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      * Jason *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I desperately wanted to slam my foot on the gas but forced myself to drive calmly. I couldn’t let Tonya know how desperate I was to get there.
    

    
      
    

    
      In only forty-eight hours, my life had completely changed.
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved Tonya with all my heart, and knew that she loved me. After two years of marriage, we had an incredible life together. When I found her stash of filthy books about women being taken hard by multiple men, I knew that there was one thing lacking in our marriage.
    

    
      
    

    
      I had never fucked my wife.
    

    
      
    

    
      We made love constantly. We teased, we played. I loved making her come over and over with my fingers, my tongue, my cock. Yet I’d never thrown her down and fucked the hell out of her while telling her that she was my sexy bad girl.
    

    
      
    

    
      According to that stack of books and the copious notes and journals surrounding them, that was what she craved. There was no way I would let my sweet wife go through her entire life without experiencing her deepest fantasy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Since we were planning on starting a family in the next two years, the best time to do it was right now.
    

    
      
    

    
      At first I thought the most challenging part would be finding the man, but a guy at work had the number of a private sex club specializing in servicing wives.
    

    
      
    

    
      It turned out that the hardest part was convincing Tonya that I really did want all of her dreams to come true. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The only stipulation was that I needed to watch. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t mention that I’d be taking notes of my own, as I would hopefully learn how to fulfill her fantasies myself.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Tonya*
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I honestly couldn’t believe this was happening. When Jason found my stash of books in the bottom of the closet under my shoes, he wouldn’t believe that it was simply a harmless diversion.
    

    
      
    

    
      When he suggested taking me to the special club so that I could be “serviced” correctly, his eyes lit up in a way I’d never seen before. He definitely wanted to watch me get tied up, spanked, and thoroughly used by the huge muscular man on the website he showed me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Even though our sex life was incredible, I’d been too shy to tell Jason how badly I needed it rough. I need to feel used. Taken. I didn’t even know why. It was just something deep inside me that had never been let out before.
    

    
      
    

    
      That was all about to change. I was about to be transformed into the sexual creature I’d always dreamed of.
    

    
      
    

    
      “It’s not too late to change your mind,” I said to Jason as we pulled into the long driveway.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Absolutely not.” He reached over to squeeze my hand as we approached the giant white house. 
    

    
      
    

    
      To be honest, it was a mansion. There were two large motorcycles out front, and I realized I had no idea what kind of a guy I would be dealing with.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason had shown me the website for just a moment, and all three available men were breathtaking. I had chosen Duke, but I knew that Jason had studied my reaction to all three of them.
    

    
      
    

    
      As we walked toward the massive front door, I realized that I wasn’t concerned about cheating on my husband, since it was his idea, and he set it up.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet I was worried about two things. That he would judge me differently if he saw me as a raw, sexual being, instead of his slightly quiet, sweet wife.
    

    
      
    

    
      And that I might lose all control if I were finally fucked out of my mind for the first time.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I always loved the quiet ones. My conversation with Jason had been direct, and I knew precisely what Tonya needed. From her photo, I knew she was beautiful, and I couldn’t wait to take care of her properly.
    

    
      
    

    
      There was a tentative tap on the front door, then a more reasonable knock. That told me how timid she was.
    

    
      
    

    
      Adjusting my quickly growing erection, I opened the door, taking her hand and sweeping her into the foyer.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Hey there, gorgeous,” I said, enveloping her in a hug.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was startled, but her hands wrapped around the back of my neck. “Hi.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She was absolutely breathtaking, with shoulder-length copper brown hair and soft brown eyes. Her full lips were slightly puffy, almost juicy. Perfect for sucking my cock.
    

    
      
    

    
      The adorable little figure that was trembling in a simple black dress looked perfectly ripe. Her luscious tits would fit my hands perfectly, and her round hips were just begged for me to grab them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya had no idea how wildly sexy she was. I loosened my grip, as her feet shifted nervously while her fingers twitched.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Did your husband tell you what was going on here?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh, um, yes. I think so. I’m going to be your toy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I looked over her shoulder to her husband, Jason. “You didn’t tell her everything, did you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      He shook his head with a smirk. “She knows that you’ll be using her tonight. That’s all.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Pulling Tonya against me, I whispered in her ear, “Tell me now if you want to change your mind, sweetheart. Your husband isn’t talking you into this?”
    

    
      
    

    
      A blush stained her pale cheeks. “No. It’s my fantasy to be, you know. Taken.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Rocking her gently, my hands ran along her hips, her back, then a bit lower to cup her delicious round ass. Giving her a soft slap in the center of the cheek, she sighed with delight. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Red light means stop. Yellow light means you need a break or to check in with me. Understand?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded eagerly. “I’ve read quite a bit about BDSM.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good. Don’t worry, baby, I’m going to take excellent care of you.” Scooping her up in my arms, I turned to Jason. “Take off her shoes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Having him slip off her tiny kitten heels was a minor thing, but it told Tonya who was now in charge.
    

