fi­nal prep; cam­era­men putting on their head­sets, key grips ex­tend­ing the mi­cro­phone booms and the light­ing guys mak­ing their ad­just­ments.

All the while, a makeup ex­pert prepped Michelle for the open­ing scene at the front door. An as­sis­tant walked into Frank’s study with a cord­less head­set. He turned it on. “Alex told me to give this to you. You’ll be able to hear his con­ver­sa­tions.”

Frank put it on and heard each per­son check in with Alex to let him know they were ready. “Cam­era two check”….“Cam­era three check”….“Light­ing ready”….etc…

“Mes­sage Board ready?” Alex barked through the line.

“Ready,” was the re­ply.

Alex yelled at the ac­tors, telling them to take a mo­ment to pre­pare. “We’re on in two,” he said. Michelle quickly ran through her lines in her head, fin­ish­ing just as Alex shouted, “Ac­tion” and the film­ing be­gan.

The crew had set up long fab­ric pan­els to ob­struct the view and the lots on their street were very large but not so large that they had to­tal pri­vacy so the large pan­els def­i­nitely helped. Even so, a few nosy neigh­bors could make out bits and pieces of what was hap­pen­ing. Michelle was ner­vous about hav­ing her coun­try club friends watch­ing and she knew she’d be grilled about it that week­end dur­ing her ten­nis matches, but she’d com­mit­ted to this and she wasn’t about to back out now.

With a few nosy neigh­bors watch­ing, she did the front door scene in a dress and high heels that could best be de­scribed as a cross be­tween classy and slutty. Frank could tell from Alex’s chat­ter that he was im­pressed with her. He called the scene a wrap af­ter only two takes, and he only used two in case some­thing hap­pened in the first take that he didn’t catch. Michelle was a nat­u­ral and was en­joy­ing her­self quite a bit. Es­pe­cially since sev­eral of the hus­bands from the homes nearby were find­ing ex­cuses to be out­side.

“Move along, boys. Noth­ing to see hear,” Frank laughed as he looked out the win­dow to see who was watch­ing. He no­ticed they were the very ones that loved to be around her at the neigh­bor­hood cook­outs and found ways to tease and flirt with her when their wives weren’t close by. She’d never worn any­thing slutty in front of them be­fore and he knew this was a spe­cial treat for them, as well as for Michelle.

Once that scene was shot, the next scene was of Michelle do­ing a slow strip in the bed­room and slip­ping into her robe for the mas­sage scene. Once again, Frank had it all on the mon­i­tors Alex had set up in the of­fice and it was amaz­ing how well his young in­no­cent wife per­formed for the cam­eras. Vic­tor and Mark weren’t in this scene so they waited in the liv­ing room where the mas­sage ta­ble had been set up for the fi­nal scene.

Alex used three takes on this one to get sev­eral ver­sions to choose from and when they’d taped enough, the mon­i­tors in Frank’s of­fice switched to the liv­ing room. Alex ex­plained what he wanted from her and then yelled “Ac­tion!” and Michelle en­tered from the hall­way.

They each said a few campy lines and then one of the ac­tors, Mark, asked her to hop up on the ta­ble, and lay face down, but to un­fas­ten her robe be­fore she did. So Frank watched her lay face down on the ta­ble, with a short robe cov­er­ing her gor­geous body.

Vic­tor was one side of the ta­ble, and Mark the other. They each had a lit­tle bot­tle of mas­sage oil and some hand tow­els. One of them started talk­ing to Michelle, ex­plain­ing that the oil was de­signed to pre­pare her skin for the mas­sage and al­low for more stim­u­la­tion.

Michelle re­sponded, “That’s fine.”

He also ex­plained that they would both be work­ing on her at the same time, and then peeled her robe away to leave her com­pletely naked.

Alex barked out a few in­struc­tions for the cam­era­men, re­mind­ing them of what he wanted in the shot.

The two ac­tors oiled up their hands and went to work on Michelle’s back, mas­sag­ing the oil in and work­ing back and forth across her back, slowly mov­ing down her back to­wards her bot­tom.

“Mmmm, that feels so good. Do the stim­u­lat­ing rods come next?” she asked, just as the script called for.

“Ah, no. The rods are used at the end of the mas­sage,” Mark replied.

