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Prologue
 
My wife was on her hands and knees, juices visibly flowing from her pussy onto the expensive Oriental rug beneath her.
I sat on the love seat, only feet away, as Katie begged her film star ideal to fuck her.
“Please, Brad. Oh God, please put it inside me. I need you.”

I was torn between the feel of my hard cock throbbing in my pants and intense jealousy.
They’d done it before, I’d watched, but I’d never seen Katie as a subservient as she was now. She’d done everything he’d asked, she’d humiliated herself for him, and now she was begging him to use her.
Princess, naked now too, put her hand on my thigh. She seemed to understand my distress, and when I looked at her, she smiled for the first time.
 



Chapter 1
 
I won’t kid you, it took a while for things to get back to normal. I was used to living with Katie, but a pregnant Katie? That took some adjusting.
The pregnancy hormones had her craving sex, and they also caused her boobs to enlarge. The effect was minimized somewhat by her growing belly, but a man can’t have everything. I really love her boobs, and the new enlarged versions were pretty great.
Katie’s tits were large to begin with. I became concerned the weight of them would make her fall on her face. Instead, they just gave her back aches which combined with all the other miseries of being pregnant, caused me to spend a lot of time caring for her.
Sometimes, it was better to just hide. I’m no fool; there are times when it just makes sense to become invisible.
I even started playing golf again since we lived in a country club community. It would get me out of the house for five or six hours, but when I set a course record for lost balls in one round, I had to cut back. I’m not sure what game I was playing, but it wasn’t golf.
One lazy Saturday as we were lying around, I got up to go to the bathroom. “Pee, I must,” I said on my way out the door.
“Hey, Yoda, as long as you’re up, bring back some food.” Her hunger never let up.
We seemed to be fresh out of krill, so I just brought her some cookies. Wisely, I kept the krill thought to myself. She wasn’t as fast as before, but she could still throw a mean punch.
While Katie was in a good mood, I decided to broach the “Brad” topic. There was information I wanted and now seemed like a good time to get it.
“So, honey bunch,” I began.
“Don’t give me that shit, what do you want?”
I thought it had been a good time.
“I want to talk about Brad. Brad’s cock and what we’re planning if anything.” This caused Katie to adjust her belly and give me the ‘look.’
“What do you want to know, Mack?” she answered in a flat voice. 
“I know I’m on the small side,” I said, getting a sniff out of Katie. “I also know Brad not only met your movie star fantasy, but also gave you a taste of a large cock.” Those words seemed to get Katie interested in the conversation. “I also know you liked it, he provided something for you. True?”
“Yes. Both statements are true. I’ve always had a thing for Brad Peterson, but I didn’t know I liked large ‘things’ until one was inside me. But, oh my God, did that feel good!” She confirmed my suspicions which really didn’t need confirming.
“Here comes the hard question, are you ready?” 
Katie squeezed her eyes shut and hunched her shoulders as if to prepare herself for something physically difficult. 
“Okay. I’m ready.” Her hands gripped the sides of the couch, but her lips were smiling.
“Are you going to want another large cock?” I asked.
Katie’s eyes flew open in surprise at the question. Her hands covered her mouth as she stared at me in astonishment.
 “Mack, you’re all I need. I don’t need some massive pecker poking at me all the time.”
“Look, you know I surprised myself by being turned on watching you. Scared the shit out of me because I thought you wouldn’t want me anymore, but it also gave me a giant hard-on.”
 “Giant,” Katie giggled, “You said ‘giant.’”
“Alright smart ass. A tiny hard-on, but it was really hard. Watching you cum like that, watching you surrender yourself, hell, I’m hard right now just thinking about it.”
“Are you, Mack?” Katie was running her hand over the front of my pants. “Well, I’ve got a little surprise for you. I think you’ve made me cream myself, too.
“But I didn’t surrender so much as I was taken by that cock. He boarded the good ship Katie and just fucked her senseless,” my wife continued, looking at me with wide eyes, making sure that I got her point.
“I didn’t put up much of a fight because I didn’t want to. I was overwhelmed and, oh God, it felt so good. I can’t describe the sensations. He had me, and I couldn’t think, he took away my will. Just this enormous cock taking me to a different planet. Come on, you’re fucking me now,” Katie demanded, jerking me off the couch and into the bedroom.
It was sometime later that she could return to my question. We had already made love once, and we were in the middle of round two. Katie was panting as I ate her. 
“I’d never do anything without you Mack. You know that.” pant, pant, pant. “But if the situation came up, and you were okay with it….”
With a roar, I came all over the sheets.
“Hey, what about me? Get back down there and finish what you started!”
My head was pushed back between Katie’s thighs.
 



Chapter 2
 
The pregnancy also caused me to watch too much internet porn, particularly as we neared her due date. Which raised an interesting question: Is there such a thing as too much internet porn? I’m going to need to do a lot more research on that question.  Why was I drawn to cuckolding clips? I wasn’t a cuckold, was I?
During the pregnancy, I bought something I’d always wanted and could now afford—a shiny black Porsche. I know, tiny dicks drive sports cars. Fuck you, I like my car. And my tiny dick.
Katie had no end of fun, amusing herself by giving me grief about that car. Obviously, I was making up for having a tiny cock by buying an expensive sports car to zoom around in. I didn’t care, all those guys with big dicks were driving beaters.
While she was pregnant, Katie couldn’t even get her ass in the seat of my Porsche, much less swivel her legs inside. Later, I enjoyed the sight of my wife sliding into that car wearing a short skirt and a tight blouse, preferably a white one worn without a bra so I could see her nipples. With her dark hair flying, she attracted more attention on the freeway than the car did.
She was a fearless driver who couldn’t quite grasp the significance of speed limits or any other limits for that matter. It was all those other cars that kept her from going for the land speed record.
When she was ready, Katie hit the fitness center with a vengeance. We lived close to the clubhouse where there was a full fitness facility. When she wasn’t jogging, she was working out.
The baby fat didn’t just melt off, but she worked hard, and in a short time, her weight and figure were back to normal. Then surpassed normal and into WOW.
Katie had been lucky. She had no stretch marks, and except for the fact that we now had a tiny bundle to care for, it was impossible to tell she’d ever been pregnant.
There were some weird things, well, weird for me anyway. Katie claimed that while she was actually giving birth, she had one of the best orgasms of her life. Apparently one of the delivery nurses had warned her it could happen, so she wasn’t freaked out by it.
But I was freaked out; a baby’s head was coming out of my wife’s ‘fun hole’ and she was screeching with an earth-shaking orgasm. Nobody told me about this phenomenon. Frankly, it gave me a woody; luckily nobody could see the thing.
Two things came of this event, I mean, besides the baby. One was Katie wanted to try ‘fisting,’ once she healed. She thought it might have been the size of the baby’s head that made her orgasm so good. Even if it wasn’t, maybe my fist could substitute for my tiny dick.
My tiny dick didn’t take offense at that. My tiny dick didn’t take offense at much if we had Katie, and we got off from time to time.
The second thing, and this seemed really strange to me, was Katie didn't breastfeed. We have a nanny, and Katie just didn’t want to be tied down. But she did use breast pumps so the baby would have her mother’s milk.
Stay with me here, I know what I’ve just described is not strange at all. The strange part was pumping her breasts could also cause Katie to orgasm. Not every time, but often enough so she looked forward to milking herself and was visibly disappointed when she didn’t cum.
For me, watching my wife pump her breasts caused me to develop an erection every time. Maybe I said it already, but I really love my wife’s boobs, and watching her touch them and use that pump was incredible for me.
 



Chapter 3
 
Katie continued to talk about fisting. She wanted to find out if she could duplicate the orgasm she’d had in the hospital. After a lot of consideration, she decided it would be best if she were on her hands and knees.
I had no say in the matter. My job was to supply the fist, the lubrication, and to push it inside.
This didn’t seem like something that could be done ‘cold,’ so we spent a lot of time cuddling before I went down on her. I worked on her until she told me to stop because she didn’t want to be swollen.
Katie scrambled onto her hands and knees, excited to begin. After smoothing out the towels beneath her, I spread massive amounts of warm lubrication on her pussy. I didn’t think it was possible to use too much lube in this situation, but if it was, I did it. Next, I did the same thing to my hand. Lube was dripping off, showing up as a dark stain on the green towels.
Starting with one finger, I was quickly able to add two more. We’d done this much before. When I added my pinkie, Katie told me, “Mack, you have really thick fingers. Fuck me a little like this before going further.” My aim was to please, so I moved my hand in and out, as much as I could. Katie made soft moaning noises the entire time.
“Okay, Mack, try adding your thumb,” she directed breathlessly.
This was more difficult, but not impossible. I had to fold my thumb under my fingers and into my palm, making my hand wedge-shaped. After a minute or two, Kate was comfortable with all five fingers inside her.
“Now try pushing your hand inside. Careful, please.”
After adding more lubrication—much more lubrication—to both her vagina and my hand, I started to push. At first, I just slid along with the lubrication until I reached my knuckles.
Katie helped by reaching around and pulling her lips apart while spreading her legs further, making the opening larger for me. As she pulled we both pushed, and slowly, my entire hand slipped inside of her.
“Oh God, Mack. Oh God! Your fist is inside me, isn’t it?” she panted out the words.
“I’m so full. Oh, Mack. You’re filling me up, honey,” she sounded happy.
“Now fuck me, slowly. Let me get used to it, but don’t take your hand out of me,” she directed.
As I started to fuck her, Katie put her head on the pillow. With her eyes closed, she made grunting noises every time I pushed inside.
“Go in further, Mack. Go until I stop you.”
After lubricating my arm, I pushed deeper. Her pussy felt so incredible around me. I don’t have the words to describe the smooth, wet warmth that surrounded me.
“Stop, that’s far enough!” Katie’s head had come off the pillow. Her hips were moving around in a circle.
 “Now fuck me, Mack. Please fuck me hard. As hard as you can,” her voice sounded desperate. “But stop when I tell you to stop.”
I pulled my arm slightly out of her before slamming it back in. Never pushing in further than where she had told me to stop.
“Faster, Mack, I’m almost there. I’m so full. You’re so deep.” 
I could feel how close she was; she had one hand stroking her clit as I fucked her. The walls of her vagina had started to spasm when she yelled, “Stop!”
I stopped immediately as did the hand stroking her clit. I didn’t understand why, her vagina was still contracting around my fist, but she hadn’t orgasmed.
Each time I stopped Katie would make a sound “ah…. ah…. ah” in time with her hips moving, fucking my arm as if of their own free will. I moved my hand to stroke her nipples, very softly. 
When the contractions slowed, we started up again. I fucked her with my fist as fast and as hard as I could while she stroked her own clit. After only a few strokes, she stopped me again. Her hips were moving harder now, and she was louder.
Katie was squirming beneath me, she was on the edge of cumming, and she wanted to finish, but she wouldn’t let herself. The spasms inside of her were strong, the walls of her vagina were squeezing my hand.
When the contractions eased, we started again. I thought she would go all the way this time, but she stopped me again. Her wailing was constant now, “AH… AH… AH… AH,” in time with her contractions. Even without stimulation, she was on the very edge of an orgasm. She was using two fingers to pinch her nipples… hard.
The next time, she didn’t stop me. I kept slamming into her as she stroked herself. I could feel her fighting the orgasm, not wanting to give in to it, enjoying the intense sensations and wanting to prolong them as long as possible.
The orgasm won, hitting her with as much force as I could imagine. Katie shrieked and shrieked again as her orgasm seemed to last a very long time, maybe even a minute or two.
She’d been on the edge, denying herself for so long, when she allowed herself to cum her body didn’t know when to quit. Finally, she fell forward, my greased arm and hand popping out of her.
Katie lay on her belly, her legs spread. Her pussy was gaping open and in spasm. Each spasm caused her asshole to pull shut and lubrication, both bottled and natural, flowed out of her.
Each spasm also caused another deep “oh,” and another orgasm as all her muscles seemed to flex at the same time. Each orgasm was less intense than the one before until Katie was done. I was in awe of the sight and the experience and a little jealous.
I laid beside her and held her tight as she clung to me, breathing heavily into my ear.
“What did we do, Mack? That was incredible. I’m still so turned on,” she said as a shiver passed through her.
There was only so much I could do, I’d orgasmed without touching myself when she had. My spunk was mixed with the lubrication on the green towel.
 