    
      
    

    
      I carried her up to one of the bedrooms and paused in the hallway. “Tonya, I’m going to carry you inside and fuck the hell out of you. Your husband is going to be in this side room, watching us through the one-way mirror. Is that all right with you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded eagerly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I need to hear you say it, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “So polite.” I breathed into her ear, “Let’s see if you still remember your manners when you’re naked and twitching.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The shudder that ran through her made me uncomfortably hard. Maybe it was a raw, caveman part of me, but I loved being a woman’s first S&M experience. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I held her so that Jason could give her a kiss goodbye, then he nodded at me. “Take care of my girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Of course.” I waited until he went inside and shut the door.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then I carried Tonya to the next door, keeping her out in the hallway so we had a moment of privacy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re absolutely gorgeous, baby. I want you to know that if I picked you up in a bar, I would take you home to screw the hell out of you just because I wanted you. The fact that your husband is paying me simply makes it extra filthy.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her giggle was absolutely delightful. “This is a pretty weird situation.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. But we’re all here to have fun.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “All of us? Do you think that Jason’s going to enjoy staring in through the window?” she asked with a beautiful smile.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I assure you, he’ll be jerking off until either his wrist or his dick breaks.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She laughed sweetly, her body quivering in my arms.
    

    
      
    

    
      “But it’s not just him. Did you see the other two men on the website?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Clay and Ivan have other appointments tonight, but they’re going to do their best to drop by and use this sexy little body as well.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I observed her eyes as I said that. Her pupils dilated, her mouth fell open wide. She was definitely into it.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Seriously?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, baby. Absolutely. Now kiss me before your husband is watching.”
    

    
      
    

    
      This was the moment of truth. She knew that she would be having sex with a strange man, but if her husband was watching, that meant that he approved.
    

    
      
    

    
      Kissing me in the hallway where he couldn’t see was a private moment just between us. I wanted to make sure we had a real connection so I knew how to proceed.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her lips were silk and sugar against mine. Unbelievably sweet. Tender.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was the way her fingers curled into the back of my hair, holding me close with a nearly desperate energy… That’s what told me what I needed to hear.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya was hungry for me.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Tonya *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      My head was swimming from Duke’s kiss as he carried me into the bedroom. I barely had time to glance around at the huge bed, and large mirror embedded into one wall.
    

    
      
    

    
      I nearly giggled as I thought of waving to Jason when Duke set me on my feet. He didn’t let go, holding me against him tightly as he kissed me hard and deep.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never had a kiss make my pussy tingle before, but maybe that was the point. This wasn’t a romantic connection. This was unfiltered, raunchy sex.
    

    
      
    

    
      And yet, more than that. I knew that a dominant like Duke expected my complete submission. This was something I’d never experienced before.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t have time to earn your submission properly, baby,” he murmured, reaching down to grab the hem of my dress. He pulled it up over my head methodically, tossing it into the corner.
    

    
      
    

    
      He stepped back to scan my body, on full display in light blue lingerie. “Fucking hell, you’re gorgeous,” he breathed, low enough that only I could hear.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Thank you…” I hesitated before adding, “Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Those dark eyes blazed. Duke was even more handsome than the photos on his website. He was also huge, with tree trunk arms that could have snapped me like a twig and thick fingers that I imagined roaming my body absolutely everywhere.
    

    
      
    

    
      He gripped the back of my neck, holding me gently but firmly as he looked into my eyes. The side of his rugged jaw twitched as if he were trying to hold back a smile. “Do you offer me your body completely, sweet girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “And you understand that myself and my associates will be punishing you for being such a filthy slut and fucking us in front of your husband?”
    

    
      
    

    
      There was no way to disguise the deep shudder that ran through me as I felt my pussy becoming wet. “Yes, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He unfastened my bra quick as a blink, tossing it aside and replacing the lacy material with his huge rough hands. “You’re so damn gorgeous.” It was thrilling when his dark voice was whisper soft.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke squeezed my breasts gently at first, his thumbs flicking over the nipples as I tried not to whimper. He dipped his head to suck one into his mouth, making me stagger, but his arm was locked securely around me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Easy, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      His teeth scraped across my skin, igniting every nerve. Then he picked me up and tossed me on the bed so hard I bounced, reminding me that I was his toy. His plaything.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke took hold of my panties, tearing them slightly in his fight to get them off fast. My eyelids felt heavy, as if I were in a trance as I watched Duke spread my thighs.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Such a gorgeous pussy,” he murmured. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Thick fingers trailed around my naked skin, as his thumbs gently explored my folds, spreading me open. His tongue flattened against my crease, lapping through my center with long, languid strokes.
    

    
      
    

    
      I started to reach down to grip his shoulders, but my wrists were gently pulled up over my head. Duke sucked my clit between his lips, flicking his tongue against it as I wailed, my back arching as I shook on the bed.
    

    
      
    

    
      I almost didn’t notice my wrists being wrapped in soft leather cuffs, but I heard the jangle of a steel chain as I was fastened to the headboard. Duke’s eyes were smiling as I began to shake uncontrollably.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t stop,” I gasped, already on the edge of a massive climax from the intensity of this dream becoming reality.
    

    
      
    

    
      “He won’t, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking up with a start, the man I recognized from the website as Clay sat beside me, stroking my hair.  “May I play with you too, sweet girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I gasped, trying to nod, but my body was trembling.
    

    
      
    

    
      He was just as handsome but looked a bit rougher. As if he were more accustomed to manipulating concrete and steel than a woman’s body. Clay leaned down, slipping a hand along my cheek, then down my throat to cup my breast.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Just relax, Tonya. You’ll feel a lot better when you come in Duke’s mouth.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The pressure in my belly and hips was incredible. My entire body was poised for the climax of a lifetime. Giving up control to these two magnificent men was wild. The way they touched me so differently from my only other lover was yet another point of arousal.
    

    
      
    

    
      Just as Duke’s tongue fluttered more quickly across my clit, he plunged two fingers inside me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I began to scream, but Clay cut me off with a ferocious kiss that nearly blinded me. He pinched my nipples gently just as Duke lightly slapped my inner thigh, bringing a bite of pain precisely at the point where I lost all control.
    

