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Chapter 1

Today, I parked our new car under the trees. I usually park next to the small bathroom, but another car, a red Jeep, had taken my spot. That Jeep meant Gloria was also walking right now, but in a state park this big, I doubted I’d meet her on the trails. I eased out of the driver’s seat, carefully protecting my still recovering leg, and grabbed my canes from the back. I locked the car and set my watch. Sixty minutes was my rehabilitation goal.

An eighty-thousand-pound semi traveling at sixty miles an hour exerts an incredible amount of force. I saw a flash of white light and heard a roar, and then I awoke in a hospital bed. Pain. Traction. Casts on this and that. I couldn’t even look at the photographs of our crushed car and when I finally did, weeks later, I cried. How was I still alive? Sadie, my wife, held me and let the tears flow.

Over a year later and I’m still recovering. The settlement I got was huge. I have no need to work anymore, not that I could even if I wanted to. Sadie kept her job at the office just to stay busy. We hired a nurse to help me around the house but the therapeutic walk in the park was my idea. That’s where I met Gloria.

Gloria is eighty or so, weathered, widowed, and learned. She walks her pattern through the park, and I walk mine and when we finish, we meet at the picnic bench under the Japanese walnut tree. She’s got some great stories to share. Stories from a lifetime of bold adventures. She’s kind and intelligent and well-educated, and we’ve grown closer over these last few months. I completed my circuit of the huge park and found her waiting beneath the tree.

“What’s up, gimp?” she said. “How’s the pain today?”

“Three Percocet,” I answered, holding my leg straight as I dropped to the bench.

“Poor baby.”

I shrugged.

“It gets a little better every day, so what’s the point of complaining?”

She pulled a hard candy from her pocket and slid it across the rough wood to me. I unwrapped the butterscotch and popped it in my mouth.

“How’s Sadie?” she asked.

“Good. Stressed out. She worries about me constantly.”

“You scared her.”

“I did. I scared us both. We were sailing through life, carefree and sure we were going to live forever, and then boom. Now I have an ever-present sense of mortality. Now I feel time slipping away.”

“Near-death experiences have a way of shuffling priorities. You’re suddenly aware of your own impermanence.”

“Right.”

“You become aware you will die with things unfinished.”

“Yes. Well said.”

“I’m a widow and a mother. I know.”

I sucked my butterscotch.

“You can’t tell by looking at me now,” she continued. “But I used to be quite good looking. Some called me beautiful.”

“You are beautiful, Gloria.”

“That’s sweet.  Thank you, Doug. I wasn’t gorgeous like Sadie, but I turned some heads. You talk about your new sense of mortality. I feel death gaining on me daily.”

“Scary.”

“No, not really. Not for me. I’ve lived a full life. I was a wild child. I had an incredible husband, Ralph, that loved me and joined my adventures. He understood me. We had crazy fun and incredible intimacy. I have no complaints. I’m grateful.”

“Tell me about your adventures. Mountain climbing? Appalachian Trail?”

She chuckled softly.

“We did some of those things, yes. But when I say I was a wild child, I mean I was feral. Untamed.” She leaned across the table and lowered her voice. “I’m talking sex stuff,” she snickered.

I laughed.

“You?”

“Me,” she admitted. “I was a fiend in my day. Ralph held on for dear life.”

My curiosity was piqued.

“Like what?”

“You don’t want to know. You’ll lose all respect for this old lady. Just trust me when I say I was savage.”

“I’m openminded, Gloria. There’s nothing you can say that will shock me or make me lose respect for you. I swear.”

She rolled her candy around inside her mouth, weighing the truth of my words. She nodded once, deciding.

“I loved sex far more than Ralph,” she said. “It caused problems our first few years of marriage, but then we discovered a solution that worked for us both. After that, we were good.”

“Toys? Toys for the bedroom?”

She laughed.

“Yeah. Toys. Living toys. Live toys we called men. I’d fuck other men and Ralph would watch.”

“Wow. Dang. How did that work?”

“I always knew I was an exhibitionist, but we discovered Ralph was a voyeur. He loved to share me. Our sex life took off like wildfire. His sex drive now matched mine.”

“I never would have guessed that about you.”

“Nobody would. I’m the sweet old lady. Like I was born an old lady and have stayed an old lady my entire life. Few people think about what someone’s life may have been like. Everybody believes they’re the main character.”

I was intrigued.

“Are you comfortable talking about some of the things you did?”

She grinned.

“Curious?”

“I am. Not so much that I want to try it myself, you understand. But wondering how all that would work. Also, Sadie and I haven’t had sex since a week before my accident. It’s been a long, long time. I’d love to hear you talk about it. I have these painkillers running through me, so sex is off the table for us. Let me catch a vicarious high off of you.”

She studied my face. I felt like she was weighing how much she trusted me and then how much I could handle.

“Before I open up and share my past, let me just say this. As much as you are missing sex these days, I want you to understand that Sadie is missing it more.”

“How do you know that?”

“I’ve been the caregiver many times in my long life. The injured person is focused on themselves. Sadie is focused on you too. But once you’re tucked in at night and she’s alone with her thoughts, her own needs rise. You’ve got all kinds of drugs flowing through you. You said so yourself. You’ve got yourself under a microscope. You’ve got a million distractions. Sadie carries the stress of both your lives. Trust me, she’s dying for some physical contact.”

“Okay. I hear you. I’ll make sure I hug her when she gets home.”

Gloria looked at me funny and shook her head.

“The first time Ralph and I did anything extracurricular, so to speak, was after a company retirement party. His good friend was stepping down and a bunch of us got together to celebrate. One of the men Ralph worked with grabbed my hand and placed it on his dick. He was stiff in the pants. He’d been watching me dance and I turned him on. Remember, I was really a looker back in the day. I loved the attention. I dressed sexy, too sexy for those times, but nothing compared to these days. Anyway, this man took my hand and made me feel his hard dick. I was shocked but I liked it. I squeezed it. He was a big boy, and I liked that too. Ralph saw what happened and decked the guy, but I pulled him away before they fought. He kept apologizing like he’d somehow failed as my husband, but I told him the experience wasn’t so bad. That made him mad, but I think it was because it threatened him, like he would lose me to that man. I assured him he would never lose me.”

“That made him feel good.”

“It did. It also opened the door to talk about what happened. He asked why I liked it, so I told him the man was big and hard, and I liked that it was because of me. That led to a whole long conversation about what we both truly liked. I shared my racy side, shocking him, but you know what he did? He drove us to the manufacturing part of town, you know where those big factories are? Yeah, men hang out waiting for cars to pull up so wives and girlfriends can give them handjobs.”

“I wasn’t aware of that.”

“Neither was I.”

We drove through slowly and then parked in the shadows. I was so nervous. But then a couple of guys approached and one asked what time it was. I’m not stupid. Who approaches a car to ask that? I didn’t know what to do so I just stared at them. They unzipped and took out their penises. Ralph told me it was okay to touch them, so I did. Boy, did I ever. I jacked those men until they shot. Then I jacked another who showed up. Then Ralph drove us home so we could fuck all night. It was great and it was the start of something wonderful. We added spice to our sex life and suddenly I was happy and satisfied. Ralph started investigating things, surprising me with something new about once a month. Did you know our city has three sex clubs? Three! I had no idea.”

“I didn’t either.”

“They don’t advertise. Word of mouth only. Anyway, that was many years ago. A lifetime.”

“Something tells me you didn’t stop at handjobs.”

She laughed.

“Heavens no. Handjobs were only the beginning.”

“You had sex with other men? Like, intercourse?”

She shook her head.

“No,” she said. “Not intercourse. Definitely not intercourse. I fucked. I got fucked. It was glorious. No strings, no commitments. Just wander around the club until you meet someone with the right chemistry and voila! The spark jumps. The fire ignites. It felt so right and natural, like we were living the way we were supposed to live.

“How did it happen? The first time.”

She scanned the park and leaned in.

“Ralph found a man he knew I’d want. On his way to the bar. Some men and women walk around those places nude. The men do it to show off what they have if they’re big or to humiliate themselves if they’re small. Whatever. Ralph saw a guy and knew I would want him. He introduced himself and brought him back to me. My husband was right. This long-haired handsome stranger was fit and hung. The three of us found a small private room and the men undressed me together. I couldn’t take my eyes off this man’s penis. He grew hard while unwrapping me. So sexy. He was standing straight up by the time I was naked. Did I mention I used to be a looker? His gaze roamed my body, and I ate it up. Ralph and I had no idea what proper decorum was for a club like this, so I just crawled backward onto this big, padded platform and the man got down between my legs. Oh boy did he know how to eat pussy. I could have stayed right there the rest of the night, but Ralph told him to fuck me. My husband was masturbating by this time, watching. When the man stood and I saw his big hard dick, I spread my legs wide open. I was ready. He pushed it in, and I almost cried tears of joy. Not because his dick felt so good, although it did. Good lord, did it ever. But because Ralph and I were living as we pleased. I felt like I’d been set free. Ralph became my true partner at that moment. I knew we would do anything for each other. That kind of bonding transcends typical relationship moments. He wasn’t giving me his Saint Christopher or his class ring to wear. This was not his sweatshirt or his letterman’s jacket. My man brought me new cock. Think of it. Could there be an act more selfless? Our connection was instantly deeper and broader than any marriage we knew.”

I understood what she was saying. I doubted my ability to do the same, but I got what she was trying to tell me. I felt a desire for that kind of connection too.

“That makes sense to me,” I said.

“Does it? Few people understand. Most can’t see past their own insecurities. I’m pleased you know what I’m talking about. Most would say we’re insane, but some will grasp the depth of our union. We were instantly inseparable.”

“So, this man fucked you?”

She took my hand and held it.

