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      It was a typical Friday night for Anna and I. Kids in bed, movie on the TV, cuddling on the sofa. We had been married for 15 years, yet never lost that closeness. Our kids were in their pre-teen years and never failed to ‘oh gross’ when we kissed or held hands… which we did a lot. This Friday night was going to set us on a course that would change our lives forever.

      I don’t even remember the name of the movie, some MA-rated thing with an occasional boob shot. But it had this one scene… by God; it sent my wife into… well, what do I even call it? A frenzy?

      The lead actress had been teasing her wanna-be boyfriend for most of the show. When it came time for the payoff in the bedroom, she opened the door and there were already three guys in the room, waiting for them. She was ‘shocked’, of course, making eye connections with all of them. The woman quickly understood what they wanted, pulling her clothes off and crawling on the bed.

      Hey, it was a streaming movie. The guys remained fully dressed, and the woman had on underwear when the door closed to the camera. Still, they left no doubt what was going on in that bedroom.

      My wife went crazy, rubbing my cock through my sweatpants, kissing me with an eagerness… let’s just say, after 15 years, even as close as we were, our enthusiasm for humping wasn’t what it used to be.

      Not this time! She was all over me. I looked nervously at the stairs, worried the kids might come down. Anna didn’t care. The movie focused her mind on only one thing as she yanked her shorts and panties off, pulled down my pants. Her leg flew across my lap, impaling herself. My cock was already throbbing with our sudden turn in the evening.

      Anna was on fire, kissing me fiercely, grinding her sex on my shaft, groaning at the upheaval that had taken control in her mind. My hands were on her breasts, pinching her nipples the way I knew she liked. It was already obvious. This would not be a slow session of sensuous delight. My wife wanted to get fucked, and hard!!

      So I did! My hands fell to her hips. “You want to be fucked, my lovely? I am your man.” Her groans grew even louder as I slammed myself upward. She pounded herself onto me with every thrust. Her groans became even louder, moving into whimpers and moans as our lips touched constantly.

      Fuck! I had never seen her like this. Was it the TV show that got her going like this? I no longer cared!

      Her cry of release came out so strong, and so quickly, that I slammed my tongue down her throat trying to cover it up, in case the kids ran down to see what was happening. She shuddered on top of me as the last of her release spread through her body.

      I wasn’t close to done. If she wanted a hard fucking, I could do this! I pulled out, roughly dragging her to the side, pushing her over the sofa arm. I was back to pounding hard stabs of lust before she settled into position. If this slut wanted some dick, she was going to get it!

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. This action took her to another level of arousal. She pushed back against me, hips flexing. Her cunt grabbed a hold of me like she was falling off a cliff, trying to find purchase. Oh my fucking god, this was so hot…

      A DOOR OPENING! FOOTSTEPS…

      Shit. Somebody’s up! I yanked myself out, helping her off the sofa. Anna grabbed her clothes, ran for the bathroom, giggling all the way. Just as I got my sweats pulled up, our oldest daughter, 11, walked down the stairs.

      “Hey, sweetheart, having trouble sleeping?” I was behind the sofa, hoping my strategically hidden hard-on would go down. My rod was having none of that. It was actively protesting, wanting to continue!

      “I heard a noise, like someone was crying.” She was crying alright, I snickered to myself!

      “Just the TV, Sara. Nothing else. Go on back to bed.” Giving her reassurance was out of the question. My sweats looked like I was ready to tack at full sail. Luckily, Anna came walking out of the bathroom, fully dressed.

      Maybe our 11-year-old wouldn’t spot the dark dampness in her sweats. Anna didn’t care. She needed more. Her eyes burned into me as she glanced in my direction. She nodded toward the stairs as she walked our daughter back to her room. I got the message, heading up as soon as I heard the door close.

      I sat on the edge of the bed, naked, stroking myself, waiting. That woman is going to get such a fucking! When she walked back in, she seemed to have softened a little… at least, that’s what it looked like. I just sat there, rod still stiff. She giggled, closing and locking the door.

      “That was close…” she laughed. “Going to need to be more careful next time.”

      “Right now, you have something to pay attention to,” I growled.

      “Oh, do I?” she giggled, pulling her clothes back off. She dropped to her knees, crawling to the bed. Fuck! What was that? I had never seen her crawl to me before.

      When she approached the bed, her hands pushed mine away, grasping my shaft. Her mouth found its target. The shock filled me. My wife was squeamish about bodily fluids, always fastidious about wiping things down before touching. Now, she didn’t seem to care. Despite her juices coating my rod, her mouth took me down in all her deep-throating splendor! Those eyes… fuck! They stared up at me, hungry for more.

      Just short of my cumming, she pulled her mouth back. “That was sure fun,” she said. “You like it, too, I see…”

      “No complaints from me. What got you going? Was it that TV show?”

      Her face blushed red. Her eyes suddenly turned away. That was it! The woman, and all those guys in the bedroom…

      “That gangbang really got you going,” I stated. Now a fact.

      “I can’t explain it, Brody. My whole body…” She looked at me, a slight bit of fear in her eyes, giving into the need again. Her mouth went right back to my rod, hungrily gobbling its entire length. I am not small, probably 7-inches when hard. Yet, Anna has never struggled to take my entire shaft down her throat. She was definitely one of those women blessed with a skill, I guess.

      I fed the beast. “Imagine you are that woman, opening the door to find those men inside. You thought it was only going to be your boyfriend. He had other things in mind.”

      She was into it now; her plunging on my rod growing more insistent. I didn’t want to cum yet, so I pulled her off, lying back on the bed, signaling for her to mount up. She was more than ready, scrambling to return that rod to its rightful place.

      I did not stop talking. “You lie in the middle of the bed, surrounded by hunky men, slowly removing your clothes. Four men, all there only for you. Their cocks press out of their pants, eager to be touched by you as you push your panties down your leg, unsnapping your bra. This isn’t for the men. Not even close. You want this. They are here for you!”

      Anna’s groans grew darker, deeper, as she ground herself on me. I didn’t move at all, letting her find what she needed, as I continued to drive the fantasy.

      “Cocks surround you suddenly. You try to decide which to use first. They don’t give you a choice.” She gasped, squeezing my cock harder. “One guy pulls you to your hands and knees, plunging inside while another stuffs his hard shaft down your throat.”

      My wife trembled on top of me, the fantasy now taking her in its grip. She was grinding herself on me, trembling with every plunge.

      “The others pull at your nipples, patiently waiting their turn. You cum abruptly, crying out to the room,” I said. Twisting my hips slightly to catch her clit. She came, whimpering on top of me as her face changed to that pained expression I loved so much, crying out with her release.

      How was I lasting this long? So hot! Yet, inside, I knew. I was so focused on her, I hardly paid attention to myself at all. She was getting something from this fantasy that kept me hard as stone. As if I was counting backwards from 100, all the focus was on her, not my rod.

      “They aren’t done with you yet, my slut. Another guy lies on the bed on his back, pressing up against you. You know what he wants as the guy inside you pulls back. You crawl on top of him, desperately finding his shaft with your hand, needing him back inside. A cool drop of something lands on your rear bud…”

      Anna tightened on top of me, as if she was actually feeling that coolness, knowing what was coming.

      “The guy underneath pulls you tight to his chest, forcing you to their will. Your body explodes with need. You want this SO badly. A pressure against the opening… growing painful. You grimace as he stretches your ring until the head breaks through… now a fullness.”

      I moved my hand to her ass, pushing a finger inside. She trembled at my entry all the way to the knuckle.

      “The cocks coordinate their movement, sawing into you, harder and faster. They wanted the ecstasy, the same as you. A grunt fills the room as you feel the guy underneath splash your canal with his seed.” I was pounding up into her now, needing my relief. “The cock filling your ass goes wild, pounding aggressively, seeking his own pleasure. You find yours, exploding with…”

      And that was all I got out as we both came. Anna shuddered on top of me as I blasted rope after rope of pure pleasure into my loving wife as she shook on top of me, her own release coursing through her.
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      I gently rolled her on my side, then got up, pulling the blanket over us as we got ready for sleep. Anna was still groggy from all the cumming, dozing off, then turning her attention back to me when I touched her.

