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AUCTIONED
WIFE


It's
the Fourth Of July, and the Fourth Of July means wild sex, right?


 


Brendan
and Ellen Grundy are a young professional couple who are invited to a Fourth Of
July party.


 


Brendan's
boss Jack Smith throws such parties every Independence Day. At first, it just
appears to be a normal backyard barbecue with grilled hamburgers, potato salad,
and fireworks.


 


But
soon enough the party turns to a different sort of fireworks, as the wives are
auctioned off to the highest bidder for a night of unbridled sex.


 


Ellen
goes along with the game – thinking it will help Brendan get a promotion at
work, which they both want, so they can get a bigger house and a share of the
American Dream.


 


Soon
enough, another man's horny, fiery, redheaded wife decides to take Brendan
under her wings for the evening.


 


Will
Brendan and Ellen's marriage withstand a night full of such filthy debauchery?


 



 


 
















DO I GET FIVE HUNDRED FOR ELLEN?


"Do I get six? six hundred
dollars for a night with Ellen?" An athletic, dusky haired man urged the
party of drinking couples towards a night of debauchery.


"Come on, guys, take a look at
that sweet body!" he cried, with a commanding, midrangy
voice. He waved a hand over towards Ellen Grundy, a pleasant looking, if plain,
blonde who was sitting on the couch next to her husband, a quiet man named
Brendan. Ellen's hair was long and lustrous, hanging down past her shoulders –
her front tresses just gracing the top of her modest breasts, which were only
partly revealed by a low cut, light blue, clingy dress.


She was smiling, but something in
her smile belied a slight nervousness about the present undertakings. Her dress
was a light cotton affair, colorful, with light blue floral prints, and
tasteful, if revealing – as it clung to every curve of her wonderful body
sweetly. Her body was a sexual masterpiece – a man could spend weeks with his
tongue, penis and fingers – caressing every square inch of it, and diving into
every crevice, relishing it with all senses and never wanting to stop. 


Ellen's ass was especially
mind-boggling. A man could bury his face in it and never, ever want to come up
for air.


"Look at that ass!" Roger
urged. "Look at those legs! Think, guys! That blonde's awesome young legs
could be draped over your back tonight, while you're pounding her into
the stratosphere! And you can bet she probably has a blonde pussy down there –
all for your enjoyment! It's all for a good cause! Do I hear six hundred?"


While the auctioneer spoke, the
sonic booms and thuds of numerous skyrockets thundered outside, as it was the
evening of the Fourth Of July. Being just outside the nearby city limits, the
neighborhood where the house was located was in an area that still allowed
celebratory fireworks on the Fourth.


The auctioneer – who happened to be
the only single man at the party – played the position well. He sounded like a
real auctioneer, not just Roger Nelson, a half-drunken, close friend of the
host, Jack Smith -- who was Brendan's boss.


"Six hundred fifty!"
shouted a tall, athletic and muscular man with a shaved head, goatee, and
tribal tattoos on his muscular arms. "I'll offer six-fifty for her!"
The goatee man grinned, looking over Ellen's body, licking his lips with lust.
Ellen – still nervously smiling -- didn't appear all that thrilled. She sat
cross legged near the end of the couch, between Brendan and Brendan's boss
Jack, who lustily kept his right hand on her knee. Jack's wife Tricia, who had
been auctioned off to another supervisor, Lewis Stott, was sitting on Lewis's
lap, making out with him. Lewis's wife Angela – who was still up for auction --
was in the bathroom.


Ellen's husband Brendan looked a
bit out of place – he was unable to outbid the goatee man because he had run
out of money playing poker with his boss and his boss's friends earlier in the
evening. He only had $175 to bid on each wife present, including his own – but
the starting bids all outstripped that amount by at least $100.  He presently
knew for a fact that it was a given that his wife would soon enough be
pounded by a strange man unless she decided to make a big scene.


And Ellen, being quiet natured, was
not into shaking the boat – especially on this occasion, where Brendan's
promotion was probably on the line. So a big scene protesting the idea of a
wife auction was out of the question.


"Can I get seven hundred? It's
for a good cause! Come on, guys! Seven hundred for Ellen! Look at that sweet
body – you can have it for a night! Want a night enjoying Ellen's sweet body
for seven hundred?"


"Eight hundred!" shouted
goatee man – a riveting supervisor named Kenneth Hardison.
Kenneth kept looking over Ellen as if she were a large candy bar he was just
about to unwrap and eat up slowly and deliciously for as long as he wanted.
Kenneth had a wife – the rumor Brendan heard was that she was a stunning
redhead. But she was nowhere to be found. Working late, Kenneth said.


"Do I hear eight-fifty?"


There was silence.


"Come on, guys. Ellen is worth
at least eight-fifty! This money is going to provide food and toys for homeless
children right here in Northwood!" The auctioneer looked over Ellen, his
eyes going from her high-heel clad feet; up her shapely, bare legs; and then to
her wondrous thighs; and then past her thighs upwards over the gentle, sexy
curves of her ass to her modest chest -- finally resting on her face, which
although plain was made up prettily. He saw Ellen's eyes. They were a soulful,
deep blue color. But it wasn’t the color that caught Roger's attention – it was
the fact that Ellen was smiling, but her smile looked a bit forced. 


She can bow out and leave if she
really wants, thought Roger, a muscular man with a made-for-TV smile and cowboy
good looks. We already told everybody they don't have to participate if
they don't want to. But there she is – a real trooper. She's probably gonna get her ass fucked by Kenneth, and her poor husband
Brendan hasn't successfully bid on any of the wives here. Brendan is just like
his wife – a real trooper. He'll have to wait until Kenneth is done with her
before he takes her home to maybe get his own turn. 


But hey – I'll see to it he gets
that promotion.


"Eight-fifty for Ellen?"
called out Roger.


"Eight-fifty!" shouted
Kenneth goatee-man Hardison.


"Eight-fifty, going!" 


No answer.


"Eight-fifty going, going – gone!
Ellen has been sold to Kenneth Hardison! She's
sold to Kenneth for the evening, for the sum of eight hundred and
fifty dollars!!!"


There was a bit of polite applause.
Everyone was smiling except Brendan, who glanced at the athletic, muscular man
with the goatee who had just outbid him for his own wife. That meant that
Brendan would have to wait around while this other man spent as much time as he
wanted with her.


His heart sank into his stomach.


How the fuck did I get into this
predicament? Brendan thought to himself.


 


IT'S SUPPOSED TO BE A REAL FUN PARTY


It had all started innocently
enough. It was to be casual, Fourth of July get together at Brendan's boss's
house.


"Just bring yourself and the
wife," said his boss Jack Smith. "No need to bring anything else!
We'll have hamburgers, beer, sodas, and even some fireworks!"


"Fireworks?" said
Brendan. "I thought the city outlawed them."


"No," said Jack.
"You poor suckers inside Northwood voted to ban them all. Which I think is
extreme and stupid – most fireworks are no more dangerous than a lighter or a
candle or cookstove. But ban them you did." Jack
smiled his famous, made-for-TV smile. "But where I live, about five blocks
outside the Northwood city limits, fireworks are still legal!"


Brendan smiled. It would be nice to
party with his boss, his boss's friends, and have some hamburgers and watch
some fireworks on the Fourth of July.


Ah, fireworks! Celebration with red
and green sparklers and other fun spark-emitting devices! The thought of a
sunny day and celebration of Independence Day with actual fireworks took
Brendan back to memories of his childhood, growing up in a lower middle class
neighborhood south of Seattle in suburban Northwood. Back then fireworks had
yet not been outlawed. Everything available was still "safe and sane"
– sparklers, fountains, pinwheels, Smoky Joes – which had a cardboard bear with
a smoking cigar in his mouth – all fun! 


The Fourth of July was always a
sunny day back then, and the noise, the excitement! There was a local parade,
and everybody in town flew the flag from their door post – the average street
was a sun-bleached paradise of red, white, and blue. And at night – oh, the
noise! The sounds of firecrackers and whistling fountains and the odd 'boom'
from a skyrocket, and the colors!


Brendan remembered his dad had
bought some firecrackers. It was the first Fourth he could remember. It was 85
degrees outside, and his mother was inside making hot dogs, beans, and potato
salad, which they ate outside on a makeshift picnic table and lawn chairs. That
night he was able to hold a sparkler, and swirl it around in the night air, the
bright green sparks making a large 'O' in front of him.


It was a memory that had never left
him.


Now that Brendan was an adult, the
holiday had been reduced to a non-event for the most part. The City had long
stopped sponsoring parades, even though it had four times the population and
probably eight times the budget. The City had long outlawed fireworks of all
kinds – even sparklers could not be lit in your own back yard. All because of
the voting imbeciles who fell prey to exaggerated fear. And people flying flags
on the Fourth was becoming more and more a rarity – like many such holidays, no
one bothered to decorate. They were too busy with other things. 


In the neighborhood where Brendan
and Ellen lived hardly anyone flew the flag. Even during Christmas few houses
had lights, and Halloween was slowly dying, with fewer and fewer houses having
lit pumpkins or being open to trick-or-treaters. And it was certain that not
many would be celebrating the Fourth, with fireworks outlawed inside the City
limits, and the City urging people to turn in their neighbors if they lit anything
off.


But that would change this year!
This time Brendan and his wife Ellen would be able to actually celebrate the
holiday the way it was supposed to be enjoyed! This party at his boss's house
would be a real Fourth Of July
celebration!


 


Late in the afternoon, an hour
before they left for the party, Brendan took one last look in the mirror. He
had just showered and shaved. He combed his thinning, dark brown hair and
straightened his button-up, light blue shirt. He pulled on his jeans and put on
his brand new, stylish canvas shoes. He was of man of medium height, and was
slightly overweight, from doing too much sitting at the computer working in IT
at the local aircraft factory. However, he had just bought a set of barbells
and a bench, along with 180 pounds of weights, and although he had just reached
120 pounds in bench pressing, he started seeing some gains to his stature. His
glasses were stylish, with thin smoky-brown metal rims.


"Honey, are you done?" It
was his wife, Ellen. She had just gotten dressed. "I need to use the
bathroom to put on my makeup."


"I'm done," said Brendan,
walking out into the hallway of their modest, ranch style house set in a
modest, lower middle class neighborhood on the East Plateau called Cemetery
Heights.


"Thanks, honey," said
Ellen, giving her husband a quick kiss before entering the bathroom. She was
dressed in a form fitting dress that showed off her saucy curves. A plain
looking woman with an incredibly fuckable body, Ellen
knew how to show off her assets if required. This party that she and her
husband would be attending was one of those occasions: one of the men at the
party would be the general supervisor of the division where Brendan worked at
the aircraft factory. 


As Brendan was trying to get a
promotion, the party would be important in helping him be considered for the
head of the IT department. He was told by others in the department that in
order to get promotions it wasn't what
you knew, but who you knew, and that
meant being social with your higher-ups. So this was just the chance to show
that Brendan was a rounder, willing to get along.


Brendan stole a peek at his wife's
ass as she entered the bathroom. Ellen had an ass that most women would die for
– pleasantly round and wide, with just the right amount of wiggle when she
walked with tight pants or a tight skirt on. Her legs were pleasantly sexy and
her body was sensationally curvy. Her weak spots were her boobs, which were
just B cup sized, and her face, which – although not bad looking by any stretch
– clearly wasn't modelesque.


"I see you checking out my
ass!" exclaimed Ellen, giggling.


"Well, I think I'm allowed to
check out my wife's ass once in a while," said Brendan.


"You're allowed!" said
Ellen. She looked at her husband and smiled. 


Brendan reached forwards and lifted
the hem of Ellen's thin cotton dress, and put his hand down underneath her
thin, pink nylon panties. He shoved his fingers into the warm crack of her ass,
forcing his hand deep between her legs, the sensation of his wife's ass flesh
thrilling him to the marrow as he probed and felt her secret territory. Brendan
was almost as in love with Ellen's ass as he was with Ellen herself – it was a
part of her body that he cherished touching, feeling, kissing, tasting, and
fucking. He probed his fingers deep into Ellen's warm cleft, leaning forwards
and kissing her on the back of the head as he felt around, his fingers touching
the fringes of her musky, blonde thatch and caressing her labia. He never
wanted to stop.


Ellen giggled, and then reached back
and pulled his hand away.


"There'll be time for that when we get home, mister!" she
said gleefully.


"I can't wait," said
Brendan, kissing her on the lips.


"So who all is going to be at
this party?" Ellen applied some lip gloss to her full, pink lips, and then
pulled out the mascara and eyeliner.


"Well, my boss will be there,
and the general supervisor, of course," said Brendan, "and a couple
other guys who don't work at the company will also be there. It's supposed to
be a real fun party. My boss Jack says they do this every Fourth Of July. He
says they have a lot of burgers, then light off some fireworks when it gets
dark. And then he says they play cards, and then other parlor games."


"Parlor games? What kind? Most
people don't do parlor games. I know I haven't since I was a little kid."


"Jack didn't say. He just said
all the couples at the Fourth Of July parties stay real late and have all kinds
of awesome fun."


"Will they all have their
wives and girlfriends?"


"I think so," said
Brendan, not really sure. "Jack says the wives all have just as much fun
as the men do." Brendan knew his boss was married, and knew the general
supervisor was also married, but didn't know much about the other two guys, but
figured they were married also, because Jack kept bringing up how great their
wives all were, and how much fun they were at the Fourth Of July parties.


"I bet they dress really
nice," said Ellen. "I've heard about rich wives – they always look
impeccable and very sexy. I hope I don't look dumpy compared to them."


"You'll do fine," said
Brendan. "You are awesome looking – you know that."


"I look O.K.," said Ellen
wistfully, "but I know I have a great ass. Maybe that will make up for
it."


"Ellen," said Brendan
matter of factly, "you're beautiful."


"You're so sweet for saying
that."


"I mean it." And Brendan
did. To the rest of the men in the world, Ellen may have ranked a 6, even if
her ass ranked an 11 -- but to him all of Ellen was a 20.