“This man fucked my body, my mind, and my soul. I’ve never had sex like that. His fat dick felt amazing, but the sex I had that night was spiritual. Ralph and I had achieved a higher plane. That man and his cock turned our world upside down, or maybe I should say inside out. I thought it was the best sex of my life, but I was soon to learn there was so much more. We were sexual babies, truly, with a lot to learn. That night simply opened the door.”

I sensed she was growing tired but loved the stroll down memory lane. I moved my leg and winced from the pain. She squeezed my hand.

“That’s enough for today,” she said. “I need a nap. Tomorrow, I’ll tell you about the first time I sucked on more than one penis at the same time. Ralph got so excited he shot his gunk in my hair.”

I laughed.

“I can’t wait. See you tomorrow.”

We stood and hugged and kissed each other’s cheeks. I watched her walk to her Jeep. I never would have guessed at a past like that for her, which was one of her earlier points. I considered my own sparse sexual history. Have I ever truly been satisfied? Has Sadie? I made a mental note to ask my wife what she thought about these revelations.


Chapter 2

I was in bed when Sadie got home. She’d called to make sure I was all right and then stopped by the gym with her friend, Maria, for a quick workout. I told her to take her time, but she didn’t. She started preparing dinner as soon as she came through the door. I told her to stop and come to the bedroom. When she did, I called her closer and gave her the best hug I could. She was stiff with worry about hurting me but then she melted, hugging me tighter and tighter until she cried a little. I kept the hug going until she relaxed.

“That was lovely,” she said, easing back a little.

“It was. I was thinking today about how I’ve missed you so very much.”

“I miss you too, Doug.”

“No,” I said. “I mean I miss you, miss you.”

“You mean?”

“Yes. Sexually. God, yes.”

“I am so happy to hear you say that. I wondered if we’d ever be able to touch again. My body aches all day wanting you.”

“Let’s make a date to have hot sex as soon as I can,” I said.

She chuckled.

“It’s a date. How was your walk at the park? How’s Gloria? Was she there? Did you guys get a chance to talk?”

“Let me tell you about my walk at the park,” I said, patting the bed for her to sit. “And my interesting talk with Gloria.”

She sat, and I did, telling her every word Gloria had spoken. By the time I finished, Sadie was in shock.

“Sweet little old lady Gloria?”

“Yes. I feel so close to her now, like she took me into her confidences and trusted me.”

“She did. What brought all this on?”

“I talked about the accident and how I feel so mortal now. Life can change in an instant. She mentioned something about living life true and I said I agreed and that led us to her sharing what was true about her life with Ralph. They were so honest with each other.”

“Is that something you wish we had more of?”

“It is. I know I keep things to myself to protect you, like I’m shielding you from unpleasantness, but I think that also shields you from actually knowing me, and I think that’s unwise. I believe we’d feel closer and more intimate if we shared what was honestly on our minds.”

“I totally agree, Doug. I’m thrilled to hear you say it. I know you keep a lot of your fears and frustrations bottled up. Men do. They think it makes them look weak. I wish you shared such feelings with your wife.”

“I will. I’ll try.”

“I will too. Tell me again about how Ralph let that man fuck her. Did he really just stand right there?”

I told her everything again. Sadie listened attentively and asked many questions, and I realized this was the closest we’d come to sex in over a year. Vicarious was better than nothing. I finished and she kissed me, returning to the kitchen to make dinner. After we ate, she took a shower before bed.

I watched my wife undress, remembering what Gloria had said about Sadie being a gorgeous woman. My wife truly was. Her body was incredible, surpassed only by the natural beauty of her face. I’m always filled with pride when we go out. Men and women looked at her equally. My self-esteem soars to see how attractive Sadie is and know that she’s with me.

Now I looked at her with fresh eyes. I forced myself to shed our years of marriage and see her like a man just meeting her. Her workout gear hit the floor, and her sports bra went next and holy shit, her tits are spectacular, her abs sublime. The tight black booty shorts slid down her legs, revealing her taut ass and strong thighs and I felt lucky, lucky my wife was so hot. She stood in only panties briefly before those came down too and I saw her sweet bald cunt from behind, a delicious vertical slit between her legs, framed in a diamond of thigh gap and round butt cheeks. My penis stirred, trying to awaken despite severed nerves and powerful drugs. She was sexier now than the day we got married. How many husbands could say the same about their wives?

She caught me looking. Just a glance over her shoulder before stepping under the hot water. She stopped and faced me, a sly smile spreading across her lips. She rested a hand on her tilted hips.

“Someone is feeling better,” she said, enjoying the look in my eyes.

“You’re incredible,” I muttered. “The guys at the gym must fall all over themselves. Do you have a fan base?”

She laughed.

“It’s funny you ask. I do, kind of. There’s a handful of men I’ve noticed who discreetly follow me from machine to machine. I don’t know if it’s coincidental or not, but I like to tell myself that’s what they’re doing. It happens often. You know I love the attention. I love showing off so much I probably should have been a stripper. I feel sexy. I love catching them staring.”

“I don’t blame them. I can see what they see. Is it weird that those men lusting for you fills me with a sense of pride?”

“Not at all.”

“Too bad they can’t see you at this moment.”

She laughed, gesturing at her body.

“You mean like this? Naked? Right before I get in the shower?”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I said. “If they like you in sweaty workout clothes, they’ll love you in your birthday suit. You are sexy as fuck, Baby.”

She sighed.

“Thank you, Doug. I’d fuck your brains out if I could.”

“Rain check.”

“Rain check,” she agreed.

She stepped under the spray of water. I continued staring, watching the suds spiral down her body and drip in foamy globs from her firm tits. God, what a babe. It was a shame those other men couldn’t see how hot she was. I thought perhaps Gloria’s talk planted an idea in my head. Sadie loves attention and I love for her to get it.

“Would you ever consider visiting one of the sex clubs Gloria talked about?” I called out.

Sadie froze. She slowly poked her head outside the shower stall.

“What are you saying, Doug?”

“You look amazing. Maybe we can’t have sex right now but I’d love to dress you in something wildly sexy and parade you around so everyone can see how hot my wife is. We’d both enjoy that and it would add fuel to your masturbation fire.”

“You want to objectify me?”

“Yes. It sounds like fun.”

She pondered for a moment.

“Actually, yes. That does sound like fun. Objectify me all you want. I already know what I’ll wear. How sexy am I allowed to dress? Can I be daring? Show lots of skin?”

“I insist on it. Gloria says some people walk around fully nude.”

I loved the real excitement in her eyes. We were too late for Halloween, but we could play dress up on our own anyway.


Chapter 3

It was her comment about being a stripper that gave me the idea. Visiting a sex club felt like too big of a jump for us right out of the gate, so I got online and checked all the local titty bars. I found one with an amateur night and told Sadie about it. She panicked.

“I’m not getting on stage and taking off my top,” she said. “My boobs are too small to compete with those girls. I have no idea what this place is like. What if it’s in a dangerous area of town? What if someone I know sees me?”

“The danger will only add to our excitement and lucky fucking them to see you topless. They’ve probably been dreaming about seeing you naked.”

Her face softened. 

“Why are you so sweet to me?” she said.

“You’re my treasure.”

She approached the bed and kissed my hair.

“It does sound exciting,” she admitted. “I’d blush if I saw someone I knew but what are the odds of that happening? Slight. Do we even know someone that visits strip clubs?”

“No. Let’s just go sit in on an amateur night and see what it’s like. Maybe you hate it. Maybe it’s kind of cool. We can decide later if we want to add more.”

“You mean me getting up on stage.”

“I do. If we hate it, we just never go back.”

“It just occurred to me you’ll get to see lots of topless girls.”

I laughed.

“You won’t believe me,” I said. “But I hadn’t even considered that. Yes, we both will. Is that a problem?”

“No. I think pretty girls are pretty.”

I know the words she left unspoken: I don’t care if those girls turn you on if it allows us to make love.

I kept smiling. I knew at the back of her mind was the fear, irrational, but present, that the real reason we weren’t having sex was something to do with her. It’s a woman thing to blame themselves first. No words would convince her otherwise. She needed me inside her. That would be the only proof that I still desired her which she’d accept.

She got ready for work, and I got ready to visit the park for my therapeutic walk. I saw Gloria’s red Jeep from down the road. My bathroom spot was open, so I took it. I finished my walk at the picnic bench and she was waiting. We caught up on small talk and then I mentioned I’d shared her stories with Sadie.

“I hope that’s okay,” I added.

“I expected you would. Husbands and wives should have no secrets from each other. It’s honesty that generates intimacy.”

I told her how we planned on visiting a strip club on amateur night and she laughed.

“Get Sadie up on that stage,” she said. “I don’t know her well, but I do know her at least that well. She would love all those eyes on her.”

“That’s what I said.”

“Tell her I said she should use what her mama gave her. We don’t stay hot for long. She will regret allowing fear to hold her back.”

“I’ll tell her you said that. Have you ever gone topless on stage?”

She scoffed.

“Of course. Many times. One time it led to a gang bang. I was in bed with five men, none of them Ralph. My husband watched from a chair as I lost my mind. I still remember that party clearly.”

“Five men. Wow. What was that like? No way could I handle five women.”

“Men aren’t equipped to handle five women, but women are built to handle multiple men. Why else would nature make us multiply orgasmic? I felt perfectly natural surrounded by all those hard penises. I owned all the semen in those testicles. I was mine but they had it. It was my job to get it out of them. Lord, I had such a good time. Ralph too. He loved taking me after another man. He called it reclaiming and usually became quite passionate about it. I admit I turned into something of an animal. Those men had me every way a woman can be had. I was wonderfully tender for a week after. I leaked sperm for days. From everywhere. Do you find that disgusting?”

“Not at all. I love your freedom. I don’t judge.”

“You know Sadie will love being on that stage and having all those men stare.”

“I do.”

“How do you think that will affect her?”