They con­tin­ued work­ing their hands across her body, spread­ing the oil and rub­bing it into her skin. At this point, Frank shifted his view to an over­head cam­era they had set up on at the top of the stairs and watched in­tently as the two men ex­pertly mas­saged his wife; gen­tly pulling and push­ing and work­ing the mas­sage oil all over. And as he watched, he saw that their hands would dis­ap­pear from view as they tucked them down be­tween her lovely ass cheeks.

Michelle was very quickly be­com­ing aroused. Frank knew the signs; her body was be­gin­ning to squirm and move in rhythm with the men’s hands and he could see small changes in her ex­pres­sion. Her lips opened ever so slightly and the tip of her tongue was vis­i­ble be­tween them. With each work­ing on one leg, Vic­tor and Mark mas­saged her thigh mus­cles, get­ting closer and closer to her pussy. As they mas­saged her in­ner thighs, the out­side of their hands kept brush­ing up and down Michelle’s pussy lips.

Each took turns run­ning his hand up the crack of her pretty lit­tle be­hind and then in a cir­cu­lar pat­tern across her ass and back be­tween her legs, smoothly run­ning across her pussy lips as the mo­tion re­peated.

Frank heard Alex in­struct the cam­era­man to get a close up of her face and soon he saw the aroused look on her face. She was re­ally en­joy­ing all this at­ten­tion.

Vic­tor asked Michelle to turn over onto her back. She did as she was asked, and she lay there fully ex­posed. Her arousal was seen in her pussy to. It was moist and glis­tened when the light shown be­tween her legs.

Vic­tor and Mark pulled her legs open, let­ting them dan­gle off the ta­ble at her knees. Michelle was no longer on a script. Her mind was spin­ning with thoughts of fuck­ing these two bulls and she was aroused way be­yond the point of car­ing who watched.

Alex had the as­sis­tant with the mes­sage board write an in­struc­tion for the two men and hold it where they could see it. “Fin­ger her,” it read. Then he barked out in­struc­tions for the cam­era­men to get a close up of the shot.

Their fin­gers worked in and out of Michelle and a quick glance at one of the tri­pod cam­eras fo­cused on Michelle’s head showed that she was arch­ing her head back, and bit­ing her lips with the plea­sure they were giv­ing her as they stroked her pussy.

Vic­tor then moved to the head of the ta­ble, and Mark moved round be­tween her legs. “Are you ready for the most ex­hil­a­rat­ing bit?” he asked. Michelle just nod­ded her head. She wasn’t act­ing any more. She was only re­act­ing now.

Frank watched the mon­i­tor and lis­tened to the campy di­a­logue. “We’re go­ing to strip down so we can work you over bet­ter. We sure don’t want you to feel our coat sleeves on your skin, do we?”

Michelle just gen­tly shook her head with­out open­ing her eyes. They took turns strip­ping out of their clothes.

“We’re go­ing to use the stim­u­lat­ing rods now,” Vic­tor stated. Michelle replied with a soft, “Yes…the rods. The big hot rods.”

Frank knew what this meant and he squeezed his cock as he waited anx­iously for them to fuck her. She was about to get two big cocks, and Frank was go­ing to sit there with a fine drink and big cigar and watch it hap­pen.

“Fuck her, boys,” Alex whis­pered into his mic.



They started by lean­ing for­ward over her and reach­ing to the cen­ter of her stom­ach to be­gin, mov­ing in long slow round strokes as they mas­saged her torso. Vic­tor was mov­ing slowly up to­wards her breasts and Mark down to­wards her pussy.

As they straight­ened up Frank switched his view back to the over­head cam­era, and watched as Vic­tor’s hands gen­tly glided over her breasts for the first time. Her nip­ples were rock hard.

Through their head­sets, cam­era­men num­ber two heard Alex’s in­struc­tion to zoom in on Vic­tor’s hands as they mas­saged her beau­ti­ful breasts. He started gen­tly knead­ing them, start­ing at the base with his fin­gers stretched wide and squeez­ing them to­gether as he pulled them up.

As Vic­tor worked her breasts, Mark tick­led his fin­gers across the edge of her pussy and onto her pu­bic mound. His danced his fin­gers across the blond land­ing strip she’d formed that morn­ing and back down across her pussy. He was send­ing her into an even higher state of arousal with each sweep be­tween her legs.