Fifteen minutes later they were
driving down the curvy, blacktopped streets of an upscale suburban neighborhood
that was about a mile and a half away from the one where Brendan and Ellen
lived, a fancy affair called Woodline. Woodline was a picture of the American Dream: all the
houses were one and two storey, ranch style affairs – some with two and a half storeys, with gables and balconies; some with faux-Tudor
styling – all of them with manicured, rich green lawns; plenty of professional
landscaping with beauty bark, low hedges, and Japanese evergreens; and flower
beds bursting with radiant colors in the bright July sun. The vast majority of
the houses had three car garages. 


"Look at this
neighborhood!" exclaimed Ellen, her jaw dropping at the fine houses, the
perfect yards, the perfect styling, the opulence. "Look at that
house!!" 


She pointed to a large wood-framed
house which was laid out in a lazy L, fronted with a grand, brick façade. It
had a peaked, shake roof in the middle of it, the front of which was nothing
but thick glass, resembling a monstrous A-frame with a two storey house around
it. Ellen could see the ceiling inside the house, which looked like it was a
rich, treated fir or redwood.


"I bet they have monstrous
Christmas trees every year, right in front of that picture window!" she
said. "If you get your promotion maybe we can buy a house like that!"


"That would be nice,"
said Brendan. He was also amazed at the finery in the Woodline
subdivision. All his life he had been forced to live on less. A child of working
class parents, he grew up in small houses usually in poorer neighborhoods south
of Seattle, ones that were hastily erected in the 1950's that were now
borderline slums. When he was growing up, crime was already increasing. By the
time he got out of college with his $80,000 in student loan debts, and lucked
into his IT position at the aircraft factory, he was thoroughly weary of
constant semi-poverty and had developed the ambition to make as much money as
he could.


That meant working long hours – and
trying to get along with your superiors so you would get promotions. Being on
salary, he even worked many hours for free – something illegal in the State of
Washington – just to show his bosses just how diligent he was as a worker; and
even moreso, Brendan aimed to prove to them all that
he was a team player.


One morning his supervisor -- his
boss Jack Smith -- had a meeting with the IT people. At the meeting he warned
them of possible upcoming layoffs: the company had entered into belt tightening
measures, which they blamed on competition but sources said were just a ruse to
increase stock prices and CEO bonuses. Consequently, the company decided to
outsource some of its IT operations overseas to save some money.


"Now, don't worry!"
emphasized Jack. "We're not laying people off unless forced to. The most
important thing right now is to keep that production up! And if you can prove
to the company that you're a team player, you'll keep your job and there
may be some promotions involved, too!"


He looked around the room,
realizing the hesitancy the workers felt.


"Look, we're all a fuckin' TEAM," Jack said. "There is
no I in Team!" He pounded his fist on the table to emphasize
the point. "That means we all work together – you don't make waves, you
make money for the company – and the company will take care of you in
return!"


That afternoon only reaffirmed in
Brendan the motivation to go along, to get along. Poverty was only a few
precious paychecks away. To get ahead, and build a future for himself and his
sexy wife, he had to be a team player.


He had talked with Ellen about it,
and she was in full agreement. Having grown up in a dumpy rented cottage in a
small, dreary and perpetually rainy lumbering city in Southwest Washington that
looked like the Great Depression had never left – Ellen also wanted to move
forward.


"Be a team player if you
want," she said, realizing that it might mean longer hours. "We want
to have our part of the American Dream – and if that's the only way to get it,
then we'll both do it!"


And here they were, driving through
the Dream – their mouths salivating at the sunshiny opulence. Here was a
neighborhood where many of Brendan's higher-ups lived. The balmy, 85 degree
July sunshine drenched the sea of asphalt, brick and green that surrounded
them, making the neighborhood look like it had been plucked out of the hills of
Southern California and dropped in suburban Seattle.


"Look at all the trees!"
said Ellen. "We have trees in our neighborhood, but not like this!"


As they drove, they noticed all the
tall Douglas fir trees standing in every yard – with here and there a tall blue
spruce – all left there by the developers to give the neighborhood an
established, natural feel. Platted in the early 1990's, Woodline
was intended to provide dream homes for aircraft factory managers, retail
executives, attorneys and doctors, and software workers. By the late 2000's,
with the increase in housing prices, Woodline became
more expensive, and because it was such a desirable neighborhood, the housing
crash in the late 2000's had little effect on Woodline,
if any.


After a mile of driving through the
opulence -- the light from the sun brightening the sea of American flags
hanging from every doorpost, with grey smoke rising from backyard barbecues and
daylight fireworks -- Brendan and Ellen finally reached the Smiths' house.


There were already four cars in the
driveway to the rambling, one story, green stone fronted house when Brendan
pulled his Honda up. He parked it behind a Lexus belonging to one of his
supervisors.


He looked over at his wife.


"Well, we're here,"
Brendan said.


"I hope we fit in," said
Ellen. "I just know those women will outclass me."


"Stop worrying," said
Brendan. "They know we're moderate income. They'll all love you."


"I just hope my dress doesn't
look out of fashion, and I don't look dowdy and ugly compared to the other
wives. I'd hate it for the men to only notice them." She glanced at
Brendan. "You know what I mean."


"You look gorgeous,
honey," said Brendan, leaning over and giving her a kiss. "All the
men are going to go crazy over you."


"You're so sweet," said
Ellen, refreshing her lipstick and checking her eye makeup in the mirror hidden
underneath the visor. "You sure the men will like me?"


"They'll love you, I'm sure of
it."


"Well, I'll do what I can to
be likeable and sexy."


"Stop worrying!"


"I hope their wives are
friendly."


"I'm sure they are. My boss is
a regular guy, for a rich guy. He talks real fast like an Easterner, but is
very down to earth. He told me his wife is the same way. So maybe the rest of
them are just as open and friendly."


"I just hope we aren't out of
place. This house looks so rich."


"Stop worrying! We'll be fine,
I'm sure," said Brendan.


They both walked up the driveway,
past a small, ornate Japanese maple tree which had purple leaves. The tree was
surrounded by a rock garden – immaculately kept and weeded.


Ellen giggled as Brendan grabbed
her plush, firm ass and gave it a squeeze, before taking her hand as they
walked towards the front door of the house -- the click-clack of her
high heels the only sound until the riveting sound of firecrackers pierced the
air, from a block or so away. 


It was a perfect summer day. A
slight whiff of spent gunpowder filled the air as more popping noises and the
laughter of children could be heard several houses down the street.


Brendan rang the doorbell, and the
couple could smell the scent of freshly cooking hamburgers, wafting through the
gentle bright July breeze, coming from the back of the house. Brendan could
hear the chirping of sparrows from the hedge of arborvitae separating the
Smith's opulent house from the one next door, and he also smelled the scent of
pine – obviously from someone's back yard, as pine trees were not native to the
area. A balmy, gentle gust of wind wafted even more scent of cooked hamburgers
and firecracker smoke past the couple, as the jangly
sound of a set of wind-chimes – which were hanging near the front door --
filled the air.


The door opened. A stately,
stunning blonde with massive breasts and long, sexy legs answered the door. She
gave the young couple an instant, warm smile.


"Hi," said the blonde.
"You must be Brendan! I'm Angela."


"Hi, Angela," said
Brendan. "This is my wife, Ellen."


"Glad to meet you both!"
said the blonde. "Jack and Tricia and the rest of the clan are in the back
yard. I was in the kitchen mixing some drinks. I thought I'd heard someone at
the door. Your boss is expecting you." She waved the young couple inside.


The living room was spacious, with
a green flagstone fireplace, its mantel bedecked with red, white and blue
bunting. The living room was immaculate. It had two couches and an easy chair –
all expensive furniture – all matched. The chair and both couches were plush
and deep green in color, and the carpeting was a mellow shade of grey. The
coffee table was cherry wood, with a deep, rich finish. In the corner a large
flat screen TV played, showing a baseball game which no one was watching.
Angela led Brendan and Ellen into the kitchen, and pointed them towards the
sliding door leading into the back yard.


"Hope we're not late,"
said Brendan, noticing the large, spacious stainless steel refrigerator, which
was very expensive. The counter tops were all pink granite. The floor was a
deep, red tile. The kitchen itself looked like it had been torn from the pages
of Sunset magazine.


"Hell, no, you're not late at
all!" said Angela. "Go on back! They've already got the food cooking.
And help yourself."


Brendan opened the sliding door,
and – ever polite – he let his wife go through first.


"Brendan! Glad you made
it!" His boss, Jack, walked over from the patio table, his tanned face in
a broad smile. Jack was built like a linebacker, which he was in college. He
eyed Ellen hungrily, his eyes going from her hair to her petite boobs; from her
boobs to the curve of her waist; from her waist to her ass – and then down her
bare, pale legs all the way to her sexy feet.


"This must be your beautiful
wife you keep telling me about!" He held out his hand towards Ellen.
"I'm Jack."


"Hi Jack," said Ellen, smiling.
"I'm Ellen."


"Your husband tells me you're
the best thing that ever happened to him in his life," said Jack.
"He's quite taken with you, you know! Just looking at you – I
understand!" He gave the young wife a broad smile that would make a TV
impresario proud.


Ellen blushed. "Well, he's the
best thing that happened in my life also," she said.


Ellen looked around. There weren't
many people, just two other couples, and two men who seemed to be either single
or alone. 


A vibrant looking brunette woman with
a low cut, well filled bikini top walked up.


"Hi! I'm Tricia!" She
held out her hand for Brendan and Ellen. "I'm Jack's wife. Welcome to our
home!" Brendan was stunned by the vision in front of him: Tricia Smith had
to be the best looking mother of college students he'd seen in his life. She
had shoulder length, dark brown hair with chestnut highlights, which glinted
when struck by the rays of the afternoon sun. Her eyes were a striking shade of
light blue, and her face was as beautiful as any you'd see on the cover of a
fashion magazine. Her sultry, stately looks belied her Italian-American
heritage, which made her blue eyes even more expressive. Her body was lithe and
curvy, yet athletic – it was obvious that Jack's wife hit the gym frequently.


She was the picture of the perfect
wife; the classic MILF, impeccably sexy -- living the perfect life in a perfect
neighborhood.


"It sure is a nice place you
have here," said Brendan. "What a nice house, and what an awesome
neighborhood! All the trees!"


"We've been here for fifteen
years," said Tricia. "Now that our kids are in college, we've thought
of leaving, but I don't think we ever will. Jack talks about early retirement
and moving to Scottsdale in Arizona, but I put the kibosh on that idea. I don't
want to leave this place, because it's just so perfect. All the trees,
and it's so close to town – yet still far enough away that we don't have to
deal with all the noise."


"I hear ya,"
said Brendan. "We live in Cemetery Heights, closer in to town, and there's
a lot of road noise from Cemetery Road and the shopping center just a couple
blocks away."


"We wanted to live further out
from the noise," said Tricia. "And it helps that we could afford to.
As soon as Jack got his promotion and became supervisor, we bought this
place." She led the young couple to a long, rectangular table which had
platters with freshly cooked burgers, and several dishes with potato salad,
green salad, and three kinds of chips with dip. There were two bottles of white
wine, chilled in ice in a stylish bucket on the table. Tricia poured some into
her glass.


"Help yourself," she
said. "We have white wine here… And those coolers have beer as well as
colas. There's whiskey and rum in the kitchen. Have whatever you like."


 


MY HUSBAND IS AN OCTOPUS


After a few minutes, Brendan and
Ellen were sitting at the round metal patio table. Tricia came over and sat
next to them, her short skirt crawling up the side of her muscular, shapely
thighs. Brendan could barely take his eyes off of her legs. He hadn't been so
close to such a prime, model-like beauty, and her legs were so close they were
nearly touching his. He glanced down at them – muscular and tanned, and
perfect. Brendan couldn't help but wish the he could spend all day running his
tongue up and down them, and never stop.


He could see most of the bottom of
Tricia's ass cheek, and Tricia didn't seem to mind. She noticed him checking
out her body and giggled, taking a sip of wine.


"You like my legs, hon?" she said, flirtatiously. "I see you
checking them out."


"Well, you look like you work
out at the gym," said Brendan, hoping his wife wouldn't catch on to his
straying eye.


"I work out at more places
than just the gym, baby," Tricia said saucily. 


The sun was still shining brightly,
as it was just a week and a half after summer solstice and it was only twenty
minutes after six in the afternoon. A string of firecrackers went off from a
nearby backyard. Instantly, a cloud of light grey smoke went up into the air
from behind the next house, and the air smelled of cordite. 


"There go the Robertsons!" exclaimed Tricia. "They're always
the ones that blow off the most fireworks!" She looked slyly at Brendan.
"But we blow off a lot more than fireworks here at our Fourth
Of July parties!" She licked her lips mischievously, and glanced down
towards Brendan's crotch. "The Robertsons have nothing
on us!"


Brendan smiled, not knowing exactly
what his hostess meant.


"So you have skyrockets,
too?" he said.


"Baby, we've got a lot more
than rockets to get your Fourth of July juices rolling!" She licked her
lips again, and took a large bite of a hot dog, wrapping her lips around it
sweetly before biting it, her mouth looking as if it were made for wrapping
around a thick, hard penis. When she finished her mouthful she gently wiped
some mustard from her lips with a napkin. "Just wait, honey – later on,
you'll see what I mean!"


Brendan glanced at Ellen, who
glanced back, shrugging her shoulders.


"After the card game,"
said Tricia. "That's when the real fun starts!"


Brendan smiled, and took a sip of
his cola. Tricia looked him in the eyes and giggled, and then returned to
eating her hot dog. Angela then sat next to Tricia and the four made small talk
while eating. 


"Who do you think will get you
this time?" said Angela quietly.


"I don't know," said
Tricia. "I'm sure it won't be Jack!"


They both laughed.


"I bet Julie's husband will
want the new one," said Angela.


"She'd better be ready for a
long night, then!" said Tricia, giggling. "He lays it down hard and
rough, but he's so, so good!"


"I know," said Angela.
"Julie tells me all the time. He's gets it up like a cowboy on meth. She's so lucky."


"Where is Julie, anyway?"
said Tricia.


"She has to work. More
overtime at the law office."


"On the Fourth Of July?"


"Tough litigation coming up.
She's a worry wart. But she says overtime is how you win cases."


"Typical for a redhead. Wired
too tight upstairs."


"Too much work and not enough
play time. Tssssk."