Chapter 4
 
Katie’s eyes really lit up when I surprised her with a rechargeable version of her favorite vibrator, the Wand.
I challenged her to use it while I drove on the freeway. No panties were allowed, just a skirt, a top, and the Wand. The car’s top was down, anybody could see her. I forget what the bet was, but it was nothing extravagant.
At first, Katie was hesitant, looking around to make sure nobody could see as she raised her skirt to her waist. That was part of the bet; she had to be bare from the waist down. At first, she just ran the vibrator over her pubic mound.
I called her on that, reminding her the bet called for her to orgasm. Katie gave me a sassy look and stuck out her tongue which only made me laugh.
“Okay, mister man. You want to see a pretty girl orgasm in a Porsche? Is that what you want?” she asked me.
“That’s exactly what I want,” I told her. “Would it help if I went a little faster?” I increased my speed while my wife spread her legs and put the vibrating head of the Wand directly on her clit.
Now, Katie is a sucker for the Magic Wand. It was the first vibrator I introduced into our sex play and the one she still preferred. Although, since her “Awakening,” she does like to have a fat dildo at the same time. But the Wand would have to do for now.
The faster I drove, the more frantically she moaned. Her legs spread wider and wider as she pushed the wand hard against her pussy.
I was pulling up next to a large truck just as Katie was saying, “Oh honey, oh god.” I slowed down to match his speed and managed to get Katie’s attention, not an easy task when she’s just starting to orgasm. When her eyes met the eyes of the truck driver, both of their mouths hung open and her orgasm went ballistic.
As her ass lifted off the seat, pushing her pussy and her vibrator toward the trucker, she started to shriek. All the time I managed to keep pace with him and ignore the cars behind us.
As Katie started to come down, her trucker friend honked his air horn, and Katie threw him a kiss. I increased our speed and pulled rapidly away from the traffic behind us.
As I pulled off the freeway and into a parking lot, Katie was still breathing rapidly. Her hand was buried in her pussy, the Wand lying forgotten on the floor of the car.
“Take me home, Mack. I really need you right now.”
Just the words I was waiting to hear. Katie continued to play with herself until we got home. The problem though was there was a little girl toddling around our house and a live-in nanny to deal with first.
As Katie headed for the master bedroom, I spent some time holding the toddler while she cooed at me. I loved that little girl, I didn’t care who the father was.
As I walked into the bedroom, a naked Katie grabbed me by the front of my shirt and threw me on the bed. My pants and underwear were off before there was even time to register Katie was removing them. The woman had a goal, and she was going to achieve it. She swallowed my entire cock, not a major challenge given it’s barely long enough to fit in her mouth. Her lips and tongue felt wonderful, but my enjoyment was not her goal, not today.
Climbing my body like a very horny leopard, Katie sat down on my face. Her wet, pungent pussy smothered me, causing my poor neglected cock to jump.
I ate her as fast as I could, swallowing her essence while she howled above me. All I could see were her fingers squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples, causing some mother’s milk to drip onto my face.
“Oh Mack,” she howled. “You make me do things, how do you think… oh, Mack…” Her orgasm hit, and my face was drenched as she came, clogging my nose.
I faced a serious, potentially life-threatening situation here. I didn’t want her pussy anywhere but right where it was, but I couldn’t breathe. I calculated I’d eventually die, and Katie would notice when I stopped licking and sucking her. Theoretically, it sounded like a great way to go, but practically, I wasn’t ready to depart this world just yet.
Pushing Katie back, I drew in a breath through my mouth and cleared my nose. By then, the moment had passed, and my wife lay down beside me.
“Um… honey?” I asked.
“Yes?” Katie answered in a very tired, satisfied voice.
“About this hard-on.  What do you think we should do?”
Katie raised her head just enough to see my cock jumping in the breeze. She put her hand on my prick.
“I really liked showing that trucker my wet cunt. I came so hard, I wanted him to fuck me,” She whispered in my ear.
And that was it, I erupted in her hand. My beautiful wife just smiled at me as she wiped her hand on some tissues. 
“What was the question again?”
 



Chapter 5
 
It was only a few weeks later, the neighbors had a backyard party for everybody on our street. These were the neighbors without a pool, of course, but Mary and Bill were a lot of fun, and judging by their activities at the toga party, more than a little kinky.
Bill had a huge barbeque set up and was cooking every kind of carcinogen known to man—steak, hamburgers, hot dogs, and chicken. Okay, chicken isn’t technically a carcinogen, but it might be when it’s barbequed over wood taken from old Kentucky Bourbon barrels.
In addition, they had an amazing selection of liquid refreshment. There was just enough soft drink to act as mixers, along with every kind of liquor available, and a keg of beer. This was going to be some party.
At first, it was just a lot of people mixing around, catching up with their neighbors while having a drink or three or five. Which is how these things normally go.
In the middle of the yard was a large temporary swimming pool their kids used. Fortunately, the little terrors weren’t around that night. The pool was oblong, maybe ten feet long, with sides that were about three and a half feet tall.
Nobody went in the thing at first, the pool would be used somewhat later. First, we had to eat and drink some more until the older neighbors said their goodbyes and left about fifteen of us to finish all the booze.
The fifteen who remained were all married, often to each other; there were five women and ten men. Some wives had already gone home to take care of their children.
It was dark—the backyard only partially lit by the lights inside the house and one bulb over the back patio—when Mary decided it was time to take a dip. I watched very carefully as she removed her bra without disturbing her tee shirt. Her boobs weren’t big, but I loved them anyway.
Her shorts and shoes went just before she climbed into the pool, wearing only her tee shirt and panties, and started to splash around. Her first splash was on Katie, who squealed at the unexpected, sudden soaking.
Nobody even thought of trying to stop my wife as she did the same strip tease Mary had performed. First, the bra, trickier because it was so much larger, then the shoes and finally her shorts. She was left wearing only a brief red thong below the waist and a white tee shirt above.
This didn’t seem fair to me, so as the girls splashed each other I tried to even things up by reaching in to grab Mary’s full panties. I missed, but the seed of an idea had been planted.
When I looked around, the other women at the party had followed Mary and Katie’s lead and were in the pool, and why not? It was a warm night. They were merrily splashing each other as the guys crowded around the edge trying to pull the tee-shirts or panties off any woman who came near them.
Of course, as the tee-shirts got wet, they also became transparent. Katie’s boobs were on full display as they bounced and she splashed. I was proud of her when her tee-shirt was the first to tear, spilling both her breasts into full sight.
My gorgeous wife naturally tried to get the pieces back from the guy who’d grabbed them. Failing that, she was going to take revenge on him. Luckily for all of us, as Katie made her play, standing next to the edge of the pool, the guys made their play for her.
I watched, my erection hard in my pants, as Katie’s boobs were mauled, her lips were kissed, and her thong was ripped to shreds. She did put up a token resistance, but her heart wasn’t in it.
I could see somebody had his fingers buried in her pussy as a laughing Katie made her escape. This started all the women going from man to man, kissing, being caressed, caressing. Always with the wall of the pool in front of them.
One after another, a zipper was undone, and the girls were stroking hard cocks while they were fondled and fingered. Sometimes, by two or three guys at the same time.
When they weren’t working the edge of the pool, they were in the center, still splashing each other. Except for Mary and Katie who had decided they might as well kiss and caress each other. The two of them were cheered by the men as Bill and I looked on speechless. I wasn’t surprised, but Bill’s mouth hung open as he watched his wife finger-fuck my Katie.
We were all distracted by the sounds of a couple fucking just outside the pool crowd. It was a couple who happened to be married to each other, and she was sitting on top of her husband. Her breasts could be clearly seen as she bounced on his erection.  I loved her breasts, too.
The men watched them for a while, all except Bill and me. We watched as our wives smiled at each other, spoke a few words, then parted to find us. My wife was dripping wet, and not from the pool as I discovered when I went down on her later.
 
****
 
“What happened to you?” I managed to ask during a break from eating her. I found my face wedged between Katie’s legs no more than thirty seconds after making it home from the block party.
“Oh, Mack. I had so many fingers in my pussy tonight,” she was panting as she talked. “One guy just wanted to stroke my clitty while I kissed the guy standing next to him. I don’t even know who they were. All of them wanted to play with my tits.”
I could feel my cock throbbing as she talked. It may not be very big, oh hell, it’s tiny, but it really enjoyed Katie’s description of her evening.
“What about Mary? You kissed her,” I barely got the words out before Katie was pushing my head back to her slit.
“Oh, wow. That girl can kiss! That was the best part of the evening. You know what she asked me?” Katie was looking down at me in wonder.
“She asked if we could ‘get together some time, alone. Maybe we could continue this!’ Can you believe it?” she sounded excited.
“You gonna do it?” My head was once again positioned where she wanted it. She didn’t want long conversations with me, just licking and sucking. I almost felt used. I would have laughed out loud at the thought if I wanted to stop what I was doing.
“I think so. I mean, I want to.” Katie had allowed me to move my head and was looking down at me again. I must have been a sight, juices dripping off my chin and onto the sheet. I needed to grow a beard, so I could save this stuff for later.
“Would you mind, Mack? I won’t do it if you don’t want me to.”
My answer was simple enough, “If you report everything that happens. Maybe send me some texts or even some pictures. You have my blessing. Carpet munch away!”
With a laugh, Katie shoved my mouth against her pussy again.
 



Chapter 6
 
Two weeks later, the trial I was involved with had taken a fifteen-minute recess. I checked for emails on my phone, and naturally, the first thing I saw was a text message from my hornier half.
 
“I’m going over to Mary’s house. She’s alone. See you later tonight.”
 
Wait, what the fuck!?! Katie’s going over to Mary’s house? And Bill isn’t home? I felt my cock grow hard, which usually didn’t take long.
The message was sent almost an hour before, so what was happening now? I was losing it. What was I doing before I checked my phone? All I could see was Katie and Mary locked in a kiss at the neighborhood party, their tongues in each other’s mouths, their hands in each other’s crotch.
Just as my memory of the trial was coming back, another message came in.
 
“She’s going down on me.”
 
I was lost again. I’d have just stood there, staring at my phone the rest of the day, if the bailiff hadn’t tapped me on the shoulder. Court was back in session.
I had to turn off my phone as I entered the courtroom. Damn it, my wife is being eaten by another woman, and my phone was turned off.
Good thing I didn’t have to engage my brain right away. There’s no telling what would have happened to the trial. Even though the rest of the day would be nothing but routine motions, and my second chair has been assigned to handle it all, I still needed to be mentally present.
I wanted to do nothing more than turn on my phone and check for messages or maybe even a picture. But if I did that, this judge would have my ass.
I tried to turn off the movie running in my head and concentrate on my work. After all, there was nothing I could do right then.
As soon as court adjourned, I had my phone turned on. There were pictures! The first was a close-up of my wife’s pussy. She looked excited, wet and swollen.
The next was a close-up of someone else’s pussy. It also looked wet and swollen with the addition of a large black dildo sticking half way in.
The last picture was just a head shot, a selfie, of the two women smiling, their heads close together. I was about to skip past it when I noticed, even though the shot was mostly of their heads, enough of their bodies were shown to tell me that neither one was wearing a top.
Now that I’d stopped, I looked at the background of the shot. Katie probably knew there was a mirror behind them, and I’d be able to make out, just barely, the hint of a reflection that looked a lot like her bare ass.
I really needed to pee before leaving the courthouse, but I couldn’t, not until my erection subsided. I was so excited, I could feel my heart racing in my chest.
As I sat on the toilet, waiting for my excitement to ebb, another text came through.
 
