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WIFE WATCHING GAME

FUTURE WIFE FINGERED IN BAR
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TOO LATE TO TURN BACK

GETTING WHAT I ASKED FOR - A HUSBAND WATCHES HIS WIFE


WIFE WATCHING GAME

Patrick took a drink of his beer and scanned the crowded bar, his gaze going from person to person until he saw a blonde sitting across the room. There were too many people between them to get a good look, but he thought he recognized her. He pushed his way through the crowd, only stopping when he was about 10 feet away.

Her back was to him, so he couldn't see her face. But she looked like she had a nice body. She was petite and wore a white blouse and black skirt. She wasn't too tall, maybe 5'3" or so, but she had long shapely legs, and her high heels made her look taller. Her blonde hair looked soft and lush, ending a few inches past her shoulders. She was surrounded by a bunch of men, and no wonder, especially if her front was anywhere near as good as her back.

The blonde seemed to be paying most of her attention to a tall guy. He was ruggedly handsome with a dark complexion. He looked Greek. He was fairly broad shouldered, with thickly muscled arms. Patrick chuckled to himself. Chicks were so predictable, going after the tall-dark-and-handsome types.

Patrick sensed that the couple had just met, although it was an easy guess since the bar had the reputation of being a meat market. The Greek placed his hand on the blonde's back, and she seemed to tense. It was pretty clear that the blonde wasn't entirely comfortable with the Greek's forwardness. Still, she didn't push him away, and the Greek inched his hand downward.

Patrick watched as the Greek's hand slowly moved down the blonde's back. She seemed to stiffen when his hand moved from her blouse to her skirt, but still she didn't pull away. The Greek's fingers slowly caressed the curve of the blonde's behind.

Finally, the blonde took a half step back. This didn't dislodge the Greek's hand from her ass, but it at least caused him to stop fondling her. Before he could start groping her again, the blonde motioned at a just vacated bar stool. Almost reluctantly, the Greek pulled his hands away and grabbed the stool. The blonde sat on the stool. As she did her skirt rode high up her thigh. "God she's got great legs," Patrick thought.

Then the blonde glanced in his direction, and Patrick finally saw her face. His breath caught in his throat. The blonde was his wife!

Their eyes locked, and Patrick saw recognition, and something else, in Rachel's -- his wife's -- eyes. Anxiousness? Rachel's lips parted, as though she was about to say something to him. But before she could, Patrick took a few steps back. Rachel seemed to scan the crowd, but Patrick disappeared behind a group of businessmen. Patrick pushed his way to the other side of the bar. He was actually closer to Rachel and the Greek than before but hidden in the crowd.

Patrick could see his wife's face. Rachel was still flirting with the Greek, but she didn't look entirely comfortable. Patrick's heart lurched when he saw the Greek place his hand on her knee. Rachel's face flushed, but she didn't push him away. The Greek took her inaction as permission to explore further, edging his hand higher up her leg. He was getting perilously close to the edge of her skirt. She forced a smile and moved her hands over his, stopping his movement.

But still she didn't push him away. The Greek continued to smile. He leaned closer and whispered something in her ear. As he did, he wrapped his other arm around her waist. Patrick couldn't see, but he assumed the Greek's hand was again caressing his wife's behind.

The tall man's face was so close to Rachel's that their cheeks were almost touching. Maybe they were touching. The man adjusted and suddenly his lips had moved from her ear to her neck. He was kissing his wife's neck!

Rachel's breathing became labored, and Patrick wasn't surprised. Her neck was one of her most sensitive erogenous zones. This guy really knew how to seduce women! Patrick had no sooner thought this that the Greek's hand began again to edge up her leg. The Greek was trying to get under her skirt!

Patrick looked around. The Greek's seduction of his wife had caught the attention of a bunch of men. Maybe the Greek's friends? They were all smiling and whispering to each other, probably marveling at how easy Rachel appeared to be. Rachel was still flirting with the Greek, although it appeared forced. She wasn't explicitly acknowledging the Greek's hands on her body. But her face was flushed and her breathing labored.

Rachel was holding her legs tightly together. Patrick saw the Greek grasp her thigh and urge her legs apart. "What was he going to do, finger her in front of everyone?" Patrick thought. Patrick looked at the smiling crowd again. They seemed to be silently encouraging their friend on. But alarm had registered on Rachel's face. She looked scared.

Reluctantly, Patrick pushed through the crowd. "Rachel, there you are!" he said loudly.

The Greek looked at Patrick belligerently. "Who the hell are you?"

"I'm her husband," Patrick said angrily. Patrick looked at the Greek's hands on Rachel's body, pretending to see them for the first time. "Get the fuck away from my wife!"

The Greek slowly pulled his hands away. He looked at Rachel. "I thought you said your husband had to work late."

Before Rachel could respond, Patrick shouted, "Bullshit, she didn't say that! Now get away from her!"

The bouncer had heard the shouting and quickly got between Patrick and the Greek. "What's going on here?"

"This asshole is pawing over my wife!"

"She came on to me! She wants it!"

The bouncer held Patrick and the Greek apart. He looked at Rachel. "Is this man your husband?"

"Yes," Rachel said weakly. Just like the men around them, the bouncer knew the Greek was telling the truth. Rachel had willingly let the Greek fondle and kiss her.

"I think you two had better leave," the bouncer said to Patrick and Rachel.

Anger showed on Patrick's face, but he didn't say anything. He took Rachel's hand and quickly lead her out of the bar.

"Fucking slut," they heard people say as they pushed through the crowd. "Fucking tease."

"What took you so long?" Rachel asked later as they lay in bed, their bodies sweaty from passionate lovemaking.

"I wanted to watch. See what'd happen. You were so good tonight!"

"Patrick, you let it go on too long. You almost got into a fight!"

Patrick didn't answer. He wished it could have gone on longer...

Rachel seemed to read his mind, and her tone softened. "So -- did I really put on a good show tonight?" she asked, seeking her husband’s approval.

Patrick pulled his wife towards him. "You were incredible! I can't tell you how sexy it looked, with his hands on you, exploring you." He kissed his wife, and then whispered wickedly into her ear, "I was hoping you'd open your legs, let him touch you under your skirt."

Rachel pushed away, pretending to be angry. "That almost happened, he was pulling my legs apart."

Patrick knew she wasn't really angry. "I was hoping you'd let him finger you."

Rachel's eyes grew wide. "What? In front of everyone?" she said incredulously.

"You could've let him lead you to a dark corner."

"Yeah right," Rachel said with mock scorn.

"Come on, admit it, this guy turned you on."

Rachel didn't answer directly. "Well — remember the rule. A little fondling is allowed, but only over my clothes."

Patrick smiled mischievously. "Maybe we need to change the rules."

Rachel pushed away again. This time she was serious. "No, Patrick. Remember, this Game has limits."

Patrick continued to slyly smile. "You can't tell me you don't get excited when we play the Game."

"Yes, it's exciting," Rachel said, a bit frustrated. "But a little fondling and kissing is as far as I'm willing to go. I'm not going to bed with a stranger, and I know you really don't want me to do that, no matter what you say."

"Okay, okay," Patrick said quickly, not wanting to ruin the moment. Then he moved on top of his wife, his cock hard again. "You were so good tonight," he said, lowering his lips to hers.

Patrick poured himself another scotch, silently hoping the party would end early. He enjoyed these neighborhood parties. But he had wanted to go to a bar with Rachel and play the Game tonight. Those plans were dashed when their friends, Rick and Claire, called earlier and invited them over.

Patrick looked across the crowded room. His wife Rachel was talking to Rick. It didn't surprise him that Rick's wife, Claire, walked away when Rachel approached. Patrick was pretty sure Claire hated Rachel.

Rachel and Claire were by far the best-looking wives in their social group. In appearance they were almost opposites, like Betty and Veronica. Rachel was a blonde beauty, slim and petite, with long shapely legs. Claire was a brunette, taller and curvier. Claire's legs weren't bad — especially with the high stiletto heels she always wore — but Rachel's were better.

Both were pretty, but Rachel was prettier. And, even at 32, Rachel still looked so youthful that she was often carded in bars.

The years hadn't been so kind to Claire. Even though she was the same age as Rachel, her face was already starting to look tired. While still attractive, Claire looked like she was 32, while Rachel still looked like a co-ed.

Claire did have one thing over Rachel. Or, more accurately, two things. Claire had huge breasts, and she always displayed them in tight tops and low necklines. Rachel's breasts, while perfectly shaped, were much smaller. She was only a 32A or 32B cup, depending on the style of bra.

Patrick smiled as he saw Claire scowl at Rachel. It always amazed him how catty women could be. The fact that Rick always paid so much attention to Rachel didn't help things.

Patrick mingled and, before he knew it, an hour had passed. The crowd had thinned. He went looking for Rachel. "Maybe we can cut out and go to the bar," he thought. Patrick turned a corner and almost ran into Rachel. She was talking to her best friend, Laura. Their backs were to him, and they hadn't noticed him. Patrick was about to say something and then froze. What had Laura just said? He stepped back into the shadows and listened.

"Rachel, stop drooling," Sue said as she playfully nudged Rachel's side.

"What? I'm not drooling."

Sue laughed. "Well, you're definitely staring." Patrick peaked around the corner to see what they were talking about. Both girls were staring at Rick, who was talking to a couple of their neighbors. "But he's definitely worth staring at," she added almost dreamily. "Claire is so lucky. She gets to go to bed with him every night."

"I don't think Claire likes me,” Rachel said.

"I don't blame her. I'd be mad too if you flirted with my husband as much as you flirt with Rick."

Rachel looked shocked. "I don't flirt with Rick!"

"Oh, best honest, you've had a crush on Rick since you met him."

"Laura, you're crazy. I'm married. I don't have crushes on other men."

Laura looked unconvinced. "Even gorgeous men like Rick? Come on, admit it, you're hot for him."

Rachel scowled at her friend, but she finally smiled. "Well, he is Adonis-like."

Laura smiled back. "You know what else?" she asked conspiratorially. "He's hung like a horse!"

Rachel looked wide-eyed at her friend. "How do you know?"

"Claire told me. She brags about it. Oh, she's so lucky. Gorgeous AND huge."

Rachel paused. Her eyes trailed down to his crotch. "He does seem to — fill out his pants pretty well."

Laura laughed again. "Oh, like this is the first time you've looked?"

Rachel blushed with embarrassment, and then laughed too. "Well, maybe not the first time." The friends laughed again.

Patrick was surprised by these revelations. He never guessed his wife was sexually attracted to any of their friends. He started thinking about how they might be able to include Rick in their Game. That night, as Patrick made love to Rachel, he silently fantasized about Rick savagely fucking his beautiful wife.

Rachel took another sip of her Appletini, fidgeting on the bar stool. Playing the Game always made her so nervous. Patrick didn't understand how hard it was to sit alone in a bar, and make herself available to the advances of a bunch of horny men. True, it was an ego boost to be the center of attention of so many handsome men. But allowing strange men to touch her, sometimes even kiss her — yes, it was exciting. But... well, she never thought she'd be doing this after 10 years of marriage and 2 kids.

But here she was, sexily dressed, pretending like she wanted to be picked up. She and Patrick had started the Game a few months ago, to help their sex life that had cooled after so many years of marriage. She remembered how terrified she had been the first time, and how she had almost jumped out of her heels when that guy touched her knee. But it was worth it because the sex she had with Patrick that evening was the best they had had in a long time.

They started slow, playing the Game every month or two. But Patrick enjoyed it so much he wanted to play more often. Now they played almost every weekend, except weekends like last, when they had to go to a neighborhood party.

Remembering the party made her think of Rick, and immediately she felt a familiar tingle between her legs. Then she felt guilty. "I'm married, I can't think that way about another man," she thought. But then she remembered her current situation, and inwardly laughed. "Here I am, trying to get strange men to make passes at me, and I'm worried about being attracted to one of my husband's friends."

With a start, Rachel suddenly realized that the men she flirted with when they played the Game always looked like Rick. Tall, ruggedly handsome, dark hair and complexion. Athletic, and well built. She guilty realized that these men didn't look at all like her husband Patrick. She worried whether Patrick had noticed this. But, again, she realized that was an odd thing to worry about given her current situation.

She surreptitiously glanced around the bar. She didn't see Patrick. He was good at disappearing in the crowd. She noticed a lot of men looking at her. They had that familiar longing, hungry look. Butterflies flew through her stomach. She felt like a piece of meat about to be eaten. But it excited her too.

Patrick was pressuring her to go further in the Game. So far she hadn't let any guy get passed first base, and barely that. Just a little kissing and light petting. The last time was the farthest she had ever gone, letting the guy touch her legs. But Patrick seemed to want her to do more. She remembered their conversation earlier that evening. She was putting on her bra when Patrick said, "Why don't you go braless tonight?"

"What?"

"You heard me," Patrick said grinning. "It'll be fun."

"Fun for you, maybe," Rachel said skeptically.

Patrick came up to his wife and kissed her neck. He was still grinning mischievously. "Oh, come on. It'll be exciting. Most girls go braless when they're out clubbing."

"Most girls?" Rachel asked skeptically. "How would you know?"

Patrick's grin widened. "It says it right here," he said as he held up the current issue of Maxim.

Rachel scowled. She pulled the magazine from her husband and threw it at him. "I'm not going braless."

"Oh come on! Look, you can wear this blouse." Patrick pulled a blouse from her closet. It wasn't as filmy as the one she had picked out to wear. "No one'll be able to tell you don't have a bra on."

"No one except the guy trying to pick me up," she said defiantly.

Patrick smiled again. "Well, that's the whole point, isn't it?" Patrick reached under his wife's short skirt. "See, you like this idea. You're getting wet."

In the end, Rachel relented and agreed to go braless. She still couldn't believe she had agreed. She hadn't gone out without a bra since... well, she couldn't remember the last time.

A number of men approached and asked Rachel to dance, or buy her a drink, but she politely declined. She wasn't attracted to any of them. She finished her Appletini and the bartender immediately appeared with another one. Rachel reached into her purse, but a man put his hand over hers. "I'll get that," he said as he handed a twenty to the bartender. Rachel looked over and saw a tall, handsome man smiling at her. His black turtleneck accentuated his dark complexion, and also hugged his well-developed chest. Tall, dark and handsome. "Another Rick," she thought to herself.

Rachel realized she was staring and blushed. Then she realized his eyes were running up and down her body, and she flushed an even brighter red. The man held out his hand. "I'm Logan," he said, smiling. Rachel took his hand. "I'm Rachel. Thanks for the drink."

"Sure," Logan said, his eyes still roaming over her body. He seemed to like what he saw. "So, are you here with someone?"

"No... um... I'm here alone."

Logan smiled. "Good." He was openly running his eyes over her, undressing her with his eyes. His forwardness was unnerving Rachel. But it was also turning her on. She felt her nipples hardening. "God, he can probably see them through my blouse," she thought.

A slow song began. Logan held out his hand again. "This is my favorite song. Would you like to dance?"

Rachel smiled nervously and nodded. She gulped the rest of her drink and slid off the stool. Logan led her to the crowded dance floor, and then wrapped her arms around her. They slowly danced to the music. Rachel was beginning to relax, the strong drinks calming her nerves and giving her liquid courage. She was actually beginning to enjoy herself. Logan's muscular arms around her felt good.

One slow song followed another, and Rachel felt Logan begin to caress her back. His fingers seemed to linger over the area where her bra strap would normally be. "He can feel I'm not wearing a bra," she thought.

Rachel almost shuddered at how naughty she was acting, braless and alone in a bar full of horny men. In a silent confirmation of her thoughts, Logan pulled her tighter, pushing his crotch against her tummy. Rachel almost jumped when he did this.

Logan continued to hold her. He was hard, and he felt big. Despite herself, Rachel was getting turned on. The drinks were also making her a bit lightheaded. Logan led her across the dance floor, the pair swaying to the music, Logan's hard-on pressing into her.

Finally, the music changed to a fast song, and Rachel seemed to awaken from a daze. She was a bit disoriented. Somehow Logan had maneuvered her into a dark corner of the bar. She could hear voices all around them, but she couldn't see anyone.

"Thanks for the dance, but I should be going."

"Come on baby, stay awhile," Logan said. He leaned over and covered Rachel's lips with his. He swiftly worked his tongue into Rachel's mouth. Rachel tried to push away, but Logan held her tightly. Rachel didn't want to make a scene... and she knew Patrick was probably watching... so she relaxed and allowed Logan to kiss her. Soon Rachel was returning Logan's kisses, tentatively caressing his tongue with hers. Soon she was extending her tongue into Logan's mouth, exploring him.