"Well, all that overtime is
how they got that big house down in the Valley. All that money. You've seen
that place?! Makes this house look like a garden shed."


"She earned it! But she sure
likes to party though," said Angela. "Even more than us!"


"Has to get that tension out
of her system some way!" said Tricia. "Nothing like a long, hard ride
to make a girl smile!" She giggled profusely, and took another sip of her
wine, which she mixed with ginger ale.


"Who's Julie?" asked
Brendan, curious.


"Oh, she's Kenneth's
wife," said Angela. "You know Kenneth, right?"


"Kind of."


"Kenneth is one of Jack's
bosses. He's that muscular guy over there." Angela pointed to a tall,
toned, and tanned middle aged man with a shaved head and a goatee, with a large
tribal tattoo on his burly right arm. He was playing horseshoes with two other
men – one of them an equally athletic looking, suave gentleman with a full head
of deep brown hair. A third, less muscular man, with dark hair and who was very
good looking, was also playing horseshoes. He tossed one and missed the post by
three feet. 


"Fuck!" the man
exclaimed. He glanced over towards the table, and noticed Ellen. Immediately
they matched eyes. Then his eyes went down her body. Ellen could tell he was
taking her clothes off in his mind. At the same time she noticed his bulge. The
man was very well endowed. Ellen began to feel a surge of warmth in between her
legs.


"That's Roger you're looking
at," said Tricia. "He's a friend of ours."


"The other man is Lewis, my
husband," said Angela. "The one who's about to throw the
horseshoe."


Ellen looked over the man, watching
his muscular arms as he tossed the shoe. It was a ringer. The wives applauded.
The man looked back. He noticed Ellen. Ellen noticed him -- curious as to
whether he, like the previous man, would find her good looking or sexy or not.


"You're checking out my
husband, I see!" said Angela. "Those hands of his are good at more
than just throwing horseshoes."


"He is a nice looking
man," said Ellen. "You're lucky."


"Thank you! But I'd watch your
butt if I were you. My husband Lewis is an octopus! He'll have his hands on
that ass of yours if you're not careful!" Both Angela and Tricia giggled
profusely.


"Julie's husband Kenneth – the
man with the big muscles and the goatee and tattoos? He's even worse!"


"He's very good at breaking in
young women!" giggled Tricia.


"Oh," said Ellen.


"Don't worry," said
Angela. "Like Lewis, he just gets really flirtatious when he's had
a few – that's all!"


"O.K.," said Ellen.
"As long as it's just his hand on my butt, that's O.K.!" She glanced
at Lewis again – the one who smiled at her -- imagining that strong, firm hand
on her ass. Then her mind wandered further -- to the thought of his hand laid
upon her bare ass, smacking it hard, and then grabbing it… Then she
caught herself and looked away, feeling a little guilty.


"He'll be wanting to put a lot
more than just his hand on an ass like yours," Angela said,
smiling broadly. "But be careful, though, girl. You've got the kind of
body that makes these men go crazy – they're like sharks to blood. I've already
seen Lewis really checking out your body. He likes what he sees."


Ellen looked back over at the three
men. The fourth man, Jack – Brendan's boss and the host – was still cooking the
last of the hamburgers. Angela's husband Lewis, the dark haired man, turned and
noticed Ellen checking him out again and smiled. He looked like he was a
magazine model when he was in his 20's. His blue eyes met Ellen's. His gaze
instantly melted her, and she felt a warmth between her legs. He was the kind of
man that girls always dreamed about – tall, dark haired, handsome, and rich.
And those eyes! And there he was, playing horseshoes, and checking Ellen
out – and smiling.


"Be careful, Ellen!"
giggled Tricia. "He's got his eyes on you!"


"He probably wants to put
something else on her, too!" said Angela, laughing.


"Just kidding!" said
Tricia. "But he definitely is checking you out. Especially your butt.
After all -- you have the best one here."


Ellen turned away and smiled at the
two wives, and raised her hamburger up towards her lips. "Well, I'm O.K.
with him checking me out. I'm flattered."


She took a big bite of her
hamburger, as the two other wives made more small talk.


Brendan wondered about some of the
undertones in the two older wives' conversation. They seemed to be quite open
and a bit libertine in attitude about their husbands hitting on other women.


As Kenneth, Lewis and Roger played
horseshoes the sky crackled periodically with the sound of popping bottle
rockets and the distant sounds of firecrackers being lit off.


The rest of the afternoon went
pleasantly. Brendan and Ellen had colas and each eat two hamburgers and a hot
dog. Brendan had some potato salad, and Ellen – always worried about her weight
– had a green salad. Then Tricia brought Ellen a glass of white wine mixed with
ginger ale.


"Try some wine," said
Tricia. "It'll help you loosen up more. You're not driving, right?"


"No," said Ellen.


"Then what have you got to
worry about? Drink up!"


Tricia smiled as Ellen took a sip.


"This tastes really good!"
she said, smiling.


"I've liked drinking it this
way since college," said Tricia.


As the sky began to darken Ellen
began to feel the warmth of the wine. She began to relax more. She was so happy
that the other wives accepted her and were so friendly to her. And the men –
their gazes, their smiles. To be sexually desired by such muscular, rich, and
handsome men! Her pussy began to moisten from the extra attention, and their
flirtatious glances – she couldn't help it.


When it got dark Jack brought out a
large box of fireworks. He attached a pinwheel to the post of the cedar fence
which ran down the side of his back yard. He lit the pinwheel's fuse, and
immediately backed away. For a second they all waited -- at first a small jet
of sparks shot out towards the right, and then slowly the stream of sparks
began to twirl and twirl and twirl, and the circle of sparks got bigger and
bigger with more colors and more colors until it was spinning wildly – forming
a firey circle of bright green, red and gold sparkles,
fizzing and swirling for ten to fifteen seconds before slowing down to a stop.


"Wooooo
Hooooo!" exclaimed Tricia, by now tipsy from her
fourth glass of wine.


Jack then lit another pinwheel, and
then several fountains – some of them shooting golden and white sprays of
sparks high into the air, with blinding, magnesium white sparkles; and other
fountains sending cascades of bright white sparks and red and green colored
fireballs high up into the air. 


Then Jack lit off a couple Piccolo Petes – popular whistler fireworks that sounded like a loud
piccolo starting at high pitch and stopping abruptly at a lower pitch. The
whistling sound echoed throughout the neighboring yard.


The next door neighbors lit a
fountain with a lot of bright, magnesium fireballs, the light of which could
just be seen blinking and sparkling against the back wall of the Smith's house.
The cheers of the neighbors could be heard, as well as the laughter of their
little children.


Jack lit off a strobe pot, a small,
squat cylinder that he set on the brick patio. Soon enough, a magnesium white
flame erupted, strobing like a bright strobe light.
Tricia and Angela giggled. Ellen stood next to Brendan and held his hand. She
leaned up to him and kissed him.


"Isn't this fun?" she
said, whispering in his ear.


"Sure is!" said Brendan,
grabbing her ass quickly. Ellen giggled, wiggling her butt a little while
holding Brendan's hand against it for a couple seconds.


"I'm so glad they accepted
us," she said. "They all seem like such nice people!"


"I'm glad, too," said
Brendan. "And what did I tell you? They'd all find you attractive and
personable. They like you."


"I hope so!"


Their short conversation was cut
short as Jack lit off a couple bottle rockets, followed by a roman candle,
which he had propped inside an old coffee can weighted with sand. The back yard
lit up from the lobbing of bright red fireballs, as Tricia, Angela and Ellen
all cheered.


About twenty fireworks later, the
group retired inside the kitchen for a game of cards.


They started out playing rummy but
soon enough they tired of it.


"We could play strip
poker!" gushed Tricia, her breasts nearly falling out of her bikini top.


"No," said Jack.
"Let's play some real poker for a while. The stripping can happen
later!"


Angela and Tricia both laughed
heartily.


Soon enough, the men began playing
poker. Following his boss's lead, Brendan began playing for real money. Before
an hour was up, he was down two hundred bucks. Fifteen minutes later he
double-checked his wallet – all he had was $175 left, and knew he had to stop,
or he would have an empty wallet.


Sensing that his guests were
getting bored with cards, Jack suggested they all go into the living room for
more drinks.


"Let's do the auction!"
suggested Tricia with a glint in her eye.


"You sure, honey?" said
Jack.


"Of course I'm sure! I can't
wait to see who gets me!"


"Auction?" said Brendan
to Kenneth, who had been sitting next to him at the kitchen table. Now they
were sitting near each other on one of the two green couches. Kenneth had won
$500 at the poker game – he was an excellent player. "What do they mean,
auction?"


"Oh, there's always an auction
at Jack's parties," said Kenneth nonchalantly. "Just sit tight.
You'll see." Kenneth eyed the big, firm ass of Brendan's wife Ellen as she
walked past, headed for the kitchen to get another drink. Ellen noticed
Kenneth's lusty eye staring at her butt, and she smiled shyly. Kenneth smiled
lustily. As she passed him, he reached out and smacked her ass playfully. Ellen
blushed and giggled.


Brendan, taken a bit aback, said
nothing. After all, Kenneth would be one of the men who determined whether he
had a future at the company or not. Kenneth would be one of the men who
determined whether he had a promotion, or stayed in a thankless job for the rest
of his life – if he even lasted before getting laid off. Kenneth would be one
of the men who determined whether Brendan was indeed enough of a team player
to get the means to buy a house like this.


"She's a hottie,
that's for sure," Kenneth said to Brendan, still ogling Ellen's big butt.
Ellen was in the kitchen standing in the open, next to the counter in front of
the large back window. Her light blue skirt was grabbing the cheeks of her ass,
the hem hanging just below the area where her plump butt joined her sexy
thighs. It would give a eunuch a massive hard-on. Brendan looked at his wife,
proud. 


"I wonder who will get
her," Kenneth said.


"What do you mean? Who will
get who?" said Brendan.


"I meant – who will get
her." Kenneth pointed at Ellen's ass. "Your wife."


"I don't understand your
question."


"No one told you? Oh… Well…
just sit tight. The auction will start soon enough."


"The auction."


"Yeah. The auction. It's all
in fun. And fun it is."


Brendan, not wanting to look stupid
by asking stupid questions, let it slide. He went into the kitchen to get a
whiskey on the rocks. It was excellent whiskey, and he was glad he wasn't
paying for it. He sat back at the couch, and his wife Ellen sat next to him.
She had her glass of white wine mixed with her soda, and seemed to be getting a
little bit tipsy.


After about ten minutes Roger stood
up in the entryway to the living room.


"All right," he said.
"Now is the time for the highlight of this Fourth Of July
party." He looked over the room, exuding all the confidence of a TV game
show host. "As you all know, we have a tradition here at Jack's parties to
hold an auction to benefit the poor and homeless children of Northwood. Last
party we raised $900. At the party we had before that one – our Christmas party
– the auction raised $2500!"


"Woooo
Hooooo!" shouted Angela. "I will never
forget that one!"


"I know," said Roger.
"Your services commanded nearly half of that amount!"


"I was worth every
penny!"


"I am sure you were,"
said Roger.


"You should know, Roger. You're
the one who won me!"


"I know," said Roger.
"You drove me literally nuts for an hour or more."


"I kept you going for a lot
longer than that," said Angela, taking a big swill of her drink. "We
even did anal for an hour, if I remember correctly."


As she spoke, Ellen glanced over at
Brendan, as if to say 'why didn't you tell me about this being a swing party?'


Brendan shrugged his shoulders.


"All right, enough small talk.
We'll start with the hostess," said Roger. "As you all know, Tricia
is a tigress in bed." He looked over at the Italian-American wife, who was
by now clearly tipsy and horny. "And I know you all know, because – except
for the new couple -- we've all fucked her at one time or another!"


The room erupted in laughter.


"So let's start out at $150.
Do I hear $150 for Tricia?"


"Three hundred," said
Angela's husband Lewis.


"Three hundred for a night
with Tricia. Do I hear three-fifty?"


"Four hundred fifty!"
exclaimed Kenneth.


"Five hundred seventy
five!" exclaimed Lewis in return.


"O.K. guys, wait until I get a
chance to do the calling! Now I just heard $575 bid for a night with Tricia,
bid by Lewis. Do I hear six hundred?"


There was no answer. Roger looked
over at Brendan. Brendan just smiled dumbly – he only had $175 in his wallet –
the first bid already was above anything he could pay. And besides – what would
Ellen think?


"Five seventy five, going
once!"


No answer.


"Five seventy five, going
twice!"


No answer.


"Five seventy five – going,
going, gone! Tricia has been sold!! Sold to Lewis Stott for
$575!!"


"Wooooo
Hooooo!!!!" shouted Tricia, pulling her bikini
top down, letting her massive breasts bounce out into the rarified air of the
living room auction. Lewis moved right next to her, and immediately cupped a
hand around Tricia's right breast, squeezing it gently before placing the
nipple into his mouth.


Within a minute or so the two were
kissing on the second couch, Lewis's hand up Tricia's skirt, with Lewis's wife
Angela acting as if it were no big deal.


Brendan was flabbergasted. He
glanced at Ellen, who was ignoring him for the moment, nervously biting her
nails. He could see Kenneth staring at her legs, and then her face. Ellen –
noticing the man's attention -- giggled nervously.


"Well," said Roger.
"As your wife, Kenneth – " The auctioneer pointed towards his work
mate – "As Julie isn't here yet, we'll move on to our next
contestant. Ellen!!"


Roger pointed to Brendan's sweet
young wife. Instantly, her face turned pink. She giggled apprehensively.


Noticing her reaction, Roger
cleared his throat. 


"Now, Ellen," he said.
"You're fine with this, right? You don't have a problem with this game?
After all, it's for a good cause."


Ellen stammered a little, as if
searching for something to say.


"You want to bow out?"
Roger said quickly. "You don't want to join our party here?"


"Well…" stammered the
wife. "I…."


"I just wanted to make sure
you're O.K. with this -- that you're on board with the rest of us. We're all
part of a team here." Roger swept his hand towards the other two
wives present. "As you can tell, the other women love this
game. We hope you will, too!"


"It's fun, girl!" said
Angela. Tricia was starting to moan at the end of the other couch. Angela
looked over at her. 


"Trish!"


"Ummm,
yeah?"