“We’re having so much fun I’m staying 4 a while. Call when u leave.”
 
I was going to be tasting another woman’s pussy on my wife’s mouth tonight. Wait! I texted back: “Don’t eat anything else, I want to taste her on u.” Seconds later my phone chirped, “k.”
 
****
 
God her mouth tasted good. Salty and slick, another woman’s juices flavoring my wife’s lips and chin.
Katie pulled down the zipper on my suit pants, and her fingers stroked my erection. Well, two fingers stroked my erection. She moaned as my tongue worked on her mouth.
“That turned you on, didn’t it Mack. Your wife with another woman?” Katie was being cruel. I loved it.
“Did you suck her nipples?” I asked. I love nipples because they’re often attached to boobs.
“Yes. She sucked mine too. She’s really a good lover.” Katie could feel my cock jump between her fingers.
“We’re going to do it again. Do you want to watch us, make sure we do it right?” I could feel my orgasm, it was almost there. Did I want to watch? What kind of question was that?
“Yes. Where? When? Tell me everything.” I really did wanted to know.
“Saturday you’re going to be gone.” 
I looked at her curiously. My hand had crept up her light sundress, and my fingers were caressing her soaked pussy.
“Gone into the closet maybe,” Katie had a smile on her face as she answered my unspoken question. “Mary’s coming over here for an hour or so in the afternoon While you’re ‘gone.’”
My fingers slid into my wife as I came in her hand. I liked her idea. I liked it a lot.
 



Chapter 7
 
Katie knew she had my permission to do anything she wanted to do with anyone she like if I knew about it, and we talked about it first.
Saturday, I made a big production of loading my golf bag into the SUV and shouting to Katie that we were playing a new course about an hour away. So, with driving and lunch, I wouldn’t be home for nine or ten hours. Katie told me, in a loud voice, to have fun and to not lose too many golf balls this time, which was something of a running joke in the neighborhood.
I drove out of our cul-de-sac and down the main road to the next neighborhood. After parking, I could sneak into our backyard and into the house.
Katie had the closet all arranged. The door was open just enough for me to see out. She had adjusted the full-length bedroom mirror, so I could see the entire room. She had also provided me with a pee-bottle along with beer, snacks, and a chair.
My thoughtful wife had also provided a pillow in case I got bored with the whole thing and wanted to take a nap. Most thoughtful was my iPad so I could film the two of them for our later mutual enjoyment.
Minutes after I was settled, the doorbell rang. I could hear Mary’s voice giving the BS question they had agreed on. Something about a cup of sugar, I don’t remember exactly.
They weren’t fooling anybody, it didn’t take hours to borrow cooking ingredients, and everybody knew neither one of them could cook or bake, anyway.
I didn’t hear anything else for a long time. I was starting to get concerned. What if they had decided to play downstairs? At least I could watch dirty videos on the iPad.
After a long wait, I heard them coming up the stairs, giggling and stopping from time to time to make out with each other. They stopped to kiss some more as soon as they entered the bedroom.
I could see why it had taken so long; both were naked from the waist up. Katie’s big boobs were pressed into Mary’s smaller ones as they shared a deep kiss, right in front of me. Mary’s hand was caressing Katie’s breast and pinching her nipple as their lips touched. My wife loves to have her nipples pinched, in fact, she loves to have her breasts treated roughly.
She was moaning as she pushed her tit into Mary’s fingers, finally laying her head back to stare at the ceiling fan as she groaned. When Mary started to suck my wife’s tortured nipple, Katie moaned even louder and stroked the back of her lover’s head.
“Bite it, Mary. Bite her. I want to feel your teeth on me,” Katie was giving very clear directions.
I could see Mary’s teeth biting my wife’s nipple which had the effect of causing a thin stream of milk to shoot into Mary’s mouth. At first, Mary drew back in surprise, but surprise gave way to suckling.
This might not have been the most erotic thing I’d ever seen, but it was damn close. I knew how Katie could orgasm from nursing, and now she was getting close as a grown woman suckled her breast and played with her clit at the same time.
Mary held my wife, stroking her hair as Katie shook from her orgasm. All the while whispering she’d never seen anything like that, that Katie was the sexiest woman she’d ever met.
Their lovemaking was slow and gentle as they stretched out on our bed. Katie stripped off Mary’s shorts, and after kissing her and playing with her nipples, worked her way down to the other woman’s pussy. She took her time, slowly working Mary up to an earth-shaking orgasm that left her curled in a ball, shaking from the intensity.
The afternoon passed as they made love, took a break to have something to drink, then made love again. I lost track of Katie’s orgasms as Mary had the ability to make her cum.
After a while, I stretched out on the closet floor and fell asleep to the sound of their lovemaking. It was almost dark when I felt Katie lay down next to me.
Her warm naked body felt good next to me, smelling of another woman’s perfume and sex. When she swung her naked leg over mine, I could feel her warm, wet pussy against my leg. Her kisses had the salty flavor of Mary’s cunt.
“How was it, honey?” I asked her as she lay her head on my chest.
“Good, but you’re a better lesbian than she is.” I snorted at that comment. Katie went on, “She’s good, and it’s nice to feel a smooth soft face between my thighs. But nobody can eat pussy like my man. Was it fun watching us? Did you film us?”
I nodded. 
“Did we make you cum, huh, did we?” she asked while working her way down my body.
“Nope, although I did get close when she was biting your nipple,” I told her as she took my now hard cock in her mouth.
My cock was small enough she could easily take the entire thing in her mouth and work it with her warm, wet, wonderful mouth and tongue. Sliding over my glans, she had me close in seconds.
“I’m going to cum in your mouth honey if you keep that up,” I warned her, even as I held her head in place.
“Yummy.” At least I think that’s what she said as I erupted. Katie likes to have me finish in her mouth; our combined oral skills are an important part of our marriage.
Maybe if my cock were big enough to satisfy her, we wouldn’t need those skills so much. But for the most part, we were satisfied with our sex lives.
 



Chapter 8
 
Katie was hanging around the clubhouse a lot while I was at work. In addition to working out in the fitness center and eating at the grill, she was taking lessons from one of the golf pros.
It wasn’t long before Katie knew everybody who worked there. Whenever we’d go to the club to eat, she’d be greeted by name like a best friend. Me, she’d have to introduce, every time. Then they’d pretend to recognize me.
On a rainy, cold, windy Saturday when very few people were around and nobody was playing golf, I was taken on a tour of the clubhouse. Not just the normal areas every member saw, but all of it.
I toured the kitchens, both locker rooms, and the back-passage ways that allowed the staff to shuffle food from the kitchen to other parts of the club, mostly the bars. I toured the staff locker room and laundry rooms. I saw the entire place.
At the time, it was an interesting tour, later it made spying much easier for me.
 
****
 
The earthquake hit while I was at work at my office in the financial district. Katie was at home I thought, but the phones weren’t working, and traffic had been halted on the bridges. The official word was to “shelter in place,” there was a fear of aftershocks, and the authorities didn’t want people on the roads unless travel was “absolutely necessary.”
I figured all my travel was “absolutely necessary,” or I wouldn’t bother to do it at all. I had driven Katie’s huge SUV to work that day, and because it was too big of a pain to park it in the building, it was in a public lot about four blocks away. No cars were being allowed in or out of the building’s underground parking garage.
It looked like the office was going to turn into a gigantic party. Liquor appeared out of nowhere, somehow food was found, and in no time at all the office was in full spring break mode.
Even the partners had loosened their collars and were joining in. It didn’t take much to see where this was going. The electricity was off, so the only things working were battery powered. Which mostly meant that we had music but not much news. Some of the female staff were already losing their clothing, blaming the stuffiness since the air conditioning had stopped working. More than a few of the men decided to join them.
The last place I wanted to be was in the middle of an office orgy. I decided to make a run for it, hoping Katie’s tank-like SUV could handle things. The elevators weren’t working, so I walked down the stairs and the four blocks to the parking lot.
There was some damage apparent, but most of the effects hadn’t been felt there. Besides, most of the city had been retrofitted in preparation for “the big one.” This wasn’t the big one, well, maybe for those closer to the epicenter, but not here.
Since the bridges were closed, I had to take the long way home. A trip that might take an hour or two most days took me almost five hours. The freeway was close to empty, but there was some significant damage in spots, causing me to take surface streets at times.
When I finally walked into the house, only the nanny and the baby were there. Katie had gone over to the club to find out what they knew, but that had been hours before, and all the TV stations were running continuous earthquake coverage.
The electricity wasn’t off where we lived, and there wasn’t any damage, but the fear of aftershocks was real. I left to walk to the clubhouse to find Katie, but first I spent some time in the bathroom. Five hours is a long damn time to be stuck in a truck-like SUV.
The few houses I passed were dark except for the blue flicker of television sets.  Funny how that was still the communication device that people turned to in an emergency.
 