Their passionate French kissing seemed to drive Logan wild. He abruptly pushed Rachel against the wall. With his tongue still deep in her throat, he took her arms and raised them above her head. With her passion building Rachel didn't resist. Logan held her hands with one of his hands. Then, before Rachel could react, Logan lowered his other hand and began fondling her breasts.

Rachel's body tensed with Logan's hand on her breasts. No one but her husband had touched here so intimately for over 10 years. She tried to pull away, but Logan held her firmly. "Come on, baby, you know you want this," he said before kissing her again. Rachel thought fleetingly of her husband Patrick. Rachel allowed her body to relax, knowing that being kissed and fondled this way was probably exciting her husband.

Logan released Rachel's hands when he felt her relax. He continued to fondle her tits with one hand. With his other he brought Rachel's hand to his crotch. "Feel what you've done to me baby." With a start Rachel felt Logan's hard-on, but she didn't try to pull away. Her inhibitions were melting away. Logan had gotten her so hot, and she felt so naughty.

"Patrick would want me to rub Logan," she said silently to herself.

Rachel rubbed Logan's cock, outlined in his jeans. He was hard, and big, and as she rubbed him he got even bigger. "Uh, yeah baby, that feels good," he grunted.

Rachel was so fascinated by Logan's cock that she didn't notice him unbuttoning her blouse. Suddenly, Logan's calloused hands were on her bare skin. She tried pulling away as Logan cupped her braless tits, but he was too strong.

"Oh god," she moaned as he rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Seeing how sensitive Rachel's nipples were, Logan lowered his head and began sucking them. "Ohhhhh god... ohhhhh god!" she groaned as waves of pleasure erupted inside her tight body.

Suddenly Rachel felt Logan's hands under her skirt. He tugged at her pantyhose. Alarms went off in her head. "He's going to fuck me, right here in the bar!"

"Stop, stop, stop," Rachel cried, as she tried to push Logan's hands away. "Stop, or I'll scream." Logan didn't stop. His thumbs were inside her pantyhose, and he had pulled them down to mid-thigh. Rachel raised her voice. "STOP STOP I MEAN IT I'LL REALLY SCREAM!"

Hearing Rachel's raised voice, Logan finally stopped. Rachel quickly pulled up her panties and pantyhose and buttoned her top.

"Come on Rachel, I know you want it,” Logan said.

Rachel's heart was still beating wildly. "Do you really think I want you to fuck me here?" she said as coldly as she could, considering that she was still panting from his ministrations.

Logan misunderstood her meaning. He smiled and ran his finger along Rachel's cheek, down her neck, and then along the neckline of her blouse. Rachel shuddered as electric sparks coursed through her body. "Let's get a hotel room," he said. "There's one right across the street."

Rachel was surprised at how conflicted she felt at that moment. "No, I've got to go," she managed to say. She felt bad. Logan was horny and aggressive, but she had been a willing participant. Also, he stopped when she said stop. She stretched up on her tiptoes, and kissed Logan gently on his cheek. "I've got to go," she repeated. Then she made her way through the crowd as fast as she could. She needed to get home. She needed her husband to fuck her.

Rachel sipped her iced tea. As she waited for her friend Laura to arrive for lunch, her mind re-played the last month. She couldn't believe what she had done -- what she had let men to do to her — the last two times they had played the Game. Before, the Game hadn't really been anything more than flirting. But the time before last, she had let a guy almost get under her skirt. The last time, she had passionately made out with a guy, and let him fondle her breasts. Her breasts! Even worst, she had allowed Patrick to talk her into going braless, and she had let the guy — Logan -- get inside her blouse and fondle her naked flesh.

The memory made Rachel shuddered. But it was as much from excitement as shame. Here she was, a wife of 10 years, a mother of 2, church going, a typical middle-class wife — but she found it thrilling to kiss another man, and to feel a stranger's hands on her body. These thoughts made her feel guilty. But why should she, she thought. Patrick was excited by all of this. He had seen mostly everything, and far from being upset, he encouraged her to go further. He was thrilled when she told him Logan had tried to pull down her pantyhose and panties.

Rachel was afraid where this all was leading. Patrick was pressuring her to go farther and farther in the Game. Did he really want her to fuck another man? Or did it just excite him to say that?

She knew, though, it wasn't all Patrick's fault. The Game excited her too. But it was scary. She couldn't believe how fast things had gone the last time. One moment, she was dancing with Logan, and the next, he was sucking her nipples and trying to pull down her pantyhose.

Rachel knew she had come close to violating her marriage vows. Patrick knew too, and he was gleeful by the thought. Rachel didn't really know how she felt. Her husband was encouraging her to have sex with other men. But did he really mean it?

Did she want to become an adulteress — a hot wife? She stirred the lemon in her iced tea, remembering how it felt to cup Logan's crotch. It was so big. And so hard. She shuddered again.

Rachel was brought out of her reverie when Laura arrived. "I'm sorry for being late, traffic was terrible," she said as she slid into her chair. They ordered drinks and chatted about neighborhood gossip, as they munched on breadsticks.

Laura's eyes got wide. "Oh, I forgot to tell you," she said excitedly. "Guess who I saw at the pool yesterday? Rick!" Laura leaned over the table. "Guess what he was wearing?" she said almost whispering.

"What?" Rachel said, also leaning conspiratorially over the table.

"That new Speedo bathing suit — the one that's like a tight boxer. And Rachel --" she paused dramatically. "His thing was outlined in the suit."

Rachel laughed. "His thing?"

Laura playfully scowled at her friend. "You know what I'm talking about. His penis, his manhood, his cock!"

"Not so loud!" Rachel warned, looking around to see if anyone had heard.

Laura looked around too. When she was sure no one was listening, she continued. "Rachel, he's huge! Rick looked bigger than David, and he wasn't even hard!"

David was Laura's husband. Rachel's mind wandered for a moment, thinking about Rick in his Speedos, and then cupping Logan's....

"Oh my god, do you know what you look like?" Laura said laughing.

"What?" Rachel asked confused.

Laura was still laughing. "The breadstick... it looks like you're sucking —"

"Oh my god," Rachel said horrified when she realized what she had been doing. Then she started laughing with her friend.

After a few moments, Rachel said hesitantly, "So, how big... um... how big is David's breadstick?"

They both giggled. "So you'll tell me, if I tell you?" Laura asked slyly.

"Yes."

Laura looked embarrassed. "Well, David isn't big. I mean, not like Rick." She seemed lost for words. Then she picked up a new breadstick and broke off the top. "About this long," she said.

"Oh," Rachel said weakly, looking at Laura's breadstick. It was about 6 inches long.

Laura flushed with embarrassment. "I know he's not that big," she said almost apologetically.

"No, no, it's not that," Rachel said quickly.

Laura's eyes grew wide with barely concealed amazement. "Patrick is smaller?"

Now it was Rachel's turn to flush with embarrassment. "No... I mean, yes... a little." Not knowing what else to do, Rachel took the breadstick from Laura's hand. She hesitated, and broke off the tip, leaving about 4 inches.

Laura stared at the breadstick. She felt sorry for her friend. That’s all she had to go to bed with?  For the rest of her life?

Trying to sound encouraging, Laura said, "Well, you know what they say. It's the technique that counts, not the size.”

Rachel felt dazed as she walked through the mall, having parted from Laura about an hour ago. Was Patrick smaller than most men? She knew Patrick wasn't big — but the shocked way Laura had looked at her. Rachel thought again of that guy in the bar, Logan. And Rick in his Speedos. Even of Laura's husband David. They all seemed so much bigger than Patrick.

Size never really mattered to her before. But now... but now? After playing the Game, and having all those men hitting on her.... 

A part of her — a growing part of her — felt like she was missing something.

She immediately felt guilty. She was married! But then, Patrick was encouraging her to have sex with other men. Even pressuring her to do it. She shook her head, not knowing what to do, or what she wanted.

Rachel was fixing her makeup. She and Patrick were going to a friend's wedding.

"I bought you a present," Patrick said as he walked into their bedroom. He was holding a small box.

Rachel smiled and kissed her husband. "What is it?" she said excitedly as she tore off the ribbon and opened the box. She pushed away the tissue paper, touching something soft and lacy. Inside the box were a lacy white garter belt, and cream stockings. "Oh... ah... they're nice."

Patrick was beaming. "Why don't you wear them tonight?"

"Well..." Rachel normally wore pantyhose. It's not that she disliked garters and stockings, they were just harder to manage.

"Come on, you'll look great in them."

"Well, okay," Rachel agreed, somewhat reluctantly. At least he wasn't asking her to go braless.

On the drive over, and during the wedding ceremony, Patrick couldn't keep his hands off Rachel's legs, running his fingers over the garter straps. Rachel was enjoying all the attention she was getting from her husband. By the time drinks were passed around at the reception, she was in a great mood. Maybe I need to wear a garter belt more often, she thought smiling to herself.

The band started and Patrick took Rachel out on the dance floor. As they danced, Patrick whispered into her ear.

"Those men can't keep their eyes off you."

"Who?" Rachel asked with a slight smile.

"To your right."

Rachel glanced over, trying not to be obvious. She saw 3 men she did know... and Rick. Rick couldn’t keep his eyes off her!  RICK!

"I... um... I didn't know Rick and Claire were here."

"They got here late. Rick's been staring at you ever since he got here."

Rachel blushed. "You're crazy."

"No, I'm not. You look incredible tonight. And I think you may have flashed your stocking tops a few times. I mean, your dress is short, so when you sit..."

Rachel looked horrified. "No! Why didn't you tell me earlier?"

Patrick laughed. "It's no big deal. Just some harmless flashing. But I think you gave all those men hard-ons."

Rachel blushed again, but this time with a smile.

Patrick smiled mischievously. "Why don't you walk around a little?"

Rachel was surprised. "By myself? Here?"

"Sure, it's a big house. You could mingle, look around at all the art, while I get a drink and some fresh air."

"You want to play the Game now? With our friends here?"

"Sure. That would be extra exciting, don't you think?"

Rachel didn't answer. It was dangerous to play the Game here. What would their friends say? But then, not many of their friends were here. Only a few.  And Rick was here.

Rick.

Patrick took Rachel's silence as agreement. He led her back to their table, and then quickly disappeared. Suddenly Rachel was left by herself. She stole a quick glance over at Rick's table. All 4 men were still looking at her! Butterflies started flying through her stomach. She started towards the hall, a little unsteady on her heels due to nerves. Would Rick follow her? And where was Claire?

Rachel walked along the hall, pretending to study the art hanging on the walls. Their friends had rented this mansion for their wedding. It was huge, with parlors and ballrooms, long hallways and galleries, all full of art.

Rachel paused and pretended to study a painting. She sensed that someone was approaching her. She was terrified that it might be Rick. What would she do if he hit on her? She hadn't seen Claire. Could she have gone home, maybe feeling ill?

"Are you an art lover?" Rachel heard from behind her. She turned and saw one of the men from Rick's table. She was a little disappointed, but mostly relieved.

"Um... well, I like art, but I don't know much about it."

The man looked delighted. "This mansion has a treasure trove of wonderful art." The man held out his arm. "I'm Vince. Can I give you a tour?"

Rachel looked at Vince. He was fair haired and very handsome, in an arrogant preppy sort of way, and stood a head taller than her. He was older, but only by a few years, and looked in great shape.

"Why not?" Rachel thought to herself as she took Vince's arm. "So, you've been in this house before?"

"Many times," Vince said. "It's often open to the public for tours of its art."

Vince led Rachel from room to room, pointing out particular pieces of interest. As they walked Vince kept re-filling Rachel's champagne flute. There seemed to be liquor and chilled wine bottles throughout the house.

Rachel was soon feeling tipsy, but she kept sipping the champagne. It didn't go unnoticed to her that Vince was taking her deeper into the house, away from the wedding party. But she allowed Vince to lead her away, since they were playing the Game. Rachel knew Patrick would love it that she allowed a strange man to get her alone away from everyone else.

They entered another room, and Rachel heard the door close. She turned around.

"Why'd you close the door?"

Vince was leering at her. He approached, and ran his finger tips along her bare arm. "I think you know why."

Rachel tried to back away, but Vince grabbed her arms. "Vince, stop, we can't do this, I'm married."

Vince continued to leer, a lustful smile on his face. "Then why are you here with me, and not your husband?"

Rachel knew there were a lot of good reasons, but she didn't say anything. She knew she had invited his advances. That's the whole point of the Game, wasn't it? And the champagne had lessened her inhibitions. So, when Vince leaned in and kissed her, she didn't resist.

"You're fucking hot," Vince hissed as he kissed her neck. Rachel expected Vince to go for her breasts, but instead his hands went to the hem of her dress. In an instant, Vince pulled Rachel's dress up to her waist. Alarmed, Rachel tried to push her dress back down. This was going way too fast! Rachel and Vince struggled, and they fell backward, onto a sofa, with Rachel underneath Vince.

Before Rachel could stop him, Vince slid to the floor and pushed Rachel's legs apart. With her dress still around her waist, Rachel was completely exposed. Vince could see everything. Her panties, garter belt and stockings. No one but her husband had ever seen her so intimately. Rachel flushed as Vince leered at her. He ran his hands over her stockinged legs, and then her garter straps. Rachel suddenly realized how vulnerable she was. Since she wasn't wearing pantyhose, there was nothing between Vince and her pussy except the thin lacy material of her panties.

Despite herself, Vince's caresses on her legs aroused her. She stifled a moan as he caressed her sensitive, naked thighs above her stocking tops. Vince smiled triumphantly, knowing he was getting to her. His smile grew wider when he looked at her panties. "You're getting wet," he said.

Rachel tried to pull away but Vince's hands clutched her thighs. She tried to kick him, but he was so close the best she could do was push her foot against his crotch. To her dismay, instead of hurting him, it turned him on. "Oh yeah Rachel, that feels good," he groaned. Vince grabbed her feet and pressed the pointy toes of her heels against his crotch. "That's it, baby, dig into my cock."

Hesitantly, Rachel shifted her feet so the stilettos of her heels rubbed against Vince's crotch. He seemed to go wild!

"Yeah baby yeah like that."

After a few moments of this, Vince seemed to go into a frenzy. He hurriedly tossed off her heels, and pulled his cock out of his pants. He took her stockinged feet in his hands and pressed them tightly around his cock. He moved her feet up and down, forcing Rachel to stroke him with her feet.

Despite herself, Rachel was fascinated, and continued stroking Vince with her feet even after he returned his hands to her thighs. As she fucked him with her feet, Vince ran his hands over Rachel's stockinged legs.

After a few minutes, Vince began spasming. "Fuck, I'm cumming," he growled. Alarmed, Rachel instinctively tried to pull away, but Vince's hands clamped around her feet. He began thrusting between the silky soles of her stocking-clad feet. Suddenly, he let Rachel's feet go. He pumped himself twice, and then began shooting thick cum all over Rachel's legs.

After he shot the last of his cum on her legs, he collapsed on Rachel. He was a big guy so she could barely breathe, much less move. She could feel his wet cum seeping into her stockings and touching her skin. She wanted to get away, but he was too big, and his hands were clamped around hers.

Rachel tensed when he began kissing her neck. His hand moved to her breast, and he cupped and fondled her. Even through her dress and bra he found her erect nipple, and he rubbed it between his fingers. She cursed herself! She wanted to scream... but it felt so good!

Vince lowered his head between her legs. He kissed and licked her bare, sensitive inner thighs above her stockings. She braced herself; she knew what was coming next. Through gritted teeth she stifled a moan as Vince flicked his tongue over her panty-clad pussy. He did it again causing her clit to tingle with pleasure. "Please, don't" she begged.

Vince ignored her. With a finger he easily pulled the thin flimsy material of her thong to the side. For a moment he studied her. He smiled approvingly and slid a finger from her clit to her asshole. A moan escaped from Rachel's lips. Vince smiled. "Did that feel good?" Rachel held her breath. With her dress around her waist, and Vince between her parted legs, she felt helpless.

Vince's eyes went back between her legs, and he ran his finger again along her most intimate parts. "As clean as a baby, I like that," he said admiringly.

Rachel flushed with humiliation. She had been a virgin when she married Patrick.  No one but her husband had ever seen her so exposed. Other than minor teenage petting, no one but Patrick had ever touched her pussy. "Please — I'm married," she begged.