    
      
    

    
      My body vibrated from the strongest orgasm of my life as Clay’s tongue sunk into my mouth, and Duke licked my clit steadily.
    

    
      
    

    
      Even though I was tied up, dominated, controlled… My body felt like it was floating. As the last tremors of my climax dissipated, I was left breathless and twitching.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” Clay murmured. “Just let everything happen.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Did you notice how much she enjoys a bit of pain?” Duke’s low voice rasped. Clay nodded, pinching my other nipple as I moaned.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Have you fucked her yet?” he asked Duke.
    

    
      
    

    
      “No, I wanted to get her nice and juicy first.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke sat up, and I realized the two of them were fully clothed while I was completely naked.  
    

    
      
    

    
      He must have noticed that I was staring back and forth between the two of them. Duke stretched up and pulled off his tight black t-shirt, adding it to the clothing pile on the far side of the room.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Holy shit,” I heard myself mutter. His body was unbelievably sculpted, with his left arm nearly completely covered with detailed tattoos.
    

    
      
    

    
      He looked so savage. Even though his eyes were gentle as he chuckled. “Clay, do we allow our submissive to curse while they are bound and under our care?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Absolutely not.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay stood up and ripped off his snug navy t-shirt, showing off a tanned bodybuilder physique that made me whimper. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke smiled wickedly. “I think she likes us. But she definitely needs to be punished for her foul mouth, and for ogling her new Masters.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew they were just making up any reason to give me a spanking and could hardly wait.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Didn’t you say that she was caught with a stash of dirty books?” Clay asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      “True,” Duke said, nodding. “She was keeping things from her husband. Now he has to watch her be taken by men who might not be so gentle with her.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved the way his eyes sparkled with amusement. Before I could say a word, four hands flipped me onto my stomach, then arranged my body on my knees with my legs spread wide.
    

    
      
    

    
      I balanced on my forearms, finally getting a good look at the leather cuffs that bound my wrists. They were attached to a sturdy steel chain, which allowed me to move slightly, but certainly not far.
    

    
      
    

    
      Turning to look over my shoulder, both men were staring at my wet, open pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Large hands began to caress my ass and thighs as Clay murmured, “This one is extra sexy.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yeah, and she’s never been spanked,” Duke said. His voice darkened to a growl as they both stood beside the bed, yanking my hips into position to face them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s hand was surprisingly heavy as he spanked the bottom of my right cheek. Then the sting hit me like a flash of heat, making my toes curl and my knees press into the bed. My breath came out in a whoosh as he did it again.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay stroked my hair. “Damn, she likes that.” He leaned in to nibble my ear, causing the space between my shoulder blades to quiver. “Just breathe through the pain, sexy. Be our good girl, and we’ll fuck you soon. All right?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nodded, nearly breathless with lust, and wondering how this was actually happening to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay’s fingers slipped under, across my belly, then into my soaking pussy. “Fuck,” he murmured. “I bet she’d come again in seconds.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Why don’t you eat her, and I’ll see how much pain she can take?” Duke’s commanding tone was enough to make me climax on its own.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay laid on his back on the bed, pulling my kneeling form so that my pussy was directly over his mouth. He gripped my ass to pull me lower until his tongue lashed against my clit. Then he gripped my thighs to hold me in position as Duke’s firm palm slapped against my ass.
    

    
      
    

    
      The mixture of pain and pleasure flooded me with endorphins and adrenaline. It was almost too much to process as Clay released my clit to plunge his tongue inside me. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, her cunt is delicious,” he moaned.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke gave me three hard spanks in quick succession. “What do you say when one of your Masters gives you a compliment, little girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      It took me a second to find my breath. “Thank you, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s hand slapped against my ass and hips, warming my skin until it was rosy. Clay returned his tongue to my clit, thrusting two fingers inside me, fucking me while he licked me.
    

    
      
    

    
      The climax that had been swirling around me for several minutes locked into place as my eyes flipped to the mirror. My husband Jason was about to watch me completely fall apart under the hands of these two rough men.
    

    
      
    

    
      With a scream, I shook from head to toe, feeling like I was gushing against Clay’s mouth, his tongue never stopping.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s hands became gentle, stroking my back as he held me so that I didn’t thrash too much. “Good girl.” His praise sent another tremor through me.
    

    
      
    

    
      When I returned to my senses, I blinked hard, focusing on the naked cock bobbing proudly in front of me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I looked up past the eight pack of solid abs to see Clay’s grin. “Time to earn your keep, little girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s hands held my hips as I felt a soft nudge directly against my inner pussy lips. Tossing my hair, I looked over my shoulder to see him naked and nodding.  “Are you going to be our good girl and take us both?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Licking my lips, I nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He filled me gently, opening my body for his as I opened my lips for Clay.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s cock was quite a bit bigger than Jason’s. Even though I was drenched, it took a minute for him to work himself inside. Opening my lips wide for Clay, I was able to turn my head just enough that I could see Duke staring at his shaft stretching my pussy open.
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as the two men were situated, they stopped being gentle. Each of them found their own rhythm, holding me in position as they used me for their pleasure. Clay gripped the back of my head, gliding his thick shaft between my lips over and over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke’s fingers dug into my hips as he fucked me steadily. My pussy was so oversensitive that it felt like I was fluttering around him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Jesus, baby, you feel incredible,” Duke growled, increasing his pace.
    