"Tell the new girl how great
this game is!"


The brunette glanced over at the
nervous, curvy blonde.


"You'll love it, honey. Try it
before you knock it!"


Ellen glanced at her husband, who
had a blank stare, and then glanced over towards Tricia and Angela, who both
smiled – as if they expected her to be a big girl and play along.


"You O.K. with the game?"
said Roger, expectantly.


"You'll love it!" gushed
Angela.


"I guess I'm fine with
it," said Ellen, finally. Brendan was floored.


"You're sure?"


"Yes," said Ellen.
"It sounds like fun!"


Brendan felt a shock go through
him, as if he'd been slammed by a truck. His own wife, saying she'd like to be auctioned.
For sex.


"So it's O.K. for me to go
through with this auction, then?"


"Sure!" said Ellen,
giggling nervously. "It can't hurt!"


"O.K.," said Roger. He
turned to the rest of the room. "Now, we have a hot young lady who looks
like she's a sensation in bed! Look at her, men! So sweet, yet such an awesome,
fuckable body! How much do I get for her? Do I hear
three hundred? Her butt alone is worth twice that much!"


"Four hundred and fifty!"
shouted Kenneth – the same man, who just earlier, had asked Brendan who exactly
would get Ellen later in the evening. Kenneth looked over Ellen's body, from
toe to head to toe again, his eyes on fire with unquenchable desire.


Instantly, Brendan knew exactly who
was going to fuck his wife that evening. Who's penis would be working his
wife's vagina to a frenzy. Who's cock would be filling his wife with semen. It
wouldn't be Brendan's – that was for sure.


On the inside he was completely
crushed. He only had $175. He already was completely unable to bid to
keep his own wife from being fucked by another man.


He felt completely and utterly
helpless. All he could do was watch. If he made a scene now, he would not only
crush any chances of that promotion – he would be going against the apparent
wishes of his own wife, who had just said she was willing to play the game.
Ellen nervously fidgeted, breathing excitedly – and moving her body away from
her husband slightly.


"Ken had just bid four hundred
fifty for a night with Ellen. Do I hear five hundred??"


"Four hundred seventy
five!" shouted Jack, Brendan's boss.


"Come on, Jack. You can afford
more than that. Look at her. She looks like she's barely been broken in!! A
lusty young thing like that deserves more than $475 for a night of non-stop,
marathon fucking!"


"O.K.," shouted Jack.
"Five hundred!!!"


Brendan spent the remainder of the
time observing the auctioning off of his wife feeling like he was in a daze.
Numbers flew by like so much static, and the filthy, sexual comments about how fuckable, how sweet, how virginal, how hot, how lusty, how
awesome his wife was, how great her body was, how fuckable
her big ass was – and how much of a whore she probably was in bed – all the
comments went in one ear and out the other.


Finally, she was auctioned off to
Kenneth. For nine hundred dollars.


And soon enough, she would be taken.


 


DO I GET FIVE HUNDRED FOR ANGELA?


"Do I get four? Four hundred
dollars for Angela?" Roger took a swig from his rum and cola and looked
around the room. According to the rules, a guy could bid on as many wives as he
wanted. If more than one guy won a wife in an auction, they would arrange to
share the woman – either by taking turns, or switching half way through the
morning, or sharing the wife in a threesome.


But the way it looked, Angela, a
stacked blonde, would be going to Brendan's boss Jack Smith.


"Come on! Can I get four
hundred for Angela?? She's well worth it!" Roger bellowed.


"Five-fifty," said Jack.


"Any other takers?" Roger
looked over the room. Brendan, of course, had no money to bid. The other two
men were busy making out with the wives they had already bought for the
evening. Kenneth sat next to Ellen, and began kissing her on the neck and
cheek, running a firm, masculine hand up her thigh. She moaned slightly.
Brendan felt his stomach churn in a slow panic.


"Roger, why don't you bid on
me?" said Angela. "You need to get laid, too, you know!"


"I didn't know the auctioneer
could bid," said Roger. "I just thought the rules were that the
auctioneer gets a half hour with the woman of his choice."


"Well," said Angela,
"that too."


"O.K.," said Roger.
"I'll bid six hundred."


"A thousand dollars,"
called out Jack.


"Fuck, Jack, you really want a
piece of Angela, don't you." Roger didn't have more than seven hundred
dollars handy to bid on a wife.


"I've always wanted a piece of
her nice wide ass," said Jack, smiling broadly.


"You dirty man!"
exclaimed Angela in mock disgust. "A regular womanizer!"


"Womanizing is my weakness,
but it's also my strength," said Jack. "Men who womanize are winners.
Men who are staid, committed types generally lose out in life."


Angela shook her head, grinning. A
natural hotwife with a lengthy history of torrid
affairs with numerous partners, she looked over at Brendan.


"How about you, Brendan?"
she said. "Why aren't you bidding? Don't you want me? I'm good! I'll make
you forget your sweet young wife there is getting nailed all night by
Kenneth!"


"I don’t have the money,"
said Brendan, dejectedly.


"Oh," said the blonde,
her voice belying a hint of sympathy. "But wouldn't you want to fuck me if
you could bid on me??"


"To be truthful -- I've always
just stuck to my wife."


"What a nice man," said
Angela. "But don't you think you're missing out on a lot of fun?"


"I don't know," said
Brendan. "I suppose so."


"Life is for living, you don't
get a second time around," said Jack. "I love to fuck, and if I get a
chance to have a little variety in my fucking, I go for it."


"What about Tricia?" said
Brendan. "I mean, she's your wife, and…."


"She loves cock," said
Jack. "And not just mine!" He laughed aloud. "Although one time
she strayed on me, and I gave her ass a hard spanking that left her sore for a
week!"


Angela laughed. "You
didn't!"


"I did," said Jack.
"But not that bad!" He took a sip from his glass of whiskey on the
rocks. "I bent that bitch over and burnished her butt nice and pink. She
loved it."


They both laughed.


As the two spoke, Brendan kept
looking in his wallet, re-counting his money, as if trying to forget what was
now taking place. His wife was now being seduced by an older, tougher, more
muscular man. Over and over he recounted his money. But no amount of re-counting
would make any more appear. 


Meanwhile, Brendan heard more
moaning from his wife, who was still sitting right next to him. He looked to
his left and saw the strange man's hand on his wife's leg, working its way up
underneath her skirt, inches from her pussy. He could hear the sound of the man
kissing his wife's cheek, and then could hear Ellen let out a low gasp as
Kenneth's lips grazed hers, his hand firmly shoved as far up under her skirt as
it would go. 


It was obvious to Brendan that the
other man's fingers were now resting against Ellen's pussy, and the only thing
keeping her labia from Kenneth's probing fingers was a thin, thin layer of
silky nylon.


The small talk from the others in
the room faded as all Brendan could hear was his wife's soft whimpers and the
sloppy noises of Ellen and Kenneth deep kissing. His stomach became immediately
tied in a knot.


"Brendan?" said Angela.
"You haven't answered my question? You O.K., honey?"


"Yeah," said Brendan.
"I guess."


"So what do you think of all
this?"


"I think I should have brought
more money," said Brendan.


Angela, Roger and Jack all laughed.



Meanwhile, Kenneth smoothly placed
his arm around Brendan's wife -- with no concern that her husband was sitting
right next to her -- pulling her closer towards him while sucking her tongue
into his mouth forcefully. Kenneth boldly worked a finger up around the thin
fabric of Ellen's panties, and as soon as it touched her vagina she let out a
sweet, high pitched gasp, and then several more in succession – Kenneth's
expert, rapacious and seductive fingers were already working their magic on the
young wife's pussy, sending her quickly towards orgasm. 


"Wooo
Hooo!" exclaimed Angela. "That girl is
getting her swinging education!"


By now, Ellen was positioned as far
away from her husband as she could get, the sweet sounds of her seduction
stabbing Brendan in the heart. 


Brendan felt completely helpless –
the other man was seducing his wife so expertly and efficiently, as if he was a
wife breaking machine -- and Brendan knew he was completely powerless to stop
it.


"Anyway," said Roger,
"do we have any more bids for Angela?" He looked over at Brendan.
"You got a checkbook handy, Brendan? We'll take checks. We trust
you."


Brendan shrugged his shoulders.
"I left it at home."


"Fuck. That really sucks for
you. I'm so sorry."


Ellen let out a string of loud
whimpers. Brendan glanced sideways to see Ellen's skirt up over her tummy, with
two of Kenneth's fingers forcefully working in and out of her tight, pink
pussy. Brendan could just hear the soft squish, squish, squish of
Ellen's clenching vagina as it was fucked by the fingers of her expert seducer.


"Any more bids for
Angela??" urged Roger. "Come on, guys!"


"I'll bid fifteen hundred for
her," said Jack. "No more."


"Well, Jack," said Roger,
"I don't have that much money, and neither does Brendan there --
obviously. So I guess Angela is sold – sold for fifteen hundred
dollars!"


"Woooo
Hoooo!" shouted Angela. She immediately got up
off the couch where she was sitting and ran up to Jack, and embraced him. No
sooner than Jack got his hands on Angela's ass they were walking down the
hallway to one of the bedrooms.


Meanwhile, Ellen let out a loud,
wavering cry as she climaxed on Kenneth's strong, thick fingers. Instantly, it
was muffled as Kenneth sucked her tongue into his mouth. It was obvious to
Brendan that within minutes his wife and Kenneth would be fucking like feverish
teenagers – and she wasn't putting up any sort of protest whatsoever, which
stung even more.


It reminded him of the first girl
he ever loved. She left the high school dance with three guys. The next Monday
he heard she had fucked all three of them repeatedly.


Just like now, Brendan's heart was
completely broken.


Only this time, it was infinitely
worse – this time, it was the only love of his life that mattered: his
cherished wife.


 


SHE'S A COMPLETE ANIMAL


"Well," said Roger,
"it looks like we made three thousand dollars for the homeless kids of
Northwood." He looked over at Kenneth and Ellen, who were still making
out. Ellen was starting to heat up to a feverish pitch – Roger could tell that
she was returning Kenneth's kisses, bucking and pushing her hips towards
Kenneth's strong fingers, forcing them deep into her birth canal, fucking
herself on them all the way to the knuckles, the squish, squish, squish
noises more prominent as the young wife's vagina gushed from the recent orgasm.
She was already addicted to the expert manual caresses of the husky, athletic
male seducer. What a horny little slut, Roger thought to himself. I want a
piece of that.


Kenneth broke the kiss and stood
up, holding Ellen's hands. He pulled her up from the couch. 


"Well," he said, "if
you all here will excuse us, we have to go down the hall so we can get better
acquainted." He glanced at Brendan. "I salute you, sir, for having
such an excellent wife!" He gave the dejected husband a mock salute, and a
blank, if beaming TV smile. Ellen completely avoided Brendan's gaze. Kenneth
immediately led Ellen by the hand towards the hallway. "Come on, honey.
Daddy's going to give you the fuck of your life."


"Hold up a minute,
Kenneth," said Roger.


"What for?"


"Well, the rules say that the
auctioneer gets first choice of any woman he picks, for a half hour of
lovemaking."


"I know."


"Well – Ellen is my first
choice."


Kenneth looked dumbfounded.


"You're shittin'
me."


Ellen looked both at Brendan,
before quickly averting her gaze, and then she glanced at Roger, with a look of
surprise in her eyes.


"No. Not shittin'
you at all," said Roger, looking over the young wife lustily. "It's
the rules. We all agreed to them."


"That's true," said
Kenneth.


Roger approached the couple. He
grabbed Ellen's hand from Kenneth's grasp, and pulled her away from him. He
lifted her soft hand to his lips, her left hand, the one with the wedding ring
-- and kissed her fingers.


"You are so beautiful, Ellen…
A dream come true. Such a lady. May I have your company for a little while?
Please?"


Ellen blushed and smiled, giggling
nervously. Here were two masculine, hot men – both vying for her body for the
evening. She purposefully avoided any eye contact with her husband.


Before Ellen could say anything,
Roger led her down the hallway towards one of the back bedrooms. The last thing
Brendan saw of his wife was the sight of her and Roger kissing while entering
the hallway -- her big, round ass pumping against the tight material of her
form-fitting dress, the hem still trying to crawl up the cheeks of her plump
butt -- with Roger's firm, muscular hand lifting her skirt up all the way and groping
her pale flesh, running his masculine fingers into her ass crack, before
smacking her ass hard and holding onto it with a commanding grip as the new
couple disappeared into the shadows.


"Well, I'm going back to watch
the excitement," said Kenneth to Brendan. They were now the only two men
in the living room. All the others were having sex with someone else's wife, or
on the way there. "You want to watch, too?"


"What do you mean,
watch?"


"You can watch if you want,
that's part of the rules here."


"Really."


"Really," said Kenneth.
"I think I'll watch Jack's wife Tricia get fucked by Lewis until Roger's
half hour is up." He looked over Brendan. What a loser, he thought to
himself. Poor guy is completely unprepared for a high class swinger party.
Didn't Jack tell him to bring more money? Fuck.


"You want to come watch
them?"


"I don’t know about
that," said Brendan.


"Lewis fucks hard core, and
Tricia is a real whore in bed. She's a fucking animal. It's fun to
see."


"I'll pass," said
Brendan.


Kenneth turned and went down the
hallway.


Brendan just sat at the couch,
completely shaken. He knew there was nothing he could do. His wife didn't take
orders well. And he was raised to be polite, go with the flow, don't ask too
many questions, don't insult the host and hostess when you're at someone else's
house. Do what the company or your boss expects of you, and you'll be rewarded.
Go with the flow. Be a team player. Be gentle to people. Be respectful of
others, especially women -- be a nice guy. Don't tell women what to do, they
can decide for themselves what they do with their body.


And his wife had apparently decided
what was best for her body was to get fucked senseless by two strange men over
the evening.


The TV was still on – now that the crowd
was dispersed – all paired off and engaged in varying degrees of debauchery,
the audio of a mindless sit-com could be heard. Brendan's eyes gazed at the TV
set but his mind was elsewhere. 


Soon he heard the piercing sound of
a string of sweet, musical whimpers. It reverberated out the hallway and
throughout the living room. It was unmistakably female, and unmistakably sexual
in nature. Brendan recognized the voice immediately. Then he heard a delicious,
sharp smacking sound, which was undoubtedly a firm male hand on a plush female
ass. Then more agonizingly sweet whimpers.