      “That was something,” I said, gently stroking her hair, damp with sweat. “Never seen you like that before.”

      She cuddled closer, a worry growing on her face. “Are you upset that I got into it so much?”

      “Are you kidding? That was the hottest thing we have ever done! So hot… It was that TV show, wasn’t it? All those guys and one woman?”

      “I kept imagining myself in that position… giving myself to all those guys. I’m so sorry, Brody. Not sure what happened. My sex was… how do I describe it… tingling… trembling… It set me on fire!”

      The flush of red across her face and upper chest almost made me laugh. My wife, my loving mother of two children, had just had a fantasy about being gangbanged. Good for her!

      Curiosity demanded I ask this. “Do you want to do that for real? We could find some guys online. I’m sure we could arrange something.”

      On the other hand, curiosity killed the cat. My heart almost stopped when she replied.

      “You wouldn’t be upset?” Shit… she really did…

      “If it brings you that much pleasure, Anna, I’m all in… No kidding. I would support your wanting to do that, even make the arrangements. So hot…”

      “What would you do while I was with them?”

      “Watch you, of course. Maybe even join in. That would definitely be the hottest thing we have ever done.”

      I stopped talking as I saw her shudder, her eyes pulling away from me, going internal. I practically saw her mind spinning. We have been married a long time. I had seen this repeatedly. She was calculating.

      “Brody… I’m not sure I want to do that in front of you… let myself go with other guys while you watch.”

      Was she really asking me to let her do this by herself? No fucking way was THAT going to happen!

      “Then we have a problem,” I replied calmly. “If you think I’m going to stand outside the door, or drop you off at some guy’s house, so they can bang you, picking you up later… That ain’t gonna happen, babe. Not ever! I simply cannot tolerate that.”

      I reached up to stroke her chin, her hungry eyes touching me, though not changing my mind. “Every day since I met you, I have been faithful to you, wanting only the best for you and our kids. That remains true today. I’m sorry, Anna. I’m just too selfish to accept your going on your own as a choice. Sex is something we do together. I don’t see this as any different, no matter how many dicks are doing the pleasuring.”

      My face stiffened, unable to stop the hurt rising inside. I can’t believe she would ask me to do that!

      Shame flushed that red darker as she nodded her head, cuddling against me, closing her eyes. I recognized that as well. The conversation was over.
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        * * *

      

      Three days later, as we got into bed for our normal sleep, Anna cuddled close to me. “I’ve been thinking,” she said.

      I turned toward her. By this time, I had forgotten all about the conversation, though not the event. My dick still tingled every time I thought about it. “About what?”

      “About that group thing we discussed.”

      I smiled, knowing that her bringing it up on her own meant she wanted to do it. “Still interested?”

      “Would you be upset if I said yes?”

      “Only if I wasn’t allowed to attend.”

      “Okay, as long as you promise me there won’t be any negative reactions. I have never felt arousal like that before. When we played out our little fantasy…” Her body shook with the memory. “I’m not sure how I will react if that would actually happen. Might go kinda crazy!”

      “No problem for me. Go crazy! That’s why we’re doing it, right? Won’t change my mind about you, or about my love for you.” I stopped a moment, shuffling my position, giving me a moment to think. “Can I ask a question?” She nodded. “Is this really because of that movie we watched?” Another flush, eye avoidance… no, not the first time. She has thought about this a lot.

      “It has been a fantasy for a long time,” she finally confessed. “A girlfriend showed me a gangbang porno when we were in college. I have masturbated to it ever since.”

      “Why didn’t you ever tell me?” I asked, stroking her again. This was a genuine question, not a taunt.

      “Brody… How would I even bring that up? ‘Oh, while we’re on the subject, what would you think about arranging a gangbang for me?’ I didn’t know how you would react.” She reached up, her hand on mine. “We have such a great relationship in every way. I’m so happy with it. I didn’t want to ruin it with something so far…” She sighed softly. “… so far out there.”

      “I get it. Tough thing to tell your husband… that you want other dicks… many of them, in fact.”

      She closed her eyes, leaning back on the bed. “Truth is, babe, it has always frightened me as much as it aroused. Multiple guys, with me the only girl… what if I didn’t like it as much as the fantasy? Or they did something I didn’t like? I would be in that room, unable to stop whatever they wanted.”

      That I understood. Fantasies are often very different from the reality. Gotta think that is especially true for a woman. My own fantasy is to have multiple girls. Oh, man… those porns get me rigid as a post! Actually handling that many? Even though I don’t cum too quickly or anything, recovery is not as quick as it used to be. I was sure it would be as embarrassing as it was erotic.

      I shrugged a universal ‘hey, you never know’ gesture, touching her softly again. None of that mattered to me. I conveyed my support by moving to the practical. “I will be there. No worry about that. When do you want to do this?”

      “You said you would make the arrangements, right?” Fuck… she IS serious. Really wants to do it.

      “Okay…” I sat up in bed, caressing her breasts through the nightgown. “Tell me about how you see it playing out. You know… how many? What kind of guy? How long?”

      She closed her eyes, trembling. I touched her sympathetically. My Anna had been thinking about this a lot. I saw the worry on her brow… worry about how I would react… what it would really be like. That had to stop.

      “Anna, before you say anything, let’s settle one thing right now. My feelings for you will not change, as long as this is something we do together. Do whatever you want, however many you want. Though, I guess… as a beginner… I’d probably recommend only 3–5 to start. More seems like a lot for a first-timer. You might find it too much.”

      Another flash across her eyes. I almost leaned back in shock. No, she will not find it too much.

      “I’m trusting you, Brody… at your word. If I tell you this, and we do it, then you won’t reject me because of it.”

      I leaned down, kissing her softly on the lips. “No chance of that, babe. You’re stuck with me for life… no matter how kinky you become.” I tickled her gently to emphasize I was trying for a bit of humor while still being serious.

      She closed her eyes, making an internal decision. “I want five, as long as they can last. All black with really large cocks. I want them to control me completely. I want to do whatever they want.” This came out in a rush, as if she had rehearsed it in her head multiple times. It took all the self-control I had not to gasp out loud.

      Five guys, all black, with big cocks? Fuck… jumping straight into the deep end of the pool, babe!
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      “They are going to want all your openings, you know. Are you sure you can handle a cock that size in your rear? Your throat, I get. No problem. The way you take me down, it would have to be huge for you not to swallow it. And I know how much you love oral sex. Your ass though…” I left it open, hoping she had thought it through, cringing again when it became obvious she had.

      “It’s simple. You work me up to it,” she said, a full plan already worked out. “I have been reading about anal sex online. It’s easy. We buy some larger dildos and butt plugs. I would wear a butt plug around in the evening to allow a gentle stretching, then you do me with a dildo… or yourself… to get me used to it.”

      I burst out laughing. “Been thinking about this, have you?” I smiled, pulling her over onto her stomach. I was hard as a fucking stone, needing some relief. She startled at the rough way I pulled her over, pushing her nightgown up, yanking the panties down.

      I got on top, pushing my rod into her. She raised her ass, welcoming my entry. Shit… she was sopping wet already.

      I plunged in, groaning with the entry. “So hot… you are sopping wet, babe.” I thrust harder. Then I had a thought. Sucking on my thumb to get it nice and moist, I teased her rear bud, pushing my thumb all the way in.

      My wife almost came off the bed, crying out with the surge of unfamiliar sensations. All the discussion about her fantasy became real suddenly. She squirmed under my dual treatment, trying to push back on both openings. I hammered in as hard as possible. She groaned.