"So am I," Vince said laughing. With Rachel's thong still pulled to the side, Vince went down on her. Rachel jumped when she felt Vince's tongue on her pussy. She tried again to push him away, but her protests were half-hearted. Her body was so aroused, she found it impossible to resist. She felt waves of pleasure as Vince licked up and down her pussy lips. She didn't want to give Vince the satisfaction of knowing he was pleasuring her, but she couldn't help it.

"Ohhhhh god," she moaned through gritted teeth as Vince's tongue flicked against her clit.

Abruptly Vince rose up. Rachel knew what he wanted to do. She looked down and saw he was hard again. His cock was big and thick, and pre-cum oozed from its engorged head. Vince got on top of Rachel. She felt his cock touch her pussy lips.

"No!" she thought. She had saved herself for marriage. No one but her husband had ever been inside her. This can't be happening. IT CAN'T BE HAPPENING!

Rachel pushed hard against Vince's chest. "Please," she begged. Tears were falling down her cheeks. "Please don't do this!"

Vince leered at her. He bent over and cruelly licked the tears from Rachel's cheeks. Then he rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down Rachel's wet pussy lips. Despite herself Rachel shuddered with pleasure. Vince felt Rachel quiver and his smile widened. "You're gonna love this bitch!"

Rachel felt Vince tense. He was about to penetrate her. "Noooo," Rachel begged again. "Please. I'm not on birth control."

Vince paused, looking startled. Then, slowly, the smile returned to his face. "This really is my lucky day," he said cruelly.

Vince grabbed Rachel's legs and pushed them until they were smashed against her breasts. Her bottom was completely exposed to him. He shifted so his cock was pressing against Rachel's pussy. Rachel felt Vince tense again. She grimaced and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She knew he wasn't going to be gentle, so she steeled herself for the pain she knew would come when he rammed his big thick cock into her...

"WHAT'S GOING ON?"

Rachel and Vince both looked to the side. It was Claire!  It was Rick’s wife!

"Claire, get lost!" Vince said angrily.

Claire smiled, and then calmly said, "Vince, your wife is looking for you. You better pull you pants up and go find her."

"Fuck!" Vince growled. He looked at Rachel beneath him. The hot bitch was primed to be fucked! "Shit!" he growled again as he reluctantly pulled away. He quickly pulled up his pants and tucked in his shirt. He walked across the room and stopped in front of Claire, glaring at her.

Claire was still smiling, amused by it all. "Don't worry," she said. "I won't tell your wife." Seemingly satisfied, Vince stormed out of the room.

A few minutes passed. Finally, Rachel got off the sofa, pushing down her dress. She picked up her heels and started out of the room. She was too ashamed and embarrassed to look at Claire. But Claire gently grabbed her arm as she walked by.

Claire motioned to Rachel's legs. "Don't you think you better take off your stockings?"

Horrified, Rachel remembered that Vince had come on her legs. She looked down. The front of her legs were covered in Vince's thick cum. Raising her dress, Rachel unsnapped the stockings from her garter belt, and quickly rolled off the stockings. She didn't see a trash can so she stuffed her soiled stockings in her purse. Her legs were still moist from Vince's cum. She would need to find a bathroom. She quickly pushed her dress back down and stepped into her heels.

Rachel hesitated and looked at Claire. "You won't..."

Claire smiled. "Don't worry, my lips are sealed."

Uncertainty filled Rachel's eyes. But she walked out of the room and went looking for a bathroom.

Patrick adjusted the tiny camera behind the plant. He looked over at Rachel, sitting on the edge of the bed. "See, the camera has a view of the whole room. I'll be able to see everything."

Rachel sat nervously on the edge of the bed, looking uncertain.

Patrick kissed his wife. "Honey, come on, we've talked about this. We both want it. It's sex, not love. It won't affect our marriage, I promise."

Somewhat reluctantly, Rachel stood up. "Are you sure?"

Patrick kissed her again. He was beaming and sounded upbeat. "I'm sure. You're going to love this. We both will."

Rachel went downstairs to the lobby bar. It had the reputation of a major meat market, and Patrick knew his sexy wife would have no trouble picking up a stud to fuck her.

He went into the adjoining room and locked the door. He quickly double checked his computer and video equipment. He'd be able to see and record everything.

He sat in the chair and opened a beer. Now all he had to do was wait. Second thoughts flashed through his mind. He was lucky to have a wife as beautiful as Rachel. Most men would think he was crazy to let other men near her... much less touch her... much less fuck her!

He couldn't help himself. This was his burning desire, to watch another man fuck his wife.

But the second thoughts continued. Rachel had never been with another man. She had been a virgin when they married. His was the only penis to ever be inside her. How many husbands could say that? After tonight, that wouldn't be true anymore.

While the thought made him jealous, it also turned him on. He got so hot by the image of Rachel being groped... fondled... soiled by another man! His penis was so hard it hurt.

Patrick was brought out of his reverie as Rachel's door opened. He quickly hit the record button. Rachel stepped into the room, and then was quickly followed by her "date." He was tall and muscular, like a linebacker. He looked to be about mid-thirties and had dark hair and complexion. Patrick turned up the volume and heard Rachel call her date "Nick."

Rachel looked a little nervous, but also a little disheveled and flushed. Had they been sucking face down in the bar, or even the elevator? Patrick's question was quickly answered as Nick took Rachel in his arms and put his mouth over hers. Rachel seemed to tense at first, and then relax. Rachel's cheeks bulged as Nick pushed his tongue down her throat. Patrick's heart pounded as he watched his wife make out with this stranger. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard dick.

Nick's hands freely explored Rachel's body. He reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. Patrick stroked himself as Nick cupped and fondled Rachel's tits. Nick reached behind Rachel and expertly unsnapped her bra, never letting his lips part from hers. Rachel let the lacy material fall off her shoulders, and Nick's hands returned to her tits. Patrick felt almost lightheaded as he watched this stranger fondle his wife's naked breasts.

Rachel moaned as Nick expertly rubbed her hard nipples between his fingers. Nick seemed to sense that this sexy blonde wife was his for the taking, and abruptly pushed Rachel down to her knees. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Patrick couldn't believe his eyes, it was fucking huge! Nick's size surprised Rachel too, and her eyes grew wide. Nick saw the look on Rachel's face, and grinned. "Bigger than you're used to baby?" he taunted. Rachel nodded slightly, and Nick rubbed his cock in her face, the pre-cum making her cheeks glisten.

"Is this the first time you've cheated?" Nick asked, continuing to rub his cock across Rachel's cheeks and lips.

"Yes," Rachel said, keeping to the story she had told Nick in the bar about being away on a business trip.

Nick's cock pulsed with excitement. He loved fucking other men's wives, especially first-time cheaters. He pushed his cock between Rachel's lips. "Suck it baby."

Rachel almost gagged as Nick pushed his thick cock into her mouth. She recovered after a few moments and licked around his shaft. "Yeah bitch that's it, suck it."

It felt strange having another man's penis in her mouth. She had only ever before given Patrick head, and Nick's penis was so much different. So much bigger and lined with thick veins that seemed to pulse as she licked them. She wrapped her hands around Nick's shaft and slowly stroked him, while still sucking on the big cock head.

Nick's hands were behind Rachel's head, clutching her soft blonde hair. Shit she turned him on! He watched as her pretty face bobbed on his cock. Her hands were moist from pre-cum and saliva as she stroked him. He noticed her wedding and engagement rings. They glistened from his pre-cum, and the sight made him raunchy. He pulled his cock from Rachel's mouth and rubbed it across her face.

"Do you like it, bitch? Is this what you want?"

Rachel was so aroused, she couldn't help herself. "Oh god, yes."

Nick sneered. "Why're you cheating, bitch? Not getting enough from your husband, is that it?"

"That’s right," Rachel whispered, seemingly mesmerized by Nick's huge cock, her soft hands slowly stroking him. "He doesn't have enough to give me."

In the next room, Patrick furiously stroked himself. He was trying to hold off, but the scene was too fucking hot. Hearing Rachel say, "he doesn't have enough to give me," pushed him over the edge, and his sperm shot high into the air.

"Fuck, you're going to make me cum!" Nick growled. Cumming on her pretty face was tempting, but he wanted something else. He easily lifted Rachel from the floor and tossed her on the bed. He quickly undressed, revealing a cut muscular body.

Nick pulled off Rachel's flimsy panties and positioned himself between her long legs. "Wait," Rachel said with alarm. "You said you'd wear a condom!"

Nick grinned. "I always keep my promises." He reached into his pants and pulled out a condom and handed it over to Rachel. Rachel opened the package with her teeth and unrolled the condom on Nick's thick shaft. It took a few tries because he was so thick. When she was done the condom only covered the top half of his penis, but she judged that was good enough.

Nick laid Rachel back down and kissed her. Then he moved down to her tits and sucked on her erect nipples. Rachel moaned as pleasure shot from her nipples to her clit. Then Nick moved between her legs and licked her pussy. A bolt of electricity shot through Rachel as he teased her clit, and soon her hands clutched the sheets as her tight body writhed under his tongue.

Knowing that Rachel couldn't see, Nick reached down and quickly freed his cock from the condom. Nothing was going to keep him from fucking this hot married bitch bareback. The thought of shooting off in this pretty wife's unprotected womb made his cock throb.

On the TV screen, Patrick clearly saw Nick take off the condom. Fuck, he's going to shoot off inside her, and she's not on the pill! But Patrick couldn't move, he was too mesmerized by the scene in front of him.

Nick held Rachel's legs against his chest, so she couldn't see his naked cock. He positioned his hard cock with his hand and pushed inside her.

“This is it, this is it,” Rachel said to herself.  “My second cock ever.”

Rachel grimaced as she felt Nick’s big cock penetrate her. "Ughh, god!" she cried between gritted teeth. It hurt! Nick ignored her cries. He dug his feet into the mattress and pushed hard, pushing more of his thick shaft inside her soaking pussy.

“Fuck you’re tight,” Nick grunted as he pushed more of his cock into her.

"Stop!" Rachel cried. "It hurts!"

But Rachel's protests just made Nick more excited. He loved to hear them cry, they all did at first. But soon she'd be begging him to pound her.

Nick covered Rachel's mouth with his and pushed his tongue down her throat. He opened her stocking-clad legs wide and impaled more of himself inside her. He grabbed Rachel's blonde hair and pulled her head back and sucked on her neck. He smiled to himself, knowing the pretty wife would have a nasty hickey the next morning. Then he moved to Rachel's ear. "Halfway in now, bitch."

Rachel shivered from Nick's hot breath in her ear. But only halfway in? "It hurts! I can't take it all!"

"You're getting it all bitch!" he growled and pushed another 2 inches into her. He roughly fondled Rachel's breasts, pulling and twisting her sensitive nipples. Rachel's cries were muted with Nick's mouth over hers. She braced herself as she felt Nick tense, and then he thrust more of his cock inside her. Tears were flowing down her cheeks. Oh god, where was Patrick, didn't he see Nick was hurting her?

But there was no way Patrick was going to stop Nick. He could see everything on his computer screen. Nick between Rachel's long, stocking-clad legs, working his thick cock into her pussy. God, he had cum when Nick first penetrated her. Finally, his fantasy had come true - he was watching another man fuck his wife! Rachel's cries were like music to his ears. He was already hard again, and each time she cried out he seemed to get even harder. "Fuck her," Patrick hissed. "Fuck her!"

Nick concentrated to avoid cumming. Shit this bitch was tight! And she was so fucking hot! Her tits were small but perfectly shaped, her stomach flat, her ass tight and her long legs fucking amazing! And even beaded with perspiration, her face was gorgeous! Shit she was hot!

Nick dug his feet again into the bed and pushed hard into Rachel again. Rachel squealed as more of Nick entered her. "I'm all the way in now, bitch!" he sneered triumphantly. "All 10 inches!"

Rachel's chest heaved under Nick. God, it felt like he was splitting her in two! But after a few moments the pain started to subside. She had never felt so full in her life. It actually felt good.

Nick started rocking back and forth, a few inches of his thick shaft slowly moving back and forth in her pussy. Rachel clutched his muscular arms as his pace quickened. Nick's thrusts got longer and more forceful. Rachel began moaning. It felt good! He was hitting spots she didn't even know existed, and his penis was so thick that the friction against her clit was amazing.

Her orgasm was building. She wrapped her long legs around Nick's waist, and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to pound her harder and deeper. "Oh goddddd," she wailed as Nick's huge cock sent her over the edge and she began to cum. Rachel's manicured nails dug into Nick's back as pleasure filled her, and her toes curled in her high heels.

Patrick came again as he watched his wife orgasm under Nick. After his orgasm, doubts started creeping into his head. Seeing Rachel getting so thoroughly fucked by another man was making him jealous. That Rachel was so clearly enjoying it made him even more jealous. But, still, the scene in front of him was so hot, he started getting hard again.

Nick held Rachel's legs wide apart as he continued to pound her. Rachel's orgasm had been incredibly intense, and it felt like another was building. Her moans were almost continuous as, with each thrust, Nick seemed to stimulate both her clit and g-spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her writhing body.

Rachel was almost breathless as she glanced between her legs. She marveled at how big he was, the huge thickly veined shaft glistening with their combined juices as he moved in and out of her. Then she realized he wasn't wearing a condom. "Nick, wait," she said startled, pushing against his chest. "The condom."

Nick continued to fuck her. "It must have fallen off," he lied. "Don't worry, I'll pull out."

"No!" Rachel said, panic building inside her. She wasn't on the pill. She pushed against Nick, but he grabbed her hands and held them above her head. He was almost there. He pulled Rachel's legs over his shoulders, making her completely at his mercy. He wanted to get deep inside her when he came.

Nick's thrusts became almost frantic as he neared his orgasm. The thought of getting this pretty blonde wife pregnant made his dick throb. The feel of the bitch's silky stockings against his chest made him even hotter, and finally his orgasm came. Nick lurched into her repeatedly, each time ejaculating thick streams of his sperm deep inside Rachel's unprotected womb.

Rachel's hands clutched the sheets. Despite herself, she was on the brink of another orgasm. "Fuck me, fuck me!" she cried. Nick released her hands and she pulled him to her, opening her mouth to his. The feel of Nick's cum shooting inside her send her over the edge, and her body shuttered almost violently as she came.

Nick kept his cock deep inside Rachel long after his orgasm, purposely trapping his seed inside her. Finally he pulled out and got dressed. He looked at the freshly fucked beauty and couldn't help smiling. He loved fucking other men's wives.

As Nick left, Rachel rolled over and started crying.  Rachel sobbed into the pillow. The realization and guilt of what had just happened were overwhelming.

Patrick opened the connecting door and approached the bed. Rachel's back was to him as she hugged and cried into the pillow. Between her legs he saw a trail of Nick's milky cum. Patrick's eyes ran down his wife's slim legs. Her stockings were laddered, and the lacy stocking tops were wet from the cum leaking from her pussy. She still wore the ankle strap high heels.

Patrick was hard again. He got on the bed and softly rolled Rachel onto her back. "I'm so sorry," she sobbed. "I tried to get him to pull out."

"It's alright," Patrick soothed as he gently kissed the tears from her cheeks. Her breasts were bruised from Nick's rough groping, and the sight made his dick twitch with excitement.

Patrick positioned himself between his wife's legs, and then pushed into her. God she was loose! Usually, she fit him like a glove, but now he could barely feel her pussy walls.

Instead of being upset, her looseness turned him on even more. The sensation of fucking his wife's freshly fucked pussy, filled with another man's cum, was incredible! Within moments, Patrick lurched into his wife and added his cum to Nick's.

Patrick collapsed onto his wife. "We have to do this again," he said, panting.

Rachel absentmindedly pushed the shopping cart through the grocery store. She couldn't get her mind off the night before. Thinking of Nick made her knees weak. These thoughts made her feel guilty, but she couldn't help it. Nick was a jerk, leaving her so abruptly like that -- but the things he had done to her. For the first time in her life, she knew what it meant to have a toe-curling orgasm.

Thinking about another man this way made her feel terrible. But it didn't seem to bother Patrick. In fact, he was encouraging her to do it again.

This bothered her. "I'm his wife. How can he want me to have sex with other men?" But clearly Patrick wanted her to share her body with other men. Despite trying not to, dark thoughts started creeping into her mind.