    
      
    

    
      “She looks so innocent,” Clay observed. “These sweet eyes tell me she’s not used to being thrown down.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “She obviously loves it, and she’s going to have to get used to it,” Duke said, his eyes darting to the mirror.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s it, baby,” Clay groaned. “Show your husband how obedient you are. Let’s show him how he should be fucking this pretty mouth every day when he comes home from work.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It felt like I was dripping down my legs as Duke rammed his erection harder and deeper. I’d never felt anything like this before as I rocked back and forth between their bodies.
    

    
      
    

    
      The intensity of even one of these men would have been overwhelming, but both of them at once? It was too much, and it was amazingly satisfying.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay reached under to run his middle finger across my clit. Instantly my body began to fuck his hand, needing just that tiny bit of extra stimulation.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Come for us.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      I looked up to see Clay’s face fierce with concentration as he thrust between my lips faster. Duke’s fingers dug harder into my skin as he rammed over and over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Being sandwiched between so much masculine energy completely tore me apart. My control snapped as I screamed. My body turned rigid as I shattered, trembling as the orgasm washed over me, through me, rendering me helpless.
    

    
      
    

    
      My fantasy was stronger and deeper than I even realized, as for the first time in my life, I felt completely fulfilled.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was a fuck toy. It was glorious.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Jason *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Everything ached. 
    

    
      
    

    
      My balls were heavy, my cock was throbbing in my hand, but most of all, my heart ached as I watched Tonya undulating in a blissful climax between the two men. 
    

    
      
    

    
      How could I, her husband, the man who truly loved her, not have been giving her what she needed?
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew it wasn’t one hundred percent my fault since she had been doing her best to hide it. But I should have been more insistent that she shared her fantasies with me at the beginning of our relationship. From the look of things, she needed me to be a lot more forceful.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya’s eyes were sparkling as she rocked back and forth between the two men who were now using my wife entirely for their own pleasure. The second guy, who I recognized from the website as Clay, had barely introduced himself, simply getting her permission, then shoving his dick into her mouth. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It was how easily she said yes that both horrified me and made my fingers tighten around my trembling cock.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Suck hard, little girl,” Clay said, gripping her firmly. “Get ready to drink every single drop.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She moaned around his huge shaft. I watched the back of his shoulders and thighs stiffen as he froze, pumping his come down her throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s it, baby,” Duke rasped, his fingerprints evident on her hips as he gave her a quick slap on the ass.
    

    
      
    

    
      He was fucking her so hard and deep that I found it a bit unsettling. Yet there was no doubt that Tonya loved every harsh stroke. Duke’s biceps flexed as he held her hips back against him, bending forward slightly as he came deep in my wife’s sweet pussy with a low grunt of relief.
    

    
      
    

    
      I thought I’d be able to hold myself back, simply stroking my shaft a bit to release some of the tension. But watching another man come inside Tonya was like a punch in the guts. 
    

    
      
    

    
      She wanted to be a sexy little whore during playtime. She wanted to be fucked like a toy and used by men. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As my fist tightened, jerking my cock as I came into the tissues provided in this tiny room, I stared at Tonya’s rapt expression. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Perhaps I should have been humiliated. Instead, I was inspired. I would study everything she enjoyed with these men and keep my gorgeous wife satisfied. 
    

    
      
    

    
      No, that wasn’t what she wanted. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I was going to fuck the hell out of my sexy toy forever. 
    

    
      
    

    
      That was it. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      It was sort of comical how many times Clay and I had watched each other ejaculate into one of our beautiful clients.
    

    
      
    

    
      He pulled his wet cock from Tonya’s mouth, wiping it dramatically against her bottom lip. Then he leaned down to kiss her forehead. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good job, little girl.” He dipped to whisper in her ear, “You have that husband of yours bring you back to us as often as you can. Next time I want a turn to spank that hot ass.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I could feel the shivers run through her as I pulled my cock out, watching as our combined juices dripped down her inner thighs.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay got dressed, then gave me a high five on his way out. “I have a quickie next, so I’ll catch you later.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The door shut behind him, then I picked up Tonya, turning her so that she was lying on her back. I checked her wrist cuffs, then slipped a pillow under her head.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How do you feel, baby?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Amazing,” she drawled, almost as if she were high. Tonya blinked several times, then asked, “Should I get dressed, Sir?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Only if you’ve had enough, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She shook her head. “Not even close.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching over her, my chest was against her face as I lengthened the chain holding her cuffs to the bed. Her open-mouthed kisses across my pecs tickled.
    

    
      
    

    
      Laying over her, I kissed those perfect pouty lips. “You just touched your dominant without permission, little girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      For some reason, I couldn’t use my usual slightly threatening tone with her. She was just too sweet. So innocent. Besides, I could tell that she genuinely wanted to play the game.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m sorry, Sir,” she said gently. “Maybe somebody hasn’t trained me enough?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You sassy thing.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I kissed down her throat, squeezing her breasts firmly in both hands until she moaned. Standing up, I flipped her so that her chest was on the bed with her weight on her forearms, and her feet were on the ground.
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching into a drawer under the bed, I pulled out a leather flogger. Dragging it up and down her back, she seemed perfectly comfortable, even though she had no idea what I might do to her next. Tonya was very trusting, which for some reason made me want to be more brutal with her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Slapping the long leather falls across her back, she moaned happily. “I love the way you punish me, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My cock had already jumped to attention again. Flogging her steadily, I waited while she adjusted to the pressure, and the slight sting. Then her hips began to sway with arousal. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Leaning my entire body over hers, I nipped her earlobe between my teeth. “Your husband is watching you being disciplined, still dripping with my come. Clay’s load is in your stomach, and there’s more come to come.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She laughed at that. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Do you like knowing that he’s watching?” I whispered.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya nodded. “This is what I’ve always dreamed of, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching under her hip, I ran my fingertips across her clit. Her shoulders jerked as she spread her legs wider.
    