Chapter 9
 
The clubhouse was dark, and when I tried the front door, I was surprised it was unlocked. I thought it best not to announce my presence. The whole place seemed spooky quiet, especially, compared to the normal hubbub of noise. Staying as quiet as I could and using the natural night light coming in the windows, I began my tour all over again.
There were three logical places for Katie to be. The women’s locker room, the dining room, or the bar. Unfortunately, there were three dining rooms and two bars. The good news was all were served directly from a central kitchen, and I knew where it was.
The easiest way in was through the service entrance, but once inside, I had to negotiate a cluttered and specialized commercial kitchen. They didn’t teach this in law school. It was my good fortune, I guess, the kitchen staff had all been sent home.
Each of the bars had a service window for staff to place orders and set food for the bartenders to serve. The dining rooms were more traditional, with double doors for staff to come and go.
I started with the dining rooms. I was sure she wouldn’t be in the most formal room, and in fact, nobody was. The other two rooms gave me the same result, completely vacant.
I looked through the serving window into the first bar, the one set up to serve golfers as they came in from the course or as they stopped after play.
I hit pay dirt with the final informal bar. It had more of lounge setup with both booths and tables, expensive wine-colored carpeting, and a mahogany bar.
It was the one place where the service window was not directly behind the bar, but slightly to one side. It had been placed at such a strange location to free up the area behind the bar for a huge mirror and an impressive display of liquor bottles.
The lights in the kitchen were off, but the lights in the lounge were on, meaning I could see everything that was going on, but they’d have a hard time seeing me.
Katie was sitting in the center of one of the large booths, directly across from my vantage point at the service window. She was wearing a light summer dress, and I could plainly see her legs under the table.
There were four men and three women, counting Katie, all sitting around the table watching the television which was bolted to the wall directly above me. Katie was the only club member, the others were all staff, including the pro who had given her lessons.
Carefully feeling around, I found a stool I could sit on as I watched them, watching the news. Each had a shot glass and a bottle of Tequila. I thought that strange, they weren’t drinking, but each had their own bottle?
They were joking and laughing, generally fooling around and having a good time, as they kept an eye on the news. When the newscaster said the word ‘disaster,’ I understood the need for separate bottles. Each poured a shot of Tequila and downed it, talking again as they waited for the word ‘disaster’ to be used once more.
There was no question they were getting wasted. Katie was slurring her words, and she wasn’t being very careful of how she sat. Watching from the kitchen window, I could clearly see her panties stretched over her pussy. Oddly, they were damp enough I could make out the lips of her pussy even in the dim light. She was sporting a very appealing “camel toe.”  My heart started racing, and I felt a little sick; I knew what could happen and so did my tiny, now hard, pecker.
The more they drank, the looser they became. Katie was laughing and allowing the men to touch her as they told their jokes. She was even touching them back from time to time.
Finally, one of the men announced he had to use the restroom to “drain the beast.” That got everybody laughing including the head pro who announced he’d seen Jim’s dick and it wasn’t a beast, and furthermore, he had the “beast.”
That started another round of laughing and joking which ended when Katie said, “Prove it. Let’s see ‘em guys.” To the other women, she said, “We’ll decide who has a ‘beast’, right girls?”
It was finally decided, after they all took a restroom break, they’d do just that. I watched as everybody filed out, the women talking excitedly amongst themselves.
When they returned, the women all sat on one side of the booth table and had the men stand on the far side. For some reason, of all the available booths, this one had a rectangular table.
“All right guys, one at a time, drop ‘em. Now don’t pull ‘em up when you’re done, we need to be able to judge,” Anna announced. Anna looked to be little more than a high school girl. Blonde and perky, she usually drove the refreshment cart around the course.
“But they’re bigger when they’re hard,” Dale, the head pro, stated the obvious. “You can’t tell anything from a soft dick.” He was so loaded, he was having a hard time saying the word ‘dick.’ It took him three tries.
“Okay,” Jane was talking, or more appropriately, slurring, now. Jane was an older management person. “If you think you’ll do better hard. Get it hard. We’ll wait.” She was interrupted by the word ‘disaster’ on the television, and they all stopped to have a shot of Tequila.
Jim was the first one to unbutton his pants and let them fall to the floor. Hanging onto the table for support, he started playing with himself, trying to get hard. After a minute, Dale, Joe, and Frank joined him. The contest was already over as far as I could tell. Dale’s cock was large, both long and thick, and when he started playing with it, it just got longer and thicker.
The other three guys didn’t stand a chance, but what got my attention was the look on my wife’s face. She was staring at Dale’s cock as she moved her hand up the inside of her dress to caress her panty-covered mound, pushing the material even further into her slit.
Anna and Jane were checking out all the guys, but Katie was only looking at one cock. Since Katie was sitting on the outside of the booth, she crocked a finger at Dale.
“Come over here, Dale. It looks like you may need some help,” she said as Dale came to stand next to her. After watching him play with himself for less than a minute, Katie took over the duty and started stroking his large cock. Everybody looked on in some order of disbelief as Katie stroked his member.
The other women rearranged themselves so each was helping one of the men. Jane, being fair-minded, took Joe in her mouth and Frank in her hands as both worked to get her clothes off. For being a little older, Jane had a spectacular body.
Not to be outdone, Anna stripped down to her bra and panties as she worked on Jim. I was right, her body was hard and perky, just like you’d expect of a woman who had just turned twenty-one.
When I looked back at my wife, she was trying to fit Dale’s cock in her mouth as he reached inside her sundress to play with her breasts.
Katie took a quick break to announce she thought Dale might have won the biggest dick contest. After a quick peek, Anna agreed.  Jane just mumbled around the cock in her mouth.
“You know what I’ve always wondered, Dale?” asked Jim. “Are Katie’s tits real? I mean, are they bolt-on, or are they natural?”
Katie took her mouth off Dale’s cock long enough to give Jim a dirty look. 
“Of course, they’re not ‘bolt-on.’ They’re all mine,” she quipped, giggling. “I grew them myself!” Naturally, that led to a chorus of “prove it!” from both the men and the women.
Everybody stopped what they were doing as Katie stood up, wobbling so badly, it took her two tries to find the straps at the top of her dress. Eventually, she was successful, and the dress dropped to the floor. Her fabulous breasts were exposed to their gaze and Dale’s hands. After testing them thoroughly he announced.
“They feel real to me,” and started tugging at her panties.
“Are you trying to strip me, Dale?” asked Katie. Although it came out sounding more like: “are… are… youse tryin’ to…. stripe me…. D… Dale?”  My wife was drunk.
“Yes.” Leave it to Dale. He knew how to sweet talk a girl.
“Well, okay then. Long as I know what you’re doing. Go ahead.” Katie was naked as Dale kissed her and fondled her now completely exposed body.
Jane howled as Frank’s cock sank inside her. Joe held her head steady as she continued to suck him while Frank used her pussy.
Jim and Anna decided that looked like fun, and it was entertaining watching them try to get their clothes off when all their coordination had been stolen by the Tequila.
My cock was bursting hard as I unfastened my pants and started playing with myself. Usually, I would have been hurt and jealous watching Katie, I would have felt betrayed. Instead, I just felt horny.
It was true, Katie and I hadn’t talked about her fucking another man today, and we’d never talked about Dale. But she was so drunk, I wasn’t sure she’d even remember it in the morning. That raised the issue of whether I should try to save her from herself. After all, Dale was, kind of, taking advantage of her.
That question was settled when Dale bent her over the table, her face next to Anna, and lined up his cock with my wife’s pussy.
“Put it in Dale, damn it, put that big thing inside me.” That settled the question of Katie being taken advantage of. If anything, she was taking advantage of Dale.
True, she might not have gone about it the same way if she was sober, but I think she’d still have wanted him to fuck her as soon as she saw his cock. His was just the kind of cock she liked, long and fat.
I watched, near orgasm, as Dale slowly parted my wife’s folds and sank inside. He used a fist, wrapped in her hair, to pull her head back, bending her back and giving him more leverage as he pushed further inside her.
Katie’s blubbering cries drowned out the noise being made by the rest of the group. The action around her stopped as they all turned to watch Katie being penetrated by the biggest cock winner.
Anna, that greedy slut, not satisfied with simply being fucked by Jim, started feasting on my wife’s hanging breast. Katie used one hand to cradle Anna’s head close to her tit.
I think the booze had an effect on Dale.  It probably had an effect on all of them, but on Dale it caused him to have trouble reaching orgasm. He just kept pounding my wife’s pussy, riding her from orgasm to orgasm with his fat cock.
I was holding my dick, Mr. Tiny, and was on the very edge of orgasm the entire time. I already had a plan for my wife in the morning, but I wanted to see how this orgy turned out, and I needed time to sort out my feelings.
I hadn’t expected to walk in on my wife being fucked by a man I knew or any man for that matter. She was cheating on me, but I wasn’t sure if she even knew what she was doing. I wasn’t sure if it mattered she was drunk. She wouldn’t accept that excuse from me, and how did I deal with the sense of betrayal?
As soon as Frank came inside Jane, she passed out. Her legs were still spread wide showing a nice creampie when Joe slipped his cock inside her. Fair’s fair, it was his turn.
He was so excited, he pounded her unconscious pussy for all he was worth. While he fucked her, Jane started whimpering even though she was passed out. I could see her body moving.
She was humping back at him, matching his thrusts, pushing herself on his cock. She may have been only semi-conscious, but she wasn’t dead. This girl still wanted to fuck, and she proved it by wrapping her legs around Joe’s waist.
It was the second or third most amazing thing I saw that night. Jane fucking and cumming while passed out from too much Tequila. The most amazing thing was Katie.
Dale kept pounding her from behind, and she kept cumming. Now, I know Katie gets a little tender after an orgasm and likes to wait a minute or two before continuing. But Dale wasn’t giving her any time at all.
Katie was trying to get him to stop after each orgasm, but Dale wasn’t getting the message. That boy just wanted to cum as deep in Katie’s pussy as he could get and, damn it, he was going to keep going until he did.
Finally, with a loud roar, Dale stopped fucking and held himself still as his cock pumped load after load inside my wife. Katie’s eyes opened wide when she felt the first splash; after that, she lowered her head and whimpered with every additional spasm of Dale’s cock.
When Dale pulled out, a load of white gentlemen’s jelly flowed from my wife’s pussy. Katie stood, squeezing her legs together as she kept cumming and groaning. That was the most amazing sight of the night.
Her legs pressed closely together, her hands on her thighs, she not only had several more mini-orgasms, but she announced every one of them.
“Oh, Christ. Jesus. I can’t stop. Oh, no,” she was wailing as everybody, except the unconscious Jane, watched her.
That was enough stimulation for Jim and Anna. They came together, just not nearly as spectacularly as Katie had.
The third best part of the evening came when Anna went to the still orgasmic Katie intending to hold her in her arms and comfort her. She didn’t count on Katie turning the hug into a kiss that ended with my wife’s face buried between Anna’s legs.
Truth be told, I enjoyed watching that, and judging by the noises Anna was making, she liked it too.
The guys were all wiped out by this time, Jane was passed out, and Katie was eating Anna’s used pussy. It seemed like a good time for me to sneak back out of the clubhouse and go home.
 



Chapter 10
 
I’m not sure what time Katie got home. I woke up around four a.m. to use the restroom, and she was lying beside me. She hadn’t been there a few hours earlier. At eight a.m. Katie was laying on her back, naked, her legs spread, exposing her red, still dripping, twat. She was snoring lightly as I tried and failed to wake her.
This seemed like a good time for a special little torture I’d been wanting to try. It took a while, but finally, I found just the right tool. A paint brush, not a large house brush, but a small brush made for painting pictures. I didn’t know what the brush was made of except it was new, there was no old paint on it. The bristles were very soft, the brush itself only about half an inch wide.
Kneeling, I spread Katie’s legs further apart fully exposing her still excited pussy. There was a nice creampie if I wanted it, but that morning, I had something more interesting in mind.
Using the fingers of my left hand, I spread Katie’s labia far apart, exposing her aroused clit. It was still hard from the night before as I slowly ran the paintbrush bristles over it, moving as softly as I could. I explored under her hood as well as her entire clit. After a minute, Katie started to moan, still asleep, as her clit became more erect.
Using slightly more pressure, I could move her clit using just the touch of the brush. Katie was groaning, her eyes closed, still asleep. I wondered what she was dreaming. Her pussy was dripping, some of Dale was seeping out, but some of it was Katie’s. The smell of a freshly fucked pussy was thick in the air.
I concentrated on the left side of Katie’s clit, the more sensitive side. Alternating my strokes, soft and hard, painting her up and down, then sideways. Katie’s moans became louder, she was pushing herself toward the brush now. When I stopped for a moment her hips moved in a small circle, looking for that soft brush.
She moved her head; she’d been sleeping with her head over her right shoulder, and now, she was facing left. I tried to wake her again from her Tequila dreams, aided by the brush teasing her clitoris, still without success.
Her moans became louder, she was starting to talk in her sleep, but I couldn’t understand anything she said except the words “Dale” and “fuck me.” Katie’s breathing picked up, her eyelids showing that her eyes were moving rapidly. I don’t know much about REM sleep; could she have an orgasm without waking up? She wasn’t pushing against the brush now, except for her pussy, she seemed paralyzed. I needed to do my research.
While she wasn’t moving, her breathing had become rapid. Suddenly, Katie was awake and cumming, hard. Her eyes were wide, her pussy was flowing.
“What the fuck, Mack? How did you think of that? You are one seriously fucked up guy,” she smiled, looking at the small paintbrush. “That felt amazing.” Her clit was still visibly throbbing. “We’ll do that again.”
“Katie,” I wasn’t sure how to start, but I had to tell her the truth. “I watched you last night, at the clubhouse.”
At first, she looked confused.  “At the clubhouse?” I could see her trying to remember.
“I watched Dale fuck you.” Katie looked at me like she didn’t understand, and suddenly, her face cleared as she remembered through the Tequila fog.
“Oh, shit. I couldn’t remember. Oh, honey, I was so drunk, and I’m so sorry.” Her face had gone white as she looked up at me. I hugged her closer, stroking her hair as she trembled in my arms.
“It’s okay, Katie. Do you remember it now?” I asked. “Do you remember how big his cock was?”
“Yes. I didn’t mean for anything to happen. We were just watching the news about the earthquake,” she raised her head as she spoke, looking me squarely in the eyes. “But I do remember his cock. It was mindboggling. Honey, I don’t want to hurt you. I probably hurt you enough last night.” Her eyes were fixed on mine, inches away.  “But it made me remember how much I like a big cock.” She was starting to blush as she went on, “It made me miss Brad. Oh God, I’m sorry.
“How do I explain it to you? The feeling of being penetrated, taken, owned, spread wide by a man’s huge cock. So big and thick that all I can think about is how much pleasure he’s giving me. How I’ve given myself to him, or more, how he’s taken me whether I want to be taken or not. Every other thought is driven from my head,” her voice was pleading.
“A man probably can’t really understand the feeling, the feeling of being penetrated, having a hole in my body completely filled. Filled so all these sleeping nerves wake up and flood me with pleasure. The only thing that exists is my hole, my cunt, this whole world of feeling is between my legs, and it extends deep inside me, and I feel every ridge, every vein of his huge cock. The pleasures collide with the feeling of being owned. It’s overpowering, it’s irresistible. I need that. Dale on his best day isn’t enough, but the sight of that thing... I’m so sorry Mack.” She caressed my face with her hand.
“I love you, and I love how we make love. I can feel your love, I feel protected, safe, and I love being close to you. I love your imagination, the ideas you come up with to make me happy. But, sometimes I really need to be taken again.
“Oh, shit, you hate me now,” she pouted, getting out of bed. “I’ll fix breakfast and get some aspirin for this hangover while you’re busy hating me,” she threw over her shoulder as she walked into the bathroom.
I watched her reflection in the mirror attached to the bathroom door as she sat on the toilet. She looked confused for a moment as she sat down, first spreading her legs and trying to bend far enough to see herself.
“Mack, what did you do to me? I’m almost too turned on to pee,” she shouted.
While she made breakfast, I lay in bed and jacked off. I was trying to imagine being her, feeling what she felt as a huge cock penetrated her, took her, claimed her. I couldn’t, of course, but her words were so exciting, I came so hard some of it landed on my face.
 