"What kind of man is Patrick, to want other men to have sex with me?" In her mind's eye she imagined Patrick playing with himself in the connecting room, watching while Nick fucked her. Fucked her with his huge penis. Pinning her hands over her head with his strong muscular arms. Taking what he wanted. Taking her.

The thought sent a chill down her spine. But then she thought again of her husband, with his pants around his ankles, playing with himself as he watched another man fuck his wife. Playing with his small penis. "What kind of man enjoys watching other men have his wife?" Rachel thought. But she felt bad for thinking these thoughts and tried to shake them from her mind.

Then her thoughts were interrupted by the ring of her cell phone.

"Hello," she said.

"It's me," Patrick said. "Uh — where are you?"

"I'm in the grocery store. Why?"

"Can you pick something up for me?"

"What?" Rachel asked warily. She recognized her husband's tone and knew he was in a lustful mood.

"A guy. Pick up a guy, like last night."

Emotion stirred inside Rachel. She felt hurt. "So, is that all I am now?" she said almost crying. "An easy slut who gets picked up in bars?"

"Hold on, hold on," Patrick said quickly. "Where did that come from? I thought you had fun last night."

Rachel tried her best to compose herself. She knew she was being unfair. "I just — I'm sorry, it would just be nice to go out like a normal couple. Go out to dinner, maybe see a movie. Something that doesn't involve me and other men."

"Okay, okay, we can do that," Patrick said agreeably, but Rachel could hear the disappointment in his voice. "I'll pick you up at 7, okay?

They had just ordered dessert when Patrick pulled a small box from his jacket. "This is for you," he said, sliding it across the table.

Rachel's heart leaped as she touched the box's gilded wrapping. "What's the occasion?" she asked happily, a big smile across her face.

"For making my fantasy come true."

Rachel carefully opened the box. It was small and rectangular. She moved the tissue paper away and then looked at the contents. It was a thin gold chain. "It's lovely," she said as she began putting it around her wrist.

"No, not around your wrist," Patrick said. "It goes around your ankle. It means you're a hot wife."

"What?" Rachel asked, not understanding.

"You had sex with another man, with my blessings. That makes you a hot wife."

"Are you joking?" Rachel asked incredulously.

"Honey, I'm completely serious. That anklet is a symbol of this new phase of our marriage. Why don't you put it on?"

Rachel felt dazed. Somewhat in a stupor, she bent over and put the anklet around her ankle, her long blonde hair almost touching the floor as she did so.

Patrick took her hands in his. "Our sex life is going to be so exciting. Whenever we play the Game, if you like the guy enough, you can take him up to the room and have sex with him. You had a great time with Nick, right? You can do that whenever you want. Maybe you'll even run into Nick again."

Hearing Nick's name sent a shudder through her. But she shook her head. "I don't know," she said uncertainly.

"What's there not to know? You like sex with other men, and I like to watch. It's perfect."

Doubts were flooding Rachel's mind. Before she could say anything, Patrick asked, "So, are you attracted to any of the men here?"

"What?"

Patrick laughed. "Okay, I know I agreed to no Game tonight, but why not? And I came prepared." He handed Rachel a cardkey. "It's to the hotel across the screen, room 2335."

Rachel clasped the key. What it represented — what her husband was offering — made her shiver. "Getting taken again, like last night," she thought. "Nick might even be there." Tingling grew between her legs. But she shook her head. "Patrick, I don't know. We just played last night. I'm not even dressed for it."

Patrick smiled. "Rachel, you're the sexiest woman in here." He paused, seeming to study her. He gestured towards her blouse. "Undo one of your buttons."

"Come on," he said smiling when she hesitated. Rachel shrugged. She took a fleeting glance to make sure no one was looking, and then surreptitiously unbuttoned the top button of her blouse.

Patrick seemed to study his wife, and then said, "One more." Rachel hesitated again, and then unbuttoned another button. Despite her reservations she was becoming even more aroused. Patrick nodded approvingly. The lacy edge of her bra was just visible, as was the soft swell of her breasts.

"Did you wear stockings?" Patrick asked. Rachel nodded. "Your skirt buttons up the front, right? Undo some of the buttons." Rachel was breathing harder. Patrick's commands were turning her on. She tentatively reached under the table and unbuttoned two buttons of her skirt.

"Okay, that's enough," Patrick said. "Now cross your legs. A little to the side, so I can see." Rachel subtlety shifted in her chair and crossed her legs. Her skirt parted exposing most of her shapely thighs. "Undo one more button."

Rachel glanced around. Some of the people around them had noticed what she was doing. "Go ahead, do it," Patrick commanded.

Rachel's hands went to her lap, and she unbuttoned another button. She heard people whispering around her, and her face flushed. Patrick again nodded approvingly. Rachel's lacy stocking top was now just visible. He motioned to the door. "Why don't you go next door, to the hotel? Go sit at the bar. I'll get the check and follow in a few minutes."

Rachel's heart was racing. She knew she should stop this. But she couldn't deny the excitement, and the growing tingling between her legs. Maybe she loved the Game as much as Patrick. And if Patrick, her husband, was okay with it, what was the harm?

Rachel got up from the table, and softly kissed Patrick on the lips. As she began walking towards the hotel she could feel every male eye on her... and on the anklet around her ankle.


FUTURE WIFE FINGERED IN BAR

This is a story about my pretty wife Cassie. She knows I like to hear stories of the guys who fucked her before we were married, and this is the story she told me about Paul.

Cassie was at some bar waiting for David, her boyfriend at the time (this was before she met me). David was engaged, and Cassie only saw David when his fiancée was traveling. So, David was cheating on his fiancée to be with Cassie. 

David risked cheating on his fiancée because Cassie was young (only 23 at the time), blonde, was very pretty, had shapely tits (although small), had gorgeous legs that went on forever, and gave great head.  She was also a great fuck and let David into her ass as long as he got her off first.

Cassie used to wear pantyhose before she met David. But David bought her a garter belt and some stockings. She got the message and wore them all the time for David.  She still regularly wears stockings and garter belts, so I guess I have David to thank for that.

David liked Cassie to wear thin silky blouses and short skirts. David was kinky and liked to show her off, so that morning, he told her to take off her bra and panties before going to the bar.

Cassie was waiting at the bar when she saw Paul, an old friend from high school. She was surprised to see him, as the last time she saw him was a couple of years ago at a reunion. She thought he was so handsome and hot. Both were still single, and they flirted a lot. They ended up sucking face in the parking lot, but nothing more happened. However, Cassie told me that she masturbated twice while fantasizing about him that evening in bed.

Since then, Paul had gotten married – and his wife was pregnant.

Paul saw Cassie at the bar and walked over.  They began talking and flirting. She got all wet from just looking and talking to him.

Cassie was sitting on a stool, facing away from the bar, with her stocking covered legs crossed. She was wearing black stockings and short, black patent leather pumps (blonds look so hot with black stockings and heels). Cassie allowed her skirt to rise above her knee a bit so that, every now and then, her stocking tops would show.

Paul was standing in front of Cassie. They were talking and smiling. He said his wife was meeting him here at the bar later. His hand was on her leg, just above her knee. His hand moved up her stockinged thigh as they talked. She was acting as though nothing was happening, but she was incredibly excited and victorious that she was having such an effect on him.

Soon his hand disappeared under her skirt. His hand moved up her thigh until he could feel the lace tops of her stockings.

Abruptly, Cassie uncrossed her legs and squeezed them tightly together, and her hands went down to her lap and pushed his hand away from under her skirt. She was smiling as she shook her head, telling him that was fun, but he was married and his wife was pregnant.

Paul was smiling, too. He moved closer to her, with his crotch pushing against the front of her legs. She could feel his hard-on against her legs. He felt big and he was hard, and that excited her.

Paul put his hands on her knees and leaned over her, saying something into her ear. As he did, he pushed her legs apart. Her skirt was forced higher up her thighs, and her stocking tops and garters became visible. Cassie laughed and pushed him away. She said something to him, and then hopped off the stool, pushed down her skirt, and started walking away.

Paul followed her and pulled her into a secluded corner. Paul held her arms, keeping her from getting away.

"Paul, stop -- stop!" Cassie said, although not very convincingly. She was really turned on.

"Cassie, fuck, you're such a tease!"

Cassie laughed. "And you're a jerk! Let me go, my boyfriend will be here in a minute, and your wife is pregnant!"

"Come on, god you look good! Just one kiss."

Paul leaned into Cassie and started kissing her. He was a good kisser. He then started lightly rubbing her back, and then started nuzzling her neck. She was really getting turned on. He pushed his crotch into her belly, and she pushed back. He felt huge! He then started to gently caress her braless tits and play with her nipples over her thin silky blouse. "God, you're so sexy."

"Paul, please, we can't do this! Your wife …."

Paul kept playing with her tits. "You feel so good. You're so beautiful!"

Paul then moved his hand to the hem of her skirt and started working his way up. His hand moved up her stockings, past the lacy tops, to her pussy. He smiled when he discovered that she wasn't wearing panties. "Man, you are so hot!”

Paul pushed her further back into the dark corner. With one hand he played with her tit, rolling her nipple between his thumb and finger through her blouse. He pushed two fingers of his other hand up her wet pussy and played with her clit with his thumb.

"That feel good, huh, that feel good?"

"Oh Paul, oh Paul --" Cassie moaned.

Paul continued to finger fuck her. Soon, she started pushing her body against his fingers. Her hips started moving to the rhythm of his hand.

"Oh yeah, bitch, you like that, don't you, you like that? Man, I want to fuck you!"

"Yeah, oh yeah, please -- please -- fuck me -- fuck -- fuck -- fuck me …."

His hand was building her towards an orgasm. Then, all of a sudden, he took his hand away. She was disappointed since she was so close. Paul looked around to check that no one was close. He pushed her down on her knees and took out his cock. "Suck it, baby, suck me before I fuck you."

At this point, Cassie was too far gone to protest. Without resisting she took him into her mouth and started giving him a blowjob. Cassie loves giving head.  She likes the power it gives her over men.

But she wanted him inside her. She needed fucked really bad. She began to stand up, wanting Paul to fuck her against the wall.

However, all of a sudden, she felt Paul's fingers tighten around the back of her head.

"Fuck, there's my wife!! Fuck!!" Paul said.

He was looking behind Cassie back into the bar. He could see his wife, but she could not see them in the dark corner. Then, with his hands locked around the back of Cassie's head, he started ramming his cock in and out of her mouth. It was clear he wanted an orgasm, and he was going to use her mouth to get it.

Cassie struggled but he had his hands locked in her hair -- he was in complete control. She told me it actually turned her on to be so much in his control, even though she didn't like that he was using her that way. Soon, he started to come. "Gawd, here it comes!" he hissed. He shot his load into her mouth, and she swallowed it.

After cumming he pulled her to her feet and put his cock away. She wiped some cum from the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.

Paul looked kind of guilty. "Sorry for doing that to you, but I really needed it -- my wife hasn't been in the mood lately. Listen, I'll make it up to you next time, but now I really have to go." Then he walked away to go join his wife, who had gone to a booth.

Cassie then went back to the bar. She watched Paul lovingly hug and kiss his pregnant wife, as if nothing had happened. She watched Paul lovingly rub his wife's pregnant tummy.

Then Cassie saw another couple come over and join Paul and his wife. Cassie had never met Paul's wife but knew the other couple from high school. They knew Cassie, too, so when they saw Cassie at the bar, she felt obligated to go say hi. Of course, Paul acted like it was the first time that day he had seen Cassie, and pretty much ignored her the entire time.

Cassie eventually excused herself and walked away (feeling left out since she was single and by herself and the others were married). However, as she walked away, she could see Paul's wife and the other wife look her over and then whispered something to each other and laugh. She knew they were talking about how slutty Cassie looked in her short skirt, stockings, and thin blouse.

It didn't help that Cassie's nipples were still standing at attention and clearly visible through her blouse (because she was braless), that her hair was disheveled, and her makeup was all messed up.

Cassie knew that she looked like a desperate girl who was trying to get picked up, or maybe even a slutty girl who had just gotten her face fucked and swallowed a thick load of cum.  Cassie knew Paul’s wife and the girl she knew from high school were saying that exact same thing, and mocking her.

Also, Cassie later realized that one of her stockings had a long run in it at the knees, and both stockings were scuffed up at the knees -- like what would happen if a woman was on her knees giving some guy a blow job, which in fact Cassie had been doing just a few minutes ago. These women, of course, were dressed conservatively, like faithful married girls.

Cassie felt used and humiliated, but also horny and unsatisfied. Eventually, David arrived, and she practically jumped him in the bar. They rushed back to her place and fucked. As she fucked David, she fantasized that it was Paul.  David had an average size cock whereas Paul felt huge.  As David fucked her, Cassie wished it was Paul who was inside her pussy and pounding her.

This encounter with Paul happened a few months before I met Cassie, and Cassie told me this story before we got married. It really turned me on.

Paul has become one of our favorite fantasy lovers for Cassie.  Something we really like to do is role playing the humiliation angle. About Cassie being used to satisfy a married guy whose wife is pregnant, having her face fucked, going away unsatisfied, and being judged and mocked as a slut by old high school friends.  Cassie hates this but loves it too.  She always cums so hard when we role play like this.

The next time Cassie saw Paul was a year later on our wedding day.  He was invited along with a few other of Cassie’s old high school friends.

We invited Paul’s wife too, of course.  It turned out she had twins, and childbirth and raising 2 infant boys were taking it’s toll.  His wife was starting to look old, and she was still chubby from childbirth.  I imagined her breasts (which were large, much bigger than Cassie’s) were starting to sag from the extra weight and breast feeding.

In contrast, Cassie with her long blond hair, blue eyes, pretty face and petite leggy figure still could pass as a teenager.  In fact she regularly got carded in bars. She hadn’t gained a pound since high school, and was just as pretty and sexy.  In other words, Cassie was still as ripe and fuckable as ever, whereas Paul’s wife was a shadow of the pretty sexy girl she used to be.   

Paul must have been hot for Cassie, because at the reception, he came up to her and felt her tits through her wedding gown (when no one could see, of course). She came back to me at our table and whispered to me what had happened. It really turned me on. I told her to tease him.  I thought it would be fun if she got him all hot, but then he had to settle for fucking his fat saggy tits wife that night instead of Cassie.

So, when she and I were talking to people at their tables, she sat down next to him. No one could see because of the long tablecloths. Paul must have been horny because he started rubbing her leg over her gown. He lingered over her garter straps. She let him.  She gave him a teasing smile and whispered, “You still owe me.”

Paul’s eyes went wide.  “Really?  You’re married now.”

“I don’t care.  I can’t be faithful,” Cassie whispered to Paul.  She was lying of course to tease him.  “I like sex too much.”  Under the long tablecloth, she put his hand over his crotch.  He was hard.  She squeezed his erection as she whispered “And you feel so huge.  I’ve wanted this inside me since high school.”

Paul’s heart was pounding.  “When do you get back from your honeymoon?” he said lustfully.

“Are you saying you want to fuck me?” Cassie asked with a slight smile.

“Of course I want to fuck you,” Paul said.  “You’re super-hot.”

Cassie looked over Paul’s shoulder at his chubby wife.  I was talking to her to give Cassie time to tease Paul.  She whispered, “Am I hotter than your wife?”

“Are you kidding?” Paul scoffed dismissively.  “She’s gained so much weight.  She doesn’t even trim her pubes anymore.  She doesn’t do it for me.  Not like you.”

Cassie couldn’t help feeling triumphant.  She liked hearing Paul demean his wife.  It was mean, but after the way she treated her the last time she saw her in the bar, she felt she was allowed to be spiteful.

Cassie and I fucked non-stop that night.  It was our wedding night, but instead of making love, we fucked role playing that she was fucking Paul. 

We get back from our honeymoon in a week.  I want Cassie to contact Paul and fuck him.  I’ve always fantasized about her with other men.

Cassie’s not sure what to do.  She feels like she was a slut before we started dating and doesn’t want to go down that path again.  But Paul does turn her on big time, and she is curious about his size.  She’s never been fucked by anyone with a really big cock.

And she’s tempted to fuck Paul if for no other reason to show him she’s prettier, sexier and a better lover than his wife.  She wants to prove to Paul that he should have pursued her in high school instead of all those empty-headed cheerleaders.

We’re still talking about it.  I want her to do it, and she’s considering it.  I can tell she’s tempted.  We’ll see what happens.