“Good question. I haven’t speculated on that. I only thought as far as her on stage.”

“Be ready. It’s intoxicating. She’ll want more, and by more I don’t mean more stage time, I mean pushing the envelope.”

My gut said Gloria was right. I don’t know what more actually meant, but she was right Sadie would want it.

“When are you going?” she asked.

“Saturday night. Eight. After that it converts to a regular strip club again.

She waved me off.

“No one will be there that early,” she warned. “She’ll parade for one or two men. Surprise her. Take her to The Dungeon. That’s one of the sex clubs I mentioned last time. They’ll be packed by eight on a Saturday night and she can walk around completely naked if she wants. You’ll get a blowjob on the way home, I guarantee it.”

“I have dick problems right now.”

“So? It will still feel good. Let her have a taste. She’ll be so horny she’ll need one. It will do you both some good.”

I liked her idea but wondered if Sadie would be disappointed.

“We thought a sex club was too big a step first time out.”

“Nonsense. You’re adults. There’s nothing you can’t handle. Why waste time? Go to The Dungeon. You’ll be glad you did. There’s no shame at that place. Sex is sex. Whoever slapped morality on sex needs to get knifed. Morality is for lying or stealing or murder. Things like that. Sex is good and fun and healthy and feels amazing. Check those Puritan views at the door and relax.”

“You have a lot of opinions,” I teased.

“You’re goddamn right I do. I earned them all.”

We branched off into politics and that somehow led to movies we like. Finally, we said goodbye. I considered her suggestion as I drove home and decided she was right. The main point was having an audience. Even if our first time was just drinks and observation, a rowdy crowd made all the difference. I’d tell Sadie we were headed to the strip club but then I’d take us to The Dungeon instead.


Chapter 4

All those hours spent at the gym suddenly had a point. She does it to stay healthy and strong, obviously, but there’s little feedback on those fronts except form her doctor during a check-up. It’s hard to notice that you haven’t gotten sick. But now, tonight, wearing those lace stockings and black leather miniskirt, that tight, long-sleeved lace top over a sheer, lace bra, now all those hours spent at the gym have come into focus.

Sadie looked stunning. Maybe that’s the wrong word. Stunning is for the Pietà by Michelangelo. Breathtaking? Incredible? Spectacular maybe? I don’t know what the right word is. She dripped sex. She oozed feminine hotness. She was a wet dream walking. She was so nervous she didn’t notice when I changed direction and drove us to The Dungeon. She fidgeted with her hair and adjusted her stockings and allowed me to lead her until we were paid and inside. Only then did her head come up to look around. A naked man approached, chiseled cheek bones and winning smile, his long, soft, thick cock swinging side to side. He smiled as he passed.

“This is not a strip club,” Sadie said, watching his penis go by.

“Nope.”

“I just saw a man’s penis.”

“Yes. A big one.”

“Yes, it was. That man was really good looking. Nice body too. What is this place and what are we doing here, Doug? I thought we were going to the strip club.”

“Gloria said that club would be dead at eight and she’s right. What fun is that? We’d be the only ones there. She told me to bring you here, so I did. She never mentioned large naked penises but hey, it was a nice surprise, right?”

“It was. Maria would love this place.”

I imagined my wife and her raven-haired friend patrolling these rooms. They’d gather a following od disciples. 

“Yes, she would, but wouldn’t her presence make you feel awkward? Let me have your stole. I want you to walk around in just your sheer top. There are a ton of people here already and it’s only getting busier. Let’s mingle. Let’s get a feel for this place. What do you think?”

She was nodding her head and watching the swirl of people moving around.

“Gloria is right,” she murmured. “This place is better.”

She shrugged her wrap off her shoulders and handed it to me. My gaze went directly to her breasts. The lighting in here was low but I discerned her areolas and nipples anyway and got a rush of adrenaline. If I could see them, others could too.

“Can you tell?” she asked, watching my face. “Are my boobies obvious?”

“Yes,” I rasped.

She watched me more closely.

“Are you still okay with us doing this?”

“Hell yes. You look incredible. I love showing you off. My wife is hot.”

She smiled broadly.

“Let’s have some fun,” she said, taking my hand and walking slowly with me, noticing every pair of eyes that roamed her hot body.

I quickly realized my presence was turning men away. They wished to avoid disrespecting me, so they glanced at Sadie, deduced I was her husband, and averted their eyes.

“You go on ahead,” I suggested. “I’m cramping your style. I’ll hang back and drink in all you do to them. Go on. Strut. Show them what you have.”

She thought about protesting but noticed the men looking away after noticing me. She knew I was right and relished the opportunity to glide through the rooms without me holding her hand. She kissed my lips and turned away. The crowd swallowed her.

My heart beat strong and fast.

Sadie was untethered, free, alone and more than nude. We were way out of our comfort zone, and I loved it. She was too. I stayed several paces behind, pretending I was just another man swept up in her gravitational pull, bouncing along behind her like so many others. Sadie became aware of the quiet sensation she caused, and a shy smile played with her lips. She wasn’t expecting this much attention. I wasn’t either and my pride swelled. My wife is so attractive. I loved the way other men wanted her. A few men tried to engage her in conversation, but she spoke only briefly before moving on, winding a random path through dark rooms and hallways.

Deeper in the club we began to encounter people having sex. The lights were low, but we passed close enough to see details. The man from earlier, with the large swinging penis, sat on a padded bench while two women attacked his cock. He was engorged now, bigger than before, and my heart skipped a beat when Sadie stared first at him, and then, longer, at his erection. What was she thinking? She slowed as she walked by, watching the women gobble every inch of that stiff dick.

Again Gloria was right: I would undoubtedly get a blowjob driving home.

Sadie walked under an archway and into an open area. I followed, along with her new fans. This space was wide and long and filled with naked men, each of them fit and hung. Several sat with women while their husbands and boyfriends waited against the wall. I realized this area was ladies’ choice. The men had no say. These studs were supplied so the women were guaranteed something special if they so desired. Smart. I imagined most clubs like this fill up with out of shape single men. Not back here. A bouncer roamed the area, asking single men to leave. He got to Sadie and posed a question, and she turned and pointed at me. The man nodded and moved on. I was in.

I may have been allowed to stay but the bouncer informed me I needed to stand against the wall.

“This is the Hen’s Room,” he said, as if that explained everything.

Actually, it did. I saw the need for such a room as this. Sadie wandered, watching various women enjoy their studs. Several of the nude men approached her but she shook her head and continued to mill about. She looked at me many times for reassurance, and I finally waved her away.

Go have fun, I mouthed. Don’t worry about me.

She studied my face to make sure she understood and then turned away. She ambled towards a muscular man standing with his arms folded across his chest. He was fit, but it was his long cock that caused me to gasp. Why was Sadie heading for him?

Now my heart bounced around like a jumping bean.

My wife stood beside him, surveying the room like he did, and they began to converse. She made him laugh and, when he looked away, she ran her gaze all over his body. I saw her eyes dart at me before locking onto his abs and then lower, to his hanging cock.

I could barely fill my lungs with air. He caught her staring and returned the favor, starting at her miniskirt and running his eyes up her toned body and see-through top. My brain screamed at me that he was ogling her sweet perfect tits, and it was true. Sadie shivered at his intense gaze. He wanted to fuck her but that’s not what set my mind ablaze. It was the look in Sadie’s eyes. It was the way my wife looked at him. She felt the same! I’ve never seen that look in her eyes before. This was pure raw animal lust. He had the body and he had the face and he had the cock, which, at the moment, had begun to slowly rise. I wanted to scream but not at her. Lust flooded my veins. That they wanted each other was hot enough. We recognize real chemistry in a movie and cheer for the couple. This was no movie. This was Sadie and the stud of her choice, and their chemistry was insane. I was responding to her desires. How could I not? Our connection was so strong I felt what she felt and she felt what I felt.

She glanced at me, clearly thinking inappropriate thoughts about this man and feeling guilty about it, and without thinking I made a hand gesture like she should jerk him off. Her eyes went wide, and she quickly looked away. They continued their conversation and then my eyes melted out of my skull. Sadie’s hand drifted slowly upward, collecting his partially swollen meat in her hand. Her fingers curled around his shaft in slow motion. I gasped at the sight. She tugged on him and leaned in to whisper in his ear. He nodded and she began to stroke, jerked him off with gentle rubs along his impressive length.

My broken dick began to swell.


Chapter 5

Now I was stunned in two directions. How was this possible? Too many pharmaceuticals flowed through my veins. Nerve damage prevented most sensations. Somehow, this sight circumvented all that and lanced directly into my brain. I rubbed the front of my pants and gasped at how good it felt.

Sadie continued to whisper into the man’s ear while tenderly stroking his growing penis. How good that must have felt for her. It made me happy. I wanted this for her. Love is selfless and I easily stepped aside in this situation. She tugged faster and leaned back so he could view her lovely tits under lace. He was getting hard for her, and I felt such pride. She looked my way again, doubt behind her eyes, and I boldly unzipped and showed her my growing penis. She was making two men hard. Her jaw dropped. Joy filled her face. We locked eyes and I stroked myself carefully while she jerked his meat with ever greater enthusiasm. This moment was ours. Yes, she held another man’s cock in her hand, but it was us, husband and wife, that shared this moment.

He spoke and she stopped, contemplating whatever it was he said. I stopped too, wondering. She released his dick and grabbed the bottom of her blouse, pulling the sheer lace over her head, exposing her breasts to the whole room. A few studs moved closer and began to masturbate, drawn into Sadie’s passion with this man. I resumed stroking, amazed at all the eyes on her. She scanned the crowd and almost swooned, caught up in all their attention. She took her man in hand again and added another hand to cup his balls. She jerked him faster now and with intent. She was trying to make him cum. That realization was a bomb detonating inside my head. She was going to make him cum! I watched and jerked as her hand flew and her tits bounced. Other men masturbated watching her stroke the stud. I sensed an orgasm was out of reach for me. I wasn’t healed enough for that, but I was filled with joy by my erection, back from the dead. Sadie was thrilled by it too.