Chapter 11
 
We kissed and made up over coffee. I told her I understood that Mr. Tiny wasn’t always going to be enough for her. I told her I realized the toys couldn’t take the place of a flesh and blood cock forever.
Katie pushed her eggs around on her plate, holding a piece of toast before finally looking up at me.
“He contacted me, Mack. Brad has. He’s sent me emails.” She took a deep breath. “He’s even sent me a picture of his erection.”
I did nothing at first. I’d been expecting this, but still, it came as a shock. I put my fork down very slowly.
“What did he say?”
“He wants to Skype with me. He wants to talk and have us be able to see each other,” Katie answered.  Her voice was soft, and her eyes were looking at her plate, not at me.
“What did you tell him?” I was looking directly at her while I analyzed my feelings. The first thing I had to take into consideration was my cock was suddenly throbbing hard. It might have even been leaking. Even though I was trying to act cool, I was breathing faster, and I could feel my increased heart rate. I suddenly felt hot; I was afraid that my face was flushed.
Katie’s face was white, and she was also breathing much faster. The hand holding her toast started to tremble. She very carefully laid the toast on her plate. When she finally looked up at me, her voice was shaky.
“I told him it was up to you.”
“But you want to do it, don’t you?” I wasn’t really asking, I already knew the answer.
“He’s told me some things had changed, but he wouldn’t tell me what they were. He said he wanted you to be in the room, too,” Katie paused, taking a deep breath. She looked at the wall on her right, then back down at her plate before answering me, “Yes, I do want to talk to him.” After another deep breath, her voice wavered, “I want to talk to him and to see him. I want to know what’s changed.”
“Okay.” I went back to eating my eggs. I was sipping my coffee when I looked back at Katie. Her face and upper chest were pink.
“Put your finger in your pussy, Katie. Tell me if you’re wet,” I directed. At first, my wife’s face showed shock as she became a brighter shade of pink. She slowly lowered her right hand, and I carefully watched as she pulled her house dress up and touched her pussy. Her eyes closed as her arm moved; she was playing with herself.
“Katie,” I said, making her stop. “Well? Are you excited?”
“Yes, I’m very wet Mack. Are you happy now? Talking about Brad and the idea of you being in the same room has me excited.” She glared at me like it was my fault.
“Stop playing with yourself, we need to talk.”
She was slow to stop. It was clear she wanted to cum, but finally, her arm stopped moving. She was breathing through her mouth even faster now, and her face was a bright red.
“Do it,” I told her. “Set it up. Let’s talk to Brad and find out what changed.” My eggs were cold, so I went back to drinking my coffee.
“Oh God…” Katie’s arm was moving again. Faster now as she orgasmed at the thought.
The idea of Katie talking to Brad and maybe seeing his cock sent a shock wave through my body and settled in my dick. I was hard at the thought of going down on her afterward. Of eating her pussy made sloppy wet by Brad Peterson.
 
****
 
It was Friday night, and we used the big desktop computer so we had a better picture. Katie was dressed in a gypsy-style wrap around dress. It was clear to me she had nothing on under the dress. The only thing holding the thin cotton together was a web belt.
I was in the bathroom when the connection was established. I came out to hear Katie announce I was now in the room as I took my seat and leaned in to make sure I could be seen. I started to say ‘hi,’ but the person on the screen wasn’t Brad. It was a beautiful woman wearing a leather bra, we couldn’t see what else she might have on. She had been asking Katie about her dress, apparently, she liked it.
She introduced herself as ‘Princess.’ When she moved aside, we could see she was wearing a pair of matching leather shorts. Brad had been sitting directly behind her, looking casual in shorts and a tee-shirt; in fact, we were dressed the same.
“Hi, Katie. It’s great to see you again. I’d forgotten how beautiful you are.” His eyes shifted to me, “How are you, Mack?” I had the feeling he didn’t really want to know.
“Great, Brad. How have you been?” He said he was fine and turned his attention to Katie again.
“You’re probably wondering what’s changed?”
“Yes,” Katie’s answer was quick. I noticed she was squeezing her knees together at the sight of Brad. Before he could continue, Katie went on, “I’ve missed you, Brad. You have no idea how many times I’ve thought about our weekend.”
“Did you masturbate while you thought about me, Katie?” he asked.
I had moved my chair just out of camera range. They could still see my left leg and arm, but they couldn’t see how quickly I looked at my wife. Had she masturbated while remembering that weekend? Did he know he might be a father?
“Yes.” Katie looked down, embarrassed. Red coloring covered her face and neck.
“Yes what, Katie?” Brad insisted.
“I thought of you every time I masturbated,” Katie whispered.
“Don’t make me drag it out of you, Katie. How many times did you masturbate, and did you think of me while Mack was eating you?”
Wow, Brad was going for the gusto.
“I’ve masturbated almost every day. Sometimes, more than once. Oh God, I think about your cock every time Mack is down there.” She looked at me, shame in her eyes. The red blush was even darker than before. “I’m so sorry, Mack,” she said, looking at my chest, it didn’t seem she could look me in the eyes.
“Are you sorry, Katie? Maybe you’re not, and you want to see my cock again,” Brad said.
“Oh God, Brad. I am sorry I’ve hurt my husband, and I do want to see your cock,” Katie sounded miserable and hopeful, at the same time.
“What will you do to see my cock again?”
“Anything, Brad. Please forgive me Mack, but I’ll do anything.” Katie was looking at the screen, not me.
“Good, I’m glad I left you with good memories. Let’s make some more,” his voice was so familiar from watching his movies, and now here he was, telling my wife he would be fucking her. My cock was hard and leaking in my shorts. This whole set up was intensely erotic to me.
The excitement level went up as Princess came back into view. Her leather clothing had been replaced with a black lace, see-through body suit. Her breasts weren’t as large as Katie’s, perhaps a solid C cup. Her waxed pussy was partially exposed. She took a seat next to Brad, but slightly below him.
“I’ve discovered that I like being in charge. You already knew that, didn’t you Katie?” he asked.
“Yes, I knew. I liked it when you told me what to do.” Again, I was surprised, but Katie didn’t notice me, her eyes were fixed on the screen.
“Good, I’m really glad to hear that Katie. Princess is my assistant and my sub.” His hand went to her leg, and Princess closed her eyes. It looked like she was elated just from his touch. Her legs parted slightly when he touched her. “Do you know what a sub is, Katie?” he asked.
“Yes… um… I do.”
“Are you ready to do anything I want you to do, Katie?” His eyes were looking straight into my wife’s. “Are you ready to let me take control?”
I was having a hard time with the turn the conversation had gone in, but at the same time, I wanted to see where it went. After all, he wasn’t there, it was just a very intense game at this point.
“Yes, Brad. I’m so ready,” Katie was panting.
Princess took over.  “Take off your pretty dress, Katie. Then sit with your legs spread. Let’s take a good look at you.”
Katie didn’t hesitate. My wife’s dress was in my lap within a second, and my wife sat with her legs spread.
“Oh, Katie,” Brad said. “You look wonderful.  Do you want to see my cock? The sight of you has made me hard.” It had me hard too.
We both watched as Brad stood, his cock creating a log in his pants. Princess took over, undoing his belt and pulling his shorts down, his enormous cock to spring into sight. Katie gasped from her position beside me as she leaned closer to the screen.
“Do you like that, Katie?” Brad asked.
“Oh, God yes.
You know I do.” Katie’s hand was busy stroking her clit.
“Stop playing with yourself Katie,” Brad ordered.  “I have a proposal for you. For both of you.”
Katie continued to stare at his cock as Princess held it up for her inspection. I remembered that it was too heavy to stand upright on its own.
“Here’s what I propose, so listen carefully. There’s something here for both of you.” 
Katie and I looked at each other before looking back at the screen. In that brief glance, Katie told me that she’d do whatever Brad wanted her to do. She needed that cock.
“You’re both coming to LA to be with me for a day. Well, really a night. You fly down one day, come see me the next, then fly home,” Brad stated.
“I need some legal work done, so Mack, you have a new client. Whatever your rate is figure twenty hours. Is that okay?”
Surprised, I answered that it was, “Send me the papers.”
“It’s nothing too complicated, but we’ll do the work when you get here. I’ll book a hotel room for you, and since you’ll be including it in the expenses on my bill, it’ll be a nice one.” Brad had this all planned out.
“The night you see me, Katie, you’ll come to my house at eight. I’ll have clothing for you in your room when you arrive,” Brad was wrapping up. “Three more things. First, let me know what dates work for you Mack, give me a couple of options. Second, Katie, no sex until you get here. No touching, no orgasms, no nothing. Agreed?” I thought that would be a deal breaker, but Katie was saying “yes” before he even finished.
“What are you saying ‘yes’ too, Katie?” Brad asked.
“No sex until I see you. I can’t even play with myself, starting now.” With an effort, she pulled her hands even further away from her pussy.
“I mean no touching at all Katie. Use a washcloth to clean yourself. I want you too horny to breathe.”
“Okay, Brad. I’ll do anything,” Katie’s voice was breathy.
“Lastly, Mack, you can’t interfere. You can watch, in fact, I want you to watch, but you can’t interfere in any way. Afterward, you’ll be going back to the hotel with your wife, maybe not exactly the same wife you arrived with, but still your wife. Do you agree?” he asked.
Not interfering wouldn’t be an issue, but ‘not exactly the same wife?’ What the hell did that mean? I looked at Katie who was rapidly nodding her head up and down.
“Yes, I agree,” I said. Katie smiled.
 