Alex had one of his as­sis­tants write a mes­sage on a hand held dry erase board. It was for the two ac­tors. It read, “Vic­tor, put your cock in front of her face.”

Vic­tor’s huge cock was no longer flac­cid. In­deed it was now at half erect, al­ready very large, and point­ing straight out and he popped it against the ta­ble be­side her face.

Michelle opened her eyes, and they widened like saucers at the sight of the big staff. She didn’t need any di­rec­tion; she just opened her mouth and took it be­tween her lips. He con­tin­ued knead­ing her breasts, pulling and pinch­ing while the cam­era filmed Michelle slop­pily suck­ing and slurp­ing on his cock.

Vic­tor was en­joy­ing her per­for­mance so well that he went off script, “Yes, that’s it, honey, do it, take what you want. Oh yeah, take it all in there. Fuck, you suck a cock bet­ter than any woman I ever had. Shit, you’re good. Fuck yeah, do it. Yeah, put it in your mouth.”

Franks watched his sweet wife close her eyes and made love to Vic­tor’s cock with her mouth. I wanted to make him shoot his sperm in her mouth and she wanted Mark to fuck her al­ready hot cunt and make her cli­max. Vic­tor stood there, hold­ing her head with his hands as his cock pulsed and flexed in her throat. He pulled back and her mouth went with him, not want­ing to let go.

Mark had his fin­gers work­ing in and out of her pussy, while Vic­tor was mas­sag­ing her breasts and fuck­ing her gor­geous face. “That’s a good slut. Suck that cock,” he said.

Mark’s hands then stretched her legs wide apart. It wasn’t in the script when he asked, “You want to hard cock now, cunt?”

Michelle wasn’t act­ing when she pulled Vic­tor’s cock from her mouth and re­sponded, “Fuck me…Fuck me now.”

He put his cock against Michelle’s wet cunt and slid it in­side. He stopped when the head dis­ap­peared and asked her again. “You want all of this, Baby?”

Michelle was be­side her­self. She’d aban­doned all pre­tense of act­ing and only wanted to be fucked by them both. She wig­gled her hips as best she could to take in more of Mark’s hard cock and with a mouth­ful of cock she whim­pered a “Yes”.

Mark pushed his cock all the way in­side.

Frank’s beau­ti­ful, sexy wife was be­ing spit-roasted with a dick in her mouth and an­other fully in her pussy. Alex sent a mes­sage to cam­era two, “Get in close on his dick in her mouth.”

On one mon­i­tor, Frank now saw close ups of Vic­tor’s dick as it slipped in and out of her wait­ing mouth, wet and shiny with her saliva. On an­other he saw Mark’s cock slid­ing in and out of her cunt, col­lect­ing a thin band of white cream at the base. A third mon­i­tor showed his balls bang­ing against her ass with each stroke. And, a fourth showed a wide view of the en­tire scene.

All the while, he could hear Alex bark­ing out in­struc­tions into the head­sets of the pro­duc­tion crew. The as­sis­tant with the dry erase board fu­ri­ously scrawled a mes­sage for the ac­tors, ‘Get her on her back’ it read.

They roughly turned her over and re­sumed fuck­ing her mouth and cunt. Both men were get­ting worked up, grunt­ing and moan­ing with each thrust. They were pulling on her nip­ples and gen­tly twist­ing them as they con­tin­ued their con­stant push into her mouth and pussy.

Their balls were con­strict­ing, pulling back be­tween their legs and cum was want­ing to push out of their groins and up into their cock­shafts. Michelle now moaned un­con­trol­lably as she jacked off Vic­tor and begged for his hot cum.

Frank watched as Mark’s cock slowly be­gan to dis­ap­pear into her. The cam­era zoomed in and he was see­ing up real close and very per­sonal ex­actly what was hap­pen­ing. He watched as Mark buried him­self all the way in­side of her, then Frank leaned to­ward the mon­i­tor to see Mark as he slowly pulled out of her right be­fore his eyes. His dick seemed to just keep com­ing and com­ing out of her hole. Fi­nally it rested against her open­ing and again he slowly pushed back in­side of her. Watch­ing this was driv­ing me Frank nuts with plea­sure, and hav­ing Michelle’s mouth mak­ing love to Vic­tor’s dick just added to the heat of the mo­ment.