The man spoke again, and Sadie moved slightly to the side. Moments later she pumped out the first of many hot and sticky ropes of semen. His body spasmed as he shot, firing long bursts of sperm. Sadie watched the liquid leave the tip of his large penis and arch through the air, her face frozen in delight, her pumping hand a blur.

Twenty minutes later we were on the freeway headed home. Her head was in my lap, and my mostly hard cock was in her mouth. She sucked on me like I was made of candy, slurping with pure delight on her long-lost husband’s dick. It was easily the best blowjob I’ve ever received. Nerves had come back to life, nerves that had not carried a signal for a long time. I gasped and groaned constantly at the fantastic sensations she caused.

“Did I go too far with that man?” she panted. “Did I disrespect you, Honey? It seemed like you were telling me to do it. I hope I was right. Was it okay that I touched him like that? I made him cum.”

“Baby, it was perfect,” I wheezed. “It was something we both desperately needed. You brought my dick back to life, Sadie. It’s a miracle.”

She eagerly gobbled my cock again. Her mouth felt amazing. An orgasm felt a long way off but that was probably asking too much for equipment that only just woke up. Sadie was a cock hound. She refused to stop even when we pulled into our neighborhood. She did stop long enough for us to hurry inside, but then she was on her knees again, sucking and licking like she needed to make up for all the blowjobs she’d been unable to give me over the past year.

“Can I make you cum?” she asked, eyes hopeful.

I shook my head sadly.

“I can’t feel it building, Baby. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m thrilled I turned you on enough to make you hard. One step at a time, my love. Let’s go to bed. You can’t cum but I can and my pussy needs your sweet touch.”

I took her hand and led the way. Minutes later we were in bed and naked. I laid between her legs. She’d shaved for her daring night out and I stared at her pretty pussy for a moment. I gently kissed her clitoris, moving my body carefully to avoid any stabbing pain. This was a big deal for us. She propped her back with pillows so she could look down on me as I pleased her.

“Did I look good tonight?” she murmured.

She was fishing and I was fine with it.

“Better than good, Baby. You stole the show. Virtually every man there had to take a look. As many women as men checked you out.”

I kissed her labia and parted her slit with the tip of my tongue. She exhaled deeply and settled into her pile of pillows.

“I wanted to look good,” she mumbled. “I needed to look good.”

“You were breathtaking.”

I began to lick her inner lips, softly, teasing. She caressed her breasts and closed her eyes, remembering, I believed, how she floated from room to room, so much of her body on display. I knew I was right when I saw goose bumps spread across her skin. She sent a hand to rest on the back of my head, assuring I stayed there and kept eating.

“I held his cock in my hand,” she muttered, delicately touching her breast.

I pushed my tongue inside her cunt, licking all around, and then flicking her clit.

“Just the sight of you made him hard,” I added.

“He was big.”

“He sure was. You got him so excited he shot cum everywhere.”

“I did,” she moaned. “I felt it pulsing against my hand. It was so sexy.”

I ate for a moment before speaking again. I wanted to make her orgasm and she seemed ready.

“You made other men hard too. A handful jerked off watching you.”

“So hot,” she whispered. “It was all so hot. Are you sure you’re okay with what I did? The idea that I might have showed you any disrespect upsets me.”

To answer I threw myself at her cunt. She was sopping wet, remembering our night.

“You made me proud, Baby,” I said, before devouring her. “I was proud to have a sexy wife like you.”

She moaned as I feasted. Enough talk, I thought. Give me that orgasm. She guided my head with one hand while massaging her tits with the other, her mind replaying our sensual scene tonight over and over. Her breathing became faster and shallower, and her pussy began to tighten around my fingers. My tongue tortured her until I had her on the brink. I needed something to push her over the edge and make her climax epic.

“Next time,” I murmured, loud enough for her to hear. “Put his dick in your mouth and suck on it.”

“Nnnnngh, no! God!” she growled, seized by the throes. “Fuck yes, here it comes! Gawd!”

Her hips writhed as she orgasmed. I pumped fingers and whipped my tongue and grinned on the inside. Sadie was having a massive orgasm. Her animal sounds thrilled me. I attacked her cunt, forcing her to spike again and again until she was almost sobbing from the intensity. Her strong thighs clamped around me and her tight ass knotted. She pulled hard on her nipple, stretching the sensitive nub away from her pert breast. She twisted and pinched the skin and came even harder.

When it was over, she was left drained: a wilted body of a woman sunk into our bed. I climbed up next to her and drew the blankets over us. I popped my nighttime pain pills and spooned her, content and happy for the first time in a long time.


Chapter 6

“How did Ralph handle watching you with another man?” I asked Gloria.

She gave me a long, hard look, peering directly into my soul. Older women are a force to be reckoned with. She sized me up, contemplating everything I’d ever said to her, and whether or not I could handle the truth.

“If you do this,” she warned. “There’s no going back. It changes you. Do you understand that? Once you drink from this bottle, nothing will ever taste as good.”

“How do you know we’ll even like it?”

She grinned.

“You told me about your night at The Dungeon. Trust me when I say your reaction was notable. Most husbands care about themselves more than their wives. You, like Ralph, cared more about your wife than yourself. It’s admirable. It’s vulnerable and intimate. If you were going to protest you would have done so right then. You didn’t. Instead, you encouraged her to touch the man. Her arousal got you excited. I’ve seen all this before, sonny-boy. I know how this works. You’re asking about Ralph but you’re thinking about you. Really, you’re thinking about Sadie and what she needs, or at least what she wants. You want her to have what she wants since you can’t give it to her because of the accident.”

“I admit you have some insights. You know some things I didn’t know about myself. Sadie was standing there in her see-through lace with a big cock in her hand and she was sexier in that moment than any woman I’d ever seen. Sexier than any actress in any movie. Any woman from any magazine. I was astonished.”

“I bet you puffed up with pride.”

“I did, or maybe something like pride. It’s a strange feeling. She’s mine, but everybody wanted her. She was the vaunted Belle of the Ball. When she put her hand on that man it was scary but also exhilarating. I was taking a risk but also felt like I was seeing to her needs. It’s complicated.”

Gloria reached across the picnic table in the way she always does and took my hand, comforting me.

“Here’s what you do,” she said, suddenly serious. “Go back to that club. Find that man or a worthwhile substitute. Lead Sadie and her new friend to a private room and let them fuck. I know, it sounds insane, but one time will tell you all you need to know. If it’s for you, great. If not, now you know and you found out together, as a happily married couple. There’s no jealousy for you if you take charge, and there’s no doubt for her if it’s your idea.”

I wasn’t so sure.

“You got hard, Doug. That’s pretty telling, don’t you think? You watched her with him, and you got hard. Despite the pain and the medications. That tells me there’s something going on inside that brain of yours that lives beneath the surface. I suggest you find out what it is.”

My mouth was desert dry. Was Gloria right?

I mulled her suggestion for two days. Saturday arrived and I told Sadie we were headed back to the club. She tried to act nonchalant, but her excitement was palpable. She asked how she should dress but I left it up to her. She came out of the bedroom in a lightweight wrap-around dress, short, that tied in front at the waist. I remembered it well. Years ago, on vacation, I’d untied it and discovered the dress comes off like a hotdog bun. We had hot sex on the hotel balcony and then again later walking along the beach. Each time she simply retied the dress. Handy.

“I remember that dress,” I said.

“Good. I was hoping you would.”

She fidgeted all the way there. I suggested she go in while I parked the car and I’d join her later. The fewer people, meaning men, that knew she was with me, the better. I wanted her to be approachable.

“I’m so fucking nervous,” she said. “What if he’s there?”

I had kept Gloria’s idea to myself. I was still unsure and wanted to leave that door open in case I needed to change my mind. Sadie thought we were here to prowl around again and maybe deliver another handjob or two.

We kissed and she left the car, looking like a dream. The dress was light and airy and flipped around, flashing sexy leg and occasional inner-thigh. I parked and grabbed my cane, circling around to the front door. I paid the cover, got my hand stamped, and went looking for my wife.

I found her. She still wore the dress but walked around with it untied and opened down the front. Unbeknownst to me, she’d skipped a bra and panties tonight, enjoying the freedom of showing off what she had. God, she looked so hot. What a tight little body she has. Her bald pussy looked slick and smooth, her nipples already stood upright, and it was warm in here. I feasted my eyes on the hungry looks she got wherever she went. Men got caught up in the vortex as she passed, getting off their asses to follow her. She was smiling and having fun, but her gaze roamed every room, every corner. She was looking for someone and I knew whom.

As she approached the Hen’s Room, the single guys fell back. I quickened my pace in case the bouncer needed to see us together. I was close behind her and the man remembered her face. He looked for me and waved me in, but Sadie didn’t see him do it. She was busy scanning the room and had no idea I was behind her. I loved how she’d so fully embraced this place. I slid to the side along the wall to keep her in my sights. I didn’t see her handjob man and I found myself wondering whom she would pick. The room was full of naked hung studs just wandering around, offering themselves, waiting for some wife or girlfriend to pick them. I shadowed my wife, waiting and watching. I saw her look of disappointment when she realized her handjob guy was absent tonight. I felt the let down too. Would she want to stay or leave early? She wandered the room watching all the action, people enjoying sex to varying degrees, or just the pleasure of walking around naked.

Sadie stopped and stared at something across the room.

I quickly changed position so I could see what she saw. Her gaze was fixed on a man seated as a woman on her knees sucked his large cock. I remembered him. We’d seen him the first time we entered the club. He’d walked by with his big dick swinging and turned Sadie’s head. We’d seen him later that night getting a double blowjob. Now he studied his lap and the woman down there sucking his cock.