Chapter 12
 
Katie was distracted for the next two weeks while we finalized our plans to visit Brad. The other partners were excited that I’d landed Brad Peterson as a client, if only for some minor work. His was a serious name in Hollywood, and they hoped he’d lead to even more work for the firm. I was given a lavish budget to use entertaining him or for any other reason I thought necessary. I brushed up on entertainment law, just to be familiar with it, but I doubted that was what he wanted from me.
I tried to tempt Katie with sex. Even though her panties were dripping wet every night when she took them off, she wouldn’t let me touch her. She didn’t even touch herself; she obeyed Brad’s rules to the letter. I didn’t, I sniffed those panties every night. I sniffed them hard enough to get a pussy high.
When we walked into the hotel suite Brad had reserved for us, there was a white box laying on the bed. With a squeal, Katie began tearing it open. Inside was a white, loosely knit dress; the attached card said it was a bohemian lace wedding dress. The back was cut low, ending so that the top of my wife’s butt crack could be seen. The front was corset style, closing just above her pussy.
Her breasts would be completely exposed, either through the white knit or in the large exposed area above the point where the two parts met. The material was so thin, my wife’s pussy would also be completely visible.
There were no undergarments in the box, just the dress along with a pair of areola-colored, high heeled shoes. The dress, if you could call it that, ended at mid-thigh. The note with the dress instructed my wife not to wear it until the next evening, she was not even allowed to try it on. It also reminded her not to touch herself or to allow me any ‘liberties.’
I was going to watch something special being done to my wife the next evening. My cock was hard all night, my heart was racing, my mouth was dry, and I felt like I was going to throw up. This condition was becoming chronic, it was only because I knew the cause that I wasn’t worried.
In the middle of the night I got up to go to the bathroom, but my cock was still hard and throbbing. “You fucking traitor,” I told it. “Why can’t you be bigger?” It wasn’t the first time I’d been angry at my own dick for being so small. I gave it a flick of my fingers as punishment. It felt pretty good, so I did it again.
The next day, I left Katie to rest and drove up to Brad’s mini-mansion in the Hollywood hills. Princess met me at the door wearing a black dressing gown. I tried to make conversation as she led me back to Brad’s office, but she didn’t say a word. Not the talkative type I guess.
Brad and I worked on some routine legal matters until about three when I headed back to the hotel.
 
****
 
Katie looked incredible in the knit dress. Her nipples were hard, poking through the holes in the knit. I could easily make out the shape of her pussy, it was already red and excited looking. As we prepared to leave the room, Katie stopped me at the door.
“Mack, are you sure you’re okay with this? It won’t be like last time, he’s going to get rough.” She looked away for a moment. “And I’m going to like it,” she admitted, looking at me again. “I’m going to like it a lot, Mack.”
It was a considerate thing to say, but I knew she didn’t really expect me to change my mind. She didn’t know I’d seen her in the hotel room, and I had an idea of what to expect. Also, I’d seen Katie fucked by Brad. We both knew what would happen, it was what we wanted.
Katie was nervous, her voice had trembled when she spoke. I asked myself if I should stop everything right then. Katie’s reaction was hard to judge. She would probably have respected my decision, or she might have gone without me.
But I know my wife. Inside I knew it’s what Katie wanted. She wanted certain things from our marriage I couldn’t provide. She wanted a large cock. She wanted a man to really take control, to humiliate her, to dominate her. We’d done some wild things together, Katie and me. But this time was different. I couldn’t grow a bigger cock, and it just wasn’t in me to dominate the woman I loved.
“Yes Katie. I’m sure.”
Before getting in the car, Katie spread a hotel towel on the seat and pulled her dress up to her waist in back.
“I’m dripping too much. I don’t want to ruin the dress or get the car seat all wet,” she explained.
“Ah, come on. Let me have a quick feel,” I was begging. I had some dominant personality.
“No, but I’ll break the rules just this once for you.”
My breathing stopped as Katie pulled up the front of the dress and used her fingers to spread her swollen labia. She quickly pulled the dress back down and showed me her fingers, coated with her slime-looking pussy juices. She spread her fingers and I watched, mesmerized as the slime created a web of juices covering her entire hand. All she’d done was spread her labia, she hadn’t even gone near her entrance. There was a twinkle in her eyes as she watched me staring at her fingers.
“I’m a little turned on right now. I’m scared too. I know he’s going to push me to my limit, maybe not to all my limits, but some of them,” she said as she turned to face me in the car. “I’ll probably ask you again, but are you sure? Will we be okay? Will you be okay?”
“Give me your hand, Katie,” I directed her. That was more like it, giving orders, expecting to be obeyed. Of course, my wife, being who she is, made me lift her hand out of her lap and put it on mine. I put her fingers on my erection, almost visible in my pants. I was very hard. 
“I’m pretty sure one of us is okay with this,” I said.
My wife gave me that wife look, the one they reserve for the times their husbands refer to their pricks in the third person. It broke the tension, at least for a moment, as we laughed together. She’d always said my cock did most of my thinking for me, she was probably right. The only problem was its head wasn’t very large.
As we drove out of the hotel parking lot, Katie was breathing deeply, resting her hands in her lap. We weren’t laughing now, we didn’t talk, I just concentrated on driving in the darkness through streets I’d only traveled once in full daylight. Finally, we reached Brad’s driveway. After using the code to open the gate, I pulled in and parked the car. I looked over at my wife, and we locked eyes.
I tried to memorize just how she looked at that moment—her beautiful fair skinned face, her full lips, her dark hair. I’ve seen Katie with other men before, but I had a feeling of unease. Brad had told us she’d be a different woman tomorrow.
I had been warned this may be the last time I could ever see Katie, ever look at my wife in exactly this same way. After tonight, everything might be different. She looked scared and excited; her pupils were fully dilated, and her nipples had grown harder since we’d left the hotel.
I felt a sick, cold thrill of fear, lust, and excitement in my belly. My heart was pounding. I could see Katie’s breasts rising and falling. I could smell her pussy. No matter what happened, I vowed to save that towel.
We sat and looked at each other for a long time. I stared into Katie’s large dazzling eyes, so dilated, I couldn’t see their blue color.
I turned and opened the car door and walked around to open Katie’s door. She was magnificent as she unfolded her lovely body from the car seat, the skin tight, white knitted dress displaying her entire body. For the first time, I noticed the steel-link dog collar around her neck.
I didn’t want anything to jeopardize our marriage, but I resolved to give myself up to the experience. We loved each other deeply, and if this was something we wanted to do, then we’d do it.
We rang the doorbell and a sullen-looking Princess let us in. For the first time, it registered on me just how light her hair was—a platinum shade of white.
I knew certain things were to happen tonight, and Katie didn’t know much more than I did, which wasn’t much. 
Princess is a remarkable beauty as is Katie. She was dressed exactly like Katie, only her dress was black, maybe to contrast with her hair. I couldn’t help noticing her breasts were smaller, but her nipples stuck out further. It looked like she’d waxed too, but it was hard to tell through the dress.
Brad and I shook hands while Princess and Katie stood watching, three of us smiling while Princess just looked bored.
Brad stood from the couch, and as Katie moved to hug him, I saw Brad’s hand caress my wife’s breast and pinch her nipple. Their “hello” kiss lasted a long time, and when they finally broke apart, my wife was blushing, and her breathing had become even more rapid.
Even though I thought I was mentally prepared for the night, I was surprised by a sudden jolt of primitive anger, matched with a sick jolt to my stomach. My heart started to pound. We were in his home now, on his turf, he was in charge.
I breathed deeply and Princess, I guess sensing me tense up, hugged me tightly and turned my face to hers to kiss my cheek. 
“It’s OK, here, look at me.”
       A moment later Princess pushed me away. She’d gone back to sullen as fast as she’d seemed to warm up. What a weird bitch.
After another slightly awkward pause and nervous laughter, Princess invited us to sit down in the living room as she took our drink orders.
As we moved to the living room, I noticed Brad had his arm around Katie’s waist, and her head was resting on his shoulder. This familiarity between them again made me dizzy with jealousy, and I swallowed the first drink much too fast. It was stronger than I was used to.
Princess and I sat together on the love seat, Brad and Katie sat facing us on the couch, my wife was sitting as close to Brad as she could get. Princess had left plenty of space between us on the smaller love seat. We made nervous talk along with a few forced laughs. I almost forgot why we were there as Princess served us another round of drinks.
I looked at Katie, wondering what she was thinking. She smiled back at me with a reassuring look that said: “I am yours. I am with you. This is all okay.”
“Well,” Katie broke the silence. In a shy, quiet but cheerful voice, if that’s possible. “So… umm… how do we do this?” Then smiled nervously and looked at her feet.
Princess spoke up, offering her hand to my wife, “Let’s leave the men for a while and get ready.” Katie looked grateful as they left the room together.
Brad and I chatted about things for some time, the movie he was making, the legal work we’d done. We even talked about the possibility of future legal work “if everything works out.”
 



Chapter 13
 
The first thing I noticed when the women walked back into the room was the glazed look on Katie’s face. Her lipstick was smeared, some even on her cheeks. Her mascara had run, it looked like she’d been crying. My attention was drawn to the leash Princess was holding. I allowed my eyes to follow the leash to where it attached to the dog collar around Katie’s neck.
“Katie’s been eating my cunt. Just getting us both warmed up,” Princess announced. “Are you warmed up, Katie?”
“Oh God,” Katie didn’t seem to be capable of rational speech. She hadn’t looked at me, her gaze was fixed on Brad’s pants.
There was a pause before Princess said, “Katie, take your dress off, now.” It was a direct order and Katie immediately obeyed. She looked like she wanted to take the dress off over her head, but the leash made that impossible, so she just unzipped and let it drop to the ground.
“Katie, pick it up, fold it, and put your dress on the chair behind us.” It was a delight to see Katie’s boobs move as she bent and an even greater delight to see Katie’s visibly throbbing pussy as she put the dress on the chair.
It was shocking to see the red marks on Katie’s breasts and butt. Looking carefully, I also saw the same marks on her stomach. Most were already starting to fade, but the marks on her breasts and near her pussy had to have hurt.
“Tell your husband how you were beaten,” Princess demanded.
In an eager sounding voice, Katie explained, “If I wasn’t pleasing Princess sufficiently, she whipped me with a riding crop. I thanked her every time and worked harder to please her.”
I looked at Katie in shock, but she just looked excited, her face and upper chest wore a bright red sexual flush. She was breathing hard, her boobs moving with each deep breath. My heart was pounding again, and I too started to breathe deeply. Katie looked at me; I gazed back at her and nodded slightly. Despite my nerves, I didn’t want to stop.
Katie’s comment about being whipped just hung there, ignored by everybody, until Katie said, “When she whipped my pussy I came.”
“Did it hurt, Katie?  Did it hurt your pretty pussy?” Brad asked.
“When you talk to Brad, you do it on your knees or laying on your belly,” said Princess, pushing Katie roughly to her knees. This is it, I thought, there is no turning back now.
“It hurt at first, but the more she whipped me, the better it felt. By the time she was done with me, I was cumming from the riding crop. Did I do something wrong?” She had a pleading look on her face as she gazed up at Brad.
I felt like I’d been gut-punched. I knew Katie could do some wild things, but this exceeded any expectation I had. I’d used a small soft paintbrush on her clit, Princess had used a crop, and we’d both had similar results.
Katie’s gaze was shifting, first to Brad, then to Princess. Her face was pleading even though she didn’t say anything. Even on her knees, her hips were involuntarily pumping back and forth like she was already fucking.
I could see her pussy, red and swollen, more of her clear slime running down the inside of her left leg.
She looked wonderful, her perfect legs bent at the knees. Her large breasts heaving with every breath. Her mouth open, eyes fixed on Brad’s cock.
I felt like I might be having a panic attack. I couldn’t seem to catch my breath, and I felt a little sick. My wife was now naked except for her heels and the dog collar around her neck. The leash was still being held by Princess.
I felt Princess watching, gauging my reaction. My cock was throbbing in my pants, I could feel myself leaking as I watched my wife debase herself.
“Katie, did you bring the nipple clamps we talked about?” That Princess, she just never let up. “The snappy kind?”
“Yes, Princess.” My wife didn’t take her eyes off Brad’s cock.
“Put them on, Katie. You know you can’t have Brad without them,” Princess wouldn’t let up with those damn nipple clamps.
Katie crawled over to retrieve her bag, never once looking at me. Her tits swayed as she moved. Returning to her kneeling position, my wife lifted first one tit and then the other, snapping a nipple clamp on each erect nipple.
She sucked in her breath each time, but she was determined to do whatever it took.
“They hurt, don’t they Katie?” asked Princess with a laugh. “Wait until you take them off.” A real card that Princess.
 