    
      
    

    
      Rubbing her briskly, I growled in her ear, “You sexy little slut. You’re just dying to come again, aren’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Should I let you come right now?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dipping a finger inside her, she was absolutely drenched. I used that to lube up her little button that felt swollen and needy under my fingertips. Bringing her right to the edge, I listened for the second her breath began to catch, then yanked my hand away.
    

    
      
    

    
      “No!” she whined. “Please, Sir… I’ll do anything.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’ll do anything because I wish it. Not because you’re desperate for another climax.” I spanked the bottom of her ass sharply as she jumped. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Then she turned her head to catch my eye. “I understand, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Standing up straight, I brought the leather strips of the flogger across her ass and hips in sharp strikes. I used a light hand, making her quiver with desire more than flinch in pain. Soon she was practically euphoric, her hips swiveling as if she were being fucked instead of punished.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya turned back to look at me, those beautiful lips open as she panted, “Please, Sir… Fuck me again?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dammit, I loved how desperately she was begging. I also loved that her husband was studying how she needed to be treated. But since she begged me to fuck her, I couldn’t do it. However, those luscious lips had been calling to me from the moment I saw her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Glancing at my watch, the timing was perfect.
    

    
      
    

    
      I unclipped her cuffs from the bed but kept her wrists together. Pulling her to the bottom of the bed, I leaned her across the corner. Her ass was in the air pointed right at the door, and her beautiful face was right at the level of my hips.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya pushed herself up on her forearms and opened wide the second she realized what I wanted.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” I said, stroking her soft, coppery hair as she wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock. Her hips were squirming slightly as if she couldn’t stand to be still. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Baby, what would you do right now if a total stranger came into the room?”
    

    
      
    

    
      The head of my dick slipped out of her mouth with a tiny pop. “I’d beg him to fuck me, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s how badly you need it? You need a dick in you so bad that you’d take it from absolutely anyone?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya nodded, moaning loudly as she returned to sucking my length.
    

    
      
    

    
      The door opened quietly as Ivan stuck his head inside. I gave him a pointed look, then glanced at Tonya's bouncing, wriggling ass.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How badly do you need cock inside that wet little pussy?” I rasped.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m desperate, Sir,” she moaned.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan pulled off his shirt, then as his jeans and belt hit the floor, Tonya jumped slightly at the sound.
    

    
      
    

    
      With my shaft buried in her mouth, she couldn’t turn her head, but her eyes met mine. “Nod if you want Ivan to fuck you, baby.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded, smiling eagerly as she ran her tongue along the underside of my cock.
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s a big yes,” I told Ivan, who was already hard, stroking his length as he came to stand between her legs.
    

    
      
    

    
      I usually had pretty good self-control. But this beautiful innocent girl who needed to be a slut so desperately was making it tricky not to come down her throat. Gripping her by the chin, I eased my length out, teasing her lips so that she could speak as Ivan slid his rigid shaft deep inside her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh, yes,” she moaned in relief. “Thank you, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan’s hands slipped up her back, caressing her gently. “Good girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He was as big as me, so it took him a few strokes to penetrate her completely. Tonya’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head as she was filled. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, she’s so wet,” Ivan groaned. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yeah. Spank her hard and feel the way her hot little cunt flutters around you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He gave her a sharp smack, then moaned, reveling in the sensation before spanking her again. “Damn. She’s a hot little submissive.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Watching Tonya’s eyes, she was thrilled at that word. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “She’s wanted to be submissive for a long time,” I said, stroking her hair as I fucked her sweet mouth. The warm, wet suction felt incredible, but so did the look of true longing in her eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow, I would put Tonya’s needs ahead of the pressure in my balls and hang on for as long as she needed me to punish her. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The only thing that mattered was making this gorgeous woman’s fantasy become a reality. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Tonya *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      This reality was a thousand times better than any fantasy I’d ever had. The books didn’t describe it in sharp enough detail. The feeling of being genuinely used as a sexual object was setting my soul on fire.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d barely been able to glance at Ivan, whose incredibly thick cock rammed into my oversensitive pussy again and again. I recognized the name from the website, so I knew he was a huge muscular man with dark hair like the other two.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke pulled his length from my lips so that I was able to sneak a look behind me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Good grief, all three of the men in this bizarre club were so gorgeous. Ivan gave me a wink, then bent down to kiss along my spine. I loved that all three of these men were just rough enough, and just tender enough to drive me wild.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You feel wonderful, little girl. So obedient to let me use your sexy cunt like this.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “She’s too obedient,” Duke chuckled. “She’s trying to make me come too fast.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan’s hand slapped my ass roughly, which somehow made his deep thrusts feel even better.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m sorry, Sir,” I moaned. “What do you want me to do?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke stroked his slight scruff of beard, contemplating. “I don’t know. Ivan, what should we do with this adorable little toy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t know, man. This feels pretty fucking good.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I should have brought the spanking bench up,” Duke said thoughtfully, holding the tip of his cock so I could just barely reach it with the tip of my tongue. I love the way he teased me. Controlled me. Made even the simplest gesture feel filthy.
    

    
      
    

    
      I wasn’t sure whether it made me a bad wife, but I kept forgetting that Jason was on the other side of the one-way mirror. Was he studying my behavior with these two men? Was he shocked that I needed Ivan to fuck me when I hadn’t even met him?
    