Michelle grabbed her own breasts and worked her nip­ples. Mark pulled out and when he did Michelle saw that there was just enough room for her to stretch up­wards and take more of Vic­tor’s cock in her mouth. Be­cause of the an­gle, she couldn’t get as much of it as she de­sired.

Frank watched her let him go and Mark slid it back in­side Michelle, He pulled out enough again for her to do it again, so she arched her mouth up and Vic­tor pushed into her mouth and down her throat. He pulled out of her mouth and Mark pushed back in­side of Michelle. This went on and on, over and over. She cli­maxed with so many small cli­maxes that she just trem­bled.

Michelle was go­ing ab­so­lutely nuts as this went on. She was mov­ing her hips, try­ing fran­ti­cally to re­cap­ture Mark’s cock as Vic­tors’s cock would go into her throat, and then she would moan like crazy when Vic­tor would thrust it back in all the way to her cervix.

Alex told the as­sis­tant with the mes­sage board to write “Drill her now”, and show it to Mark and Vic­tor. They read the mes­sage and be­gan fuck­ing his co-star with greater force.

Af­ter what seemed like the most won­der­ful pass­ing of time stroking his own cock and watch­ing his wife on the mon­i­tors, Frank now watched as Mark be­gan to drill Michelle…re­ally fuck her hard and fast. He was rid­ing his cock all the way in and all the way out, faster and faster, harder and harder.

Alex, just out of frame, en­joyed watch­ing his ac­tor’s balls swing back and forth hit­ting her face as his dick fucked her mouth.

Her body shook as an or­gasm swept through her body. She bucked against Mark’s cock as he went deep in­side and held it for a mo­ment as cum rushed up his cock­shaft. As her or­gasm con­tin­ued, she felt the first big wad of hot cum shoot­ing against the vel­vety walls of her pussy.

Mark pulled out quickly and shot the rest of his big load across her tummy. “Here’s your se­cret flu­ids,” he grunted as he jacked off onto her.

“Lick my balls,” Vic­tor moaned and she quickly took his hairy scro­tum into her del­i­cate mouth. She stroked his cock with one of her tiny hands and it wasn’t long be­fore he shot off, send­ing sev­eral thick white streams of cum across her face and tits.

“An­other dose for you,” he an­nounced, grabbed his cock from her hand and aimed it onto her tits.

Melissa whim­pered and moaned as the two men spread their cum across her tummy, breasts and face.

“Are you sat­is­fied with your mas­sage?” Vic­tor asked and guided some of the cum on her face into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” she re­sponded as she licked the salty fluid from her lips.

“Cut and wrap!” Alex shouted and the scene con­cluded.

Michelle was spent, emo­tion­ally as well as phys­i­cally. She laid on the ta­ble for a few mo­ments to re­cover and then put her robe on and went to the bed­room to clean up. The crew be­gan quickly break­ing down the gear and were out of Michelle and Frank’s home in less than fif­teen min­utes.

With Michelle still in her bed­room, Alex came back to Frank’s of­fice and asked how he liked it. “I got my money’s worth and much more,” he an­swered.

“I’ll give you 200,000 for the rights. Just sign here,” Alex of­fered, pulled a con­tract from his jacket and threw it onto Frank’s desk.

“In your dreams, man. In your dreams,” he replied, shook Alex’s hand and showed him to the door.

Alex as­sured him he’d have the movie to him within a week and left. Af­ter Alex and his crew were gone, Michelle show­ered and changed, and she re­turned to be­ing the sub­mis­sive, in­no­cent girl she nat­u­rally was.

“I don’t know what got into me to­day, Frank. That’s just not like me to flaunt my­self to our neigh­bors like I did in the scene at the front door. Do you think I was to bold?” She didn’t wait for his re­ply. “And, the things I did with Vic­tor and Mark… All of it cap­tured by the cam­era. Oh my!” she sighed.

“Michelle, you were won­der­ful. You were ex­quis­ite. Put your wor­ries away.”

“As long as you don’t think I’m a slut, Dar­ling. I couldn’t live think­ing you thought that way about me,” she replied ten­derly.

“Michelle, to­day we were in our Se­cret Gar­den. And, no­body can en­ter it but you and me.”

They cud­dled and spent the rest of the evening re­con­nect­ing.
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