****
 
 “What do you want, Katie? Why are you here?” Princess asked.
“I want Brad to fuck me, to use me. I want to be his whore.” She couldn’t have picked words more likely to cause my stomach to clench and my cock to throb.
“That’s fine, but you need to beg him, Katie. Lots of women want Brad Peterson. What’s special about you?” Princess was looking for something specific from my wife. “Tell him.”
“Brad, please fuck my pussy with your big cock. I’ll suck you, I’ll even let you fuck my ass. I’ll belong to you, Brad. You can hurt me. More than these nipple clamps. I don’t care. I’ll whore for you, Brad, just please let me touch your cock.” Katie looked like she was near tears with need.
I’d just heard the dirtiest things Katie had ever said, and she’d said it to another man. She was offering him her body and her soul. I wanted her to take it back or for him to turn her down, but my cock wanted him to accept her.
She’s betrayed me, I agreed to come here, to watch my wife fuck another man, but not to this. This was too much. I told my legs to stand up, but they wouldn’t obey me, they wanted to see how this turned out too. Damn legs, turning horny on me.
“Katie, don’t be shy, show Brad what he’s getting, show Brad your pussy.”
My wife immediately dropped to her hands and knees, her cunt pointed straight at Peterson. Resting her head on the carpet, Katie used her hands to spread herself open. It was as though she was going to be fisted again.
I couldn’t see her pussy, but I was treated to the sight of my wife’s breasts and the nipple clamps, pushing into the carpet, bulging out at the sides. She was making desperate noises, “oh God… ohhh,” as her hips continued their pumping motion.
I could see the outline of Brad’s erection. Much longer than mine and thick. It looked like a small log in his pants. Princess stroked him as they watched my wife display and humiliate herself.
I watched her too. I’d never seen my wife subjugate herself sexually before, it was an arresting sight. She really did look like an animal in heat as her pussy dripped, and her hips fucked an invisible cock.
At that moment, I would have given everything I had, or would ever have, for a cock big enough to satisfy her. I looked down at the crotch of my pants where my tiny hard-on was hidden. “You’re a real disappointment to me, you know that?” Maybe every man talks to his dick from time to time. It’s okay, they don’t listen.
Katie wouldn’t look me in the eye. I tried to read her face, always a tricky thing to do; I think I saw both lust and shame. Shame at her own lust and how she was humiliating both of us.
“Hold your head up, Katie,” Princess ordered.
Katie held her head straighter, staring straight ahead. She still wouldn’t look at me.
“Katie, you can’t deny this. Look at your husband.”
After a long pause, Katie did look me in the eye. She was breathing deeply. I think I read her look as ‘I love you. I know I’m acting like a whore. Let me have this, please.’
I hope she read my look as ‘Yes you are, damn I want to fuck you right now.’
“Now Katie, we are down to your heels, the nipple clamps, and the dog collar I gave you especially for tonight. Brad, do you want Katie with or without her heels on?” Princess asked.
Brad’s voice was soft, he sounded almost bored, “She can leave her heels on, and the collar and clamps, definitely those.”
“Then we are almost ready. Katie, if you still want this, turn and face Brad and show you’re available to be taken by him.”
Does Princess have a script? She doesn’t appear to be reading anything. They probably troop married women through here all the time. I’m sure women line up to be fucked by a movie star.
Both Brad and I were sitting as Katie gave me a last glance. Her eyes were half-lidded and sleepy looking, and after a long deep breath, she slowly turned to face Brad.
 



Chapter 14
 
Brad smiled back at my wife, my wife, and with the fingers of one hand, casually gestured for her to ‘come here.’ Katie crawled toward him, slowly and deliberately, her large breasts swaying, her eyes never leaving his crotch. Brad still has his pants on.
I thought, “this bastard is going to fuck my wife, and he doesn’t even have the decency to take his pants off.” He was treating her like a cheap back alley whore. I could barely control my excitement. My fear was I might start to cum and ruin everything for myself.
Katie, her legs on either side of his, leaned forward and pushed her breasts into Brad’s face. He grasped her waist with both hands, and pulled her to him, pushing his face into my wife’s breasts, nipple clamps and all.
He reached down between her legs and thrust two of his large fingers inside her pussy, causing her to emit a surprised feminine cry of pleasure as he massaged her clitoris and bit her breasts. 
Katie leaned her head back, eyes closed, sighing and moaning as she put her hands on Brad’s overly-large shoulders. He slipped off his pants, showing that epic cock.
Katie leaned in for a kiss—my wife wants a kiss from another man! They kissed deeply for a very long time, I felt like I might pass out. The kiss hurt more than the fucking, it was so intimate. It showed a connection, beyond just lust. I wanted to lay on the floor in the fetal position. My chest hurt, and I wondered if calling 911 would ruin the moment.
Katie took Brad’s thick dick in one hand and slowly moved to impale herself on it while he smiled up at her. But Princess wouldn’t allow this unseemly lack of decorum.
“Katie, did you think you were going to fuck Brad without any foreplay?  How disrespectful. Get back on your knees.” My wife didn’t move except for her shoulders as she breathed in and out. We all waited.
“Katie. I said on your knees.
For the first time, I noticed Princess was breathing heavily as well. She stepped to me and whispered in my ear, “Concentrate on your wife. Remember this. It’s actually happening Mack.” 
It was happening, Brad Peterson was going to fuck my wife again, and after he did, he may send her out to hustle tricks on Sunset Boulevard. She’d do it too, for him.
Katie slid off the couch, and with her hands on her thighs, leaned forward to lick that monster of a dick, which Brad thoughtfully held upright for her tongue to reach.
Peterson rested his head on the back of the couch and the head of his dick in my wife’s hair. He sighed as Katie licked him. His balls hit her under the chin and his cock blocked my view of her nose and one eye. I felt like I was in a dream, nothing seemed real. I couldn’t even imagine what our life would be like when the night was over. Why didn’t I tell her to stop? I wondered, but I felt powerless to stop any of it. Besides, my own cock would be in open rebellion.
Princess seemed to sense what I was thinking. She kissed and licked my ear, softly biting on my earlobe.
 “Don’t worry,” she whispered gently. “It’s out of your hands now. It’s gone so far, it doesn’t matter whether you think you can stop it or not. The harm’s done now. You see how she wants him. You might as well let her enjoy herself. If you try to stop it, you might lose her. Don’t agonize over it. Just relax and enjoy the show.”
To show I got her point, I tried to rub her pussy. I got my hand slapped for my trouble. See if I try to reassure her again!
It was good advice, but the humiliation, the betrayal, the jealousy, the feeling of inferiority was painful as well as deeply exciting.
I felt a burning wave of shame and anger rushing through me, but the feelings were just making my erection harder. Princess said it will make our love stronger. She meant between Katie and me, but I chose to misinterpret it as meaning between Princess and me. If she loved me, she’d let me play with her cunt, then it dawned on me—Princess thinks I’m a wimpy cuckold.
I helped her get over that misconception by going for her pussy again. I just smiled at her as she continually slapped my hand, her efforts having no effect. I outweigh her by at least a hundred pounds. Brad smiled at me.
From where we were sitting, I could see the side of Katie’s lovely face as she pulled her hair back, and holding Brad’s thick prick with the other hand, licked a tiny drop of semen from it. She gazed up at Brad, slowly licking her lips, then puckered her mouth and gave the tip of his cock a delicate kiss.
Maybe Princess loaned her the lipstick too, maybe it was Brad’s favorite shade. It almost perfectly matched the color of Katie’s areola. As her head slowly moved up and down, I could see her gazing up at his face, those beautiful eyes that I love so much.
Glaring at me for not giving up on her pussy despite spanking my hand, Princess moved to sit next to Katie. Watching closely as Brad’s cock was sucked, she positioned herself so she could keep an eye on me. I didn’t think we’d be friends.
I hoped there would be no lasting effects on the relationship Katie and I had. If there was, I hoped it would be for the better, but ‘maybe for the worse’ kept pushing its way into my thoughts.
Mostly I found it hard to believe how much I was enjoying this, how much the sexual energy was impacting me. How my body was turned on, not just my prick, which was hard and quivering, but my entire body.
 
****
 
“Katie, present yourself to be taken,” only Princess could talk like that, in stern, stilted words that were still sultry. Still, the bitch wouldn’t let me touch her golden twat.
Katie, with one last adoring gaze at Brad, pulled her mouth off his cock, and not looking in my direction, placed both her hands and knees on the fine carpet, this time facing away from Brad. She turned her head and looked back at him expectantly.
Brad, got on his knees, placing himself behind my wife. His thick cock was hard as granite as he placed his hands on Katie’s hips. Princess and I had a side view as Katie placed her hands and knees on the carpet, her breasts hanging down, swaying slightly, the nipple clamps still attached. 
I could see my wife’s entire body in front of me about to be spoiled, ruined, claimed again by Brad’s enormous penis. I tried for emotional distance, but my cock was very much in the moment.
I had been warned about the next part. Katie and I had talked it through, it was part of the game. Brad reached forward and with one big hand pushed her head down. Katie obediently dropped down to her elbows and put her head on the carpet, looking up at me.
“Good girl, Katie.  Now tell me what you want,” Brad asked.
Katie answered in a sweet, soft bedroom voice, “Brad, please fuck me. Your cock is so thick, and you are the best lover I’ve ever had. Please fuck me like a cheap whore.”
Katie’s ass was moving in circles as she talked, rocking, trying to entice Brad. This had the advantage of giving me a glimpse of her cunt, red and swollen, distended. Her upper thighs were shining wet.
Brad started fingering my wife, his fingers almost as big as my cock. He was a large man, just not very tall. One finger was in her ass, the other in her cunt. He stopped and pulled them out just as she seemed ready to cum. Katie looked frustrated.
“Katie, spread yourself for Brad,” it was Princess again, always giving orders. She just wouldn’t shut up.
I watched, amazed despite Princess, as my wife reached back to spread herself open for Brad. Her ass and pussy were completely on display now, and I could see her dripping.
Katie, her voice quivering, was not done begging. She was pleading.
“Please, please fuck me. I’ll do anything. Tonight, I’ll be your filthy whore. I’ll lick Princess’ asshole if you order me to.”
I saw Princess’ posture shift; Katie had caught her interest. My wife going down on her sounded good, fooling around with me, not so much.
Princess turned to me. “Mack, you have to ask Brad to fuck your wife. You did it last time, this is how it works.”
“Please, Mack,” Katie’s voice held a hint of panic and a lot of desperation.  “Please, ask him. Do whatever they want, Mack.”
“Brad,” my breath caught in my throat as I spoke, “would you please fuck my wife. Give her the pleasure she needs and is so much better than what I can give her. Please fuck my wife in front of me, you can see how much she wants you.”
Brad was looking at me as he held his giant cock. It was hard now, too heavy to stand on its own.
“Brad, please fuck my whore wife,” I continued. After glancing at Princess, I added, “Brad, I’m begging you. Please, do whatever you want to do to my wife.” And slap the shit out of Princess, I added in my head. Some things are better left unsaid.
Katie was desperate for Brad’s cock now. She started to whimper, blubbering and sobbing, begging, pleading, presenting herself. She was wallowing in her own shame, her own need like an animal in heat.
 