His stomach tied into a tight knot.
More whimpers and a long chorus of sweet cries.


He hung his head in his hands.
Obviously Roger had left the door open, and obviously he was already fucking
Ellen. More whimpers and piercing cries, the kind that Ellen only gave when she
was approaching orgasm.


More smacking noises, with feigned,
feminine protests – instantly turned to another chorus of agonizingly hot
feminine whimpers and mumbled, incoherent, delirious phrases.


Brendan got up and went to the
kitchen to pour a stiff drink.


While in the kitchen, he thought he
heard the front door to the house open and shut. Then he heard the obvious tap,
tap, tap of high heels on the tile entryway, before they were muffled by
the carpeting. Thinking nothing of it, Brendan poured the whiskey over the icecubes, straight. He didn't bother to look to see who it
was that had entered the house – apparently a woman. 


He took a long sip of his whiskey.
Then he poured more whiskey into the glass. He still could hear the sounds of
his wife being fucked in the nearby bedroom – each chorus of sighs piercing him
to the heart, slamming him in the gut.


Suddenly, a deafening shriek
blasted out from the hallway. That meant Ellen was climaxing.


Brendan wanted to cry. He took
another large gulp of whiskey, hoping it would soon kill the feeling. More
cries and whimpers, and another smacking sound, as if Roger were wailing on
Ellen's big ass, smacking it forcefully while he fucked her. 


Then Brendan had to pee.


He headed for the hallway, where
the bathroom was.


Walking down the hallway, he
noticed the door to the first bedroom on the left was open. He could hear the
sweet music of his wife's voice filling the room and spilling through the open
doorway, out into the hallway. He turned to look through the doorway. He just had
to look.


Immediately, he was thrown into a
dark, deep panic.


There in the brightly lit room was
his wife, on all fours on a king sized bed. The first thing he saw was her face
– her eyes rolling in her head, her mouth an open 'O', her hair splayed over
the pillow, obviously in deep rapture.


Her skirt was shoved up over her
waist, her high heels and panties had been tossed out over the floor like
yesterday's trash. Her massive, shapely, big pale ass stuck up and out –
completely bare, it was striated bright red with handprints, and it was
billowing in waves from rhythmic movement. Her curvy body looked luscious as it
was being violated by the strange man – Roger -- who kept a firm hand on the
small of her back, owning her as he fucked her. 


Roger was pants-less, kneeling
behind Ellen, his massive nine inch cock impaling the cleft between Ellen's big
ass cheeks like a meth-driven monkey in heat -- his
groin slamming Ellen's big ass flat with each hard thrust. Ellen's ass cheeks
jiggled with each of the man's powerful thrusts as he broke in the young wife
to the pleasures of swinging. The man reached forward with his left hand and
grabbed a handful of Ellen's blonde hair, pulling her head back viciously,
riding her like a cowboy rides a bronco buck as the girl whinnied in abject
pleasure.


"Come on, bitch!!!
Fucking come already!" exclaimed Roger, smacking Ellen on the ass
with his right hand, Ellen's butt turning white the moment his palm cracked
against her soft skin. Instantly, a red handprint formed as Ellen whimpered and
cried in ecstasy.


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!


"Fucking COME, BITCH!"


Roger's ass and thighs were pumping
vigorously as his nine inches of thick, hard, veiny
meat slammed in and out of the young wife's clenching pussy, each thrust
causing her to cry out as soon as it bottomed out in her belly.


"Come on, Ellen! Fuckin' COME already!!!"


SMACK! SMACK!!!


Whimper, whimper.


SMACK!!! SMACK-SMACK!!!


Ellen let out a wail, her pale ass
now criss-crossed with red marks, and her fingers
gripping the covers as she writhed in the agony of sexual release. Roger
released her hair, returning his left hand to the small of her back, gripping
his fingers alongside her waist as if owning her, shoving his pussy dampened
cock into Ellen with long, hard thrusts.


The wife shook her head in the
agony of orgasm, her hair splayed all over the bedsheets
recklessly as she sobbed in joy.


Sitting on an easy chair
photographing the spectacle was Kenneth, camera in one hand, snapping pictures
– his large, eight inch cock in his other hand.


Ellen – bucking like a mare being
bred by a wild stallion -- turned her face towards Brendan – her eyes closed. She
gasped uncontrollably as she convulsed in abject pleasure.


Brendan just stood there,
transfixed, his heart in a panic. He had never seen her respond so sexually
before. Immediately he felt completely inadequate as a lover and sex partner.
There was no way he could compete with such well-endowed savagery.


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK-SMACK!!!!


Roger laid his palm and fingers
across the plush, bouncing female ass flesh as he slammed his cock home in
Ellen's thick backside. Instantly, Ellen's ass was marred by several new
handprints.


"Come on, you slut!!"
shouted Roger, violently slamming his cock deep into Ellen's clenching pussy. 


"Fuck her good, man!"
urged Kenneth. "Pound her!"


To Brendan it looked like a small
baseball bat violating his wife's pussy.


"Let's hear you come
again!!" Roger taunted the wife.


Within seconds Brendan's wife let
out more deafening shrieks of ecstasy as she clenched the bedcovers with her
finely manicured fingers. The din of her joyous screams was overwhelming, soon
muffled slightly by her digging her teeth into the covers as she climaxed, her
toes curling as she was overtaken by delirium. Roger kept pummeling her pussy
with his massive, thick penis, as Ellen responded like a sex-crazed animal.
Roger pulled out, and slapped his cock head on her red-marked ass.


"Fuck!" he exclaimed.
"I can't come yet! No way! I
need to fuck her some more!! She's got the perfect pussy!"


He kept slapping his cock on
Ellen's plump butt, before shoving the head next to her labia, pushing himself
back inside her.


"Fuck her some more,
dude," urged Kenneth, still snapping photos.


Roger grabbed Ellen by the waist,
and slammed his cock as deep as it could go, his firm cock head deeply
violating the wife's belly. Brendan couldn't remove his gaze from the sight. His
wife looked the part of a porn actress being bred by a well-endowed stud. The
room silenced as Roger continued fucking Ellen, his thick cock masterfully
working her clenching orifice.


"Fuck!" her moaned.
"I'm gonna fucking come!!"


"Fill the bitch, then,"
urged Kenneth. "I'll snap pictures!"


Roger slammed his cock into the
young wife violently before letting out a loud grunt, and soon Brendan could
see the man's girth was coated with frothy, creamy white as it continued pistoning in and out of her clenching, sloppy wet vagina.


"Looks like you're shooting a
damned massive load into that bitch, Roger," said Kenneth, standing up,
his cock fully erect. He kept snapping photos as Roger finished fucking the
young woman.


"Fuck! Her pussy is so damned tight!"
exclaimed Roger, grinding his cock head deep into the wife's belly, before
pulling out slowly. "This bitch is an complete whore in bed!!! You're gonna love this!" 


"I think I will," said
Kenneth, getting up on the bed. He handed the camera to Roger. "Here. You
photograph us while I nail her. If you want, you can join in
later." He handed Roger his camera. "We should take turns on her, and
keep her coming all morning! She'll never be the same."


Roger grinned. "Fuck, yeah!!!
She'll definitely be a hotwife by the time we're done
with her. That sounds like a plan!"


 


A FAIR EXCHANGE


Brendan could take no more. The two
men were so taken with debauching his young wife that they hadn't noticed him
standing in the hallway. He made his way to the bathroom, wanting to puke or
cry – he wasn't sure which. The door was partly open. He pushed it open all the
way, still having to pee.


He froze in his tracks. The
bathroom had been occupied. 


There she was: a stunning redhead.
She was the most amazing looking woman he had ever seen. He had thought
Italian-American MILF Tricia was hot, but Tricia was nothing compared to this
wonder. The redhead immediately smiled. What an angelic presence she had! Her
piercing, sea-green eyes instantly sent him to other places. 


Her hair, a bright copper color,
was lustrous and long and wavy. The redhead's smile was warm and bright,
revealing a perfect row of white teeth, and her freckles only made her seem
more approachable.


She looked over Brendan and
giggled. She was still pulling up her tight white slacks, forcing them up over
her shapely, wide hips. As soon as she accomplished the feat, she reached over
and flushed the toilet.


"Hey!" she exclaimed.
"Aren't you the new guy? I've never seen you before."


"Sorry," said Brendan,
embarrassed. "I'll wait outside."


"No! Don't go. Shut the
fucking door. I was just peeing. No big deal."


"You sure?"


"Of course I'm sure!" She
kept smiling at Brendan. He hadn't noticed her previously – he remembered that someone's
wife was missing, but didn't know exactly who. He instantly sussed
she was the tip-tap of the high heels he had heard when he was pouring his
whiskey. "You're one of the new couple, aren't you."


"Yeah," said Brendan,
dejectedly. A loud chorus of Ellen's sighs pierced the silence. "Who are
you? Are you part of the auction?"


"No. I got here late, so I
missed it. I guess I'll have find some other
way to commandeer some cock for the evening. Anyway, I came in while you
were in the kitchen. I remember seeing you in there, getting a drink."


She held out her right hand.
"I'm Julie. Julie Hardison. I'm Kenneth's
wife."


"I'm Brendan," said
Brendan. He looked down and noticed Julie's left hand was graced with a gold
wedding ring with a massive rock. He glanced back up at the woman's face. She
was angelic. Her long, light red hair reached down below her nipple line. Her
tits were large – at least D's. She wore a light sweater top with a low V
neckline, revealing her freckle-graced cleavage. Her eyes were a bright sea
green, and her teeth perfect. Her nose was straight, and the bridge of her nose
was graced with a sprinkling of freckles. She looked Brendan over.


"You O.K.?" she said,
washing her hands. "You look really upset."


"That's because I am,"
said Brendan.


"Don't tell me: that horny
girl with the big ass getting royally fucked in the next bedroom is your
wife."


"Yeah," said Brendan
dejectedly. "I just saw her… with the two men," he said.


"And you have something
against that?"


"Well, I wasn't expecting this
to all happen."


The redhead, instantly able to recognize
that Brendan was truly surprised at the nature of the evening's undertakings,
had a look of surprise and sympathy in her eyes, and she lifted a hand to her
mouth – her eyes looking deep into Brendan's.


"You mean -- no one told
you ahead of time about these parties?"


"Not this. I guess they just
forgot to say anything."


"Oh." Julie looked away,
drying her hands on the towel. Then she turned back towards Brendan. He noticed
that she was athletic, with pleasant curves, and her tight white slacks revealed
an outline that hinted of erection inducing legs and an erection inducing, fine
wide MILF ass. He glanced at her sexy feet, which were finely pedicured, wrapped in white strap heels.


"You like what you see?"
she said, giggling.


"You're very good looking,"
said Brendan.


"Thank you." Julie looked
him over. "You really are upset about seeing your wife getting
fucked, aren't you. Most men would be jumping my bones right now. Or at least
trying to."


"Yes. I'm upset about seeing
her like that."


"And no one told you this
would be a swing party."


"No, just a Fourth Of July
hamburger party." Brendan still had to pee. "I came here because I
wanted to get on my boss's good side."


"Who's your boss?"


"Jack Smith."


"He's such a fast talker, I'm
sure he just forgot to tell you about the swinging. But hell, who doesn’t
like swinging? It's one of my favorite pastimes!"


"I never thought about trying
it. My wife didn't, either."


"But she's more than trying it
now, isn't she." The conversation was punctuated by another chorus
of Ellen's deafening shrieks and whimpers of utter joy. "It sure sounds
like she loves swinging!"


"I think she went through with
it because she wants me to get that promotion."


"From what I'm hearing coming
out of that room -- your promotion is the last thing on her mind right
now."


"I suppose," said
Brendan.


"By the way, if you want to
pee, go right ahead," said Julie. "I'll look the other way." She
giggled. 


Brendan didn't know what to do.


"Hey. You think I've never seen
a strange man's cock before? I've seen more strange cock than a
proctologist." She laughed out loud, her light hearted laughter filling
the bathroom with cheer. She sat against the washstand. "Go ahead. I'm
not going anywhere. Do your thing."


Brendan pulled out his cock – all six
and a half inches -- and started to do what he came into the bathroom to do.


"Say, that's a nice one,"
said Julie. "You want to come home with me? My husband's doing your wife.
No one auctioned me. I'm all yours. That's a fair exchange, don't ya think?"


Brendan finished up, and zipped.


Julie looked him over. "Last
time, one of the men paid out a thousand bucks for a night with me. And I'm
worth every penny. But you get everything for free."


Brendan looked over at the redhead.
She looked him in the eyes.


"Hey, buddy. I know your heart
might be breaking. But your wife is going to be with my husband and that other
man all night. That's a given. They're gonna fuck her
and fuck her and fuck her until her pussy is so sore she won't be able to fuck
for a month. So come home with me. I'll make this all worth your while. Then
when it's all done, you can go home to wifey all calm
and fucked out – and she'll be all yours again."


Brendan was speechless. He was –
naturally – stunned. The redhead had a stunning, model-like body. She was
physically the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. And here she was – offering
a night of sex to assuage his breaking heart.


"Look. I'm not going to keep
offering all night. What do you say?"


Instantly, the air reverberated
with a long series of screams and whimpers as Ellen came on Kenneth's eight
inch cock. "Fuck me!!! Harder!!!!" she cried out lustfully.


Stabbed in the heart, Brendan
looked at the redhead. He saw her eyes. Right now, he saw solace there, the
only solace in a painful world – her languorous sea-green eyes. And what a
body! What an ass! Such jaw-dropping beauty! And it was all his to take!


"I'll do it."


"Good boy!" Julie got up
off the washstand and put her hands on Brendan's shoulders, kneading them. Then
she pulled him close and kissed him. Within seconds they were passionately
swapping spit, with Julie's tongue deep in Brendan's mouth.


After a minute, she broke free.


"You're a good kisser,"
she said. "I think we're going to get along just fine!"


"Look," she added softly.
"We'll take my car. We're going to my house, because we both know my
husband won't be there. I'll do anything you want to do, as much as you want.
There are no limits. Then I'll bring you back here late in the morning."