    
      
    

    
      It was too late to think about any of that. All I knew was that I needed to come again. My hips began lurching back toward Ivan, helping him to fuck me deeper. It seemed like the easiest way to communicate my desperation. 
    

    
      
    

    
      His fingers gripped my waist. “This sweet little thing loves it when I bottom out,” he groaned. “She likes it hard.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke dug into the drawer under the bed again, bringing out a wooden paddle. “Let’s see what she thinks of this. Tonya knows that she needs to be punished for being too sexy for her own good.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I honestly didn’t know if he was just playing the role or whether he genuinely thought that I was sexy. But from the way his cock thickened in my mouth, about to burst every time I sucked him for more than a minute, I wanted to believe him.
    

    
      
    

    
      He handed the paddle to Ivan, who gave me a sharp smack on the underside of my ass. The sting was a surprise that made me yelp.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke groaned since my wide-open mouth allowed him to sink deeper down my throat. “Oh fuck — do that again,” he muttered through clenched teeth.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan began alternating between spanks and caresses with the wooden paddle. The pain was nothing compared to the fiery arousal that coursed through my veins.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Are you going to be a filthy girl and make me come again?” Duke asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      I could barely nod, but he got the idea.
    

    
      
    

    
      “This hot little pussy is so tight that I can’t last for much longer either,” Ivan said.
    

    
      
    

    
      I adored that he referred to my pussy, not me. Like I truly was an object. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke lowered his voice, speaking with Ivan as if I couldn’t hear them. “Her husband is watching in the side room. Seems like a nice guy. We’ll make sure that he brings her in every month for some special treatment.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan thrust deeper, pounding against the very end of my tunnel with every stroke. “Good idea. I definitely need a piece of this again.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The paddle came down again, making me wail. My body was beginning to twitch, and it was hard to stay in place since I wanted to rock between them. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “She needs to come again,” Duke announced.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan tossed the paddle aside, reaching under to brush his fingers against my clit. It felt like making me come was a job that needed to be done. Maintenance for their plaything. As if I needed anything else to fuel the fire burning so fiercely inside me.
    

    
      
    

    
      It took less than a minute before I screamed, the climax washing over me and pulling me under into a pool of pure bliss.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck, she is so hot,” Ivan growled, ramming hard and fast until I felt him throbbing inside me, filling me with his hot load. “A little demon when she’s coming.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “One of the sexiest,” Duke agreed, seconds before he took hold of the back of my head, pumping thick ropes of come straight down my throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      I swallowed every drop, then was laid on my back. Duke removed my wrist cuffs, then they snuggled me between them, caressing me gently. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Hey,” Duke said gently, “You’ve been such a good girl. Do you want to have a shower and go home, or do you need more?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I knew that I should go in and check on Jason. That I’d had more than my fair share of these incredible men. But on the off chance that this was my only time to visit this house, I couldn’t resist. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mmm… more?”
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Jason *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never been so fucking horny in my entire life. I felt like a teenager who had just learned how to jerk off.
    

    
      
    

    
      The garbage can in front of me was filling up with tissues as I couldn’t stop coming from the sight of my beautiful wife being ravaged by those huge men.
    

    
      
    

    
      It wasn’t just the way they were touching her. Fucking her. Coming down her throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was the light in her eyes when she was first tied up. The way she moaned when she was spanked, then flogged, then paddled. The way she gasped in joy at a total stranger ramming his huge cock inside her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya needed to be a filthy slut. I was going to do everything in my power to make sure that happened as often as she needed it.
    

    
      
    

    
      After wiping off my dick and hands for the third time, I set my palms on my thighs to try to calm down.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke was laying on his back, with Tonya on top of him, bouncing up and down on his giant cock. One of her breasts was in his mouth as she leaned slightly to the side, where Ivan was standing, pumping his length between her lips.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was moaning in bliss, rocking up and down gracefully. I couldn’t tear my eyes away, and could already feel my shaft thickening again.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was hard to make out some of the conversations, but Duke and Ivan praised Tonya for being such a beautiful little submissive. One of them mentioned what they were going to do to her when she came back next time.
    

    
      
    

    
      There was definitely going to be a next time. I’d never seen my wife so happy. Her joy was more important than my jealousy, or my ego.
    

    
      
    

    
      Just when I realized it was becoming impossible not to touch myself again, the door of their room opened and Clay returned.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan pulled his dick from her mouth so that she could turn back to smile at Clay, who leaned down to give her a deep, wet kiss. He murmured something, then dug in a drawer for a tiny plastic bottle.
    

    
      
    

    
      Ivan resumed sliding his length in and out of Tonya’s perfect lips, as Duke gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks wide.
    

    
      
    

    
      She squealed as Clay drizzled lubricant across her untouched asshole. Then he stripped, approaching her with an erection so hard it looked threatening.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You love the pain, little girl,” Duke said, stroking her back as Clay dragged the head up and down against her tightest opening.
    

    
      
    

    
      “It’ll hurt a lot less than getting spanked,” Clay said.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Plus, you’re going to look sexy as hell with every single hole filled,” Ivan chuckled.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was relieved to see that Clay was gentle with her, easing his shaft into her back entrance with small strokes. Ivan stepped back to let her breathe for a moment. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Wow. Sirs, you’re all so amazing. That feels so good.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” Duke said. “I knew that you could do it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I couldn’t believe the look in her eyes as Tonya breathed carefully, relaxing her body as Clay pushed deeper. He groaned as he worked himself all the way in.
    