My wife was motionless, riveted. Was she wrestling with some decision? It certainly looked that way. What did she say about him that night? Nice body? Good looking? What did she ponder right now?

I didn’t wait to find out. Gloria said if it comes from me, we prevent all kinds of doubt and fear. I approached the man and let Sadie see me. When he looked up, I turned and presented my half-naked wife.

“This is Sadie,” I said. “My wife. Perhaps you’d like to meet her?”

Awkward as fuck, I know, but how does one do such things in a club like this? Sadie shut her astonished mouth and waited. The man pushed the woman blowing him aside and rose to his feet. His hard cock pointed directly at my girl, something I had not considered when I got the bright idea to introduce them. Sadie reached for his extended hand and then dropped her gaze to his big, engorged dick, gleaming with saliva. They shook hands.

“I’m Ross,” he said, amused. “Nice to meet you. I remember I saw you last weekend. You wore black lace and a miniskirt.”

“I’m flattered you remember that,” Sadie said, finally lifting her eyes away from his dick.

“You made an impression. I watched you jack off Simon too. Very nice. You and your husband swing?”

Sadie looked confused.

“Not exactly,” I chimed in. “Honestly, we have no idea what we’re doing. Just kind of seeing where things lead.”

He took half a second to size us up.

“Follow me,” he said. “Let’s move to a private room where we can talk.”

He turned and walked, and Sadie looked at me on the edge of panic. I gestured for her to follow the man.

“What are we doing?” she asked as I fell into step with her.

“I have no idea,” I admitted. “Let’s see what happens.”

“Are you sure about all this?’

“I am. It’s exciting. Don’t you agree?”

“Very much so, but I’m nervous.”

“Me too. But we’re both here with each other so whatever happens, we did it together.”

He led us down a short hallway to a smaller room with a window that looked out on the main area. A padded bench ran along one wall and a large chair sat in the corner. We lost sight of him as he entered the room. When we stepped in, he was seated in the middle of the bench, knees wide, stroking his cock. He gestured to Sadie to take the spot on the floor between his thighs.

“The chair is for the husband,” he said.

The moment froze in time. What would happen next? His intentions with my wife were clear. He viewed his cock as the currency of this place, with all the privileges that came with it. I expected Sadie to be insulted, and she was.

“You think you can just wave at me and I’ll suck your dick?” she said.

“I think your husband would like to see you suck it. Perhaps even watch me fuck you. I imagine he’s not getting the job done, or done right anyway, so you were forced to come to this place and seek out a man like me. I get it. Your crippled husband is inadequate.”

My eyebrows shot up. What an ignoble asshole.

“Crippled husband?” Sadie sneered. “He’s recovering from a nearly fatal traffic accident.”

“He’s obviously leaving you highly unsatisfied. You’re incredibly sexy. I’m happy to do for you what he can’t.”

She scoffed.

“You could never,” she said, closing her dress around her. “You have a big dick but he’s still twice the man you are.”

My jaw dropped. She was fierce. She was instantly furious. She grabbed my wrist, and we headed out the door.


Chapter 7

“I think I just fell in love with you again,” I said.

“Fuck that guy. He’s a prick. Such arrogance.”

“I’m sorry I introduced you.”

“Don’t be. I found him attractive until he opened his mouth. You were right to pick him. I don’t know what you had planned but he was a good choice for whatever. You had no way to know he’s such a dick.” She paused. “Incidentally, what did you pick him for?”

I lifted my shoulders and let them drop.

“Honestly, I don’t know,” I admitted. “I thought we’d stand there and simply talk for a while. It was obvious you found him attractive, so I wanted to give you a chance to get to know him. Watching you converse with a nude man sounded hot. Beyond that, I had no idea where things would go.”

We exited the hallway into the large open area again. Sadie was leading but looking back at me as we walked. Beyond her, I saw Handjob Man, who we now knew was named Simon, leaning against a far wall. I stopped and she did too when I tugged her arm.

“What?” she asked.

I pulled her close and turned her towards him.

“Oh.”

That simple word carried a lot. I heard surprise, hope, trepidation, and excitement all packed into two letters. He sensed us staring and focused on Sadie and then he was in motion, striding directly for my wife, big cock swinging like a club. Sadie gulped, deer in the headlights, and looked at the ground. He stopped in front of her.

“I’m Simon,” he said.

She couldn’t look up.

“This is my wife, Sadie,” I said. “I’m Doug.”

“Nice to meet you both. I tried to catch you before you left last weekend. I wanted your number. You’re absolutely lovely. Nobody makes me cum that fast.”

On an impulse, I hooked a finger and drew the halves of Sadie’s dress apart, opening the front to him. His eyes went wide as he ogled her body. Sadie cringed but stood her ground. I watched her lift her gaze to his hanging penis.

“Is there a private room we can go to talk?” I asked. “Get to know each other?”

I heard Sadie softly gasp.

“Yes,” he said. “Just down this hallway.”

Not the same room as before but similar. He held the door for us and waited for me to sit on the bench and Sadie to sit beside me. He closed the door and took the large chair. He opened his mouth to speak, starting a conversation, but we never heard what he had to say. Sadie oozed off the bench like a blob of honey and sank to her knees between his strong thighs. She lifted his soft heavy cock and aimed the head at her mouth. I forgot to breathe. The plump head passed between her lips and her cheeks dented as she created a vacuum. Simon spread his legs wider.

“Is this cool?” he asked me.

I knew Sadie was listening for my answer too.

“More than cool,” I said. “She looks sexy with your big cock in her mouth.”

Sadie moaned and pushed more dick deeper. I leaned back to watch. She stroked him with one hand while her tongue licked all along his growing inches and her mouth sucked as much as she could take. Her free hand slid down to her pussy, masturbating while she gave this stranger head. That turned me on a lot. That showed me how hot she was for all this. He was engorging rapidly, already almost fully erect. The same impulsive streak that made me open her dress flared to life once more.

“I think you should fuck him, Baby,” I croaked.

Sadie groaned and her shoulders sagged. She sucked hard on the head, cheeks dimpled as she wrapped both hands around his big dick and pulled all the skin up to the head. Her mouth came off with a pop.

“Are you sure?” she whimpered.

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes!”

“I want that too. I want to see it. I want to watch my sexy wife get fucked. Will you fuck her, Simon?”

He stood and took her hand, helping her to stand, his stiff dick aimed at her like a cannon. I stood too, offering the padded bench. He sat and Sadie quickly climbed onto his lap, searching for and finding his upright cock, guiding him to her opening and then seating herself on the head.

As he penetrated, her groan was long and loud.

Her pussy spread wide as it enveloped his fat shaft, gliding slowly towards his trim pubic hair. I watched, mesmerizing, as his inches vanished inside my wife. He was filling her cunt with more cock than she’d ever held before, and it was driving her wild. Her back arched as he invaded. She grabbed her tits roughly, moaning as he impaled her with all that meat. It was as glorious a sight as it was terrifying. Sadie grabbed his head and forced a nipple into his mouth, growling like an animal. He bit her softly and suckled hard, spreading her ass cheeks with both hands and giving me an unobstructed view of her capture. His thick cock looked strong and healthy and far too big for her tight pussy. She sank lower, all the way until, finally, her stretched pussy circled his cock just above his balls. The entire shank was inside her, expanding her pussy, stuffing her with dick. She ground her hips, savoring the full feeling, savoring sensations she’d never felt before.

She flexed her firm ass and lifted her cunt several inches, exposing his wet meat to my aching eyeballs. She sat again, settling herself down on him. She repeated this up and down, fucking herself on his stiff prick. It was ungodly gorgeous and insanely sexual. It would have been watching any woman do it, but I was watching Sadie, my beloved wife, and the truth of that fact melted my inflamed brain.

She began to rise and fall more rapidly, breathing harder now, moaning and murmuring about how good his big dick felt. He suckled one breast and then the other before tilting his head up so they could kiss. They made out passionately, fucking hard and fast, raw sex in front of her husband. She was going to cum, and it was going to be huge.

“Keep watching,” she whimpered. “Watch me, Baby. Watch him fuck me. His cock feels soooo goood ohmygodhereitcomes!”

She went wild up there, thrashing and writhing, tossing her head and hugging his neck. She squealed as the pleasure became too much and then moaned as the wave exploded and washed over her. She laughed abruptly but cut it off to groan again. Her hips pumped fast, grinding it out, climaxing like thunder on this stranger’s big cock.

I was as hard as steel.

I freed my dick and began to masturbate. Gloria was right: nothing compared to this. I jerked my meat and watched my wife fuck herself on him and felt the first tingling of an orgasm tickle my balls. I jerked faster. Sadie caught my movement from the corner of her eye and turned her head to watch, amazement on her face. She fucked Simon desperately as I stroked, pushing herself to cum again and quickly arriving.

As my sperm began to rise, I left the chair, stumbling and fumbling as I climbed onto the padded bench and brought my penis to Sadie’s mouth. Her eyes were closed, lost in bliss, so I brushed her lips with my cock. Her eyes opened to slits and then, shocked at my presence, opened wider. She sucked me in, sliding my inches to the back of her throat, a hard cock at each end. It was too much for her to take, too exciting, too exhilarating. Another orgasm hit her and turned me on so much that mine did too, hot sperm gushing out as I steadied myself against the wall.

Her muffled cry of ecstasy echoed around the small room. I shot a huge spurt of semen into her mouth. My wife lost her mind, sucking on me as she rode his thick, hard cock, pulling my semen out like an elixir, moaning as she climaxed. I groaned when pain lanced through my lower back and down my thigh, but I didn’t care about that. I was feeling sensations absent for over a year. My head swam. I laughed a little and cried a little as my dick bucked and spewed. Her suction on my cock pulled my load out of me and I almost tumbled. I braced my hands on the ceiling and leaned my hips forward, firing one hot bolt after another into her mouth where she greedily swallowed every drop I fed her.