      This wasn’t my wife any longer. I was pounding into her, using her as nothing more than a fucktoy. That turned out to be just what she wanted, grinding back on me, crying out as the climax exploded through her.

      Luckily, I wasn’t close. My mind was back to thinking about the future. “I will arrange 5 black cocks for you, my slut.” Two hard thrusts made her squeal. “I want to watch you take them all, to worship them, to witness their controlling your every move. To do whatever they want.”

      I continued talking while humping away. She continued cumming, crying out again and again.

      My lovely wife, Anna, was going to get the fucking of her life. And I knew just the person to do it as I pounded away, making plans.

      Through my firm’s relationship with the city, I met a guy named Darius Thompson, who oversees relations with the public sector unions. Big, strong bull of a man. A friend had told me he was involved in group play in a way I didn’t understand. I had thought nothing about it at the time. Now it seemed perfect. I will call him tomorrow.

      Right now, I had to let go, blasting all my desire deep into her cunt as she quivered underneath me, a last release for us both.

      “Don’t worry, my love,” I said to her, as I rolled off, taking her in my arms. She was still shaking with the power of her many releases. “I will take care of all the arrangements. And I will make sure everything will be fine while I enjoy watching my slut give herself to her men.”

      “Thank you…” she said, her eyes nearly closed already, sleep taking her.

      Anna and Brody, swingers! What can I say? My wife wants to be gangbanged!
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        * * *

      

      Connecting with Darius proved surprisingly hard for me. Not that he resisted contact. No. It was all me. How do I come out and ask someone to arrange a gangbang for my wife? I didn’t have a fucking clue! I knew she wanted to be at the center of all those men, knew I wanted to watch her do it just as much. But actually laying that private fantasy out for someone else to know? Very nerve-racking.

      What she wanted still played repeatedly in my head. ‘I want five guys, as long as they can last. All black with really large cocks. I want them to control me completely, requiring me to do whatever they want.’ Listening to her recite this in a rush, clearly rehearsed, had been my final sign she was serious.

      I never denied my wife anything. If she wanted it that badly…

      That was when I made the internal decision to actually make it happen.

      Anna and I talked about her fantasy many times after that. Now that it was out in the open, she felt looser somehow, able to be more honest about her feelings. Our love life certainly reflected that, taking a sharp turn, both more active and hardcore.

      The next weekend, we went to Caroline’s, a sex superstore a couple of towns over. That was a fun evening! The trip ended with us purchasing several butt plugs of various sizes and three new dildos, all bigger than me! She wanted to get her rear prepared for being used.

      For the next three weeks, I had butt plugs in her three nights a week. I either fucked her there myself or used our larger dildos inside her rear while she was on top of me, pumping them aggressively while she used my rod. Anna went crazy!

      No question. She wanted it. My Anna, loving mother of two kids, wanted to be gangbanged in the worst way.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      As I mentioned earlier, Darius Thompson works for the city, overseeing relations with the public sector unions. My firm does a lot of work with the city. A few years back, when we sold our first system to manage city-owned vehicles, one union bulked at the changes that would be required in their work process. Darius came to the rescue, settling the issue amicably on both sides.

      Back then, when I was praising what he had done, a friend told me he knew this guy. He was apparently a major player in the local lifestyle community. Specialized in arranging groups for hotwives. I thought nothing of it back then. Why would I care about his personal life? I filed it away, one of those pieces of information that drops to the bottom of the info pile, never to be thought of again.

      When Anna told me of her fantasy, that little tidbit came bubbling to the surface. Funny how the brain works, isn’t it? I wondered if he still made those arrangements. For me, it took all of those three weeks to build up the courage to make contact as Anna got more and more excited. I had made a promise. Something had to happen. She was expecting it now!

      The process was straightforward. I emailed Darius, asking for lunch the following week. Darius and I had these ‘keeping in touch’ lunches a few times a year, ever since our initial contact. When providing services to a political body, these touches often make the difference between win and lose for a future bid. We had become friendly in a business way. Shortly thereafter, his assistant replied, agreeing with my time.

      The next week, Anna and I were fucking like teenagers. My wife found a depth of need I didn’t even know existed. This desire, fed by the butt play we had been doing, went up a notch when I told her I had scheduled the lunch.

      Even after all this playing over the last three weeks, it was still weird to see my wife so enthused about being gangbanged. Now that I think about it, I had become just as excited. Her open lust had made her fantasy mine as well.
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      When I walked into Tomasino’s, an upscale Italian place downtown, Darius was already there. It was like he was holding court. Everyone walking by seemed to know him, stopping to shake hands, or, for the women, making other forms of greeting. Many smiled at him in what seemed to be a very ‘knowing’ way. How active was he?

      “Brody,” he said, standing at my approach, shaking my hand. “Good to see you again. How’s the fam?” If he only knew… oh wait, in a few moments, he would know!

      “Good, good. Survived the holidays and the kids are eager for soccer season to start again. How about yourself?”

      “No complaints…”

      And that’s how the ‘meeting’ went. We chatted about the city, developments with our latest system introductions, and the prospects for the mayor in the coming election. Maybe it was just my nervousness. He seemed to know this wasn’t a casual business meeting. He kept going back to the family and personal issues, even discussed some of his own. We had never been all that personal in the past. Mainly sports, politics, and recent changes in City Government.

      After they cleared the dishes, I had to bring it up before he left. “A couple of years ago, a friend mentioned you were involved in the local lifestyle community. Still involved?” I asked.

      His smile grew wider, eyes more focused on me, as if he somehow knew this meeting wasn’t about city contracts already. “Thinking about joining in?” he chuckled.

      My eyes avoided his for only a moment. That chuckle grew louder. “Something like that…”

      “Sure,” he said, “still do it regularly. What do you have in mind?”

      This was it. The moment of truth. “Anna has expressed an interest.”

      “An interest…” he smiled. “A carefully chosen word. This is hard to get out, I understand. Still, hard to help without your being a little more specific.”

      I took a deep breath. Okay, this was it. The moment we had been working toward. “Anna wants to do a gangbang. I wondered if you would know anyone able to arrange that?”

      Darius took a long moment to reply, staring at the former professional colleague suddenly becoming something else. “A gangbang… Let me see a picture of her.”

      I pulled my phone out, quickly finding a pic of her at the lake last summer. Even with her modest bikini, her lovely figure shone through, as did her wicked grin as she looked back at me.

      “I can see this one enjoying a little group action very much.”

      “Do you know anyone?” I asked.

      “You’ve come to the right man. I have been organizing group play for many years. We run a few sessions a month, specializing in hotwives who want to get something extra. Is that the way you would describe Anna?”

      “You have no idea!” I laughed too loudly. “Here is what she wants, almost word for word. She wants five guys, for as long as they can last. All black with really large cocks. She wants to be controlled completely, required to do whatever the men want.”

      “Mmm… pretty specific. You sure this is coming only from her?”

      I hold my hands up in front of me. ‘I swear,’ the clear meaning. “This is no joke, my friend. She really said that. All from her. Not from me. I’ve gotten really excited about the idea since she told me. Still, definitely her fantasy.”

      “Tell me about it.”

      So I did. About the streaming movie. Her getting so excited. Our sexual exploration the rest of the night, ending in her confession that this has been a fantasy since college when she saw a gangbang porno. Even included our recent butt play getting her ready.
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        * * *

      

      He listened, accepting the story matter-of-factly… like, doesn’t every woman have this fantasy? I paused when I finished, waiting for him to say something. His eyes seemed to bore into me.

      “What’s your end?” He asked. “Dropping off, watching, joining in?” Funny how important the tone is in a conversation. Those words held so much meaning, yet his tone was completely neutral. He genuinely didn’t care, willing to go any way we wanted.

      “Watching for sure. Won’t be able to compete with five big cocks, I realize that. Joining in would be… what’s the saying… a nice to have, not a need to have? I want whatever would be best for her.”