CARLOS AND NOAH'S FIANCÉE

Noah lit the pipe and passed it to Emma. Emma took a long drag, and then fell back into the sofa and closed her eyes, letting the weed wash over her. In between puffs the pretty blonde sipped her wine, and soon she was in a relaxed haze.

Noah caressed his fiancée's slim legs, running his fingers over her silky nylons. Emma's long, shapely legs never failed to turn him on. He worked his hand over Emma's thighs until he reached the edge of her mini-skirt. He edged her skirt up until the lace of her stocking tops were just barely visible.

Noah looked over at Carlos, and grinned. Carlos was a small Mexican boy who worked at the same restaurant as Emma.  Carlos was short and skinny.  Emma was a grad student but waitressed to earn extra spending money. Carlos had just graduated from high school and was working to earn money for college. Carlos had a huge crush on Emma, and Noah knew it. He was enjoying torturing the poor kid.

Carlos's eyes were on Emma's exposed legs. Noah loved showing off his fiancée. He leaned over and started to kiss her. He brought his hand up and cupped Emma's breasts over her blouse. Even in her haze Emma hadn't lost all her inhibitions and pushed Noah's hand away. "No," she said softly, anxiously glancing across their apartment. "Carlos is here."

Noah kissed Emma's neck, and then whispered into her ear, "It's okay, trust me." He gently pushed Emma's protesting hands away and continued to fondle her breasts. Then Noah quickly unbuttoned Emma's blouse, until her lacy demi bra and sexy flat tummy were exposed. Emma tried to protest again, but he covered her mouth with his.

Noah reached behind Emma and expertly unsnapped her bra. He also pulled her blouse from her skirt and opened it so her small, shapely breasts were completely exposed to Carlos's eager eyes.

Emma tried to wiggle free and cover herself, but Noah held her firmly, and then he lowered his head and started sucking on her nipples. They were already hard. Noah knew they would be. They didn't often smoke weed, but when they did it always made Emma so horny. He also knew that Emma's nipples were incredibly sensitive — she always said they were directly connected to her clit — and soon Emma was moaning and writhing as Noah continued to suck and lightly bite his fiancée's hard nipples.

Noah pulled away from Emma's breasts and looked over at Carlos. Noah saw that a huge tent had formed in his pants. "Carlos, could you get me another beer?" Noah asked. Carlos got a beer from the kitchen and brought it over. Noah motioned him to sit next to Emma.

Emma had recovered somewhat from Noah's advances, and was covering her bare breasts with her arms. She was still breathing heavily, and her cheeks were flushed. Noah re-lit the pipe, and brought it to her lips. When she shook her head, Noah said reassuringly, "Don't worry, it's okay." Emma reluctantly opened her lips and took a long drag. As she felt the weed work its magic on her body, Noah gently but firmly pulled her hands from her chest, again exposing her small perfect breasts to Carlos.

Emma's eyes were locked on Noah, who was grinning lustfully. Noah looked over at Carlos. "Doesn't Emma have great tits? Don't you want to touch them?"

Carlos wanted to touch Emma more than anything in his life, but he was too excited to move.

"Here, let me help you," Noah said as he reached over and took Carlos's hand, and guided him to Emma's bare breast. Noah held his hand over Carlos's as he showed him how Emma liked to be touched. "That's it," Noah said encouraging. "Like that. Cup and caress her. Rub her nipples between your fingers. Yeah, just like that. See how she likes it?"

Emma couldn't believe she was letting Carlos grope her this way. The weed and wine were definitely having their effect on her. But it felt so good! She leaned back against Noah, and looked up at him. She wanted him to kiss her. Reading his fiancée's mind, Noah lowered his face and kissed her. The couple French kissed while Carlos fondled Emma's tits and sucked her nipples.

Noah reached down and pulled Emma's skirt up until her panties were exposed. Emma knew that enough was enough.

"No!" she said firmly, and pulled herself away from Noah and Carlos's grasp. She pushed her skirt down, and pulled her blouse around her so her breasts were covered. "No, Noah, that's enough."

Noah quickly got up and wrapped his arms around his fiancée. "Okay, okay, we'll stop," he said reassuringly. "Just dance with me, okay?" Noah held Emma tightly and swayed to the music. Emma initially resisted. She was so turned on. She wanted to go into the privacy of their bedroom and have sex with her fiancée.  But she gave in and snuggled into Noah's arms, dancing a slow dance with him.

Noah caressed Emma's back, and kissed her neck. He trailed his lips down her neck and over her shoulders, in the process edging her blouse off until it fell on the floor. He worked his hand between them and cupped her breast. He fondled her the way he knew she liked it. Emma's passion was building inside her again.

Still dancing, Noah guided Emma across the room until they were just inches from Carlos. Noah turned Emma around until she was facing Carlos. She knew her breasts were completely exposed to his eyes, but she was beyond caring. She didn't stop Carlos when he reached up and again fondled her breasts. His touch felt good, he was a fast learner. Her knees felt weak, so she leaned back against Noah.

Emma closed her eyes as Carlos's hands continued to roam over her body. She didn't stop him, but she couldn't bear to look into his face. He was her co-worker, a kid, 7 years younger than her. A part of her was embarrassed — even humiliated — that she was so exposed to him, and responding so to his touch.

Emma felt Noah's hands slide down her body. She knew what he was going to do, but didn't have the will to stop him. Emma felt Noah grab her skirt, and slowly raise it until it was bunched around her waist like a belt. She felt Noah pull her panties to the side. She knew her trimmed pussy was now exposed to Carlos.

Emma heard her fiancée say, "Go ahead. Lick her."

"Noooooo," Emma weakly said, but her passion prevented her from mounting any real protest.

Carlos quickly slid off the sofa and got on his knees. Emma's pussy lips were puffy with excitement, and he extended his tongue. Noah felt his fiancée shudder as Carlos began to lick her. Noah was able to watch Carlos eat Emma's pussy by looking in the wall mirror. "That's right," he said. "Over her pussy lips. That's right, like that. Now twirl your tongue around her clit."

"Oh god," Emma groaned, as Carlos's tongue hit all her pleasure spots. Emma could tell that Carlos wasn't experienced, but with Noah's coaching he was giving her intense pleasure.

Noah could tell Emma was close to an orgasm. "Now stick your finger into her. Finger fuck her. Rub her clit with your thumb. Yeah, like that. Keep licking her."

Emma's moans were constant now, and she was humping Carlos's hand.

"Faster! Lick her clit faster!" Noah told Carlos.  The young 18-year-old Mexican boy responded by rapidly flicking his tongue over Emma’s clit.

Emma felt herself going over the edge. She quickly put her hands around Carlos's head and smashed her pussy into his face. "Oh god, I'm cumming!" she cried.

Carlos managed to keep his tongue on Emma's clit, and Emma felt her orgasm begin to thunder through her body. As it peaked, Emma's slim shapely legs tensed, and her feet arched out of her pointy toe Mia flats.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, Emma felt her legs give out from under her. Noah held her to make sure she fell softly to the floor. After a few moments, Emma tried to stand. She was on her knees and about to stand up when Noah stopped her. Carlos was sitting again on the sofa, and Emma was between his legs. Emma's face was almost directly level with Carlos's crotch, and a huge tent was formed in his pants.

"See what you've done to poor Carlos? Don't you think you owe him something?" Noah hotly whispered into his fiancée’s ear.

Emma knew what Noah wanted her to do. She had never considered doing anything with Carlos before. She liked him. He was cute. But he was only 18, and she was 25. He was just a boy.

But tonight had already gotten so out of hand. And, at that moment, looking at the huge bulge in Carlos's pants, he didn't seem like a boy.

Emma tentatively reached out and softly rubbed Carlos through his pants. He moaned and seemed to get even bigger. Emma found herself fascinated by his size. She unbuckled and unzipped him. Then she reached in and carefully pulled his cock from his pants.

Emma's eyes got wide. "Oh my god," she said softly, amazed at what she was seeing. Carlos was huge.  The young Mexican boy was so small, short and skinny.  How could he be so well-endowed?

Emma felt drawn to it. She wrapped her hands around his cock and began to slowly stroke him.

"What do you think?" Noah asked excitedly.

"He's so big," Emma said, mesmerized.

“Lick it,” Noah told his fiancée.

Emma looked at Noah hesitantly.  She looked uncertain.

“Do it Em,” Noah urged her.  “Lick it.”

Emma stared at Noah for another long moment.  Then she turned back to Carlos.  She leaned over his lap and licked the pre-cum from his cock. Then she opened her lips and took him into her mouth. She continued to slowly stroke his thick shaft. Soon her head and hands were moving together, up and down, on Carlos's manhood.

Noah was incredibly turned on by what he was seeing. The image of his fiancée blowing another guy was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

"I want to fuck you while you’re blowing him," he said, and Emma eagerly got on her hands and knees.

Noah pushed into Emma from behind, and soon he was all the way inside her. At first it was awkward, but soon Noah and Carlos were in rhythm, with Noah pulling out of Emma's pussy as Carlos pushed into her mouth.

Abruptly Noah pulled out. "Let's switch," he said to Carlos. Carlos eagerly pulled out of Emma's mouth and got behind her.

"Wait.  What?" Emma said, trying to get her head around what was happening. She had never been so sexually excited, but she didn't know if she wanted Carlos to fuck her. She and Noah were getting married soon. Playing around was one thing, but to let another guy fuck her just weeks from getting married?

And she barely knew Carlos.  They were work friends, but not close or anything.  On top of that, he was so young.  And Mexican.  Emma wasn’t prejudiced or anything like that, but she’d never been with someone of color, or so young.

"I like it the way we are," she insisted. "I want you inside me.  I’ll finish Carlos off with my mouth.”

Noah took Emma's face in his hands. "I want to see Carlos fucking you. Do this for me," he urged.

Carlos was too far gone to wait for the couple to work it out. He moved behind Emma and guided his cock to her pussy. Then he put both hands on Emma's hips, and pushed in.

"Oh god!" Emma cried as she felt the huge cock penetrating her. Carlos was so much bigger than Noah!  Longer and way thicker!

"Oh god!" she gasped as Carlos’s fat cock stretched her pussy.

Carlos inched more of his cock into Emma. She squeezed her eyes tight and bit her lip. It hurt! After working about half his cock into her, Carlos began pumping in and out. With each inward thrust he pushed more of his cock inside. It took time, but eventually he was in to the hilt.

Emma gritted her teeth. She felt like she was being torn apart! But it felt good, too, and soon it felt really good. She had never felt so filled. With his big cock, Carlos was hitting all her pleasure spots, seemingly stimulating both her clit and g-spot at the same time.

At first after Carlos began fucking her, Emma had tried to suck Noah off, the way she had done with Carlos when Noah had been fucking her. But she found she couldn't concentrate on Noah. All she could think of was Carlos, and his huge cock pounding into her.

Noah stroked himself as he watched Carlos fuck his fiancée. It was an incredible sight. Emma's moans and grunts were constant. "Oh god, god, fuck me, fuck me, oh god" she repeated over and over again.

Carlos turned Emma over onto her back, and soon he was fucking her missionary style. As he fucked her, he reached out and roughly fondled her breasts and nipples. Emma loved it! She wrapped her legs around Carlos and dug the heels of the pointy toe Mia flats into his ass.

Carlos was close to cumming. "Where — where do you want me to cum?" he managed to ask.

Noah immediately said, “Cum inside her!  Cum inside her!”

Emma didn’t have time to protest.  Even though she wasn’t on the pill (she and Noah were using the rhythm method).  She didn’t have the will to protest.

Carlos lunged once more, and his hot cum shot into Emma unprotected, fertile womb. Emma raised her hips to get Carlos even deeper inside her, and the sensation of his cum shooting inside of her pushed her over the edge. She wrapped her arms around Carlos and tightly hugged him as she came on his big cock.

For long moments, Carlos lay on top of Emma. Eventually, and somewhat reluctantly, he pulled out and rolled off of her. He was still looking at Emma though.

"I love you," Noah said.

But Emma’s sweet blue eyes were focused behind her fiancée, at Carlos.  At the young, 18-year-old skinny Mexican boy who had just fucked her better than anyone before.  Including Noah.  Emma knew she would never forget this night.

Noah saw his fiancée looking at Carlos.  Looking at Carlos with awe.  And what else?  Lust?

For the first time, Noah wondered if he had fucked up.


TOO LATE TO TURN BACK

Harper looked at herself in the mirror. The many years of marriage and motherhood hadn't diminished her looks. She still had a pretty face. Her brunette hair was soft, wavy and full. She wore it longer lately, past her shoulders, the way she did when she was younger. Those were the days when she was trying to attract men. She thought those days were over when she married her husband Milo, almost 10 years ago. But here she was at 33, trolling again for men.

She stepped back from the mirror so her entire body came into view. She knew she looked desirable. "Fuckable" as Milo would say. She wore an ivory silk blouse that fell perfectly on her small breasts. The blouse formed a V that just hinted at the lacy bra underneath. Her slim black skirt ended just above her knees. Under the skirt she wore lacy black panties and sheer black thigh highs. The young wife finished her outfit with black heels.

Harper was 5'3" and petite. Besides her pretty face, she knew her best assets were her long graceful legs. Her legs were slim, taut and shapely, and they seemed to go on forever. She knew that when she crossed her legs the skirt would ride up to reveal the lacy tops of her stockings. In the past, she took pains to prevent that kind of stocking flash from happening. Recently, though, at her husband's insistence, she actually practiced flashing her stocking tops. She practiced sitting so the skirt rode up just enough to reveal her stocking tops. She also spent a lot of time shopping, looking for just the right length skirt, and stockings with just the right width welt.

Harper saw her birth control pills lying on the bedside table. She had forgotten to take one that morning, so she took one. Her husband had gotten a vasectomy a few years back, after they decided to stop at 2 kids. But after playing the "Game" for a few months, they decided that it would be safest if she got back on birth control. The Game hadn't gotten that far yet, but it was so exciting. It could easily get out of control, and quickly. Better safe than sorry, they both thought.

The taxi arrived, and as Harper rode into the city she thought of the Game. Her husband's fantasy was to watch Harper with other men. It was his obsession, really. He revealed it early on in their relationship, and it soon became the main focus of their sex life.

Milo loved hearing about Harper's old boyfriends and lovers. Harper wasn't a slut, but she wasn't a prude either, and she didn't mind telling her husband about her past, especially since it got him so hot. Milo wanted all the details, and he wanted her to compare him to her old boyfriends. Did they have better bodies? Were they bigger? Did they fuck better? Did they make her cum? At first she resisted telling him everything for fear of hurting his feelings. But the more she told him, the hotter their sex became. Now, after years of this, she always told her husband the full unvarnished truth.

As Harper rode in the taxi she could feel her nipples hardening from the chill of the evening. She caught the driver looking back at her in the mirror. Harper knew that he could probably see the outline of her hard nipples through the thin material of her bra and blouse. On a whim, while the driver wasn't looking, she surreptitiously undid the top button of her blouse, revealing more of her lacy bra. She looked out the window, feigning innocence, but more than once she caught the driver looking back at her, staring at her tits. An exhibitionist thrill of excitement ran through her, almost causing a shutter. She felt a familiar tingling grow between her legs.

The taxi arrived at the bar. The driver quickly got out of the car and opened her door. Harper purposely fumbled with getting money from her purse, allowing the driver ample opportunity to look down her blouse, at her bra covered tits.

Harper eventually found the money and handed it to the driver. Then, she stretched out her lovely legs, giving the driver a quick glimpse of her heavily laced stocking tops. As she walked by the driver, she let her hand graze his crotch. He was rock hard. And her panties were soaked. She walked into the bar knowing that it would be an exciting evening.

Harper sat at the bar, sipping a Cosmo. She loved playing the Game. She loved the attention she got from all the handsome men. The way they touched her. The way they pressed their hard mounds into her. She got so hot by it all.

It hadn't always been that way. Early on, she had been fine with fantasy roleplaying, but had always resisted doing anything for real. Then, after years of hearing Milo beg and plead, she finally agreed to go to a bar, and let a guy pick her up.

She remembered being so nervous that first time. She had agreed to make out with a guy and let him touch her a little. But she had only half-heartedly agreed to this. She wanted to get it over with, so she agreed to dance with the first guy who asked.

It turned out he was gorgeous! As he held her on the dance floor, she could fell the bulge in his pants. It grew as they danced. He was huge! He caressed her hair and back as they danced, and she felt herself melting into him.