Chapter 8

My penis wilted slowly but my lust continued to grow. Sadie orgasmed so hard it left her dizzy and she had to lean on Simon for support. I eased my dick from her mouth and she whined, reluctant to let me go, but I kissed her forehead and, gingerly, on trembling legs, returned to my chair.

He leisurely pumped his fat cock in and out, giving my wife time to recover from her earthshaking climax. She came around and their sex turned real slow, real sensual. Sadie rose and fell on his spear like a gentle breeze, milking him, savoring every hard inch like she wanted to memorize the way he felt inside her, like she wanted to remember this moment forever. They kissed like tender lovers, and it made me happy for her. She held his face in her hands and kissed his mouth while his big hands gently roamed her tight, firm body.

After a while he stood, lifting and turning her, placing her on the bench while positioning himself between her legs, which she wrapped around his waist. His big balls were in my face as I ogled her penetration between their legs.

“Cum inside her,” I murmured, and Sadie gasped. “I want this to go all the way. Make it real, Baby. Take her pussy, Simon.”

My wife moaned. Now she knew what was coming. Now she knew what to expect and knew I wanted it too. I played with my limp cock and watched his thick meat plunge. What a gorgeous, sexy sight. They moved beautifully together, and Sadie’s pussy looked incredibly erotic stretched around his girth, clinging to his shaft each time he withdrew. She was drenched, which told me all I needed to know about her feelings right now. Her sexy moans and soft gasps threatened to make me hard again.

“I can feel my cum rising,” he told her. “Can I really cum inside you?”

She nodded eagerly.

“Yes,” she said, kissing his face and lips. “We both want it.”

I expected him to avoid my gaze because cumming in her was what he wanted and he feared I’d shoot the idea down despite my earlier comment. Not this man. He was classy. He looked me in the eye for my approval too. I gave him a sharp nod and began stroking my spongy cock. I knew what I was about to witness and I couldn’t wait. Sadie was so into sex with him I found her mesmerizing, lifting her butt slightly to meet his thrusting hips. He fucked her and she fucked him back, her hot and sexy lover. I was filled with love and joy. How long had she gone with nothing?

His hips pumped faster. His head lifted and his eyes closed. Her wet cunt gripped his fat cock like a vise. His breathing became labored, his muscles clenched.

“Almost,” he rasped. “Almost. Fuck yes. Jesus! AaagrhGod!”

His head snapped back, and his hips became a piledriver, ramming his stiff meat all the way inside over and over until one final plunge when he held his cock buried and began to spew. His large balls were tight against his body, pulsating as he blasted her womb full. I saw his nuts surge again and again as he unloaded deep inside her. Sadie was euphoric. Her face was pure bliss. She’d gone so long without and while it wasn’t me, I was right there with her. We were doing this together. I moved to take her hand and kiss her face. I stroked her hair while Simon pumped her full of sperm. It was the erotic moment of our lives. He growled like a bear and pumped his hips a few times, pushing his seed deeper into her. I fixed my eyes on the merging of their bodies, fascinated by his wide cock filling her opening. His abs flexed and he forced out the last of his load. I leaned away, holding Sadie’s hand but allowing Simon to rest his body atop hers. They kissed. Nobody spoke. Nobody even moved. Eventually his breathing returned to normal, and he lifted his body. All eyes went to his cock in her as he slowly withdrew the long, gleaming shank of beef. Her labia caressed the head like her pussy hated for him to leave, which I believed was the truth. His wet cock, dripping semen and pussy juice, dangled over her hips. She lifted it in one hand, admiring the beast that had just given her so much pleasure. She turned to me and we kissed.

“I should go,” Simon muttered.

I pulled out my phone and opened the screen.

“Give us your number,” I said. “I know Sadie will want you again.”

He began punching numbers.


Chapter 9

We left the club in a hurry to get home, but we never made it. I pulled off the freeway and into a dark shopping mall parking lot. She dropped her head into my lap and engulfed my partially erect dick down to the root.

“Oh my God, Baby!” she gasped around sucking. “We did it! We really did it. I can’t believe what we just fucking did.”

She swallowed my dick again.

“God!” I gushed. “You looked so hot fucking. So insanely hot fucking a big cock stud. Jesus. That was intense. That was crazy.”

She sucked hard, bobbed fast, overwhelmed with lust. Her phone rang and the screen said Maria, but Sadie sent the call immediately to voice mail. I reached around to run my hands over her pert tits. I slipped a hand behind and sank my fingers into her sopping cunt. He’d flooded her. I finger-fucked her slippery hole and she groaned with a mouth full of dick. Blood surged and I grew a little stiffer. She felt me expand in her mouth and moaned.

“I want more,” she whimpered. “I’m not ready to go home.”

I pumped my finger faster. His sperm in her drove me crazy. Images from their hot encounter flashed in my brain.

“Gloria told me about a place where people park for sex,” I said. “Over on the manufacturing side of town. In the shadows of the factories. Men will come up to our car and offer their cocks.”

She lifted her head from my lap to looked me dead in the eye. We both knew what I was suggesting. Did she want to blow one anonymous dick after another? Our eyes remained locked for several heartbeats.

“Let’s go,” she said. “Let’s do it. Take me there.”

We kissed passionately. She left my penis out in the open and dropped her ass onto her seat. She untied her dress, opening it wide. I started the car and drove.

Those twenty minutes were nerve wracking. We were headed into a world we knew nothing about. I hoped Gloria’s information was still current.

It was.

I left the freeway again and took surface streets into the outskirts. I found the area she’d told me about and was surprised to see so many cars parked in the dark. I drove to the end of the dirt lot and waited.

“What do we do now?” Sadie asked.

I didn’t know.

“Maybe you should get out and walk a little circle around our car? See if that draws them out?”

Her face lit up. She opened her door and stepped out, leaving her dress untied. My balls ached at how gorgeous and sexy she was. She’d blossomed overnight into a smoldering sex bomb. I left the headlights on a moment for her to pirouette, flashing anyone watching. Her dress floated down and as she hurried around our car and jumped in. She rolled her window down.

“Now what?” she asked, turning to me.

Before I could answer, a faceless man, only visible between thighs and ribs, stepped up to her open window. He pulled his cock out through his fly and draped it on her door.

“Maybe you should look out your window,” I said, my voice scratchy and dry.

She turned, still smiling, and confronted the limp cock in her face. She quickly turned back to me, astounded and amazed.

“Should I suck it?” she whispered.

“Do you want to?”

She nodded frantically.

“I want you to,” I said. “I know that man out there wants you to. Do it.”

She drew a big expectant breath and let it out slowly. She lifted the man’s dick and slipped it into her mouth. A hand came inside to caress her smallish breast and my wife moaned softly. Lust rose rapidly in her and she slid her lips down to the base, engulfing every inch he had. Her cheeks dimpled when she sucked. I heard the man’s muffled exclamation and rolled my window down a little to hear better.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned.

Sadie rotated her head to ease him even deeper, and her lips pressed into his pubic hair. She inhaled deeply, savoring his masculine scent. She was transforming before my eyes, turning into a sex fiend, reclaiming all those lost days. She sucked hard as she drew her lips up his length and then flicked under the head with the tip of her tongue. She swallowed his cock again and her tongue came out underneath to swab his balls. He grunted, legs suddenly gone weak, and leaned over the top of our car.

Another man appeared next to the first, already hard and jerking himself. He squeezed in tight, offering Sadie a second penis, and my wife took him in hand, gently stroking. She pulled her mouth off the first man and sank all the way down on the second. She worked both cocks with alternating hand and mouth until the first man warned she was going to make him cum.

“Then cum,” she teased, sliding him back in.

I caressed her tits as the dude exploded, erupting all over her tongue. She sucked and swallowed repeatedly until the man backed away. She gave her full attention to man number two and a third cock, a black one, appeared at her window. Surprised, she turned to look at me for my reaction.

“Get busy,” I teased.

She studied this black cock a moment and then opened her mouth, guiding him in. I moaned a little at the eroticism of that sight. His dick was thicker than the others, widening from the helmet head as you moved toward his body until he grew to a girth her fingers couldn’t circle. She had to lower her jaw all the way, opening wider with every inch she took. I loved how his dick seemed to dominate her.

A knock on my window startled me.

“You suck too?” a male voice said.

I saw a hard dick aimed at the glass.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Go around.”

He vanished in the dark. I wondered how many waited outside Sadie’s door. Man number two announced he was close and asked if he could cum on her pretty tits. Sadie lifted her chest, offering him a target, and he took over, stroking until he blasted a huge load all over her breasts. Finished, he backed away and another cock, white this time, replaced him. Sadie took the man in hand and stroked, but that black cock held her attention. I wondered if it was her first. It’s not something we’d ever discussed. She sucked those ebony inches reverently, taking her time, doing all she could to pleasure the man. He grew incredibly hard, raised veins running along his length. Sadie stopped sucking and admired what she’d done. She looked proud of herself. More hard dicks waited just outside her window. She held the black cock in her hand and turned to me.

“I want him,” she said, hopeful.

“You mean you want him to fuck you.”

“Yes. He’s so thick. Just look at him, Baby. What do you think? Too much for one night? Am I pushing our luck?”

She was happy. She was playful. Her glittering eyes danced, and her infectious smile made me smile. If I didn’t refuse back at the club, why would I refuse now? I got out of the car and looked over the top of our car, looked the man in the eye.

“She wants to fuck you,” I told him. “But not here. Get in. We’re taking you home and I’ll bring you back. Cool?”

“Hell yeah.”

I popped the lock on the back doors and he hoped in, sticking his hand between the seats.

“Daryl,” he said.

I shook his hand.