      “Naw… that’s not true,” he said, shaking his head. “She doesn’t want you there, does she?” My crestfallen look gave it all away. “Been doing this a while, my man. Having the wife want to get fucked by others is hard enough. When she told you she didn’t want to do it in front of you, you objected, didn’t you?”

      I simply nodded. How the fuck did he know that?

      “Don’t feel bad. If it makes any difference, it’s because she loves you. This is something she is both desirous of, and ashamed of, at the same time. Having you there to watch her debased in the most extreme sexual ways is tough. And she will be, I assure you. She’s worried your opinion of her will change.”

      “You think I should let her go by herself?”

      “Naw, I don’t make those kinds of decisions. Only you two can make those.”

      Suddenly, I felt a little shame. She wanted this badly. I knew that. Yet, it was my selfish position in her life that was paramount to all my choices. Turning inward for a moment, I reflected on what this means for her, and me. Would I be able to let her go by herself? Sit outside until they were done with her? That prospect sent shards of fear through me.

      NO! If anything was going to change my opinion of her, it was my imagination painting all the scenarios of what might come later. Knew it to my bones. Since she didn’t need me any longer for sexual satisfaction, what else would she not need me for? Doing this separately would be a complete disaster.

      “Not sure why, Darius. I don’t think I could handle that. Watching her do it would be easier than imagining what might have happened, or what impact it would have on our relationship once it was over. You know, like the old saying: emotions have a tendency to go where they will. I’m petrified more of those out-of-control emotions than of what she might do.”

      “Between you and her. Not my decision,” he shrugged. Reaching down for his briefcase on the floor next to his chair, he rummaged through a bit, pulling out a single sheet of paper, sliding it across the table. “Here is the standard contract we use. Nothing fancy. Just says she agreed to do this of her own choice. That the guys get to do whatever they want, in any hole, unless she says her safeword. Which is even simpler… ‘Red’ for stop. Also includes Non-Disclosure language. Anything that happens in the room stays in the room. You will both need to sign it if you plan to be there. Is all this clearly understood?”

      I nodded, slipping the paper into my portfolio.

      “Take notice of what I said clearly, Brody. This is about her, not you. You might like the idea before it starts, though some husbands get upset their loving, sweet wife is suddenly a brazen slut. Her lust will be at its peak, and she’ll scream out with each release, wanting more. And there will be a lot of those screams. My guys know how to get the woman going. She will get tired, whimper, not wanting to continue, grimace because a hole is sore. We will ask her if she wants to use her safeword. If she says no, we will continue; no matter what you think!”

      My face must have betrayed something that had already happened. “You understand. I can see that,” he said with the confidence of experience. “She’s already gotten more into it than you thought would be possible. Shocked you a little. Here’s the thing. If you’re in the room, and start objecting to what we are doing, reacting to her behavior without her using the safeword… We will have no choice. My guys will tie you to a chair in the next room, with the door shut, gag in your mouth. Make no mistake. The men will focus on her and will not allow any interference.”

      “I understand. You’re right. It’s already been a shock. I promise not to interfere, even if I am a little nervous about it. I want her to receive all the pleasure she wants.”

      “Then how long do you want the session to last? We can do a couple hours… that’s the minimum we ever do… an all-nighter, or even a weekend. Though, I do not recommend a weekend for a first-timer.”

      I didn’t even have to think about this one. Anna had already told me. ‘As long as they can last.’ “We better do an overnight. She wants to go as long as they can last. Two hours seems too short. I think she is going to want more once she gets started.”

      “We have an available overnight session next Friday night. Would that work for you?”

      Yes, that would be perfect. We’ll get her parents to look after the kids for the night. There was one other thing… he had to know about the other part.

      “Thanks, Darius. That night will be fine. There is one other thing she told me. Seemed important to her fantasy somehow. Wanted to pass it along. Very clear about it. She wants to be controlled completely, required to do whatever the men want. That’s word-for-word.”

      He nodded as if he had seen this many times. “Makes sense,” he said. “Think about it. Your Anna wants to do this, even though she feels shame that she has this desire. If she is ‘forced’ to do the things she wants to do, she can let herself go. She might also harbor some submissive tendencies that build on the pleasure. Giving up control is a big part of the pleasure for a submissive.”

      The nervousness on my face must have gone up a couple of notches. My wife had never been submissive to me.

      Darius chuckled. “No need to worry about us, Brody. We don’t do any hardcore BDSM stuff. No whips or paddles. Shit like that. We tie them up once in a while. Some women like that. I’ll have cuffs with us, just in case. I’d say one in five women like that. Sounds like your Anna may be one of those. We will push her, no question there. Rest assured, no harm will come to her. Not our way. We want them to come back for another session.”

      Darius stood up, extending his hand again. “Pleasure seeing you again, and I look forward to discovering your wife’s charms as well. My guys know how to deliver what the wives want. You’ll see…”

      Once I shook his hand, he walked out without me. Concluding the meeting, I guess. Taking a deep breath. He was right. The meeting was over. We had accomplished what I came for. I arranged for my wife to be gangbanged, just like she wanted. Five black guys with big dicks, doing whatever they wanted.

      All the way home, I wondered whether I had done the right thing.
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      Turns out, I needn’t have worried. When I arrived home, the kids were at her parents’ for the evening. I walked in the door to find her naked, on her knees, facing the door with her hands clasped behind her back. She trembled when I walked in, though she did not look up. Moisture dripped out of her exposed pussy. She really wants this…

      “Get on the table,” I barked. “Spread you ass apart so I can see what you are going to offer them.”

      Her hands quivered, the desire almost bursting out of her. She would have to wait to find out what happened until after I got what I wanted.

      She moved onto the table. When I moved behind her, the second surprise of the night greeted me. Our largest butt plug filled her rear as she followed my instructions, spreading herself open. Fuck… she was deep into the fantasy now!

      And so was I. By the time I got my pants off, I was rigid as a post, slamming into her with everything I had. My thumb jiggled the plug to her moan of pleasure.

      “So, my slut, you seem eager to hear the news.” I hammered her a few times, with plug jiggles and a couple of light slaps on her exposed cheeks. Then I let it go while I did what I wanted. Her anxiety grew, even as she groaned with each plunge.

      “Tell me, you jerk,” she finally yelled out, looking back at me with that smile I loved.

      “Okay… okay… next Friday night, you will need to talk your parents into an overnight stay for the young ones. You will be a very busy person… all night long!”

      The groan that came out filled the room. I slowed my pace of plunging, edging her along as I explained what I had arranged. 5 black guys, big cocks, absolute control, for an overnight stay. A moan came out. She pushed back against me.

      “Fuck me hard. Right now,” she whispered. “I need you to take me.”

      “Happy to,” I said, grabbing her hips. Her arms rose, fingers calling for me to take a hold. She had never done this before. I gripped her arms, pulling her ass tight against me. This was not gentle or loving. I fucked her with everything I had, pulling hard on her arms to allow better leverage as I pistoned into her repeatedly. She came and came, mewling with each release.

      I could only imagine what was going on in her head. After so many years of living with this need being just a fantasy, my wife was ready to find out what five large cocks would really be like. At that moment, everything else in her life no longer mattered. And I had made all the arrangements.

      As I let go with ropes of cum spraying inside, her own climax brought joy to my heart. I no longer knew what this meant for our future, though I knew one thing for sure. My loving wife Anna wanted it badly. The desire consumed her.

      I smiled as I helped her off the table, pulling her into my arms, her lips to mine. I sure hoped we would be the same couple after it was over.
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        * * *

      

      “How do I look?” She asked nervously. Anna was standing in front of the bathroom mirror. We had just finished our shower together. There was something about that sensual experience that got me going more than any of the prep up to this point. The soft touching left me hard as stone. I can’t believe how hot this is!

      We had both taken the day off on that Friday, wanting to spend as much time together as possible.