He led her to a dark corner table, and soon they were making out. He kissed her neck and flicked his tongue across her ear, and it felt so good. Harper didn't stop him when his hands began wandering over her body. He cupped her breasts through her blouse and caressed her legs. His hand moved under her skirt, and she trembled as his hand touched the bare skin above her stockings. He took her hand and moved it to his crotch. She rubbed him through his pants. He was so hard, and so big.

Then, somehow, reality hit. She realized the Game had gone far enough. With all her will power, she told the man she had to leave. She managed to escape his grasp and make her way out of the bar. She took a taxi home and found her husband waiting.  He had raced back to the house after seeing Harper with the man at the bar.

Harper slowly walked up to her husband. Milo looked flushed and excited. With their faces almost touching, she whispered, "I've been a bad girl."

Milo said, "I know," and took his wife into his arms.

That first time had opened the floodgates. They played the Game again, and then again and again. It was so exciting for them both. Milo encouraged his wife to go farther with men, and Harper responded by letting men take more liberties with her married body.

She let a few men fondle her breasts inside her bra. Two or three men had even fingered her pussy. No guy had fucked her yet, but both Harper and Milo knew that they were getting close to that. Milo wanted her to do it, so he was fabulously happy when Harper agreed to go back on the pill. Milo took this as a sign that his wife was getting close to letting another guy fuck her, and Harper knew that he was right.  She was close to becoming a real hot wife.

Harper sipped at her drink again. Her skirt had risen up her thighs, showing a good bit of her shapely legs. She absentmindedly let one of her Jimmy Choo high heels dangle from her stockinged toe. Then she let the heel fall to the floor. As she reached down, a man came up and picked up her shoe. Harper inwardly smiled as she prepared to flirt.

However, as the man stood up, she recognized him. It was Andre from Milo's firm. They were colleagues — rivals really. Milo and Andre were always competing for the same clients and projects.

Harper had always been attracted to Andre's dark Mediterranean looks.  He was Greek by birth.  She knew he had a sculpted body from the firm's pool parties, and guessed he was well endowed based on how he filled out his swim trunks. She also found his over-confidence, that bordered on arrogance, to be alluring. Even though they were rivals, and maybe because they were rivals, Milo encouraged her to fantasize about Andre when they had sex. In fact, Andre was one of their favorite fantasy lovers.

Andre didn't say anything. He just looked at her. His gaze went from her pretty face to her long legs. Harper began feeling self-conscious, and as Andre's gaze fixed on her breasts she remembered too late the extra button she had unbuttoned in the taxi. She knew that Andre was looking at her breasts that were barely contained in her lacy bra. She was more exposed than she had ever been before Andre.

Harper and her husband had always played at bars and hotels far away from their home, to lessen the chance that they would see someone they knew. Harper knew she couldn't let Andre know about the Game, because that would embarrass and hurt Milo at his firm. But she didn't know what to do. Harper adjusted in her seat to try to nudge her skirt down, but her efforts just caused her skirt to rise higher on her thighs, exposing even more of her shapely legs. Harper's movement caused Andre to shift his attention to her legs, and he seemed to fix on her lacy stocking tops, which were now slightly exposed just below the hem of her skirt.

Strangely, Harper felt herself getting turned on by Andre's silent attentions. It was like Andre was undressing and fucking her, and yet he hadn't even touched her. He hadn’t spoken a word to her.  She felt a familiar tingling grow between her legs.

Finally, Andre knelt down, and he slipped Harper's shoe back on her foot. As he stood up, he let his hands trace lightly over her legs. His unexpected touch sent chills through Harper, and she felt lightheaded with excitement. As he reached his full height, Harper felt Andre's hands linger on her legs, just above her knees. His fingers began tracing circles over her thighs.

Harper's face flushed. Andre's uninvited ministrations were getting her so hot. Andre's hands applied slight pressure, and before she knew it Harper was uncrossing her legs. It was like she wasn't in control of her body. Andre's touch was so slow — and so slight — and so erotic!

Andre moved closer to Harper, causing Harper to slightly part her legs. Andre's hands continued their progress up her thighs, edging under her short skirt. His fingers were still tracing circles, but now on her sensitive inner thighs. Harper began to lightly moan. Andre's soft hands found the naked flesh above her thigh highs. His touch on her bare skin was like an electric shock, and Harper heard a low, throaty moan escape from her. She was so turned on.

Andre's fingers softly caressed her bare skin, edging up towards her sex, and then backing off. He got close again, and then retreated again. Andre did this over and over — each time moving very slowly, and very softly. It was driving Harper crazy. She was dizzy with excitement. She wanted to feel his fingers thrust inside her, she wanted to feel his fingers rubbing her clit.

Andre leaned into her until they were cheek to cheek. She thought he was finally going to say something to her, but instead he just breathed into her ear. His hot breath made Harper shutter.

Finally, Andre whispered, "I always knew you wore stockings." Then, Andre abruptly pulled his hands from under her skirt. He backed away, lightly pressing Harper's legs back together. Andre flashed a wicked grin at Harper, and then walked out of the bar.

Harper and Milo had torrid sex after Harper got home following her encounter with Andre. They were both incredibly turned on. It was the best sex they had ever had, and it lasted until the morning.

The next day, they talked about it. It was exciting for them both. As always, Milo had been in the crowd, watching. He saw everything. Although they knew the dangers, playing the Game with someone they knew increased the thrill for them both. Playing with someone who Harper was already attracted to made it even more exciting. Just talking about it turned them on, and they ended up having more great sex on their family room sofa while their kids took a nap.

It wouldn't be long before Harper saw Andre again. One of Milo and Andre's co-workers was getting married the next weekend, and they were all going to the wedding. In fact, Harper was one of the bridesmaids.

Harper couldn't help admitting to herself that she was disappointed. The wedding reception was almost over, and Andre hadn't paid any attention to her the entire day. He hadn't spoken to her once, or even looked in her direction.

Going to the church, earlier that morning, she wasn't sure what was going to happen. But she was excited at the thought of seeing Andre again. Excited, and scared. She didn't know what she was going to do or say when she saw him. But the memory of the other night at the bar made her wet. She was so looking forward to this day.

But as it turned out, the day was a bust. Andre hadn't approached her, hadn't even acknowledged her existence. She was crestfallen and so disappointed.

She was looking for her husband Milo. They had become separated over an hour ago, and she wanted to find him and go up to their hotel room. When she finally found him, he was out of breath and excited. He dragged her over to a side corridor, away from the reception. He led her into one of the empty ballrooms of the hotel. Harper was confused. She didn't know what was going on.

"Do you trust me?" Milo said, looking intently into her eyes.

"Of course I do."

"I'm going to leave. I want you to stay here. I'll meet you back over by the bar after you're done."

Harper was bewildered. "Done doing what?"

"Just stay here, okay? You won't have to wait long," Milo said, and he kissed Harper and hurriedly left the room.

Harper had no idea what was going on. She looked around the large ballroom. As she did, she heard a door open and close behind her, and she turned around. Standing there was Andre. Harper felt her breath race and her heart quicken.

Andre walked towards her. He had a sly grin on his face. When he got close to her, he raised a clenched hand. He was holding something. He opened his hand, and Harper saw a lacy, ivory white garter, the type that brides wear.

"The bride had a few of these. This is one that the bride decided not to wear today," Andre said. "Your husband said you might like it." Harper's head was spinning. Milo had spoken to Andre about this, and told Andre that she might want this garter? What was going on?

"He said I could put it on you," Andre continued, pulling over a short stool. Andre looked up at her, as if he expected her to do something. What did he want her to do?

Andre soon answered her question. He motioned to the stool and padded its cushion. Harper realized what he wanted. Feeling like she was in a hazy dream, she pulled her long bridesmaid gown up slightly. Then she slowly lifted her foot out of her Manolo Blahniks and rested it on the stool. She didn't feel like she was controlling her body. She felt like she was someone else, watching the scene between her body and Andre.

Andre took her foot in his hands. He caressed its graceful arch, his fingers lightly tracing over the sheer white hose. Harper flushed, the tingling between her legs growing again. Andre maneuvered the white garter around Harper's foot and began raising it up her leg. As his hands went higher and higher, he asked Harper to raise her dress. He smiled when Harper's stocking tops and garter strap came into view. "You do wear stockings all the time, don't you?"

Harper's face flushed, and she didn't know what to say. So she told him the truth. "Yes," she said softly.

"And garters? Do you always wear a garter belt? You didn't have one on the other day at the bar?"

Andre's familiarity with her lingerie made her pause. After a few moments Andre prompted, "Well?"

Harper hesitantly said, "I usually wear one — except when I'm wearing a short skirt, like the other day. I don't like the straps to show through — so then I just wear thigh highs."

Andre smiled. "Like the other night."

Harper hesitated again, and then admitted, "Yes, like the other night."

Andre's attention returned to the white garter. He started moving it higher on her leg again, moving the garter to the welt of her sheer white stockings. Automatically Harper raised her skirt higher to accommodate his movements. "You have such great legs," Andre said. "Do you know that?"

Harper responded with a distracted, "Yes." She’d gotten compliments about her legs all her life.  But she was only barely listening to what he was saying. Instead, all her attention was on Andre's hands, which were constantly caressing her legs, just like the other night. She wanted him so bad.

Suddenly, Andre moved his hand up and slid a finger along her slit. Harper was wearing a thong but its thin material did little to protect her from his advances. Not that she wanted to be protected. "Oh god, that feels so good," she thought. Harper grunted when Andre put a finger inside her, and almost fell down when his thumb began rubbing her clit. She reached wildly and clutched the nearest table to steady herself. Andre was finger fucking her, and she loved it! Her hips began thrusting in rhythm with his fingers, and she neared climax.

But just as she was about to cum, Andre pulled his hand away. Harper's face had a look of horror. "Not again!" she inwardly cried. Andre flashed an evil smile. As he began walking away, he smiled and said, "You have such great legs." Then he paused. He turned back to Harper and suggested, "You should wear a garter belt, even with short skirts. They'll make your legs look even better." Without another word Andre walked out of the room.

Harper walked unsteadily to the bar. She was carrying her shoes, not trusting herself in her current state to walk on 3 inch stiletto heels. The white garter was still around her thigh. She found her husband Milo anxiously waiting for her. They walked to a quiet corner. Harper said, "You sent Andre over to me?"

Milo softly admitted, "Yes."

"Why?"

Milo looked up. "You know I want to take the next step. We both do. Andre seemed like the perfect guy. You're attracted to him. And I know he wants you. Meeting in the bar the other night was destiny. He's the guy."

"Aren't you afraid about me with a man you work with? A man you compete with?"

Her husband pressed his body against hers. She could feel the hardness in his pants. "Yes, but god -- it turns me on even more!"

Harper was confused and uncertain, but she couldn't think about it anymore. Not now. She had needs. She looked into her husband's eyes, and said urgently, "Andre does turn me on. So much. Fuck me. Take me upstairs and fuck me."

"So how do we do this?" Harper asked. She and her husband Milo were in the middle of a long conversation about Andre. Harper had finally agreed to take the next step in their Game, and go to bed with Andre.

"It's easy," Milo said excitedly, so happy that his wife had finally agreed. "Andre and I already talked about it. He'll call you up this week and ask you out."

Harper's head was spinning. They had talked about it? But she decided it wasn't worth getting into. She had agreed to go through with it, so it didn't really matter that her husband had already talked about it with her soon-to-be lover. But she was still confused. "Ask me out? Like a date?"

"Of course. A date, a real date. You and Andre will go out, have dinner, maybe see a show, and then --"

"But why a date?" Harper interrupted. "Why don't we just — you know — I'll go to his apartment, and we'll -- "

Milo got serious. "That's not as good for me. Come on, honey, we're finally doing this. Don't ruin it for me."

At first Harper didn't understand. Why does she have to go on a date with Andre to make it exciting for her husband? Why can she just fuck him? Then her mind flashed to all the hotwife and cuckold stories she had read over the years, the stories her husband had encouraged her to read. Understanding hit her. It wasn't enough that she fuck Andre. Milo wanted her to have an affair. He wanted her to have a relationship with Andre.

Harper lightly kissed her husband. "Okay," she said softly. "Okay — I'll go on a date with Andre."

"Great!" Milo said, beaming. "Great! I'll let Andre know!"

Harper sipped her wine as she listened to Andre. He had taken her to the nicest restaurant in town, albeit the town next to where they lived. Harper was, honestly, captivated by what he was saying. This was the first time she had ever really spoken to him, and she found him incredibly interesting. She also found him to be very charming. She used to think of him as over-confident, bordering on arrogant. Now, see saw him as exceedingly charismatic and charming. She was thoroughly enjoying her evening with him.

And she was even more attracted to him than before. She couldn't take her eyes off him. He was so gorgeous! Her skin tingled whenever he touched her. She found herself hoping like a coed that he found her desirable. Earlier that evening she had spent extra time with her makeup and hair. She wore a black dress that hugged the curves of her body. Her shoulders were mostly bare, the dress held up by only thin spaghetti straps. Underneath she wore a strapless black lace bra and black thong panties.

The dress ended above her knees. As always, she wore sheer black stockings. Normally she wouldn't have worn a garter belt with such a tight, short dress, but she did this evening because she knew Andre would like it. Her outfit was completed by Monolos with 3-inch spiky heels.

While she was enjoying their conversation, she was so happy when Andre suggested they leave and go to his place. She was so horny and wanted him so bad.

"Oh god," Harper groaned. It felt so good! Andre had pushed her dress up, and now it was bundled around her waist. Harper's legs were open, and Andre was eating her out. Andre sensed that Harper was close, and he began to rapidly flick his tongue over her clit. "Oh god, oh god, I'm cumming," Harper said as her back arched. She clinched her eyes tightly shut as she came, her stockinged toes in her heels curling as the orgasm reached its peak.

A few moments passed. Then Andre moved to stand against the bedroom wall. Harper got off the bed and knelt on her knees, her dress still bundled around her waist. She unzipped him, and reached into his pants. She took out Andre's penis.

"Oh my god," she thought, her eyes growing wide. He was huge! It was nothing like she had ever seen. She was mesmerized and began stroking it. She couldn't believe it. It got even bigger! Long, and so thick. Harper was amazed. Andre was twice as big as her husband. Maybe more than twice. And so hard! Even when hard her husband's penis would bend a little. Not Andre's — his cock was like granite!

Harper's soft hands looked tiny as she stroked his huge cock. It took both of her hands to completely circle him. "Put it into your mouth. Suck me a little," Andre urged. Harper hesitantly put the tip of Andre's cock in her mouth. She had to open her mouth as wide as she could to take in the big head of Andre's cock. She tried to swallow more of him, but she could only manage a few inches. Most of his cock was still outside of her mouth. He was so big!

Andre began to slowly stroke in and out of her mouth. Harper thought she was going to gag. But Andre didn't push too far into her mouth. He just gently stroked her mouth, enjoying fucking Harper's pretty face.

Andre pulled out, and laid Harper on the bed. He moved between her legs. Harper was still fully dressed, although her skirt was bunched around her waist. Even her heels were still on. Somehow, she found that to be incredibly erotic.

Harper moved her hand between them. She took Andre's cock and guided it towards her. Andre slowly pushed into her. Harper grunted when the big head of his cock penetrated her.

"I'll go slow, so you can get used to me," Andre assured her. True to his word, Andre went slow, inching his cock into Harper's pussy, penetrating her slightly more with each stroke. Harper felt some pain at first, but that soon turned into pleasure. It took a few minutes, but eventually he had penetrated her completely.

Then Andre started pumping faster. Soon he was wildly thrusting into her, and Harper responded by pushing her hips upward, in concert with Andre's thrusts. She had never felt so filled before in her life, and it felt wonderful! Andre was so thick that with each stroke, his cock rubbed against her clit, giving her intense pleasure. Harper was close again. She wrapped her stockinged legs around Andre, digging her heels into his back. Harper screamed as she had a huge toe-curling orgasm.

Andre let Harper rest for a few moments. Then he took her hands and held them above her head. Harper couldn't move. Harper moaned when Andre thrust deep inside her. But he didn't pull out for the next stroke. Instead, he adjusted and re-adjusted himself, until he was satisfied that he was penetrating Harper at just the right angle.

At first Harper felt pain and tried to push away. But Andre held her firmly. He began rotating his hips, grinding his cock into her pussy. Soon the pain turned to intense pleasure. Harper had never felt anything like it. The pleasure consumed her, and her moans became more and more intense. Harper realized that Andre had found her g-spot. No one had ever touched her there before. It felt amazing!