    
      
    

    
      She took the entire monster cock in her ass. I would never have guessed that my pretty little wife would crave such a thing. My mind was being opened to endless possibilities.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke and Clay gripped her hips and waist, plunging in and out of her tight pussy and ass.
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as Tonya caught her breath, Ivan resumed pumping his length between her lips. Her moaning squeals were pure joy. Absolute heaven.
    

    
      
    

    
      My fist wrapped around my cock again, unable to stop myself.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tonya’s lips were stretched by a stranger’s cock. Her body was being ravaged by three huge men, and she loved it. My sweet baby loved being a slutty, filthy whore.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet as soon as we got out of this crazy place, she was going to be my whore.
    

    
      
    

    
      I watched helplessly as Duke slipped his hand between them, rubbing her clit as Tonya began to buck and shutter.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh fuck,” Clay groaned. “She tightens right up when she’s about to come.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Get ready, little girl,” Ivan rasped, gripping the back of her head as he plunged down her throat. “You’re so sexy that I’ve got a special load just for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow the men managed to wait until Tonya began to buck and scream through her orgasm before they let loose.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke thrust up into her harder and harder, then shuddered as he came, filling my wife’s pussy with his come. Ivan stroked her hair as he came down her throat, as I watched her swallow over and over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clay leaned forward, gripping her breasts as he fucked her ass harder, harder, before coming with a roar that nearly shook the one-way glass I was staring through.
    

    
      
    

    
      Watching their reaction to my sweet baby was the last straw. Even though I knew she couldn’t see me, it felt like Tonya’s eyes met mine through the glass as I came, chanting her name while my cock erupted. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I was absolutely spent. Yet I needed to somehow find the energy to take care of my darling girl. The incredible woman who had opened my eyes to a whole new world. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Tonya *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never felt this wired before. I was energized, clear-headed, and unbelievably joyous. I would have thought that I’d be exhausted or fuzzy after such a wild experience.
    

    
      
    

    
      As soon as everyone had caught our breath after that incredible group session, Clay and Ivan kissed me goodbye, then Duke took me into a nearby shower, where Jason joined us.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was so sweet that the two of them helped me since my legs were still shaking. They helped dry me off, and I slipped back into my dress, stuffing my bra and ripped panties into my purse.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was hard to read Jason’s expression, but he seemed contemplative. He was quieter than usual as he said goodbye to Duke, assuring him that we would call next month.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke wrapped me up in a bear hug and whispered, “He might need some time to process this, baby. Don’t worry. He had a great time.” He gave me a light spank that was more of a caress. “Take care of this hot little ass. Next time it’s my turn.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Giggling, I gave him a kiss on the cheek, then took Jason’s hand as we went out to the car. The cool, crisp air helped me clear my head as I tried to read his eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How do you feel?” he asked me as we reached the car. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Amazing. I just hope that you’re all right with everything. Are you upset?”
    

    
      
    

    
      He turned to me with wide eyes. “Are you kidding me?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason pinned me against the trunk. “Baby, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. My brain is scrambled. Seeing that side of you…  To think that it was something you needed that I hadn’t been giving you… I’m upset with myself for not providing what you need.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re not a mind reader,” I said, reaching up to cup his jaw in my hand. “I should have told you, but I didn’t think you’d be into something like that.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He gripped my breast through the thin dress, then my ass with the other hand, giving my entire body a little shake. “You know that I love you. I respect you. I admire you. But now that I know I can use you and fuck the shit out of you when it’s playtime… I just can’t wait until you’ve recovered.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason’s eyes were absolutely blazing in the dim light. There were no houses around for at least half a mile, and we were at least sixty feet away from the front porch light.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t need to recover,” I said quickly. “I need more.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Something shifted in his energy. “Are you telling me that playtime should be right now?”
    

    
      
    

    
      The dark tone in his voice made me shiver, and the new submissive energy inside me purred and hummed, eager to come to life. “Yes… Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason’s hand slipped up to grip the back of my hair a bit roughly. “Are you my toy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. Yes, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My gorgeous husband was even more handsome with that dark, scorching look in his eyes. He unfastened his belt with one hand, and for half a second, I wondered if he was going to beat me with it.
    

    
      
    

    
      He shoved his pants down and pulled out his cock that was red and swollen and harder than I’d ever seen it before. The hand on my neck barely had to push to guide me to my knees.
    

    
      
    

    
      Gripping his length with both hands, I wrapped my lips around him, eagerly sucking as he groaned. “Hands behind your back.” A shiver ran through me from his commanding tone.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clasping my hands behind me, he took hold of my head, fucking my mouth carefully, just roughly enough that I could definitely feel he was now in charge.
    

    
      
    

    
      He looked at me as if he knew exactly what I was thinking. As if he knew what I needed more than I did. It was what I’d been dreaming of for years.
    

    
      
    

    
      Nerve endings tingled across my body as I realized I needed to be taken. I already felt overheated as his cock rammed faster and harder into my mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason was pretty well endowed, but I’d never seen him this big. Or perhaps seeing me on my knees on a concrete driveway turned him on as much as it thrilled me. I could already feel how wet I was again.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then I was in the air, Jason scooping under my arms to set me on the cold metal of the trunk. My skirt hitched up to my waist, leaving me half-naked as he rammed the broad head of his cock straight into my pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck — you feel so perfect,” he groaned into my ear.
    

    
      
    

    
      We had made love hundreds of times in the past few years, but this was so different. Jason fucked me, hard and fast. His hips flexed, driving his shaft into me with his full strength as he gripped my ass roughly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Wrapping my legs around him, it felt like I was riding him as he planted himself deeper inside me than ever before.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never seen Jason look so masculine. So wildly sexy. My hips were moving of their own accord, grinding my clit against the base of his cock as our bodies slammed together.
    