      For me, I was concerned we would be a different couple after this was over. If her experience was even mildly positive, my wife will want to do it again, no matter how much she says she loves me. The entire concept of it gets her going! We will definitely be a ‘lifestyle’ couple after tonight.

      For her, I think her concern was more fear based. She wants to do it, no question there. The stream of butt plugs and anal play we have done over the last three weeks tells me she is serious about her need.

      Yet there is a shame factor as well. We both know she is going to be debased in the most extreme sexual ways. Darius promised that. Not only will they be using her body anyway they want, I will watch her while the guys do it. There will be no hiding the hunger, the desire to be treated just this way. And Anna would have chosen to be submissive to those demands. Giving them ‘complete control’ was her specific instructions.

      I’m pretty sure she’s afraid I will reject her if I witness how big a slut she actually is. No matter how many times I tell her that is not the case, her eyes reveal the truth. Still, after the last three weeks, nothing would stop her going to that hotel now.

      Before we got in the shower, I shaved all her pubic hair, and dropped a load of my seed down her throat. Darius had been very clear with his instructions after we emailed the signed contract to him. We were not to make love for at least a week before the session. As far as I was concerned, that meant me not being inside her pussy or ass, not even with a plug. Her mouth was still available.

      As I came, I suddenly understood his setting limits on our play before the session. All week long, we had been touching and kissing, getting more and more aroused as the day approached. We might have worn her out easily, with all our toys. Now, with all this building anticipation, she was on a sexual edge… so hungry for more!

      I stepped behind her as she stood looking in the bathroom mirror, putting my arms around her. She was wearing the outfit we bought for the occasion, a black halter dress with a cutout that left her cleavage completely exposed. My wife wears a full 36D bra. She had cleavage to spare. The dress was backless and hugged her hips so tight it looked poured on!

      She had decided on no makeup, except some eye treatment, no undergarments, and placing her long auburn hair in a ponytail. Gorgeous! That woman in the mirror brought me to full hardness again.

      The ugly truth to me? After all these weeks of playing and planning, I wanted her to get fucked as badly as she did. Seeing her let go completely, to take all those dicks, had become my obsession as much as hers.

      Was it bad that I wanted to watch my wife taken hard by five guys? It sure seemed deliciously bad. I might think worse about it if it wasn’t for the glow in those eyes gleaming in the mirror. My loving wife had gone from conservative mother of two to a hot vixen willing to do anything for a dick. Her blue eyes glistened as we stared at each other in the mirror. I loved that look!

      “Shall we go? Your men await…” I said.

      She giggled, turning to face me. “There’s no going back on this decision once I go in the room. Darius is right. I feel this mix of desire and shame that is often hard to handle. You need to understand. Once I enter the room, you must let me go, no matter what I do. Let this play out the way it does.”

      Anna reached down, rubbing my hard shaft through my jeans. “If you want to pull that out and play with yourself while they take me… I’d like that. I’m sure you won’t be the first husband to do that.”

      I didn’t answer, just nodded I would. Walking out of the bathroom, grabbing her coat for the trip, I held my arm out to her. “Time to go.”
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      “Come in, come in,” a handsome black man greeted us. Four other men stood behind him, including Darius. “My name is Oscar. These are my friends. Darius you know.” As he introduced each, she walked up, giving them a hug. Each surprised her by grabbing her in whatever sexual way they wanted. She was squirming by the end. Each then came over, shaking hands with me. Darius had taken the 3-bedroom suite at the Ambassador.

      “Glad you came, Brody,” Darius said, coming up to me, repeating his previous warning. “We have set up a chair for you. Please be careful how you get out of it. You need to let the guys do what they do. Your wife will not regret it by the end of the evening, no matter how shocked you become. Let it play out. Understood?”

      Chuckling, I nodded to him as I sat. “I’ll behave.”

      I looked around the main bedroom where they planned to do most of the playing. Darius had delivered just what he said. All were large black men, hungry for a piece of my wife. These were hard-faced men, demanding. They were going to do whatever they wanted.

      “Welcome, Anna,” Darius said. “We are happy to have you join us for what I hope is the first of many such sessions.” Anna only nodded her acceptance.

      “We have chosen these men specifically because you want to be controlled. We have given them instructions to do what they want. That you have volunteered to be submissive to their every whim. Is this true?”

      She shuddered in place, nodding again.

      “Please do not nod, Anna. We need verbal agreement to all responses.”

      She almost nodded again, then smiled. “Yes, that is what I want.”

      “Once we begin,” Oscar broke in, “you will address each of us as Sir, acknowledging your acceptance of every command with a ‘Yes, Sir’. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she smiled again, looking at me nervously. Darius smiled.

      “Do you remember your safeword?”

      “Yes, Sir. ‘Red’.”

      “That is correct. Use it if things ever seem out of control, or you worry we are going too far. But use it wisely. Once you say the safeword, all play will stop for the rest of the night. We will pack up and go home. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she said again, with none of the humor of before. This had suddenly become very serious as she trembled before these large men. The reality of being the only woman had finally pushed through the arousal. We all felt the rising sexual tension in the room. They wanted her, and she wanted them just as much.

      Anna almost shrank before the growing need. None of the men had moved, yet I stared at my wife. She was a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, unable to decide what to do next, looking for instructions. My mind chuckled at the words of an old saying. ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it.’

      The largest man in the room, a guy named Kenny, barked for her to get her clothes off, on her knees in front of him. As she hung up her coat, slowly removing her dress, I examined each.

      Kenny looked like an NFL linebacker. Deep into six-feet, with monstrous arms and chest, his milk chocolate skin contrasted with his spiky hair that stuck out in a style I had seen NBA players wear. I’d already seen the bulge in his gym shorts. This one came with a matching large tool.

      Trayce was even taller than Kenny, thin, with African dark skin. He had a predatory look about him that told me his demands were going to be tougher than the rest.

      Rylar was shorter, barely six-feet, built like a bull. He had already started taking his clothes off, revealing one of the largest cocks I had ever seen. Wide and long. Jesus… I wondered if that thing would even fit inside her.

      Oscar was mid-height, though clearly had a leadership position in the group. He was fit and trim, though did not have the muscular edge of the other guys. He was older than everyone except Darius. Yet, his cock was already throbbing hard, sticking out like a battering ram.

      And then there was Darius. He had to be in his late 40s. Not as tall as Kenny, still an enormous man. The guy must work out whenever he isn’t at the office! He was buff almost beyond belief. Looking at me as he pulled the last of his clothes off, smiling, he mouthed, ‘she going to get all she wants,’ winking at me. That she was!

      By the time her clothing sat in a pile on the floor near the door, on her knees in front of the bed, they were on her. They ordered my wife to suck every cock. Each man surrounded her as her hands and mouth flew around the members hanging in front. She nervously looked at me, shocked at the rapid start. I nodded my approval.

      At first, they let her get used to them, setting her own pace on their throbbing flesh. That didn’t last. As she shifted her mouth to Trayce, he shoved his cock deep, causing Anna to gag. He did not care, grabbing her hair, shoving himself in and out.

      He pulled out suddenly, just as another filled the gap. One after the other, they used her mouth like it was nothing more than a hole for pleasure. Her face got redder. Whether from oxygen loss or desire, I wasn’t sure.

      When it was Darius’ turn, he gripped her hair fiercely, turning her head up to look at him. The flush of all the sucking painted her face as she panted heavily, trying to get her breath back. In that look, I saw something more… a hunger… a need… a wildness!

      “You are a passionate woman, Anna. We are going to fuck you until you can’t take another… fill every hole… Do you have anything to say before we start?”

      That hunger came rushing to the front, pouring out of her mouth. “Use me anyway you wish. I want to feel you in me as often as you want.”

      Fuck! I couldn’t believe that was my wife saying that, begging them to fuck her as often as they wanted. But hey, why we were here, right?