"Late in the morning?"


"Yes, because that's when
those two men in there will finally be done with your wife."


"Oh," said Brendan.
"O.K."


"Smart man," said the
redhead.


As they walked out the hallway, the
sounds of three women being fucked to orgasm by expert cocksmen
filled the house. To their right, other bedroom doors were open, and the sounds
of Angela's cries and Tricia's high pitched whimpers were continuous. To their
left, Ellen's whines and shrieks were still ear piercing.


Julie stopped them as soon as they
reached the door to the closest bedroom where Ellen was being serviced. Julie
looked inside. Brendan glanced past her, to see the two men both doing his wife
at the same time – what he saw was horrifying: Roger was lying on his back,
with Ellen – completely naked -- straddling him, his cock all the way up her
pussy, her big ass moving up and down as she moaned and whined, her frothy
pussy stretched white, her juices soaking Roger's cock, her hair draped over
his face, and her tongue buried in his throat. 


Kenneth was behind her, mounting
her big ass – his massive penis filling her tight anus all the way, his balls
grinding against her ass crack. Each time he moved his cock around inside
Ellen's ass the room filled with whimpers.


"Your wife is in a constant
state of near-orgasm," Julie advised Brendan. "I always get that way
every time I get DP'ed." She bit her lip.
"It sounds like she's never been fucked like that before. She's sure
enjoying it, though. Those two men are doing it right. They're experts at
D.P."


She shook her head, realizing that
Brendan's heart was being stabbed with each thrust of Kenneth's eight inch
penis deep inside Ellen's ass. She grabbed Brendan by the arm and yanked him
away from the bedroom door, and pulled them out into the living room.


Julie stopped them as soon as they
were out by the couch, and she looked Brendan in the eyes, her sea green irises
sending him into another world.


"Now sweety,"
she said, "It's your last chance to refuse. If you go out that door with
me I'm gonna take you home and fuck your brains out
until you are so weak you can't stand up. Your wife will just have to deal with
it if she doesn't like it. I'm going to make you come so fucking hard you won't
even remember you're married." She gave his crotch a feel with the tips of
her fingers.


"So – you still want to
go?"


"Yes."


Julie gave Brendan a kiss, which
turned passionate in seconds. Julie's mouth tasted sweet, and she was an expert
kisser – much more forceful at kissing than his wife was. As they kissed,
Brendan could still hear the constant whining of his wife in the bedroom only
ten feet away. Julie reached down and rubbed Brendan's cock through his slacks,
causing him to get erect. The kiss helped dull the pain. The more Julie rubbed
his cock, the more he wanted to fuck her.


After making him completely hard,
Julie pulled her hand away and giggled.


"Time for us to go,
honey," she said. "I want to get fucked properly, on a nice big
bed."


 


SLOW DOWN AND BREATHE


The ride downhill to the Hardisons' house was quiet. The Hardisons
lived in a river valley just south of the plateau where everyone else lived.
Julie was able to drive the car with one hand, while slowly jacking Brendan's
cock with the other. Her hand was so warm and soft, her fingers working his
girth expertly, keeping him on edge. He could tell the night would be an
adventure. Julie switched on the radio, set to the classical music station. As
the melancholy sounds of Debussy serenaded the two, Julie's sweet MILF hand
massaged Brendan's throbbing girth close to the edge and then back again.


The road leading towards the Valley
cut through what seemed to be an endless forest of tall trees -- columns of
second growth fir trees which lined each side of the two laned
road. The moon was out and the stars were bright overhead as Julie's Mercedes
started downhill towards the river bottoms where her exclusive neighborhood was
located. As soon as the car started downhill sweeping vistas of lights from
houses and farms appeared in breaks in the trees, as well as the blinking
lights of radio towers on the distant Cascade foothills.


As soon as the Mercedes reached the
river bottoms, there was a fork in the road, and Julie turned left. For maybe
ten minutes the Mercedes navigated its way down a narrow, two lane tarmac road
that wound alongside the moonlit river, through groves of cottonwood and fir
trees, past meadows, houses, and horse farms, before reaching the enclave of
exclusive houses where Julie lived.


The Hardisons'
house was a large, two and a half storey woodframe house
set in the trees against a hillside, elevated 150 feet above the Valley floor
and tucked in a small, high dollar neighborhood between the Northwood River and
the Valley's northern ridge.


"We're here," said Julie,
removing her hand from his cock. She kissed her fingertips and smiled.
"Pre-cum! I love it!" She giggled. The Mercedes, going ten miles per
hour, crawled up a curvy, wide one lane blacktop street, going uphill past
mansion-like, modern houses – all looking to be at least half a million dollars
in value or more. 


Each house had an immense front
yard which would be the size of a city lot anywhere else. In the moonlight
Brendan could tell that the landscaping was all professional. The first house
had a professionally installed play area for the children, which looked like it
would have been pulled from a public park. It was lit by a bright incandescent
light that switched on as soon as the car passed – it was motion detection
triggered – showing the wooden monkey bars and a large slide leading into an
immaculately raked, square sandlot. Brendan could just see a small tennis court
in the back yard, also lit by a motion light. 


Another light in the front of the
house switched on as well, showing a fancy driveway of fine gravel conglomerate
paving. 


Julie drove past several more such
mansions until they reached her place at the end of the street. It was the
highest spot in the neighborhood, tucked against the hillside.


"This is some
neighborhood!" said Brendan.


"I like it," said Julie.
"I'm an attorney, and my husband is one, also. So we're lucky enough to
afford to live here. But I bust my ass to earn the living that helped us get
our house here."


She turned and glanced at Brendan
and gleamed. "And you're going
to bust my ass tonight in another way!"


She slowed the Mercedes to a dead
crawl and pulled up to a huge, dark, wood-framed house that was built into a
lazy L with an extension off to the right, where the garage was. The motion
light flipped on, showing a massive, curved driveway capable of holding four or
five cars easily.


Brendan could see a huge picture
window in the middle of the house, and there were several balconies facing the
downward slope towards the rest of the Valley.


Julie stopped the car. 


"Wow," said Brendan.
"This is quite the place!"


"Glad you like it,
honey," said Julie, grinning. She pulled her right hand from Brendan's
throbbing, aching cock and pointed to an upstairs window, which faced one of
the balconies, to their left. "See that room up there?"


"Yes." Brendan could just
see the balcony, with a large deck and there was a picture window behind it.


"That's the room you're going
to fuck me in." She undid her lap belt and shoulder belt and gave Brendan
a quick kiss. Then she leaned her head down and kissed his cock back to
erection.


Within seconds she had his
throbbing phallus embedded deep in her throat, as she fellated him expertly.
Brendan groaned as waves and shivers went up throughout his body.


"Fuck!" he grunted.
"I love this! You're so…. So…. So wonderful!"


Julie slowly let Brendan out of her
mouth, before letting his cock head slip from between her lips with a loud smack!


"You want to be my new lover, hon?"


"You mean your husband wouldn't care?"


"He'd be thrilled to know I was getting my bones jumped by a young
guy like you!"


"Well…." Brendan didn't know what to say. He already was
flooded with strong emotions by the affections shown by this redheaded vixen.


"You don't have to decide right now, Brendan," she said,
dropping her face back into his lap, taking him all the way to the root, her
hot tongue working incredible magic over his throbbing, aching cock. Brendan
let out a slight whimper, overcome by the mind-blowing sensation. Julie kept fellating him for a few moments, Brendan's cock head buried
deep past the entrance to her throat. Then she slowly pulled off of him, her
lips slipping and slurping as his hard manhood exited her mouth.


She sat back upright, and brought
her lips close to his, licking the pre-cum from them hungrily. She brought her
mouth close to his ear. Brendan could feel the MILF's
hot breath.


"I'm going to take all your
pain away. And you will never, never, never forget me as long as you
live."


She grabbed his head and pushed his
mouth to hers, kissing Brendan wetly.


After a couple minutes Julie broke
the kiss.


"Come on, sweetie. Let's go
have sex. I wouldn't mind fucking you in the car, but… I'd rather get fucked on
a nice, big bed!"


Brendan got out of the car. Julie
locked it with the electronic key. "I'll put it in the garage tomorrow. I'm
so damned horny I want to get fucking."


"You have a real nice
yard," said Brendan.


"We pay to have it taken care
of," said Julie. "There's a creek in back. Runs all year. It's why we
bought it."


A light shined from the back of the
house towards the hillside. Brendan could just see that behind the Hardisons' place was a small bog – probably made by beavers
hundreds of years previous. He could hear the babble of the creek, a tiny, foot
wide stream that drained the hillside, entered the bog, and exited the bog,
traversing the Hardisons' property before crossing
the road through a culvert and making its way to the river. 


Directly across the street from the
Hardisons' place was another large modern mansion,
with a massive picture window and similarly large, half acre yard. It was
completely ringed by a large deck on the upper floor. There were lights on
inside one of the upstairs rooms. Brendan could just make out the silhouettes
of two figures embracing behind the pulled blinds.


"That's the Edisons," said Julie. "They're a younger couple.
They love to fuck. We've had them at our parties at Jack's house – young Rhea
was auctioned off to my husband over Christmas for a thousand bucks."


"You didn't mind your husband
buying another girl's time for sex that way?"


"Hell, no! After all, I got to
get fucked by John, Rhea's husband! And is he hung!"


"Wow," said Brendan.


Julie looked at him in the low
glare of the front motion light.


"You should try getting into
the lifestyle, Brendan. You might like it."


"It's just different from
everything I was taught about marriage," he said.


"You were raised old
fashioned, then," said Julie.


"Yep, I guess I was."


"Well – you're allowed. As
long as you fuck me tonight!" She giggled, and put her key to the house's
front door, which was a heavy oak, with large, bullet proof, ornate tinted
glass windows on each side. Julie pushed the door open. Brendan could see the
inside was monstrously spacious – it made his boss Jack's house look very
small. "You first," said Julie, smiling, as she waved Brendan inside.


As soon as they stepped inside the
house they were thrust inside the American Dream. The Hardison's
house was so opulent it made Brendan's boss's house look like it belonged in a
trailer park. To their left was a sunken living room with pleasant,
grayish-beige carpeting. There was a grandfather's clock in the corner of the
living room, ticking pleasantly. It was standing next to a large marble
fireplace. Julie grabbed Brendan by the hand and led him away from the living
room, to the stairway on the opposite side of the main foyer.


As soon as they reached the
upstairs landing, Julie opened the last door on the left hand side, leading
into a massive, open windowed bedroom that looked like it had been transported from
a house in Southern California. The ceiling had sunken lighting, which was all
dimmed, giving the room a subtle, romantic feel. 


Julie led Brendan to the bed, which
was a massive, king sized mattress on a four poster, deep cherry hardwood frame
which stood near the center of the room. The foot of the bed faced one huge
picture window, and the side of the bed faced another massive picture window –
both had views of the Valley, so the couple sleeping, waking, or fucking, would
have a view of more than just their partner..


"I love this bed," said
Julie. "The four posts are handy! My husband has tied me up to those posts
and nailed me so many times I lost count the first year we were moved
here!"


Brendan's eyes popped out of his
head. He stared at Julie, wondering if she were a victim of abuse.


"It's just good fun! Haven't
you and your wife tried a little bondage?"


"No, I can't say we
have."


"Well – sometimes Kenneth just
ties me up and has his way with me. Sometimes in the middle of watching
television he'll grab me and haul me up here, and proceed to tie me up and fuck
me 'til I come." She looked over Brendan. "I'll cry out No! No! No! when he is fully aware that
I really mean Yes! Yes! Yes!"
The redhead gave Brendan a smile. "It's part of our arrangement."


She noticed the puzzled look on
Brendan's face.


"Is that too kinky for
you?" she said.


"I've heard of guys tying a
woman up," said Brendan, "but not like that."


"When you get your wife back,
tie her up and fuck her good. Kenneth ties my feet to my ankles, secures the
ropes to the posts of this bed, and spreads me out. Then he just takes me and
takes me! It's such a rush!"


Brendan glanced at the posts of the
bed. The bed itself was a deep cherry color, ornate hardwood. The four posts
were about five to six feet high, ornate and round, and finely machined on a
lathe -- the color a rich, reddish brown finish. All four posts had several
curved notches perfect for securing a silky bondage rope. Brendan imagined the
hot redhead MILF in front of him tied spread-eagle, whimpering in anticipation.
It brought an immediate rise to his penis.


Julie dropped her pants, and then
peeled off her thong. Then she undid her bra, letting her breasts flop out
pleasingly. 


"O.K., Brendan. Take off your
clothes. I'm not fucking you with them on like that." 


An hour later, Brendan was
ecstatic. Every cell of his being was on overload. She had asked him what he
wanted to do first. Being an ass man – and Julie had an incredibly fine, wide,
plush ass – he begged her to ride his face.


"You want to be smothered,
then," she said gleefully.


"Smothered? I've heard of
it."


"You mean your wife has never
ridden your face until you could barely breathe?"


"No."


"Lie back. It's time for you
to enjoy the sensation of being smothered."


Brendan lay back, and Julie
straddled him. The ultra-soft lighting of the recessed ceiling lights highlit the MILF's lithe frame as
she slowly backed up over him. He looked down at her ass, her legs forming a
wide V, her feet cradling his thighs, and then gently cradling his rib cage –
the heat of her feet against his body sent a thrill up his spine.


Julie's pussy was already engorged,
and her red pubes stuck out awesomely. Brendan's cock was already becoming
erect.


The redhead backed up further.
Brendan's cock got more erect as Julie's mind-numbing hot ass got closer and
closer to his face. She giggled as she pushed her wet vagina against his mouth,
shoving the back of his head into the pillow, wrapping him in the warm recesses
of damp, musky MILF ass crack. Instantly, she poured a little lube on her right
fingers and began to slowly jack him, her hand moving up and down
ever-so-slowly as she rubbed her moist mound against his nose and chin, her
damp red pubes caressing his lips.


He stuck his tongue out, and licked
her labia until they were sopping with juice and saliva. She bore down over him
with more weight, forcing his nose against her perineum. It was hard to
breathe, but Brendan was in the seventh level of paradise. Julie's hand
expertly stroked him until his entire body was on fire.


After a minute she pulled off,
giggling.