Chapter 15
 
Brad penetrated my wife. Brad actually penetrated my beautiful wife with that thick, hard cock. He entered her, all the way in, slowly. It seemed to take minutes for his cock to disappear inside my wife.
I heard a sharp gasp as he penetrated her. I heard my Katie draw in a full breath and sigh a long low sob of gratitude. It sounded as if she was just realizing again what a cock should feel like.
He stretched her out and filled her up. She moaned again as he pulled out, his mammoth cock wet with her juices, and gave her a full stroke, then another. First, Katie gave another ecstatic wail, then a sudden higher sharp cry of alarm, surprise, and delight as she orgasmed for the first time.
Princess announced she too had just cum. She hadn’t been touching herself, and I hadn’t done anything but become even harder. I started to like Princess again.
Brad wasn’t done with my wife. Katie had her head down on the carpet now, eyes closed, groveling, moaning, whimpering, trembling as Brad slowly, rhythmically pumped her full of his hard cock, sticking it in, over and over. Katie came hard, once again, her cries echoing around the large room.
Katie seemed to have forgotten I was there. She didn’t even know where she was. My wife was making noises I had never heard before. Little gasps of pain, sighs of satisfaction, whimpering, begging noises as she orgasmed again and again.
She was being fucked out of her mind steadily, slowly, powerfully. She worked up to a long desperate wailing cry just as Brad pulled his cock out of her pussy.
She first reacted with shock and alarm. Brad was still hard, and her pussy was loose, swollen and dripping. She sat up and looked at him in confusion. Brad slowly jacked off, keeping himself hard.
“Please don’t stop, I’m still cumming, I can’t even touch myself.  Please fuck me, Brad, I’ll do anything for you,” Katie was crying as she begged Brad to keep fucking her.
“I’m going to have your ass.”
This shocked both of us. Katie liked a little ass play, but as far as I knew, she’d never been fucked there. My wife didn’t even look at me, her eyes were half closed, she was only aware of the aching throb between her legs.
“Yes, anything Brad. You can do anything to me,” my wife answered. If I hadn’t been so turned on, if I’d been thinking with my big brain and not my little brain, I might have ended the night right then. As it was, all I could sense was an aching, excited feeling in my stomach.
Brad was sitting back in his chair now as he directed Katie to sit on his hard-on, facing away so I could see her entire exposed pussy as she spread her legs outside of his. Princess had left, and I noticed when she reappeared, she was holding a tube of lubricant.
Katie sighed as Princess smeared a heavy amount of the lubricant on Katie’s asshole. She finished by sucking on Katie’s engorged clit for a couple of seconds. By the sounds that Katie was making, and the flush covering her face, neck and upper chest, she had never been this turned on, this sexually excited, before.
He was going to take my wife’s ass! I was suddenly aware what was going to happen, no longer lost in watching. For a moment panic set in, he was too big for her, it would never fit. He’d hurt her, split her open. I looked at Katie, my eyes wide with fear, but she was busy spreading her ass for him, making it easier for him to penetrate her. To penetrate her. She wanted this, she wanted that hole filled.
 
****
 
It was a marvel to watch Brad’s cock, first rubbing against Katie’s asshole and making her groan before pushing inside, just an inch or two. He gave her just the mushroom shaped head, and my wife gave a sharp cry of pain.
Princess was right there providing more lube as Katie moaned, now partly in pain, but mostly in ecstasy. The two feelings seemed to have come together to give my wife a feeling of bliss she’d never known before. As Brad slowly eased his cock further up Katie’s backside, her groans became louder.
Brad would stop from time to time to allow her to adjust, but by the time he was fully inside, Katie’s wailing was all that could be heard. The wailing only interrupted when she begged him to fuck her ass even harder.
“You’re so big, Brad. You’re all the way in my ass! I’m yours, Brad, I belong to you now.” Those words struck deep in my soul. My cock was throbbing in my pants, I couldn’t free it, I’d cum all over myself if I did.
I did cum a little, as Katie stuck two, then three fingers in her pussy. “I can feel you, Brad, I can feel you in my ass with my fingers. I wish you could fuck my cunt at the same time.”
As Brad moved inside her ass Katie fucked herself and her cries carried a sound of alarm, “Oh… god… OOOOOH!”  She was having another orgasm, the hardest one yet.
Katie turned her head to look at Brad and said “thank you” as she tried to regain her breath.
Brad and I came at the same time, he flooded inside my wife, I came on my shirt. Katie was moaning and crying as she felt Brad’s sperm swamping her. I could see his balls tighten and his cock spasm with each load he pumped into my wife.
Katie gave one more cry of ecstasy with the realization she may never have another fuck as satisfying as the one she’d just had. More drama, but that’s how she seemed to feel. 
 



Chapter 16
 
Katie, Brad is done using you.” Princess was giving directions again. “Go to the bathroom and clean up.”
Katie stood up and promptly sat down on the floor. I hoped it had been Scotchgarded too. A lot of fluids had been spilled on it tonight.
Katie’s eyes were glassy, dazed, her breasts were heaving, her makeup was a mess. There were red marks on her hips that would later turn into dark purple bruises. Her cheeks were stained with dried tears. At some point, the clamps had come off, and her nipples looked swollen and sore. Her face and chest were a dark shade of red, inflamed looking.
My wife didn’t look at me, she stared at the floor, her eyes unfocused, her body naked except for the dog collar and her heels.
“Katie. I said you’re dismissed,” this time Princess reinforced her direction by attaching the leash to the choker and tugging it.
As she pulled my wife to her feet, Katie saw me and quickly lowered her head. I could see tears running down her cheeks. Princess allowed her to bend over to pick up her dress from the chair. She clutched it in front of herself as Princess led her to the bathroom to get dressed.
Not only were tears running down her face, but even more pussy slime was running down her thighs. When she bent to pick up her dress, even more of Brad’s cum had been forced out of her. How much sperm did that bastard put in my wife, anyway?
It was then Brad told me they’d agreed to do this because Katie had gotten on the floor as they chatted on the computer and begged them, pleaded with them. This was all done as a favor to Katie, and I had no problem believing him. I wished Katie had told me, I didn’t like that it had been a secret, but it explained part of my wife’s shame and tears. She didn’t want me to know how much she needed to be humiliated.
Princess led Katie slowly back from the bathroom. My wife looked like she was in a fog, walking on high heels, still attached to the leash. She allowed Princess to lead her to sit down next to Brad.
Nobody talked for a while, Katie just looked at the floor. I think I could read shame and humiliation on her face, but it was overwhelmed by her look of post-orgasmic bliss
I walked over to Katie and held out my hand. When she looked up at me, I could see sexual arousal in her eyes. She has been taken to a level of sexual gratification she hasn’t been to before. Her smile looked tired, and it showed a level of post-orgasmic contentment I haven’t seen before.
I pulled her to me and we embraced tightly. I held her as close as I could. She whispered softly to me, “I’m sorry. I love you, and only you, so much. Thank you for tonight.”
Princess unfastened the leash, but Katie asked if she might borrow it for a while longer. Her smile looked tired but still excited.
Katie was standing in the entryway; she’d slipped on the dress but was holding her heels.  The dog collar was still in place as she looked at me. 
“We’re coming back soon, aren’t we, Mack?”
 
****
 
Back at the hotel, Katie quickly shed her knit dress and stretched out on the bed, resting her head on a pillow. She used her left hand to caress her swollen nipple and her right to spread her labia, allowing me to see the white wetness inside.
“I’m not done, Mack,” she told me. “I’m not done for tonight, and I’m not done being a slut for Brad… or for Princess.” Her eyes were fixed on me as she started to play with her engorged clit.
“I need to be a slut, I need to be dominated… I need to be humiliated… naked… do you understand Mack? They’ve made me into a… I don’t know… a submissive, I guess.”
All I could do was watch her, first her eyes, then her fingers as she brought herself closer to orgasm.
“I thought your fist was the most depraved thing I could ever do, but I’d do much worse if Princess ordered me to do it for Brad. I’d be their naked pet, kept on a leash. A pet they could loan to anybody they wanted,” Katie was just getting started. “I love you, Mack, but I need this, I need to be humiliated like that.”
“What if Brad ordered you to leave me?” This was the important question to me.
“Oh god… Mack... I don’t know, please don’t ask me that… I don’t know what I’d do.” Her eyes were filling with tears, but she was near orgasm again. I already knew the answer to my question, they’d left me with only one alternative: I had to take my wife back.
“I was ordered not to cum anymore tonight,” she said as she slowed the pace of her masturbation. “I’m only to cum for Brad or Princess unless you ask permission for me.” She was looking at me hopefully.
I was done with that, I was going to take my wife back, right then. I wrapped my wife’s hair in my fist and pulled her head up, so she was looking at me.
“You’re mine, Katie. I didn’t give you to Brad, I didn’t sell you to them. You’re still mine, and you’ll do what I say.” I put on my hard lawyer face as I held her head by her hair.
Katie was mine! Peterson was a Hollywood stud, he could have just about any actress or starlet he wanted. But not my wife. Hell no!
Katie was forced to look up at me, I was not letting go even though I knew I was hurting her, pulling her hair, straining her neck. She looked shocked and alarmed, scared. She didn’t know what to think, it was written on her face. I was reclaiming her, she hadn’t expected that to happen.
“You’re married to me, Katie. Unless I give you to somebody else, your body, your mind, and your soul are mine. Now finish making yourself cum,” it was a direct order, again in my courtroom voice.
Katie’s eyes were wide as she watched me, still holding her by the hair, but the pace of her fingering increased.  Soon her toes curled, and she screeched, “Oh Mack, oh honey, oh yes, I’m yours, do what you want with me.”
Her orgasm was spectacular, lasting a long time and pushing even more cream out of her and onto the hotel bedspread.  Her screams sounded loud in the small room. The entire time, I was holding her head by the hair wrapped around my fist although I’d loosened the pressure on her neck.
I was going to have to learn how to be her master. Our relationship had changed. I had been right, Katie was not the same woman she’d been when the evening started, or maybe she was the same person, and I hadn’t noticed before.
Two months later I received an email from Brad.  The subject line was “Congratulations.”  Attached was a picture taken from behind, up Princess’ long legs as she lay on her belly, her legs parted to show her wet pussy. Her head was buried between Katie’s thighs. My wife was propped up on a bed that night in Hollywood. Katie was in the middle of an orgasm, her mouth wide open, her eyes closed.
Katie and I could make love, we could feel close to each other, but when she needed to be fucked, to have animal sex, I’d have to find someone else to provide it for her. That wouldn’t be difficult. But for now, Katie has started to talk about fisting again.
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