      Darius looked at the other guys, chuckling, then at me. “We can do that.” He nodded to Kenny, who picked her off her knees, flinging her onto the bed… and not nicely. He threw her.

      Anna shrieked at the sudden movement, saying nothing as Trayce pushed her onto her back, climbing on top. He drove himself in without even checking if she was wet. She was, of course. Her sex glistened with each plunge.

      It was as if I was another person, not her husband. I sat back in the chair, letting the whole thing soak in. A black man I had never met before was pounding his cock into my wife. She was moaning with each plunge, her head flopping back and forth. When she came a short time later, crashing over the edge with a cry of pleasure that brought chuckles to the room, my cock almost burst on its own. God almighty! I was hard as stone!

      “This one’s going to enjoy our fun,” Rylar said. He wasn’t kidding. She already had her legs wrapped around Trayce’s hips, forcing him in harder, whimpering with each plunge.
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      They didn’t let this duo go on for long. Another cock found her mouth as hands grabbed at her breasts, pulling her nipples. She grimaced at their first hard tug. The slash of pain flashed straight to her pussy. I could see it happen. She groaned, clearly surprised at the intensity of the pleasure that resulted. I had never been one to rough up those luscious mounds. Maybe I need to change that view.

      Trayce came off her, replaced by Oscar. His approach was completely different. While Trayce tried to drill a hole through the mattress, Oscar was gentle, touching just as deep, while doing it slowly, sensuously. He was in control, pulling my wife into his world. He thrust gently, constantly rotating his hips to stimulate her clit. She cried out with another release as Oscar settled in for a long grind.

      It’s funny. Sitting here watching this, my mind assessed what was being done with an eye to technique. They gave her the group sucking to get her started. Trayce was clearly the bull to force her to give in. Now, Oscar was the pleasure. They wanted to drop her hard into multiple releases before the real action began. These guys were good!

      I glanced over at Darius. He was smiling at me, as if he knew what I had been thinking. I nodded my approval. He nodded back, walking over to the chair, leaning to whisper in my ear. “Gonna get a lot worse for her. Be prepared. Trayce was the easy one. Oscar’s just getting her ready.”

      Just as he said that, Oscar pulled out abruptly, not waiting for her 2nd release. She moaned in frustration at his withdrawal. Roughly, he grabbed her hips, pulling her on her knees, shoving her face down onto the mattress. Anna whimpered at the sudden change; I looked at her sex, red and open. All the plunging left a gaping hole, throbbing, wanting more.

      Darius came up, adjusting her ass high in the air, slamming himself into her sex. And I mean slam. It was like he had some kind of radar guiding him straight in!

      Her ass was hanging in the air as he took her as harshly as possible. As predicted, the easy part of the program was over. Hands flew across her ass cheeks, exposed and open, slapping with force. His cock would not be denied as he hammered into her.

      Anna went from whimpering to a high-pitched wail in moments as Darius took what he wanted. Her blast, when it came, filled the room with her cries. I was certain they heard that down the hall!

      Kenny grabbed a handful of hair, pulling her head off the bed, shoving his dick into her mouth. “Need to quiet this one,” he smiled.

      While being taken from behind so harshly, my wife was hungrily sucking on the cock in her mouth. Her moans of pleasure around that shaft caused her body to shiver, building to another climax. Her movement told me she was close. Darius seemed to know that, pulling out to the frustration of Anna.

      “No… no…” I heard around the cock in her mouth.

      “Do you want to use your safeword?” Darius barked.

      She pulled her mouth back from Kenny’s cock. “Please… please… no. Don’t stop.”

      He slapped her ass cheeks hard, five times each. My wife’s ass quivered with each slap. She squirmed, trying to get away. Kenny’s hands held her head in place and Darius’ firm grip on her hips left her immobile.

      “Then I don’t want to hear ‘no’ come out of your fucking mouth. Whatever we want, whenever we want. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, sir. Please don’t stop.” She nervously looked back at me… And there it was, the submissive side that Darius had noted might be there.

      Her body relaxed. I could see it! That ultimate act of submission. She was theirs now. They had awakened whatever this was inside her that needed this, as they ‘forced’ her to give in to their desires.

      Another look back at me… she whimpered, just as our eyes connected. I nodded my approval as she closed her eyes, returning Kenny to her mouth, sucking for everything she was.

      Had she always been like this? I would soon find out.

      Kenny pulled out of her mouth, replacing Darius inside. They used her like a train as she came and came. Each one of them took her in that position, switching off from rough to gentle until they all blew their seed inside my bride. Their releases spurred a climax of her own that would not stop.

      I could see her energy flagging as the guys hammered away. Darius saw the same thing. He winked at me as I realized we had already been at this for nearly two hours.

      Darius barked for her to get on her hands and knees in the middle of the bed. Her thighs trembled as she recovered from the constant cumming, heaving great gulps of air. She fought the need to move, to stretch, unwilling to do it without permission. Gobs of white cream dripped out of her as she hung her ass above the bed. Her head turned. Holy shit! She winked at me with a satisfied grin.

      Fuck! She loved this. Just getting started!
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        * * *

      

      Darius walked into the bathroom, returning with a warm washcloth. “Wash her off, then meet us in the kitchen for a drink,” he said, throwing the washcloth at me. Before he got out of the room, he turned to Anna. “Kneel next to the bed. Don’t move further. Keep your eyes on the ground.”

      They looked over at me as I washed the amazing amount of cum they had already deposited inside my wife before heading to the kitchen. Anna whimpered with each of my passes across her swollen clit.

      Oscar was the closest, leaning over, whispering to me. “We usually let them stew for a bit, get the juices flowing. Then we give them the hard dick. Work for you?”

      Sure, I laughed to myself, that would work just fine! I leaned over, helping Anna get off the bed. “You still good, babe?” I asked.

      Her response chilled me more than even watching her take the dick. “So good, Brody… so good.” She dropped to her knees next to the bed, as instructed. Funny, as I watched her get comfortable on the floor, I felt dismissed in a way that shook me a little.

      She spoke to me briefly, almost dismissively, as if the only thing she thought about was her next assignment. She was deep into her submission now, that’s for sure.

      Trayce walked over, placing cuffs on my wife’s wrists and ankles. He fastened her wrists behind her back, then attached them to her ankles, making sure she could not move from that position. He used his foot to kick her knees further apart, leaving her sex totally exposed and open. Her arms stretched tightly behind her back as her ankles adjusted to the spread.

      Anna trembled as they walked out of the room, into the suite, leaving her alone in the bedroom, closing the door behind them.

      These men were taking my wife to the limit, just where she wanted to be.
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      As I followed them out the door, I stopped in front of my wife, stroking her chin, kissing her gently on the forehead. “They have much more planned for you, my slut. Hope you are ready.”

      She barely spoke. Her fall into submission left her unwilling to raise her head, to disobey her ‘Masters.’

      “I had these fantasies…” she said, her whisper so full of emotion. “I didn’t know they would be…” She closed her eyes. The memory of pleasure coursed through her body in a visible shudder. The reality seemed even better than she expected. “Can you accept me this way? So hungry for more?”

      I chuckled softly. She was still nervous about her husband’s reaction, even after all she had done. My stroke moved down to her breasts, gently pinching.

      “Don’t worry about me, Anna. I accept you just the way you are. This night is for you to explore that wild side. Give in to your every desire. I want that as much as you do.”

      She snuck a glance sideways, making sure the guys didn’t see, then lifted her face to mine. Our lips touched. “Thank you for this, my love. I’m sorry for hiding this desire from you all these years. I was afraid how you would react.” Is she kidding?

      A shudder flew through me as I pulled my rigid cock out of its hiding place. If my wife wanted to be controlled, that is something we could do at home just as well as these men. I stood up, grabbing a handful of hair, forcing her face close to my hard rod. I forced it into her mouth. She stared up at me, shocked at my control, gobbling me in.