Then Andre began a rotating motion of grinding and pumping. "Oh my god," Harper groaned. Andre was simultaneously stimulating both her g-spot and clit. The pleasure was almost unbearable. When she thought she couldn't take it any more, Andre pulled down on her dress, exposing her bra-covered breasts. Then he pulled down her bra, exposing her tits. Harper's nipples were rock hard. As he continued to pump and grind into her, Andre began to suck and bite on Harper's nipples. Harper was in heaven! Her nipples had always been so sensitive, and Andre seemed to know exactly how to lick and suck them to give her the most pleasure.

Andre was making Harper cum again. But it was like no orgasm she had ever had before. Her orgasm was long and built to a massive climax. As her climax reached its peak, Andre reached under her ass, and fingered her ass. That sent Harper's climax soaring even higher, and her body arched and started shaking uncontrollably. Harper was shaking her head back and forth. Her eyes were clenched closed, and she was moaning "Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god."

Andre hadn't cum yet. His thrusts became more urgent. He began to savagely fuck Harper, pumping his huge cock in and out of her pussy. Harper began inching towards another orgasm. "My god he's going to make me cum again," she thought.

As he got closer to his own orgasm Andre gasped, "Do you want me to pull out?"

Harper immediately said, "No, no, cum inside me, I want to feel you cum!" Moments later, Andre's body tensed and he started cumming. Harper felt his cum shoot deep inside her. It felt so good! Harper couldn't believe it, but she was cumming again. Once again she felt her back arch and her feet curl, and she felt the pleasure of her orgasm wash through her.

Harper was completely spent. She couldn't believe that her body could orgasm that many times. She felt completely satiated.

Andre cupped her breast and began to absentmindedly rub her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Once again Harper felt a tingling begin to grow between her legs.

Andre said, "Give me a minute, and then I'll be ready to go again."

"Oh my god," Harper silently said, a warm glow spreading over her body.

Harper got back to their house well after 1 am. Milo was up, and rose to meet her. Harper felt her husband's eyes on her. She was still dressed as she had been when she left their house, so many hours ago. In fact, she hadn't taken anything off during her lovemaking with Andre, even her heels. Although, she hadn't fixed her makeup or hair before returning home, and she suspected that her bra was probably somewhat visible, since she hadn't taken the time to properly adjust the bodice of her dress. Also, she knew her black stockings were a mess, laddered by runs.

She was sure she looked freshly fucked. And she suspected that that would turn her husband on, incredibly turn him on. That was confirmed when he grasped her, and she felt his hard erection against her.

"How was he?" Milo asked.

Harper didn't lie. She lowered her hand over the tent in her husband's pants. "He was — Andre was incredible." Harper continued, knowing what her husband wanted to hear. She didn't even have to lie or exaggerate. As she rubbed his cock, she whispered into his ear, "He was so much bigger than you. He made me cum so many times — and it was so good. So, so good. So much better than with you."

Milo groaned, and she felt him cum in his pants. She inwardly smiled, knowing that she had pleasured her husband.

"Milo, I just don't think it's a good idea. We can still play the Game. I'm even okay with going to bed with other men, I think. I just don't think we should involve Andre anymore." Harper was pleading with her husband. This was an argument that they had been having for days.

"But why? I just don't understand," Milo said, exasperated. "Andre is the perfect guy. He turns you on, he's great in bed — you told me that. And he's been cool at work — he hasn't told anyone. I don't understand why you want to stop seeing him."

Harper frowned at what her husband had just said. "Because I shouldn't be 'seeing anyone' except you! You're my husband. You don't want me to just screw Andre. You want me to date him, have a relationship with him! Don't you see that that's not a good idea? Don't you see the risk? If I date Andre — if I have a relationship with him — I might fall in love with him. You don't want that, do you? Do you?"

Milo's voice softened. "Of course not. Listen, you're not going to fall in love with him. A crush maybe, but that's okay. We love each other, and that'll never change. But you and Andre, that's so exciting! You can't deny it, you love it just as much as me. Just go out with him for a little while. You'll see, it'll be fine. And if it gets out of hand, we'll stop. Please? Okay?"

Harper hesitated. Then, forcing a smile, she said to her husband, "Okay."

Harper was in a cab going out to meet Andre again. It was the third time this week. For the last few weeks, she and Andre had been almost inseparable. She had seen Andre almost as much as her husband, and she had definitely been fucked by Andre more than her husband. Milo had been okay with this, and in fact had encouraged it.

She admitted to herself that she enjoyed being with Andre. More than enjoyed it. Andre was great. He took her to so many great restaurants, shows, the opera, places Milo never took her. And he was so great in bed. Amazingly great in bed.

She was beginning to think of Andre a lot. When she was playing with her kids, grocery shopping, talking with friends, having dinner or watching TV. And she thought of Andre when she made love to her husband. Not that she could help it. The only thing Milo wanted to talk about when they were in bed was Andre.

Harper knew she was falling in love with Andre. She couldn't help herself. He was so handsome, so interesting, so charismatic, so caring.

She was afraid of what was happening. She loved her husband. She didn't want to fall in love with another man.

All of a sudden, Harper decided that it had to end. She decided that she would stop seeing Andre. She told the cab driver to turn around and take her home. She knew Milo would be disappointed, but somehow she had to convince him that it was not good for their marriage for her to continue to see Andre.

The cab arrived and Harper walked into their house. The first floor was dark and quiet. The kids were at the sitters.  She had expected Milo to be watching TV in the family room. She began to walk up the stairs when she heard moaning. It was Milo's voice.

"Oh my god," Harper thought, "is he having an affair?" With tears forming at the corners of her eyes, Harper took off her heels and walked silently up the stairs.

Milo's moans got heavier as she neared their bedroom. With a heavy heart, Harper peered into their bedroom. She was immediately relieved — Milo was by himself. But soon her relief turned to alarm.

Her husband Milo was naked in their bed. He was masturbating to a video of Andre fucking her. They had made a number of them. But that wasn't what alarmed her. Her husband was wearing her stockings! They were black, and laddered with runs. She realized that they were the stockings that she had worn the first time Andre had fucked her. She had thrown them away, but Milo must have saved them, and now he was wearing them.

Somehow, the stockings caused Harper to look at her husband anew. Like looking at him for the first time. Too many years behind a desk had made his body flabby. Not fat, but certainly not hard and sculpted like Andre's. While they were about the same age, Milo looked much older than Andre. Milo's face was rounder and more wrinkled, and his hair was thinning.

And he was so much smaller than Andre. As her husband masturbated, Harper saw that Milo's hand completely covered his hard penis. Harper wasn't surprised. She knew that even one of her small hands could almost completely engulf her husband's penis. That was nowhere near the case with Andre. With Andre, she could barely encircle his cock with both of her hands, much less cover the whole thing.

Suddenly, Milo started a low chant. "Yeah Andre, yeah, fuck my wife, fuck her with your big cock, yeah, she's yours, yeah, do what you want, yeah, she wants your big cock, yeah, yeah, fuck her!"

Milo's hand beat his cock furiously. With his other hand he started rubbing his stocking covered leg. "Oh yeah, yeah, I'll wear her stockings, I'll wear them, I'll do it, anything, anything you want, I'll do anything, you want my wife, huh, you want her, take her, yeah, okay, okay, I'll suck your cock, suck your ass, your big cock, oh god, you like my stockings, huh, you like them, do you want to fuck me, huh, with your big cock, huh, okay, yeah, do it, do it, oh god."

Milo came, spilling cum all over his hand. Harper watching her husband slowly rub his cum on the stockings. She noticed dried patches all over the stockings. It was clear he had done this many times before.

Harper quietly walked back down the stairs. She was confused. She had just heard her husband say he wanted another man to fuck him. Her husband said that he would suck another man’s cock. After all these years of marriage, had she just found out that her husband was gay?

But then she remembered the hotwife stories she had read. Now she was beginning to understand why Milo had wanted her to read the stories so much. It was so she would understand when things like this happened.

Her husband wasn't gay. He didn't really want to suck off another man or get fucked by a man. She understood now.

Her husband was a cuckold.

Harper was breathing heavily, sweat covering her body, after another great session of sex with Andre. Andre was next to her, already lightly caressing her body, his cock already half hard. She knew he'd be ready to go again in a few minutes.

Her body was reluctantly responding to his caresses. She remained concerned about her marriage. Her husband was so obsessed with her relationship with Andre. Milo so wanted her to date Andre, to have a relationship with him.

She understood her husband's fantasy of being a cuckold. But did he really understand the dangers? While Harper loved the sex with Andre, she longed to go back to the times before her affair with Andre, when she and her husband played their Game, but then went home and had sex with each other.

Still, she couldn't deny her attraction to Andre. He was playing with her breasts, rubbing her nipple between his finger and thumb. She felt his huge cock growing against her thigh. Despite her concerns, she couldn't help getting turned on by Andre. She loved fucking him.

Andre abruptly withdrew his hand from her breast and took her hand in his. "Harper, I was wondering if you'd do something for me."

"What?" She couldn't help feeling disappointed that he had stopped his caresses.

Andre tapped her engagement and wedding rings, on her left hand. "Your rings. It makes me uncomfortable when we're out, with you wearing these rings. I'd like you to stop wearing them."

Harper was taken aback. "Stop wearing my rings?"

"That's right, I'd like you to stop wearing these rings while we're seeing each other." Andre took on a sly, mischievous smile. "But be honest, it would probably turn your husband on if you stopped wearing your rings, because I wanted you to."

Harper didn't say anything, but she looked shocked. "I know what's going on," Andre continued. "Milo is in to this. He all but pushed you to me. Remember that time at the wedding? It was Milo who gave me the garter, and told me where to find you. He wants me to fuck you. It turns him on. He'd get off on you taking off your rings because I wanted you to."

Harper's face flushed. She didn't know what to say. Stop wearing her wedding ring, and her engagement ring? Stop wearing her husband's rings? "Listen, just think about it, okay?" Andre said, rolling back onto Harper. He was hard again, and Harper could feel him at the entrance of her pussy. Despite her growing reservations, she couldn't help getting aroused, and she opened her legs to welcome him.

"He said what?" Milo asked the next morning. "He wants you to stop wearing your rings?"

"That's what he said," Harper said while slowly nodding her head. "He said that he didn't feel comfortable with me wearing my rings while we're seeing each other." Harper quickly added, "But I don't want to do it. I really don't. I'll only consider it if you want me to. Do you?"

Milo hesitated, thinking. Harper held her breath. "Please, please," she prayed to herself. "Don't ask me to stop wearing my rings. Don't take it that far."

Finally, Milo began to shake his head. "No," he said. "No. Harper, I know you love the sex with Andre. But I think this has gone far enough. I think you need to stop seeing him."

Harper was overjoyed. She wrapped her arms around her husband and hugged him. "I don't want to see him anymore. I really don't. I was only doing it because you wanted me to. I'll stop seeing him. I want to stop seeing him."

Milo pulled away, and looked into his wife's eyes. "But we'll still play the Game, right? Just not with Andre. Okay?"

Harper lovingly kissed her husband. "Of course we will. Just not with Andre."

"Hi Harper, what are you doing here? Wow, you look great!"

"Thanks," Harper said to Vince, one of her husband's co-workers. "I'm here to pick up Milo for a long weekend. Do you know where he is?"

Vince eyed the pretty brunette wife. In her flirty sundress and heels, Harper had turned a lot of heads walking through her husband's firm. But Harper felt uneasy with Vince's eyes on her. At the firm's last Christmas party he had made a pass at her, feeling her up and kissing her. She remembered that his breath stank of garlic and vodka. Vince was overweight, and she remembered his fat stomach pressing against her as he groped her breasts. He later apologized, but she remembered being repulsed as he brought his pockmarked face to hers to give her a peck.

While leering at her breasts — Harper had decided to go braless as a special treat for her husband, and she knew her erect nipples were outlined by the thin material of the dress — Vince said, "He's probably still in the account meeting. It's running late, maybe an hour." Vince moved his hand to Harper's bare shoulder. "You can wait in my office..."

"No, that's okay," Harper said quickly as she broke away from him. "I'll wait in Milo's office."

Harper walked quickly to Milo's office, and tried to calm her beating heart. She wasn't attracted to Vince, but his overt hitting on her had turned her on.

She knew why. It had been almost a month since she had broken it off with Andre. Her body was going through withdraws. She missed fucking Andre. Without the release she got from his fucking, she was constantly horny. Almost anything got her hot, made her nipples erect and her panties wet, even a pass from someone as repulsive as Vince.

Except not her husband. Milo didn't excite her anymore. She couldn't forget the image of her husband when he was jacking off while wearing her soiled stockings. His soft body and small dick, wearing her laddered stockings that were soiled with his own dried cum. She loved her husband, and was committed to their marriage. But he no longer aroused her. That's what this weekend was all about. Time for them to rekindle their sex life.

Harper heard the door open and close. Turning, she expected to see her husband.

Instead, she saw Andre.

He walked over to her. Without a word he brought a hand up and started to caress her bare shoulder. She tried to stop him, but with his other hand he abruptly pushed her against the window. The hand that had been on her shoulder was now cupping her breast, rubbing her nipple through the thin material of her dress. His other hand had moved lower and was now rubbing her pussy. Harper suppressed a moan. "Stop it," Harper said weakly. "Andre, stop, stop."

"I've missed you Harper. And I know you missed this," Andre said, grinding his hard cock against her. "Milo told me you wanted to end it with me. But I want to hear it from your lips. Do you want me to stop fucking you? Do you?"

Harper's breathing was heavy as Andre continued to massage her tits and her pussy. "Yes," she forced herself to say. "I want to stop. It's over between us."

Andre reached under Harper's dress, and thrust two fingers into her. "You're wet Harper. I think you want me to fuck you. Right here, right now. I think you've missed getting fucked by my big cock. Haven't you?" Andre rubbed her clit with his thumb as he continued to finger fuck her. He pushed the top of her dress down, exposing her tits, and sucked her nipples.

"Oh god," Harper moaned.

"You want me to fuck you, don't you?" Andre breathed into her ear. "You want my big cock, don't you?"

Harper moaned and rocked her hips on his fingers. Taking that for an answer, Andre lifted her off her feet, her heels falling to the floor, and roughly pushed her face-first onto her husband's desk. He raised her skirt and reached down between her legs. She was soaking wet. He took out his hard cock and positioned it at the entrance of Harper's pussy. With one quick and forceful thrust, he penetrated her, impaling her on his huge cock.

Andre pounded Harper with his cock, each thrust lifting the young wife off her stockinged feet. Harper loved it! "Oh god, yes, yes, I need it, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me hard, fuck me like a slut, fuck me like a slut!"  Harper pressed her palm over her mouth to prevent people outside the offer from hearing her moans.

While still pounding into Harper, Andre repositioned himself, working his magic so he was hitting both her g-spot and clit at the same time. Harper's moans became more urgent. "Oh god, so good, so good, god, oh god." She clenched the edges of her husband's desk as her orgasm started to build. Andre knew Harper's body so well. He reached around her and rubbed her sensitive nipples. This sent Harper over the edge, and the orgasmic pleasure rippled through her body. While still pounding her, Andre brought a hand down and rubbed her clit. This sent her climax soaring even higher, and just as she peaked, Andre came and shot streams of hot cum into her.

Andre collapsed on Harper. For long moments they remained prone on Milo's desk. Finally she pushed Andre away from her. She knew her husband could return at any moment, and she couldn't get caught like this. She rearranged her dress, and slipped on her heels. She was busy fixing her hair and make up when Andre's cum started to run down her leg. Alarmed, she grabbed tissues from her husband's desk and reached under her dress, doing the best she could to stop the flow of cum from her pussy. Andre stood by the window, watching Harper, an amused smile on his face.

Harper finished cleaning herself and fixing her makeup. She took a quick look in the mirror on the back of the door. She looked normal, she thought to herself. Milo won't suspect anything. She took one last hateful look at Andre, and then turned to go. As she reached for the knob, Andre called out to her. Harper stopped and turned back.

Andre was already beside her, smiling. In one swift movement, Andre grasped her hand and slid off Harper's wedding and engagement rings. "What do you think you're doing?" Harper demanded. "Give those back to me."

"I told you I didn't want you to wear them anymore," Andre said calmly.

"Andre, give them back to me," Harper pleaded. "You got what you wanted. Now I have to go!"