    
      
    

    
      He wasn’t being careful. There was no trace of tenderness. My husband was using my body for his own pleasure for the first time ever.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I can feel how much you like that,” he growled into my ear like an animal.
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow he lifted me, spearing me with his thick cock as he slapped my ass hard. “That’s for keeping a secret,” he groaned. “You’ll never keep secret fantasies from me again, will you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “No.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He shoved my dress up to slap my bare ass harder. “What do we say when your husband is fucking you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Sir. I’m sorry, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s better.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The darkness in his voice was driving me insane. Jason leaned me back against the car, impaling me harder and harder, shaking my entire body.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Here I thought you were a sweet, beautiful lady. Now I know you’re a slutty girl who is so fucking hot for dick that she’ll let a stranger fuck her.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nearly cried from relief as his hips drove hard and fast. My pussy was tightening, so eager for one more climax.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Now I know this is the real you. I’m going to be fucking the hell out of you every chance I get. You’re going to come to my office and take it across the desk. You’re going to pick up some lube tomorrow so that I can fuck your hot ass. You’re going to suck me every time I snap my fingers.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I was reeling from this incredible new side of him. “Yes, Sir. I’ll do anything for you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason kissed me with a fire that infiltrated my soul. It was possession. Admiration. Raw, savage lust. He hitched my leg higher around his hip so that he could pound me deeper, bottoming out completely as I began to gasp with every thrust.
    

    
      
    

    
      “This slick little cunt is going to be my favorite toy,” he groaned. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I could feel that he was right on the edge, but so was I. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I wanted to tell him how much I loved what we were doing, but couldn’t form the words. The back of my mind questioned whether anyone else was looking out the window. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The slapping noise of our bodies against each other was the only sound other than Jason’s raspy murmur. “Pretending to be sweet when you’re actually a raunchy little slut at heart. Filthy, naughty lying girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He lifted me just long enough to spank my hip hard, then as he ground against me, he brushed against my clit perfectly.
    

    
      
    

    
      My fingers tightened around his neck as I hung on for dear life as the heat began to roll through me. “Oh… I’m coming for you… Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He spanked me again as my pussy clenched around him. “You will call me Master every time you’re naked.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, Master,” I gasped.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You have no idea what it does to me, fucking you while you’re still full of another man’s come,” he growled. “Fuck… I can’t believe such a sexy slut is all mine.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Jason flattened me back against the trunk, kissing me harshly as his cock throbbed, emptying his wet heat inside me for what felt like a very long time.
    

    
      
    

    
      When we stopped shaking, he looked into my eyes carefully. “Are you all right, baby? Please tell me I didn’t hurt you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I felt deliciously sore, and knew that I’d have a slight ache for days. It felt incredible. “You gave me everything I needed,” I whispered, hugging him against me as he pulled me up to set me back on my feet.
    

    
      
    

    
      His smile was pure delight. “You’re going to be dripping with my come all the way home, aren’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He opened the car door for me as we heard a strange noise. Turning toward the porch, Duke, Ivan, and Clay were applauding. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “See you soon!” Duke waved.
    

    
      
    

    
      We laughed as we drove down the long driveway, into an entirely new chapter of an already wonderful marriage.
    

    
      
    

    
      ***
    

    
      Want more?
    

    
      If these links don’t work, just search for “Lexie Renard” on Amazon!
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      wife sharing
      ?
    

    
      
        Wife Sharing Club
      
    

    
      
        Sharing my Angel
      
    

    
      
        Sharing my Naughty Wife
      
    

    
      
        Trading My Submissive Wife
      
    

    
      
        Watching My Submissive Wife
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      sex clubs
      ?
    

    
      
        Skyscraper Dungeon #1 - April’s Submission
      
      
         
        

      
      
        Paradise Fantasies
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      first time BDSM
      ?
    

    
      
        His New Toy
      
    

    
      
        Teaching Sierra - BDSM Training School
      
    

    
      
        Nikki’s Necklace
      
    

    
      
        Carrie’s Cuffs
      
    

    
      
        Tying Tracy
      
    

    
      
        Laura’s Collar
      
    

    
      
        Please Spank Me, Master
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      sexy sugar babies
      ?
    

    
      
        Master’s Sugar Baby Harem
      
    

    
      
        Billionaire’s Sugar Baby: From Trailer Trash to Sex Pet
      
    

    
      
        Submissive Sugar Baby #1 - Clara
      
    

    
      
        Submissive Sugar Baby #2 - Noni
      
      
        

      
      
        Submissive Sugar Baby #3 - Kayden
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      badass Dom bikers
      ?
    

    
      
        Biker Dom: Cuffs
      
    

    
      
        Biker Dom: Motor
      
    

    
      
        Biker Dom: Leather
      
    

    
      
        Biker Dom: Boss
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking for stories about 
      naughty bosses
       getting busy with their sexy staff?
    

    
      
        Submissive Office Pet
      
    

    
      
        His Little Assistant
      
    

    
      
        The New Receptionist
      
    

    
      
        Suddenly His Toy - Sexy Office Pet Romance
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Please stay in touch!
    

    
      Join the email newsletter for updates, previews, and monthly free book links:
    

    
      
        http://eepurl.com/cP-J_L
      
    

    
      
    

    
      If you enjoy sexy stories, please search “Lexie Renard”, visit 
      
        LexieRenard.com
      
      , or 
    

    
      
        Click here for the very latest books
      
    

    
      
    

    
      ***
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