“Doug and Sadie,” I replied. “We live close by.”

Sadie had been studying his face and now stepped out of the car. I heard her tell the guys waiting their turn that she was leaving, and I grinned at all the disappointed grumbling. Sadie shut her door and opened Daryl’s.

“Scoot over,” she told him.

He did and she sat next to our new friend. She shut the door, and I started the car. I bent the rearview mirror to see what was happening in the backseat. Sadie had her head over his lap, licking his dark cock all around. She lowered her mouth over the head and sucked. I drove.

Sadie blew him all the way home. She danced ahead of us entering the house, shedding her dress in a sweet little striptease. We followed her to our bedroom and a lump formed in my throat. I’d expected we’d use the couch in the living room, but Sadie had bolder plans. Sadie would fuck the man in our very own bed. He shed clothes almost as fast as she did and they were both nude by the time she opened our bedroom door. He scooped her up and carried her to our bed. His cock was already rising in anticipation. He sat her on the edge and turned to me.

“I got no condoms,” he said. “Hope you do.”

“You won’t need one,” my wife said. “But don’t try to eat me. I’ve already been fucked once tonight.”

He took her head in both hands and brought her mouth to his dick. Sadie grabbed his ass and pulled him forward, chasing the head until she slipped him in. He started slow, fucking her mouth with a gentle in and out, but he got hard fast and was ready for more. He pulled her mouth away and pushed her backward, lifting her legs and walking his black cock closer. Sadie reached down to spread her labia with two fingers, offering him a target. She turned her head to look at me, locking eyes as Daryl made contact and began to sink deep.

“You are so fucking pretty,” he said. “You’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever had. I can’t believe how lucky I am tonight. This was my first time visiting that area. I heard about it from a guy at work. Wait until he hears about tonight. He won’t believe me.”

“It was our first time too,” I said.

Sadie’s eyelids fluttered as his girth spread her hole wide. She exhaled as his bulk filled her, forcing the air from her lungs.

“You ever fuck a black guy before?” he asked, watching her closely.

She shook her head.

“No,” she croaked. “You’re my first.”

He liked that answer, driving his thick dick all the way in. His large ball sack slapped her asshole. He pulled back a little and drove it in again and Sadie groaned. She lifted her legs, pointing her toes at the corners of our bedroom and presenting herself to him fully. I knew I would never look at this bed the same way again. He lowered his mouth to her nipple, slathering the stiff nub. His hips began to pump. I took the whole scene in. What a crazy night.

Daryl gradually went wild. He’d never been with a woman this hot. He grabbed her ankles and spread her obscenely wide, gazing down on her gorgeous face as he fucked her hard in the bed where she sleeps with her husband. His hips slapped her butt each time he drove his cock deep. He brought her ankles in and rested her legs on his shoulders, scooping his hands behind the small of her back and lacing his fingers. If he was fucking her hard before, now he hammered her. His fat, round shaft stretched her opening wide every time he slid home. Sadie cried out at each powerful thrust. He was burying his thick cock down to the balls every time, pounding my sweet and pretty wife. Her interlocked toes gripped each other behind his head.

“I’m gonna cum!” she exclaimed, shocked this stranger could get her there so quickly. “I’m gonna fucking cum! Ohmygod! Aaaagrh!”

Her orgasm turned him into a beast. His first time to that lot and he scored a gorgeous woman, hungry for his cock. He was making Sadie orgasm so hard she was sobbing, desperate for air, clawing the bedspread and moaning wild, animalistic sounds. The more he pumped her, the more she continued to climax. My penis tried to rise, fighting through the pain and drugs. What I witnessed left me grinning like a fool, amazed that something like this could be done to her. My wife was a different woman under him. We’d never had sex like this before, and I was thrilled to see what Daryl and his fat dick could do to her. This was hot, but in the back of my mind I knew this was just the beginning. Gloria had pointed the way, and we were running at full speed.

Daryl pushed a finger up her asshole.

Sadie wailed when her orgasm spiked. This was insane. He pumped his digit and pounded her cunt and Sadie thrashed beneath him. My penis had risen halfway, struggling to join the fight. I moved closer and ran my palms over her sensitive breasts, pinching her nipples. She looked wide-eyed at me like she had no idea who I even was. She was lost to waves of pleasure smashing her brain. Then she recognized me and she pulled my arm, bending me to kiss me fiercely. Daryl gasped and grunted, and I slid my tongue into Sadie’s mouth, French kissing my wife just as Daryl groaned and bucked.

“Coming!” he screeched, pushing his finger and his cock all the way in.

Sadie and I shared a hot kiss as Daryl pumped buckets of cum into her. His cock was a fat plug in her cunt, discharging gobs of pent-up sperm. He churned out huge loads again and again, semen dribbling out around his shaft to our bed. He grunted over and over, gushing hot seed and filling her womb, adding to the sperm already in there. She was shaking all over as we kissed passionately, and I felt her inseminated while in my arms.

He finished, eventually, and stood swaying, drunk on intoxicating lust and an earthshattering climax. He needed to lie down so he withdrew slowly, and I clapped a hand over her opening, holding he and Simon inside. He moved from between her legs and I took his place, aligning my mostly hard erection and pushing in, pushing through a hot lake of semen. Her pussy was on fire, swollen and abused and sopping. I leaned over her as she returned to Earth and kissed her soft and sweet. I struggled to make my hips thrust properly, but I was so aroused it hardly mattered. My loving wife curled her arms and legs around me and returned my gentle kisses. Me gazed into each other’s eyes, sharing a love deeper than ever before.

“Say something,” she murmured.

What? I wondered. What words could there possibly be for a moment like this? Should I say I love you? That was a given and anticlimactic considering our current situation.

“With each thrust,” I said, hitting upon the answer. “My dick pushes their sperm farther into you.”

Her eyes flared. She grinned at the madness of it all. I’d struck gold with that unexpected statement. She tightened her legs around my waist, and I tried thrusting faster.

“I want yours too,” she whispered to me. “Mix yours with theirs. I’m your slut, Baby. We are never going back.”

I was thrilled to hear her say it. I felt a far-off orgasm rising so I kissed her and continued pumping. I moved to her breasts and neck, sucking, nibbling, teasing until her exhausted hips began to move with mine. My climax built higher and higher until, finally, I was there.

“Are you going to cum?” she asked, shocked I was able to make it. “Are you going to cum inside me too?”

“I am,” I groaned.

She rocked her hips to help. I’d pay for this night tomorrow with aches and pains I’d not felt for a long time, but it was oh so worth it. My nuts tightened and my cock expanded and Sadie kissed me hotly. I pushed all the way in, trying to reach their combined soup, and spurt all I had, adding mine to theirs inside my wife.


Chapter 10

I laid my canes on the picnic table and sat heavily on the bench.

“What the fuck did you do to yourself?” Gloria asked, watching me move so carefully.

I grinned at her.

“First,” I began. “Last night we went to The Dungeon. We met an asshole there and Sadie told him to fuck right off. I thought we were leaving after that, but I saw a man I knew she thought was hot, the guy from last time, so I aimed her at him. One look and they understood each other. They fucked like wild animals right in front of me.”

“Oh my. How did that make you feel?”

“If you’d asked me before it happened, I would have said no way. But now, after witnessing everything, I’d say it made me feel really fucking amazing. Sadie and I have never felt this close. The intimacy we share is crazy. There’s so much trust. There was a lot to begin with but now it’s like we are fused in a whole new way, on a deeper level than I knew existed. Like soldiers that come back from war and are bonded for life.”

“Wonderful. Finish your story.”

“Well, after Simon, that’s the man she fucked, she was still horny. We were on our way home when I remembered the dogging place you told me about. I took her there and she sucked several guys but then she met a man with a thick black cock, and we took him home. She fucked him in our bedroom in the bed we share every night. It was the hottest thing ever. I managed to get hard and fucked her too. What a night. I wanted to thank you for sharing so honestly with me. It has led us to a delightful place.”

“Funny how everything you were taught about relationships was wrong.”

“Everything. Hollywood movies portray fantasy. Real life is so much better. Couples are allowed to write their own rules, and nobody needs to know.”

“Trust and communication.”

“Trust and communication.”

A gentle breeze wafted through the area. Leaves stirred. Various grasses swayed across the meadow.

“What’s next?” she asked.

“I got Simon’s number. I got Daryl’s too. Sadie and I discussed fantasies this morning and admitted there are things we’d both always wanted to do but were too afraid. I think we are going to explore those. We need to learn all we can about ourselves and each other. In many ways it feels like we just met.”

“How exciting.”

“Thank you again, Gloria. We owe you bigtime.”

“You’re welcome. How’s the pain today?”

“Four Percocet.”

“That’s a lot.”

“It is, but I got my nuts drained, so I’m good for a while.”

She laughed.

“Always good to get your nuts drained, I hear.”

“You heard right. It’s weird but because of you I see life so differently now. I used to have this overriding fear of death. That has retreated because of you.”

“Good,” she said. “Most people worry about dying but not me. I look at things a little differently than most.”

“How so?”

She offered me a butterscotch, which I popped into my mouth.

“A woman, in this case my mother, was born with a million eggs. A man, my dad, ejaculates two-hundred and fifty million sperm each time he cums. What are the odds that one of those sperm meets one of her eggs and I am created? I taught math for years. Trust me, the number is astronomical. That any one of us exists at all is preposterous. The odds are stacked so heavily against any single person being born. Yet, here we are, two lottery winners sharing some candy in the park and talking about life. We were granted an immeasurable gift. All we have to do is enjoy it while it lasts. I’ve lived a long and rewarding life. I hope you and Sadie do too.”