"You like that?"


"I love it!"


"O.K.! Here's more!"


Julie shoved her ass crack back
against his face, smothering him in her sopping wet pussy, her full red muff
covering his mouth and nose as she queened him, her
soft hand jacking him slowly and agonizingly. She knew just how to keep him on
edge, both by manipulating his penis, and by knowing when to let him come up
for air.


She pulled up away from his face, letting
him breathe freely, before smothering him again. Over and over and over. Soon
enough, it was an hour of incredibly awesome torture. He just couldn't get
enough. He embraced the MILF's waist and butt with
his arms, pulling and kneading her soft ass flesh as he was smothered in
scented, redheaded thatch. He was able to bring the MILF to orgasm twice with
his tongue, her cries and whimpers echoing off the picture windows.


Brendan looked above him, relishing
the sight of Julie's gaping, dripping pussy lips and the long tufts of red
pubes, savoring the redhead's flavor and licking her madly as she rode him --
his cock rock-turgid under the warm touch of Julie's fingers.


"Time to fuck!" she sang,
pulling her big, wide ass away from Brendan's face. "I brought you here to
fuck me – and you're gonna fuck me good, sweetie. Or
I'll slap you in the balls!"


"What if I'm not good enough?
You really going to smack my balls?"


"No! I was just kidding. But
trust me – I'll make you fuck me good. I can teach you how, if you want."


"I'd like that."


Julie got on her hands and knees in
front of Brendan, waiting for him to get up and then kneel behind her, so he
could mount her.


He reached forward and grabbed
Julie by her muscular shoulders, feeling the warmth of her skin as he entered
her pussy with his cock. Her labia and birth canal welcomed him with a tight,
sweet grip. Instantly, he was sent into the stratosphere, the redhead's sugary
walls squeezing and slipping, sending thrills up from his balls throughout his
body.


"Fuck!" Brendan cried.
"You feel so fucking good."


"Are you going to come?"


"No – not yet."


"Well, the first thing you
learn if you want to fuck a woman right, is to control your movements, and
control your breathing." She pulled off of him momentarily, turning and
playing with his cock to keep it hard while talking to him.


"Control my breathing?"
At first, Brendan was puzzled. "I never heard of that."


"I learned it in some tantric sex class a long time ago. Breathe deep, like
you're forcing breath into your genitals. But it's not all that odd an idea --
you breathe deep when you work out, or when you run or bike, don't you?


Brendan thought back. He had his
set of weights and worked out maybe twice a week. When he really needed to push
a heavier weight – yes, he would take several deep, deep breaths ahead of time.
Proper breathing did help.


"Yeah. I've done that
before."


"Well, it isn't too different
with sex. After all – it's exercise, too!"


Julie turned back around, instantly
on her hands and knees. She wiggled her big, wide, freckled ass in front of
Brendan. Her fur lined pussy begged for a hard, hard fucking.


"Mount me," the MILF
ordered.


"O.K." Brendan reached
around the redhead's shoulders and gently kneaded them, and pushed his cock
against the entrance to her wet, gaping pussy. 


"You're good with those hands,
mister. Your wife is lucky." Julie giggled. "Now, push that cock in
me."


Within seconds he was resting his
balls against her wild tangle of red pubes. It felt heavenly.


"Now fuck me. And remember to
breathe extra deep, and slow down, when you think you're going to come,"
Julie cautioned. "Fuck me nice and slow, and then pick it up for a bit,
and then slow down. Then faster, then slow. Clench and release those damn groin
muscles. The point right now is to just keep fucking and fucking and fucking.
You don't make women call out your name while they're sleeping next to
their husband unless you can last an hour or more!"


"O.K.!" said Brendan,
pulling outwards, and then shoving his cock back into the redhead until he was
buried to the hilt in hot married pussy. He pulled on her shoulders, digging
his thumbs into her muscles lovingly. Her shoulder flesh was warm on his
fingers. She had a finely etched, fairy-butterfly tattoo on her right shoulder,
and an ornate, light blue and green tramp stamp that made her ass look even
more appealing. Kneading and massaging Julie's back and shoulders took a little
of Brendan's concentration away from the awesome sensations her pussy was
performing on his cock.


Julie cooed. At first he took his
time, shoving his cock in and out slowly, concentrating on his breaths, forcing
the air deep into his lungs, kneading the redheaded wife's shoulders and back.
Fucking steadily, breathing deep. It seemed to work.


He started pounding her, aiming his
cock head directly at the center of the tramp stamp, wanting to impale the
redhead as deep as he could.


"Fuck!!!!!" she grunted.
"I love your cock!!! It's so damn hard!! Pound me!!!!"


Brendan sped up the thrusts,
slamming his balls against her clitoris – feeling the awesome sensation of her
red pubes tickling his bare skin.


"Yes!!! Nail me with that hard
cock!"


The sensation of fucking another
man's wife was exhilarating – especially such a hot redhead.


The vision in front of him was absolutely
stunning. Prone, in front of him, was the wide, smooth, bouncing ass of a horny
redhead wife; and in front of that awesome ass was a curvy, sexy, freckled
back, which felt warm to his fingers. It was topped with a cascade of long,
silky red hair, punctuated with sweet whimpers. 


The mind-numbing sensations of
fucking such a hot-blooded beauty sent his emotions skywards. Further in front
of the melded couple – through the massive picture windows -- was a majestic
vista which was arrayed, seemingly, just for their pleasure alone. The moon had
just risen over the Cascade Foothills, giving the sky over the distant, treetopped valley walls a deep, rich azure. Below them was
the rest of the Valley, arrayed like a vast carpet of twinkling lights over a dark
field. The subtle, gentle glow of the moonlight coming through the window added
to the soft romantic glow from the dimmed ceiling lights. 


It was magical. To Brendan, it was
the event of a lifetime. He already knew that this moment was something he would
never forget as long as he lived. And on top of that: it felt so awesomely
beautiful. And he was lasting O.K. – at least so far – each thrust just adding
to the excitement, the thrill of the forbidden combined with the incredible
sensation of a horny redhead's pussy working its magic on his manhood.


Brendan was used to fucking his
wife, which usually was a two minute to three minute affair after a half hour
or more of pussy licking.


But this breath control bit was
news to him. And the muscle clenching? He'd heard of that. Tightening and
releasing some of your groin and cock muscles, to make it harden, and stop it
from spurting. Julie had told him it takes a bit of practice to do it right,
and she figured he'd still spurt right away – but so far he hadn't.


The pounding he was giving her
vagina took him closer to the edge, so he slowed down. Breathing deep.


Pulling back, and shoving his cock
in, all the way to her red pubes… Pull back, and shove it in… Within minutes he
was fucking Julie steadily, enraptured by her sweet music, kneading and
massaging her back and shoulders, and then her hips, and then her ass – his
fingers caressing the MILF lovingly; clenching his groin muscles with each
stroke, finding the rhythm that worked, and taking deep breaths, which –
amazingly – seemed to help him control the sensations.


In and out, in and out, he fucked
the MILF. The room reverberated with the sweet cries of Julie's heavenly voice
as he nailed her.


She reached down and played with
her pussy as Brendan fucked her, and within a minute she was whimpering and
shrieking, her feet curling in the throes of orgasm.


After ten minutes of steady fucking
Brendan backed off a little and held still, as he could tell he was headed for
the point of no return. Then, as soon as the coming sensations dissipated, he
started fucking the redhead again, breathing real deep, concentrating on the
sensation of the air filling his lungs while clenching his cock muscles, and
enjoying the awesome sensation of hot married pussy gripping and slipping over
his cock as he fucked it and fucked it and fucked it.


He was able to last another half
hour while fucking her; then he held his cock still in her and massaged her
back and shoulders, while she played with her pussy and made herself come
violently. The entire time he could see the traffic on the distant highway
through the picture window facing the front of the house, along with the
increasing moonlight. 


The room filled with a series of
deafening shrieks as Julie climaxed a second time, her pussy clenching
Brendan's thick girth violently.


Brendan, sensing he was ready to
come, pulled out, and continued massaging her back. Julie leaned her head back
and smiled. 


"I think you're getting the
idea, Brendan. You're a good learner."


Brendan leaned forwards and kissed
her, while shoving his cock back inside her. He proceeded to fuck her for
another half hour, breathing deeply, filling his lungs with air, letting his
breath out slowly, feeling the awesome sensation of Julie's pussy squeezing and
sucking him as he fucked her.


"You know – people can
probably see us fucking from that hill over there," said the redhead.
"See those houses up there?"


"I just see some lights on
that hill."


"Those are houses with big
picture windows. I always like to use my electric wand on my pussy, spreading
my legs in the direction of those big windows, hoping that some hunky guy in
one of those houses up there is watching me masturbate through a telephoto,
snapping pictures, and jacking himself off."


"You have a thing for other
men," said Brendan.


Julie laughed. "What woman
doesn't?"


"I don't know," said
Brendan truthfully.


"Trust me, sweetie," said
the redhead. "Most women think about all sorts of men – even if
they're married. But that doesn't mean they act on it. Not like I do!"


"That's nice to know,"
said Brendan. "I mean, I hope my wife…"


"You really, really love your
wife, don't you."


"Yes, I do."


"Well forget about her for the
time being. You can love your wife again when she's back in your arms. But not
now." Julie backed her ass against Brendan forcefully, shoving his cock
head against her cervix, nearly making him come. He took in a deep breath and
let the sensations subside as best he could.


"I'm the only woman in your
world for the next seven hours, sweetie!" Julie exclaimed. "Now get
back to massaging my back and fucking me nice and slow!"


Brendan managed to fuck her and
keep from coming for another 15 minutes; then he pulled out before going over
the edge.


"Fuck – your pussy is so awesome,
Julie. I can only handle so much."


"O.K., you're allowed,"
said the MILF. "Fuck me hard and give me a nice, hot load – drive it deep
inside my belly!"


Brendan grabbed her firmly by the
shoulders and shoved his cock all the way inside the gripping clenches of the
redhead's pussy, his mind reeling at the awesome sensations. He started
slamming the MILF as hard as he could, his cock bottoming out, causing the
redhead's body to bounce forward as she absorbed the shock from being fucked so
hard.


Julie reached back and grabbed him
by the balls, pulling on them gently, as she slammed her wide MILF ass back
against his groin.


Instantly, he ejaculated a massive
load deep into the married woman's belly.


"Fuck!" he grunted.
"I just came in you!"


"Hee
hee hee," giggled the
redhead. "A man has to blow his load once in a while! That felt like it
probably was a big one."


She ground her big ass back against
him, rolling it up and down, working Brendan's hot semen deep inside her belly
for a few minutes. She turned around and slyly smiled at the young man who just
came in her. 


"Are you enjoying yourself
yet, Brendan?" she asked sweetly.


"You're mind blowing," he
said truthfully.


"I'm glad," she said,
kissing him deeply.


Julie went into the kitchen and
made some coffee and brought Brendan some. Brendan inhaled the fresh, nutty
aroma.


"It's Colombian coffee,"
Julie said. "It's Kenneth's favorite. We sometimes fuck, have coffee, and
then fuck some more. It all depends." She stretched out beside Brendan,
laying back on the pillows piled next to the headboard. She wiggled her sexy
toes as she sipped her coffee. "How do you like our king sized bed?"


"It's really nice," said
Brendan. "Nice and big."


"We've had foursomes on this
bed – king size beds are great for that. You get two couples fucking
like rabbits, the king sized bed really helps. Sometimes you just need the
space so both couples can fuck in whatever position they want." She sipped
her coffee and set the cup on the night table.


"Wow," said Brendan,
mystified at the idea of it.


"You've never had a threesome
or foursome, have you," said Julie.


"No, never have. I don't know
if I could handle that."


"Well, if your woman is turned
into a hotwife by her experience with my
husband and Roger tonight, she may want you to start swapping soon. And then
you'll have a decision to make. Hopefully, for your sake, she'll write it off
as a one-off experience."


Brendan didn't know what to say. He
hadn't considered the possibility that his wife Ellen would want to do other
men from now on. The thought was horrifying.


Julie, sensing his apprehension,
decided to ease his fears.


"Look, sweetie -- just use
what I just taught you, and fuck her senseless. Drive her nuts for several
hours. Then you'll wake up to her calling out your name while she's
sleeping next to you – she'll be aching for your touch forever. And no one
else's."


"You think I really could do
that?"


"I've been with a lot of
men, honey. And I'm telling you this: Yes, you can do that! So – do
it."


Julie got up from beside Brendan
and straddled him, reverse cowgirl style. She backed up her sumptuous, wide ass
until it was rubbing against his face. Within fifteen minutes, the two were
repeating the process from the previous hour, with Brendan in paradise, his
face smothered in red pubes, his cock raging in the wayward wife's hands.


 


Meanwhile, Ellen was being
completely and utterly debauched; the two men used her like a fucking machine.
They fucked her in tandem. The pair kept the young wife fucked continuously for
several hours, with Roger fucking her and then dismounting her -- Kenneth
mounting her immediately and going at it until he couldn't handle it; then he
would pull out and immediately Roger took over again.


For hour after hour they worked the
young woman's feverish, clenching pussy until she was in a constant state of
orgasm. ESO, they call it. Extended sexual orgasm. And Ellen had all the
symptoms. Constant whimpering. Eyes glazed from satiation. Mumbling
incoherently from her state of low level climax. Shaking on the bed from coming
so hard.


"We've turned this girl into a
hotwife," said Kenneth, quickly pulling his cock
out of her, and backing away from her ass so Roger could immediately take over.
"We've definitely transformed her into a complete and utter whore! I bet
she'll be back, begging for more of this soon."


Ellen, oblivious to their comments,
whimpered uncontrollably as Roger immediately mounted her, sinking his nine
inches in as far as it could go.


"She's a slut all right,"
grunted Roger. "I mean – listen to her." He began slamming his thick
cock home, and the room exploded in more sighs.


"You never know," said
Kenneth, snapping more pictures, which he intended to post on a free porn
picture website the next day for the world to see. "She's remarkable in
that she's got such awesome sexual responses. My wife Julie wasn't this
responsive so quickly with more than one guy. She wasn’t this way until our
third or fourth threesome."


"That Brendan guy is in for a
shock," said Roger, chuckling. 