      “We are going to experiment more with this submissive side of yours once they are done with you,” I said, stabbing inside harshly. I pulled her hair tight until that grimace returned. While I used her mouth, I conveyed the message she needed, and I felt. She had my permission to be herself.

      “Tonight, my slut, you are to let go completely. Give them everything they want… and everything you want. I accept you just the way you are.” I twisted her nipple harshly, smiling at her reaction. “The three-way is coming next.”

      Her eyes glowed with that desire. Shit…

      Abruptly, I pulled out of her mouth, then struggled to stuff that hard shaft in my pants. I swear, I had never been harder! Then I walked into the main room, closing the door on my wife, bound on her knees.

      Letting her ‘stew,’ Oscar called it. She was already at a full boil. I wondered what she would be like by the end of the night.
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        * * *

      

      “What do you want?” Rylar asked me, offering a drink glass. They brought several bottles, including my favorite, Jameson Black Barrel. I smiled at Darius, knowing. After he proved so instrumental in my firm’s relations with the city public sector unions, I gave him that same brand as a gift a few years ago. He had done me a great favor, and I wanted to thank him with my favorite whiskey. He remembered.

      Though now that I think about it, this careful attention to detail has always been Darius’ trademark. When he helped solve our union problem four years ago, he did so in a way that was astonishingly subtle. He guided the two parties to find a solution that worked well for all of us. I was very impressed back then.

      Now, as he performed the same magic on Anna, my admiration grew. He calculated everything to increase her pleasure. From the way he brought her into the hotel suite, allowing her to get comfortable, though not too much, to his careful, yet forceful, touch at every step afterward. All allowed her nervousness to recede, desire taking its place.

      My mind kept notching how they did it. They made introductions while touching her, guiding me to a seat at the edge of the bed. Soon, she was on her knees, naked, surrounded by the cocks of all five black men.

      They took her hard on the bed, subtly pulling at her submissive side, until she gave herself completely to them. Then they began spitroasting her between the two of them. Holy Fuck! How many times she came in that first couple of hours remains a mystery. It was a lot!

      “How you handling it?” Darius asked.

      “Better than expected,” I replied. “She really gets into it. Why we’re here, right?”

      “Good way to look at it,” Darius nodded. “Some husbands get so wrapped up in their own position they forget it’s often not about them for the hotwife. Your Anna likes the dick. I suspect she likes the submission even more. Oscar has the most sensitive nose for that. Am I right, Oscar?”

      Oscar chuckled. “If we pushed her hard, she’d crack open like a ripe walnut.”

      I cringed at those words, not sure I wanted to transform my wife into something like that. Still… “What does that mean… for me… on a more day-to-day basis?”

      “She’d be more active and compliant in bed, for one,” Oscar said. “Bondage is definitely in order. She didn’t even hesitate to have the cuffs placed on. Strap her to the bed and do whatever you like. She’d love that, I’m certain of it.”

      “Not sure if I want to hurt her,” I said. Causing pain to my wife was way further out on any ledge I would consider.

      All the men in the room roared. Trayce slapped me hard on the back, almost spilling my drink. “There’s your mistake,” he said, “thinking it’s painful. The pain is just another way to unlock the deeper pleasure. We’ll do some minor stuff tonight to let you see what happens.”

      Oscar nodded agreement. “She’s got all the signs. Might really enjoy it.”

      Thankfully, as drinks got passed around, my new sub was no longer the center of attention. They were talking typical ‘guy’ stuff. Sports, the latest scandal around town, bragging about several past sessions. Laughs and clinking glasses dominated the room.

      All I did was think about the future. There was no question they were going to triple-tap my wife aggressively when they returned to the bedroom. I knew from our brief exchange on my way out that she was eager for it as well. Would she be able to handle our old-fashioned one-on-one sex when this was over? Or would she want to have this all the time?

      Oddly, the guy that came to the rescue was Kenny. He had apparently watched my internal turn.

      “About now…” he chuckled, tapping me on the shoulder. “… every husband wonders if this is the way sex will have to be. Their wife is so into it she will insist on this amount of pleasure all the time.” His sympathetic brown eyes penetrated me.

      “Guilty…” I lamented. “I’ve enjoyed being here. Though, for the future, getting a little concerned about how I’m going to compete with you guys?”

      “No need. Women are sensitive to relationships. Your Anna will understand the difference between sex and love. What we have observed with our repeat hotwives is that the sex between the couple gets better because the wife sees the husband as the source of the pleasure. You arranged and allowed her to have it. A gift, so to speak. You gonna get plenty of nut after this is over.”

      There was such agreement around the group that I found a certain solace, wanting her to get everything these guys gave her.

      Darius looked at his watch. “It’s been 20 minutes, guys. Her knees be barking soon. Time to give her what she came for.” He turned toward me. “You ready to see her really scream?”

      “So ready…” I said, nodding vigorously.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            She Loves It

          

        

      

    

    
      When the door opened, Anna jerked slightly. Her head did not come up. She was in full submissive mode now. I looked down at the dark pool below her pussy on the floor. She had been leaking arousal and their remaining seed all over the place! Her nipples were hard as pebbles, a flashing signal for us all.

      I walked over, taking my chair. Back to bearing witness.

      Kenny took Anna under her arms, lifting her onto the bed without disconnecting the cuffs. My wife is not large, only five-feet-five and thin, yet he lifted her as easily as a small child. Disconnecting nothing, they had her face on the bed, knees tucked underneath, with her arms along the side of her body, close to those ankles. Her sex hung open in front of us, already swollen from the last two hours.

      Rylar walked up to me, holding a blindfold out. “Time to get serious. Put these over her eyes.”

      I heard her whimpering in this exposed position. She had definitely ‘stewed!’ The moisture that covered her labia told us all about what she had been doing. I got up, crawling on the bed. When I placed the blindfold over her eyes, she jerked, then settled down.

      “They are ready to give it to you hard, just the way you want. Are you ready?” All she did was nod. ‘Thank you,’ she whispered.

      Oscar was the first up. He took the butt plug Darius had asked us to bring, dripped some lube, then pushed it into her rear bud. Oh, how I loved to hear that groan! Her thighs trembled underneath her.

      I imagined the thoughts running through that head. So trapped… Openly on display… Blindfolded… Completely at their mercy… Now shamelessly filled with a butt plug. She had to know why they did that. To get her ready for the real thing.

      Oscar’s focus was not on her ass now. That was for later. He looked at me, as if waiting for my approval. I nodded for him to continue. His hand flashed up, a solid slap across her left ass cheek. She cried out in surprise. I could see her pulling at the cuffs, instinctively trying to get away.

      He didn’t slow. Five hard slaps rained on each cheek. Then the next guy followed with soft caresses of the newly warm flesh before doing his own five slaps on each.

      By the fourth guy, my wife was panting, her entire body trembling. All efforts to resist or escape were gone. Darius signaled for me to come over. “Your turn,” he chuckled.

      My left-hand fingers pushed into her sex, thumb on clit. Then my right hand rained hard slaps on her ass, just like the other guys. Oh man, I loved this! I had already seen how much she enjoyed the touch/slap combination. Now, with my left teasing her mercilessly, I continued to strike her long past the five.

      Anna came… HARD! Shaking and crying out. The wave started in her core, pushing out to shake her entire body. I had to step back before I ripped my pants off, plunging inside.

      The guys were ready. I pulled back, my breath trembling with the release I had just given her. Fuck! That was so hot!

      Darius was first, plunging into her snatch as soon as I was back in the chair. She mewled again. Only this time pushing back hard against him, lost in whatever internal world a blindfolded woman fell into. His enormous cock took her with all its fury.

      “Oh my god!” she shouted into the room. Darius pistoned away. A jackhammer of ferocious power. “Yes… yes… fuck me… oh god…” Her release took her by surprise, hard and sudden, surging through her.