Chapter 11

I leaned my canes next to our bed and turned on the television. Sadie was out for drinks with Maria, celebrating the birthday of someone from work, and I was ready to watch the game and eat some pizza. I was unsure when they’d get home but I’d warned her already I might be asleep. Her nights out with friends had a wonderful tension these days. Who knows what she might do? Who knows what stories she might bring home? I propped the pillows and settled in. As I lay in bed, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of trouble Sadie and Maria might get into. I didn’t know Maria well but from what I did know, she could get a little wild. Divorced and not looking, she was letting herself live a little. She was the perfect companion for Sadie’s new freedoms.

I watched the game but fell asleep. I woke when I heard the front door open, and the sound of their giggles fill the hallway. I smiled, knowing that whatever they had been up to, it was sure to be an entertaining story.

Sadie stumbled into the bedroom first, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Doug," she whispered, her voice laced with a playful tone, "We have a surprise for you."

Before I could respond, Maria stepped into view, her dark hair cascading around her face and over her shoulders. She wore a tight green dress that left little to the imagination, and I felt my pulse quicken. Sadie tiptoed across the bedroom carpet and leaned close, her breath warm against my ear.

"Maria and I have spent the night talking. Don’t be mad but I shared some, not all, of our secrets with her. She bragged about how no woman sucks dick better than she does and I took that as a personal challenge. I was going to pick some man from the crowd and make him decide, but then I thought hey, my sweet Doug is home alone. When I shared my thought with Maria, she loved the idea. If you don’t mind, we’d like to blow you together and have you tell us who is best."

Sadie leaned away, grinning wickedly.

"What do you say, Doug?” Maria asked, slipping a strap off her shoulder. “I know you’ve been through a lot lately, but I’m hoping you can still appreciate talent when you see it.”

I lifted the remote and turned off the television. I met Maria’s eyes and then my wife’s. Sadie was hopeful, eager to do something for me after I’d done so much for her.

I think pretty girls are pretty, she’d said once, and I now understand what she had been trying to tell me. Pretty girls, to Sadie, are almost as much fun as hard dicks.

No way would I refuse. I lifted the covers and threw them aside. I wore only a T-shirt and a knee brace. Both women looked directly at my soft penis.

“You understand I’ll take a long time?” I asked Maria.

Her eyes turned soft. I don’t know what Sadie had told her tonight, but apparently, I was something of an angel. I pulled my shirt off and threw it away.

“I’m all yours, ladies,” I said, scarcely believing my luck.

Maria shimmied out of her dress and Sadie did the same, leaving on bras and panties. Good God they looked sexy. Gloria had set us on this path, but I never expected a moment like this for me. Maria climbed onto the bed; her eyes locked onto mine as she began to unclasp her bra. Sadie moved to the other side, already naked, her hands reaching for my soft penis. I took a deep breath, wondered briefly if I was in fact merely dreaming, and watched as a now naked Maria leaned over to kiss my wife on the mouth. I saw their tongues writhe and Maria’s hands come up to Sadie’s firm tits. I was growing hard surprisingly fast. My wife pulled Maria’s long black hair back into a tail and then steered her face towards my cock. I moaned as my wife held me upright with one hand and guided me into her friend’s hot mouth. Maria’s tongue swirled the head and I moaned again.

Sadie smiled lovingly at me and lowered her face next to Maria’s. My wife fastened her lips to my shaft, whipping me with her tongue. The sensation of both of their mouths on me was overwhelming, and my hips bucked slightly.

Sadie and Maria worked in perfect harmony, taking turns bobbing up and down as their tongues exploring every inch of my length. I reached out, my fingers tangling in their hair, my hands guiding them as they pleased me. Sadie's eyes met mine, and she smiled around my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. Maria's fingers wrapped around the base of my shaft, her grip tight as she stroked in time with her mouth. The dual sensations were driving me wild, and I knew I wouldn't last long.

“I lied,” I croaked.

Sadie suddenly looked up at me.

“I told Maria I would take a long time,” I said. “I won’t. You sexy girls are incredible.”

Sadie grinned broadly, happy to make her husband happy. She ducked under to paint my balls with her tongue while Maria sucked. I thought about trying to fuck this dark-haired hottie but decided to save that for later. This was Sadie’s idea, her way of saying thank you for everything, and I had no desire to tarnish that gesture. There would be other times, other opportunities to fuck sexy Maria. Sadie eased a fingertip up my ass to massage my prostate while Maria affixed the strongest vacuum I’ve ever felt on my cock. My balls tightened and so did my asshole. These women were determined to make me explode.

“Who gets my load?” I rasped.

“Maria does,” Sadie said. “She admitted tonight she’s had a crush on you for years. That’s where I got this idea.”

I placed my hand on the back of Maria’s head and pushed my cock deeper. She moaned with desire. Sadie returned her attention to my nuts and now I was building towards a climax. I gazed down at my lap in utter disbelief. Two hot women working me over. What a dream come true.

“Here it comes,” I warned.

Both women only attacked my dick more fiercely. I grunted as I felt my orgasm build, my balls tightening further. Sadie and Maria sensed it too, their movements becoming even more intense. Sadie's hand reached down, cupping my balls, rolling them gently. Maria's mouth slid further down, taking me deeper than I thought possible. Overcome by pleasure, I exploded.

I cried out as I came, my cock pulsing as I released into her waiting, sucking, hungry mouth. They upped their assault even higher, and I made some weird gargling noise as my body flopped around, and I shot even more. Maria was sucking sperm out of me and Sadie was punishing my prostate, milking me for every drop. I shot and shot and shot and they continued to suck and lick, drawing out every last drop.

When they finally pulled away, both of their faces were flushed, and their eyes were bright with satisfaction. Sadie leaned in to kiss me softly. I was barely coherent.

“I think he liked it,” she murmured to her friend.

“You two are amazing,” I mumbled.

Maria smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

“Our turn,” Sadie said, tilting Maria’s chin up and kissing her softly, tasting me, her husband, in her friend’s mouth.

The women slithered into a smooth sixty-nine. I watched, locked in an erotic trance, telling myself that next time, I would have them both.







Epilogue

Sadie came with me to the park today, frustrated that all the cardio machines at the gym were too busy lately. We walked together for about a hundred feet before her frustration at my slow pace with canes drove her crazy. We kissed and she set off at her own workout speed, pumping her arms. I watched that world-class ass move ahead.

Across the meadow I saw Gloria meandering the way she does. The two women were on a collision course. Sadie got to the older woman quickly and stopped, and a conversation broke out. What were they saying, I wondered? I could take a shortcut under the bridge and come up through the trees behind them, easily getting within earshot, but eavesdropping was rude. I was curious what they would discuss when I wasn’t around though.

Curiosity won, of course. I took the short cut.

They’d met only a few times, so small talk was just ending as I carefully picked my path around the tree trunks. The blanket of wet pine needles silenced my approach.

“Incredible strength,” Sadie was saying as I drew near. “MY generation is much more openminded. For you to be who you are in your generation is so impressive. I commend you.”

“Thank you, Sadie,” Gloria said. “I had my share of setbacks. My sister discovered what Ralph and I were up to, but she spared my parents, thank God. Still, she got in my face about it, like it was any of her business how my husband and I ran our marriage. All she cared about was the shame that would land on the family and, even more importantly to her, her and her husband.”

“How did you handle it?”

“I told her to fuck right off. She had no more say in my marriage than I had in hers. When she insisted, I turned it around and demanded she start giving her husband anal sex. That freaked her out but illustrated my point. She stopped telling me what to do, but she did not like it.”

Sadie chuckled.

“Why do some people assume they have a right to tell you how to live?”

“Good question,” Gloria said. “Especially the religious ones. To be yourself in a world constantly trying to make you into someone else is the greatest victory and the hardest fight. I know who I am and what I want. I do now and I did then.”

“I love that about you. I’m learning to do the same. Men are taught from an early age to go after what they want. I was raised to be demure. To wait and react. My mother once told me that behind every great man, is a woman.”

Gloria scoffed.

“I’ve heard that expression too,” she said. “What if it’s the woman that wants to be great? Will her man stand behind her?”

“I feel like Doug and I stand side by side.”

“That’s the way it should be. How are you and Doug handling your new situation, by the way? You two have covered a lot of ground in a short period of time.”

Sadie suddenly threw her arms around the older woman in a heartfelt hug. She squeezed. After a moment she stepped back, voice cracking with emotion.

“Gloria, I don’t know how to thank you. I was in love with Doug already but the levels of trust and intimacy we have now are transcendent. Our marriage feels almost mystical. I thought what we had was wonderful, but I was unaware how much deeper we could go. I thank you for that. You shared who you are with Doug openly and honestly and that paved the path. We followed the trail you blazed and found Heaven. Every aspect of our life is better, not just our sex life.”

“I’m so happy to hear that.”

“May I ask you some personal questions?”

“Anything.”

My ears perked up.

“What’s the deal with size?” Sadie asked.

Gloria laughed.

“Caught you by surprise, did it?”

“Yes! I had no idea.”

“Most women don’t. Big fish are a rare enough catch that most women go through life unaware.”

“I’m not saying they’re a requirement, and if I can get personal for a moment, I love Doug’s size, but the big ones are so erotic, don’t you think?”

“I hear you. Love and emotions are for your husband. What you’re doing with these men is all about sex, and a large penis screams sex. You wouldn’t choose to marry a man because he has one but for fucking, they’re perfect. They look sexy and they feel great.”

“I feel guilty for even mentioning it.”

“Don’t be silly,” the older woman said. “The less you deny yourself, the better. Talk to Doug. I bet he prefers you handle the big ones too. They make the whole encounter more exciting.”

I almost laughed out loud. Gloria was right: I did prefer big men for my wife. Weird, but true. I’d heard enough. I slipped away undetected and circled around the far side of the meadow. Whatever dirty secrets I had been hoping to hear, I didn’t. Sadie was as honest with me as I was with her, and that makes for a happy marriage.  

End.
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