"We need to put an anklet on
her left foot," said Kenneth. "That seals the deal, ya know! All men out there will know she's a hotwife. Her poor husband won't know until it's too
late."


"I think they have a couple
spare anklets in the top drawer there," said Roger, as he shoved his cock
back inside the blonde.


"What do you think,
Ellen?" said Kenneth. "You want to be a hotwife?"


Ellen, completely mind numbed from
orgasms, just smiled and giggled, in a pleasure drenched stupor.


"I guess," she said
sweetly.


Kenneth looked inside the top drawer
of the spare bedroom and found a box with extra anklets. He picked out a gold
one with small heart charms, and while Roger fucked Ellen to another climax,
Kenneth wrapped the little gold chain around her left ankle.


An hour later Roger came in her, and
then he watched while Kenneth turned Ellen over and slammed his cock in her ass
until he came. 


Then they all slept, with Ellen
dozing in between.


 


LETTING IT FLOW, SO IN LOVE


By the time Julie and Brendan
entered the Smith's front door, there were a few people up and about. Brendan
looked around the living room and kitchen. No Ellen. He grabbed a coffee from
the coffee maker and poured some creamer into it. Then he went to the living
room and sat. 


Angela walked out the hallway,
completely naked, her body erection inducing. She had hickies
on her legs and scratches on her back from a night of hard fucking.


"Hi, Brendan!" she said,
sexily. "Want to go to the back room for a quickie?"


"I'm drained," said
Brendan.


Julie walked out from the kitchen
with a cup of black coffee, and she sat next to him.


"Oh!" said Angela,
grinning. "I see! You got your cock into some ginger pussy!"


"Angela!" said Julie.
"Go easy on him. And you know why."


"I'm just teasing him, that's
all," said the blonde, turning to go into the kitchen. Julie gave Brendan
a quick kiss.


"Now, remember," she said
softly into his ear. "Don't hold anything against your wife.
Promise."


"I promise," said
Brendan. "Besides, I can't hold it against her, can I. After all, I had
sex with you."


"Damned straight, and you did
really well. You've got a good cock – you just needed to be trained a bit in
using it better!" Julie giggled and sipped her coffee. She leaned her
mouth over to his left ear. "Tighten those muscles, stud! And remember to
breathe deep! Fuck her good, fuck her long. You'll never lose her."


She looked around, to make sure
Brendan's wife wasn't within eyeshot, and kissed him again quickly. Then she
whispered in his ear again.


"You ever want to have
something on the side, you give me a call, O.K.?" she said softly.


"I guess that depends on what
happens," he said.


"Well – my husband is always
fucking around, so you don't have to worry about that. I'll always make
time for you. I really like you."


"Thank you," said
Brendan. "I like you, too."


Instantly, he heard the sound of
his wife's voice. Laughter, and then some giggling. More giggling, and then a
sharp smack on the ass. Then the sound of a man's voice, then more giggling,
then the sound of the bathroom door shutting. Brendan suddenly felt resentful
and angry. 


Then – there she was. Ellen stepped
out from the hallway, into the living room foyer, wearing her thin, light blue
cotton party dress. She teetered a little on her high heels. Brendan noticed an
anklet on her left foot which he hadn't remembered being there before. 


As soon as Ellen's eyes met
Brendan's, her smile stopped. Her giggling immediately halted. And then Ellen
saw Julie, sitting next to her husband, with the rest of the couch cushions all
empty. Instantly, Ellen knew.


Brendan saw her eyes, before all
else. His wife's eyes. They said everything that needed to be said. Guilt,
pain, lust, remorse, desire, and now hurt, jealousy and anger – a combination
of all of the above, but especially sadness – such immense sadness lurked in her
gaze. Ellen glanced at the redhead sitting next to her husband and she
instantly knew Brendan had been fucking a woman that looked infinitely more
sophisticated, and who knows how much more sexual experience Julie had.


Julie – as if to drive the knife home
in Ellen's conscience – leaned over and whispered once more in Brendan's ear:
"Remember what I said. Don't hold it against her. Now go up to her. She's
your wife. Reclaim her."


Brendan stood up. Ellen walked
over, and looked at him. Her eyes were already worried and angry. She was
upset, he could tell. She said nothing.


He said nothing. He pulled his car
keys from his pocket and walked towards the front door. Ellen followed.


"See ya,
Brendan!" said Julie. "Don't forget!"


Brendan turned, and noticed Julie's
sea-green eyes, which seemed to be pools of serenity in a fucked up, stirred up
world.


"I won't," he said
softly, opening the door for his wife.


As soon as he stepped outside into
the bright, morning July sun, all felt odd. First, it was early in the morning,
and he hadn't had enough sleep. Second, he was walking with his wife, who only
twelve hours previous was still innocent of the world of rampant debauchery.
Just twelve hours previous, Ellen had not yet been turned into a sexual playtoy by two strange men with massive cocks. But in the
intervening hours, that all had changed.


And then he had to look at himself.
How awesome it was to be sexually mind-blown by Julie! The fact she was another
man's wife only added to the excitement of the forbidden!


So why did he feel so filthy? Why
did he feel like he had just had his soul completely stripped away and tossed
in the trash? Why did he feel like he had violated every single thing he
believed in? Why did he feel like he was worthless as a man? Why couldn't he
look his precious wife in the eyes?


Brendan walked behind his wife as
they made their way to the car. Her ass swayed gently as she walked, her dress
wrinkled and crumpled from being tossed onto the floor and probably stepped on
by her seducers -- but all Brendan could think about was the handprints left
there on that awesome, plump ass by another man's firm hand. 


The sun was blindingly bright, and
it was already 70 degrees out. The birds were chirping, and the air once again
smelled of someone's pine trees.


He opened the door to the Honda to
let his wife get in. Then he went around to the driver's side. Ellen usually
unlocked his door for him, but not this time.


He got in the car, and put the key
in the ignition. The silence was deafening. The air was thick enough to cut
with a chainsaw. He couldn't think of anything to say, so he said nothing.


As soon as he backed the Honda out
onto the curvy, tarmac street, his wife looked away from him, as if removing
him from her vision on purpose.


All the way home, the inside of the
car was filled with a roaring silence.


"You O.K.?" said Brendan,
hoping to get Ellen to speak. He glanced at her. She looked hurt, tired, and
extremely angry – still purposefully looking away.


Fuck, thought Brendan. This is just
not good. She fucked around on me, I fucked around on her, and she's pissed.


The last time Ellen looked that
angry she had threatened to leave him. The reminder sent a wave of worried
anxiety over him, and sent him into a depression.


Brendan, for his part, felt awful.
His marriage – the most precious thing in the world to him, and his wife – the
most precious person in his life – were suddenly compromised, seemingly
forever. The vision of his wife being so willingly taken by those two men, plus
the sounds of her sweet pleasure, haunted him. And then there was his own
debauchery: the morning's dalliances with the redhead's bountiful red thatch
pressed against his face, and filling her with his seed.


But more importantly, there was the
worry that this was the end: the end of his marriage. What had started out to
be a happy holiday celebration was now ending in a complete disaster.


This always happens on holidays,
Brendan thought to himself. Our last big fight – the only one – was on
Christmas. And now this – on the Fourth Of July. What is it about holidays that
makes people fight and split? It feels like my entire dreams are being stripped
away. Fuck the big house. Fuck the promotion. What is happening to my marriage?
The only thing I truly cherish in this world – is all hope lost to reclaim it
and make it better?


God in Heaven, he thought to
himself. Please help me sort his out. I'm completely lost. It seems like I'm
losing everything: my marriage, my conscience, my wife. Ellen means everything
to me. Right now I wish I could erase this all. But I can't.


Love your wife. Brendan felt
a thought appear in his head – instantly. It was as if someone were speaking to
him in a whisper. 


Love your wife. I'll
handle the rest.


Weird, Brendan thought. It's just my
imagination talking. Isn't it?


Five minutes later, Brendan made a
left turn off Cemetery onto the side street that led to their modest
neighborhood. Immediately his wife began to sob uncontrollably. Brendan slowly
reached over and put his right hand on her shoulder. She didn't push it away.
Silently, he drove down the tarmac streets as they made their way home. He
gently and lovingly rubbed Ellen's back.


"I love you, Ellen," he
said. 


She said nothing. As they drove
down their own street, flags still flying from most of the houses on a gleaming
sunny day, Ellen straightened up, as her sobbing lessened. Neither partner said
anything.


Within a minute they were parked in
the driveway of their own home.


Brendan turned off the ignition. 


For about five minutes, he sat
there, frozen, with Ellen sobbing intermittently. The only thing that felt good
was the warmth of the sunshine beaming inside the car windows. That – and the
fact Ellen wasn't yelling at Brendan or cussing him out, or threatening to
split.


He kept his hand on Ellen's back,
still caressing her shoulders.


Ellen instantly grabbed Brendan,
embracing him, covering the side of his face and neck with her tears.


"What's happening to us?"
she said softly.


"I don't know," said
Brendan.


"You fucked that redhead,
didn't you," she cried.


"Yeah. I did. But it was after
I saw you and those two guys. It really hurt."


"I guess you're allowed,
then," she said. Ellen began to sniffle. "It hurt seeing you with
her. I bet she made me seem like cold oatmeal."


"No. Not at all. No one
compares to you."


"You're lying. I saw what she
looks like."


"I'm not. And you're the only
thing that means anything to me in the world."


Brendan paused. He looked out the
window, towards their house. For a couple years, his dream was to ditch this
house, and get that dream home, that dream salary – that dream life, where
there would never be the threat of the wolf at the door.


But now his perspective had
instantly changed. The only thing that mattered was Ellen. Keeping her
interest. Keeping her love. Keeping her happy. He looked back at Ellen. He
kissed her on the cheek.


"I'm going to quit my job at
the company," he said. "I don't want to work with those people
anymore." He swallowed, knowing it would be a big step. "If hanging
out with guys like that is what I
need to do to get ahead and get promotions, fuck it. I don’t want it."


"You're good at what you
do," sniffled Ellen. "You can get a job anywhere." She quieted
down. "Maybe even a transfer to another plant, with different people. You
can do it. I know you can."


"We may never get a house like
that big one, you know. We may never leave this neighborhood. I might not be
able to make the kind of money I would make at the company if I got that
promotion."


"If it means I have to feel
compelled to fuck strange men – to hell with a big house. Fuck that shit. I'm fine with this one. Aren't you? We could
have kids here. This is a nice enough neighborhood. This house is O.K."


"If you are fine with it, then
I am. My goal used to be to make more money for the dream house, and
dream life. But from here on? My only goal is to make you happy." 


"I'm happy with you, Brendan.
Very happy."


"Really?"


"Really."


She kissed him on the lips. 


Ellen leaned into him, and he kissed
her cheek. He was thrust deep into thought.


Brendan sighed. Would he ever be
able to compete with such studs as the men who blew his wife's mind like that?
Then he remembered what Julie told him, and taught him. She made him realize he
could do just as well.


I guess I'll have to work harder in
bed, he thought to himself. Make Ellen happy. That's my new goal. And it's more
important than any other one I've had.


"They should have told us
ahead of time about their games," Ellen said.


"Yeah, they should have."


"We should have left."


"Yeah. We should have."


For about ten more minutes, the two
just sat in the car. The bright morning sunlight warmed their bones.


"I won't ever let another man
touch me. Ever again. No matter what."


"I won't ever let another woman
touch me either."


Finally, they went into the house.
For a while they said very little.


Ellen took a shower. Then she came
out into the living room wearing nothing but a green lace bra – Brendan's
favorite – and a smile. The anklet was missing. Ellen had thrown it in the
trash. She sat down next to Brendan and grabbed his hand.


"You remember this?" she
said, pointing to her bra.


"How could I forget? You were
wearing that lace bra the first time I got to see your tits. You let me take it
off. As soon as I touched your tits, you started to breathe heavily, and then
when I kissed your nipples, you began to whimper. I'll never forget that moment
as long as I live. It's a sound that I'll always remember."


Ellen giggled. "And you didn't
want to give me my bra back! You fucked me that night, remember? I'm so glad I
let you do it, too!"


"I'm glad, too," said
Brendan.


For a while they sat, looking out
the window. Drained.


"I'm tired," said Ellen,
breaking the silence. "I didn't get much sleep. And I don't think you did,
either."


"You're right. I didn't,"
said Brendan.


"Well, I need you to
re-baptize my pussy. Either now, or after we wake up." Ellen looked at
him. "Now or later – it's up to you."


Within ten minutes Brendan was
balls deep in his wife. And the beauty of it – it was mind blowing. 


He loved every square inch of her
body, and he showed it by kissing her everywhere before entering her –
kissing the tops of her feet, all the way up her legs, all over her ass, slowly
and languorously – kissing and caressing all the way up her back, all over her
shoulders, up the back of her neck, over her face, down her front, over her
tits, and down her gently heaving belly until he kissed his way through her
soft blonde thatch and his tongue met her pussy and the room exploded in
Ellen's cries. 


He reclaimed every square inch of
his wife, vowing to never let any part of her out of his grasp again.


He made use of what he had learned
from the redheaded sexpot – he breathed deep as soon as he felt orgasm
approaching, letting the mellow shockwaves flow through his body and dissipate,
holding his groin muscles, pulling back, driving his wife nuts, licking her in
just the right place until she screamed his name – 


Fucking her more, breathing deep,
keeping her going nuts, licking her until she screamed his name again, fucking
her hard, breathing deep, pulling back, licking her until she screamed and
sobbed in joy, fucking her steady and slow, breathing deep, relishing the
sensation of her pussy's grip, letting the sensations flow out through his
body, tensing his groin, breathing deep, fucking her hard, feeling so in love –
his wife's pussy making him feel more alive than he'd ever felt.


And the entire time he kept telling
her how much he loved her.


Finally, he let go a massive load, working
it all the way inside her, hoping and praying it nailed her in the best way
possible – hoping it would cause her belly to grow and grow and grow and erase
every last shred of heartache.


He knew the next few weeks would be
tough – quitting his job or requesting a transfer, and the memories of the
party – and Julie -- wouldn't go away quickly.


But he also knew that the woman he
loved with all his body and soul was still in love with him.


And that was the only thing that
truly mattered.
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