      Before he came, Darius pulled back. Trayce moved into position, giving her repeated slaps on both cheeks before driving himself inside. This became the pattern until they had all given her a release. Something about the combination of the pain and pleasure drove my wife into a frenzy, ready for more.
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        * * *

      

      Rylar was the last. Instead of going inside, he cozies up next to her on his back. She had little ability to move. He helped her head up, kissing her softly as Oscar disconnected all the cuffs, throwing them to the side. Two of them helped her up, straddling her hips just above that monstrous cock.

      Jesus, I couldn’t believe that thing would go inside her. Had to be 9-inches long, at least, and thick as a beer bottle.

      Darius waved his arm for me to come over. “You’re gonna want to see this,” he whispered.

      Anna was literally shaking as Rylar held his cock straight up while the two other guys strained, holding her firmly in place. They touched the head to her sex, slowly pushing her down. It was not fast. This guy was massive. Even as slow as they moved and as wet as she was, a grimace still covered her face.

      I knew that grimace. That was not a ‘please stop, it hurts’ grimace. Oh, no… This was more the ‘please, get that in me right now’ look! It had to feel uncomfortable pushing her so wide, no matter if that enormous shaft had already been inside. She still felt Rylar pushing her wider than she had ever been stretched.

      I leaned down. Her vaginal lips gave way to the huge intruder, a groan coming out of her all the way down. The guys pulled her back up. Those same lips reversed, stretching out as if protesting his withdrawal. Oscar nodded at me. Watch this!

      They let her hips go, giving her sudden freedom of movement. Her back arched as she controlled the in-and-out, relishing the joy of his reentry. A gasp left her throat as she lifted, plunging right back down. For the next few minutes, I thought she was twerking for us. Her hips slammed repeatedly up and down on his cock, ass cheeks shuddering with each plunge. She loved that!

      Anna cried out as Trayce pulled the butt plug out, pressing her hips down on top of the rod. Rylar gripped her in his arms, locking her in place.

      The lube gave a cool guide for her as Trayce spread it around. His cock was ready, pushing inward. Anna whimpered with the stretch of her ring. We had been working hard to get her ready, though Trayce was as big as our largest butt plug.

      She stiffened as it pressed in, the crown breaking through. After that, she settled back against her two intruders, beginning slow hip movements until she cried out as both cocks began moving on their own.

      This was it, I thought, staring at the cocks sawing into my wife. She was going crazy, frantically pushing against them, wanting more. Rylar pushed her up off his chest as Kenny stuffed his shaft down her throat. Here it was! The triple-tap she had dreamed about since college!

      The other two guys each grabbed a tit, and they were at her. And didn’t stop. Rylar seemed able to last a long time. The other guys would cum in her ass, then pull out, allowing another guy in his place. Each spent rod would head to the bathroom, where running water told me what they were doing. The newly scrubbed shaft would return to the tits and mouth, gradually hardening for another round. On and on they took her. I lost track of how many climaxes she had.

      My cock needed its own relief. I pulled my jeans and shirt off, sitting back naked in the chair. Darius and Oscar both nodded their approval as I stroked myself. I thought the shit we had done before had been exciting.

      Nothing compared to my wife getting railed in every hole. The other guys pulled her nipples harshly during a build-up to release, her face twisting. The nipple torture seemed to add to her pleasure when she came.

      When the next guy pulled out, Darius walked over. “Your turn, stud. Time to feel what it’s like for your wife to be really filled.”

      I was reluctant to do it, not wanting to disturb the flow the guys had going, yet looking at her gaping hole, cum leaking out of it, drove me fucking crazy! I was up on the bed, slamming my shaft into her gaping ass, hammering away.

      Somehow, she knew it was me. Maybe my smaller size or the way I did it. She pushed a cock out of her mouth, allowing her to turn toward me. The look on her face, unfocused as it was, still held me in its grip. She smiled, nodding for an acceptance, then right back to the cock in her mouth.

      Regrettably, I was not like these guys, able to last and last. After only a few minutes, I was dumping my load into her, grunting with the thrusts as she pushed back with her own groans.

      Another guy was ready to go. As I crawled off the bed, I looked at the clock. It was already past 2 in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      My release must have triggered a body response for me. My absolute absorption in what had been happening, now the fucking and release, had left me exhausted. Even though the guys did not let up on my lusty bride, I drifted off to sleep in the chair, waking occasionally to her outcries or loud grunts from the guys.

      The triple-tap didn’t last much longer. Each time I came out of sleep for a few moments, I would see Anna in a new position on the bed. On her back, being humped. On her knees, railed from behind. Over the edge of the bed, spitroasted between the two of them. Sucking on a cock. She seemed insatiable. Luckily, so were the guys. They gave her all she asked.

      When I finally came fully awake, somewhere around 5 o’clock, she was lying on the bed, her hand wrapped around Oscar’s soft shaft. They were both asleep. The other guys had left the room. I got up to look around. One was on the sofa, sawing very loud logs. The other two were in the guest rooms of the suite.

      I walked back to the bedroom, pulled a blanket over Oscar and my wife, cuddling in next to her. As I settled in beside her, Anna responded automatically, releasing Oscar, pushing back against me. We had cuddled like this countless times. Her body was home again.

      My beautiful wife, Anna, had the night of her life, getting all she wanted. That was good enough for me as I buried my face in her hair, glad I could give her what she wanted. I had never loved her more.
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        Click here to sign up for the mailing list.
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        GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      

        

      
        His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      

        

      
        You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

      

        

      
        He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

      

        

      
        You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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        THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

        Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

      

        

      
        Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

      

        

      
        Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

        Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

        Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

        Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

        Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

        Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)
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        WATCHING MORGAN:

        CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

      

      

      
        
        Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

      

        

      
        Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

      

        

      
        Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

      

        

      
        Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

        Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

        These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed.  This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

        My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

        My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

        My Sizzling Barbecue

        The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

        My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

        Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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        ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

      

        

      
        A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

        In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

        One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

        A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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        THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

      

        

      
        Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

      

        

      
        What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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        GK GRAYSON

        (Hotwife/Cuckold/Multi-Kink)

        Being Set Free (series)

        BigPlay (series)

        Bree Likes to Play (series)

        Brynn’s Need (series)

        Catching a Big One (series)

        Chasing Pleasure: An Erotic Collection

        Finding My Inner Hotwife (3-Book Bundle)

        Haunted for Pleasure

        His Cuckold Craving

        His Wife Wants to be Shared

        Hotwife Surprise (series)

        Invited to Paradise

        Loving My Best Friend’s Wife

        Mentor (series)

        My Hotwife Inside

        My Professor Taught Me What Hotwife Meant

        My Wild Girlfriend

        Navy Hotwife (series)

        Nikki’s Desire (series)

        Our Celtic Awakening: Flynn’s Journey

        (Co-authored with Peter G Johnson)

        Page Becomes a Hotwife (series)

        Reliving My Story

        Riley: The Hitchhiker (series)

        Seduced By My Client

        Stacy Emerges (series)

        Talia’s Hotwife Adventures (series)

        The Evolution of Marriage | Season One (series)

        The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two (series)

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan

        The New Employee is a Big Deal

        Unleashed

        Watching Morgan

        What Beth Wants (series)

        The Wishing Faery Chronicles (series)

      

        

      
        JORDAN SMITHSON

        (BDSM/Hard Cuckold/

        Whatever Else Comes to Mind)

        Bianca’s Private Reserve series

        Finding What We Need

        Flying Wild at the Players’ Club (series)

        Given to the Doms

        His Cuckold Life (series)

        How My Wife Learned to Love Rugby

        Kelly’s Training (series)

        Learning About My Husband… and Me

        Macy Takes Control (series)

        Officer on the Scene

        On Display For Him

        Rapture at the Supper Club

        She Needed Him

        Supplying What She Needs

        Taken at the Fraternity Party

        The Joy of Submission (series)
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