"Harper, I think it's you who got what you wanted. Now I'll tell you what I want. I don't like people playing with my head. You and Milo started this, and don't think you can end it whenever you want. I'll fuck you as long as I want to fuck you." Andre held up her rings in his hand. "I'll give these back to you, but only after Milo tells me he's okay with me fucking you again."

"Andre, please!" Harper begged.

Andre chuckled. "Of course, you could just tell Milo that I took them from you. But then you'd have to explain why your pussy is full of my cum."

"Andre, no, please!"

Andre took Harper in his arms, and kissed her passionately. Despite the situation, Harper started getting aroused. "You want me Harper, and I want you," Andre whispered into her ear. "And even though Milo might not be thinking so right now, he gets off on us being together. So you convince Milo that we can start up again, and then everyone will be happy. You, me and Milo. Now, you need to go. I'm pretty sure Milo's meeting will be ending soon."

Standing behind the door, Andre reached around Harper and opened the door. On shaky legs, and sans her wedding and engagement rings, Harper went to find her husband. She was disoriented from her recent fucking, and her thoughts were on her rings and how she was going to approach her husband.

Turning a corner, Harper ran into what felt like a brick wall. "Hey there young lady, you have to watch where you're going." Harper looked up into the tall black man's face. It was Milo's senior partner, Tevon Parker.

"Oh, I'm sorry Mr. Parker. I was just looking for Milo."

"Yes, he told me. You and he are going for a long weekend, that's wonderful," Tevon said, beaming at the young wife. "But it looks like you spilled something on your dress."

Harper looked down. In horror, she saw a small wet spot on the front of her dress. Andre's cum! Flustered, she said, "Oh, yes, I must have spilled some water."

Tevon smiled sympathetically. "We'll, you know where the wash rooms are, just down the hall. And you and Milo have a wonderful weekend, okay?"

"Okay, we will, and thanks," Harper said as she hurried away. Tevon watched the pretty brunette as she walked away, admiring her shapely legs, and thinking how lucky Milo was.

Harper laid next to her husband in their room of the bed-and-breakfast. It had been a long drive in traffic, and after a quick dinner they had retired to bed. Milo was softly snoring. Harper was tired but couldn't fall asleep.

She had finally figured it out. She now knew why she was so attracted to Andre. Why she was so in lust with him. It wasn't his big cock, or hard body, or his technique in bed. No, that's not why she couldn't control herself around him.

It was how he treated her — the way he treated her like a slut, a cheap whore.

And it was more than that. It was her deep secret, her darkest desire. Something she had never shared with anyone, not even her husband. Thinking about this aroused her, and she reached down inside her panties and began to play with herself.

Harper's deepest, darkest fantasy was to be raped. To be forced to suck a guy off and fuck him, to be forced to fuck a room of men. Harper had always been most attracted to men who were overconfident, arrogant, men who would push her over a desk and take her.

Just like Andre had done that afternoon. Just like he had done that first time in the bar, when he played with her legs under her skirt. Just like he had done at the wedding, when he fingered her under her dress. Not waiting for her permission, or even asking for it. Just taking her.

Harper played with a sensitive nipple while she rubbed her clit. Her mind went to one of her favorite fantasies, of a guy pushing her over a pool table, lifting her dress and fucking her while a room of men waited their turn. Her mind shifted to that afternoon, when Andre bent her over and fucked her on her husband's desk. What Andre had done that afternoon was so close to her fantasy.

Harper's mind shifted again to the pool hall fantasy, but this time it was Andre who was fucking her over the pool table. With his huge cock. His hard body. Fucking her! Pounding her! As she came her body arched and her toes curled, and from her lips escaped a not quite silent plea, "Fuck me Andre, fuck me like a slut, fuck me Andre, fuck your slut."

Harper was spent. Coming down from her orgasm, she drifted off to sleep. Rolling to her side, she didn't notice the sheets tented over her husband's cock. Milo was awake. He had felt the vibration of the bed as she played with herself, and had heard his wife's passionate moan and plea to Andre. "Yeah Andre," Milo said silently to himself as he jacked off. "Fuck my wife, fuck her, fuck her, fuck her."

The next night Harper and Milo were in bed. She had tried all day to figure out a way to approach her husband about Andre. She now realized that her body craved Andre. She needed him to give her what she desired. But she loved her husband. She truly did. She didn't want to lose him.

It was Milo who brought it up while they were spooning in bed. "Harper, last night — you must have thought I was sleeping, and I heard you — you were playing with yourself, and you called out Andre's name."

Harper didn't know what to say. She had been caught beating off to Andre. Would her husband be angry? She loved him so much, and didn't want to hurt him.

"Harper," Milo continued as he reached over to her. "Maybe — maybe we were wrong to end it with Andre. I mean -- let's face it — we're both in to it. And since you stopped seeing him — well, we both know our sex life hasn't been good."

"And this wedding ring thing he has," Milo said, touching Harper's left hand, empty of her rings. She had lied earlier today and said she had forgotten to put the rings back on after her shower. "You're not wearing your rings now, and the world hasn't ended. We're still married, still in love. So maybe it's not the worst thing in the world if you don't wear your rings for a while."

Harper looked up into her husband's eyes. "Are you sure? Are you really sure?"

Milo's cock was hard, and he shifted so it pressed into her stomach. "What do you think," he said grinning. They both laughed.

Turning serious, Harper reached down and started to stroke her husband. "Okay, we can start up with Andre again. I mean — you're right — he makes our lives exciting. But I'm not going to take off my rings. I love you, and I'm married to you. They're your rings, and I'm not going to take them off for anything, or anybody. I'll start seeing Andre again, but only if he agrees to that."

Beaming, Milo took his wife into his arms, and they made glorious love.

(Four weeks later)

Harper's hands were tied above her head. She wore a blindfold and had a gag in her mouth. Her legs were free, but the soft rope around her hands was tied to the ceiling so she had to stand on her tip toes.

Andre had been playing with her for over an hour. He had touched her here and there, everywhere he knew she loved, her most sensitive places, sometimes over her clothes, sometimes under.

She still had all her clothes on, but with her arms held over her head her dress had risen far above her knees, exposing her stocking tops and garters. She felt so exposed, so helpless — and so aroused!

Somehow Andre knew her deepest darkest fantasies. Being tied up against her will. Being exposed. Being touched and fondled without her permission. Harper had never been so turned on in her life!

Andre got close to Harper and breathed into her ear. "Tonight you're getting banged." A shutter of fear and arousal sweep through Harper's body. "Me and my friend, tonight we're going to fuck you." Harper shook her head no. "Oh yes, tonight you're getting gang banged. Me and my friend. We're going to fuck you in your pussy and ass, and there's nothing you can do about it." Harper kept shaking her head no. "No one's around to help you, nobody. We're going to use your body any way we like, as long as we like, and there's nothing you can do about it."

Harper felt Andre unzip her dress. She felt the straps of her dress being cut, and her dress fell to the floor. She waited for his hands to touch her — craved his hands touching her — but nothing. For long moments she stood, her hands tied above her head, dressed in only her lingerie and heels. Suspended on the rope, she swayed for long moments on her tip toes.

Then she felt a pair of hands of her breasts. Then another pair on her ass. "Oh god," Harper thought. There were two men.

The hands moved over Harper's body. Two hands fondled her breasts. Her bra was removed, and then the hands were on her bare tits. Hands and lips rubbed and sucked her nipples, and she moaned into the gag, twisting on the rope with pleasure.

The other two hands caressed her legs, moving from her ankles to her thighs, lingering on her stocking tops, and then moving to the bare skin above the stockings. They fondled her ass, and then fingers slid across her pussy lips. Harper shuttered with pleasure. Fingers worked their way into her pussy and ass, and a thumb rubbed her clit. Harper moaned into the gag. Still in her heels, and on her tiptoes, Harper raised and lowered her hips in concert with the double penetration.

But the hands wouldn't let Harper cum. She wanted an orgasm, needed it, but they wouldn't take her over the edge. The hands backed away each time she got close. Then, after a few moments, they worked her again to a sexual frenzy. Harper wanted to beg for an orgasm, but she couldn't because of the gag. Instead, she moaned and whimpered, perspiration forming all over her sexy tight body.

As tears of sexual frustration started forming in Harper's blindfolded eyes, Andre said, "Do you want to be fucked, Harper? Do you want it, slut?"

Harper grunted a yes into the gag and frantically nodded her head. "Do you want us both to fuck you? Is that what you want, slut? Do you want to be gang banged?"

Again, Harper grunted yes and nodded her head. Not satisfied with that answer, Andre removed Harper's gag. "What did you say, slut? What did you say?"

"Yes, fuck me," Harper groaned, relieved at the removal of the gag. "Please fuck me. Both of you. I want you both to fuck me. Gang bang me! Fuck me, fuck me, please, now!"

Both men laughed. "Okay, Harper, we'll fuck you," Andre said sounding satisfied. "But first you've got to tell us what you are. What are you, Harper?"

"I'm a slut!" Harper immediately answered, any sign of her being a wholesome faithful wife being lost to her passion. "I'm a slut for your cocks. Your big cocks. I want you to fuck my pussy and ass, and fuck my face, and I want you to cum all over me. I'm a slut, a whore, and I want you to fuck me, I want you to gang bang me!"

"But what your husband?" Andre taunted. "What about Milo?"

"I don't care, I don't care," Harper whimpered, lost in the moment. She knew what they wanted to hear, and she didn't care what she said, as long as they gave her what she needed. "He's got a tiny dick, and he can't make me cum. I need your big cocks, I need you to make me cum. Please, please fuck me, I need it so bad, please give it to me, fuck me, please fuck me," Harper begged.

"Okay Harper, don't worry, we'll give you want you want," Andre said, finally satisfied. He untied the blindfold and pulled it away from Harper's eyes. It took a moment for Harper to adjust to the light, but then she saw the person standing in front of her. Harper gasped.

"No," Harper said weakly. Standing in front of her, with a wicked smile on his pockmarked face, was Vince.

He was completely nude, his overweight body covered with stringy black hair, his short but thick cock hard and surrounded by a thick layer of curly pubic hair.

Vince reached out and placed a finger on Harper, caressing her taut stomach. "No," Harper pleaded, tears falling from her eyes. "No — please -- stop."

Vince's finger traced up her body, and then lightly caressed the tender underside of her breasts. "Vince, please, no, don't," Harper begged.

Ignoring her pleas, Vince lightly trace circles around Harper's nipples, and then softly rubbed them between thumb and forefinger. Harper moaned as a spark of pleasure ran from her nipples to her clit.

Vince looked lecherously into Harper's eyes. "You don't know how long I've wanted to do this," Vince said, continuing his assault on her breasts. "How long I've wanted to do this," Vince squeezed her right breast, "and how long I've wanted to do this," Vince squeeze her left. "And how long I've wanted to do this," Vince rubbed her nipples.

Harper made a half hearted attempt to pull away from Vince's touch, but her hands were still held above her. Looking at Harper, Vince said, "God how I've wanted to see your body." Looking down, he said admiringly, "You've got great legs." He moved close and fingered her pussy. "And I always knew you kept your pussy shaved. You're so incredibly hot."

Standing with her arms tied above her head, so completely exposed to Vince's eyes and hands, so out of control — Harper couldn't help it, she was so aroused. Vince's every word and touch sent shivers of pleasure through her. Andre knew Harper had lost all control, and he reached up and untied her hands. Without the rope to prop her up, Harper feel to her knees.

Vince took the opportunity to push his crotch into her face, rubbing his thick pubic hair into Harper's pretty face. He pushed his cock into Harper's mouth, and started to fuck her face. Harper gagged on his thick cock and its musky smell. Not allowing her to pull away, Vince hooked his fingers into Harper's lush reddish-brown hair, and slowly stroked her mouth.

"Yeah baby, that's it, suck my cock. God, I always knew you were a great cock-sucker." Vince looked down at Harper while she sucked his cock. She was on her knees and still wearing her heels, her nipples hard on her pert tits, her shapely legs still in their stockings. "God, you are a hot slut!"

Vince abruptly pulled out of Harper's mouth. "Shit, you're going to make me cum, and I want some of that tight pussy." He laid Harper on her back, who now had no will power to resist. She wanted to be fucked.

Vince knelt between Harper's open legs and positioned his cock. "You don't know how long I've wanted to do this!" Vince pushed his cock into Harper, penetrating her up to its hilt.

Harper grunted at the abrupt penetration, and then moaned as Vince began fucking her. He wasn't long enough to hit her g-spot, but his thick cock rubbed her clit, and Harper loved it. She wrapped her legs around his back and dug her heels into the back of his legs, encouraging him to pound her harder and deeper.

Vince planted his mouth on Harper's, exploring her mouth with his tongue. His breath was repulsive, but Harper was beyond caring, and she wrapped her tongue around his. Vince, not used to fucking a girl as hot as Harper, felt himself cumming. Wanting to live his fantasy, he pulled out and moved up Harper's body, just as his cock exploded and splattered thick cum all over Harper's face.

Harper's eyes stung from Vince's cum. She wiped it away, and looked for Andre. Vince hadn't made her cum, and she badly needed an orgasm. She looked around, but didn't see Andre.

"Andre left," Vince said, answering her unspoken question. "He gave you to me — your body belongs to me tonight."

Vince admired Harper's tight body, and gestured to his cock which was already half hard. "Don't worry, I'll be ready again soon. And I know how you can get me hard faster."

Vince crouched over Harper's face. "Lick my asshole, slut. Lick it and stick your pretty tongue into me."

Harper tried to pull away, but Vince's knees held her down. She needed to cum so bad, and Vince had a thick cock. And, while she hated herself for it, she was turned on by being forced to fuck this ugly fat man.

With her face still covered with cum, and doing her best to hold down her stomach, Harper tentatively extended her tongue to Vince's ass.

Harper and Milo were deep in another discussion about their Game, about the next step Milo wanted Harper to take with Andre.

"Harper, I want you to go off the pill."

Harper looked stunned. "What?"

Milo took a deep breath. "I want you to go off the pill. Off all birth control. I know there's a risk of getting pregnant with Andre, but — but..." Milo searched for the right words.

Understanding hit Harper. "But the risk excites you," she said softly. Harper saw in her husband's eyes that her guess was right.

Harper shook her head. "Milo, no, that's going too far. I can't — you can't ask me to do that."

Milo took his wife's hands. "We've always wanted another baby, and I'd love any baby you have, whether I'm the father or Andre." Milo looked pleadingly into his wife's eyes. "Harper, the risk of Andre getting you pregnant, it's such a thrill for me. I can't describe it. I just need it. Please do this for me. Please."

Harper's head was spinning. This was crazy. This was taking things too far. "No, Milo, no, I won't do this."

"Please Harper, it would only be for a few months," Milo pleaded. "Just stop taking the pill for a few months. If you're not pregnant by then, you can go back on the pill, and I'll never ask you to do this again. I promise, I'll never ask again. But please do this for me, just this once. Please."

Harper turned away from her husband. She wanted to say no, and run out of the room. But she loved Milo, and this was so important to him. After reading all the hot wife and cuckold stories he had given her over the years, Harper wasn't really surprised by his request. But how could she agree to this? How could she let Andre fuck her while she was unprotected?

Then Harper thought of her own fantasies. Her darkest fantasies. She thought of how Andre had made those fantasies reality, and how she felt so satisfied, so satiated, because of it. Harper loved her husband, more than anything. Shouldn't she make his fantasies a reality?

Making a decision, Harper reached over to her night table and found the pack of birth control pills. She handed them to her husband. "Okay - if this is what you really want." Elated, Milo threw the pills into the trash.

(4 months later)

Harper carefully pulled the stockings over her long legs. She slowly ran her hands over the nylons to smooth and adjust them. When she was satisfied they were perfect, she attached the stockings' welts to the straps of her garter belt.

She slipped into her black high heels, and reached over to her dressing table and picked up the lacy, black demi bra. Pulling the bra around her, she fastened its back clips, and then rotated and pulled upward until the bra's cups covered her small breasts.

She took a step towards the bed to retrieve her dress, but then stopped, pausing to look at herself in the full length mirror. She turned sideways and looked at her profile. Her eyes went to her tummy. Even after two babies, her stomach was flat and tight. She began to slowly caress her belly as she imagined what it would be like, to carry Andre's child.

She wasn't pregnant, but it wasn't for lack of trying. Andre had fucked her relentlessly since she had gone off the pill. Like her husband, Andre was incredibly excited by the thought of fucking Harper's unprotected pussy. Of the risk of getting Harper pregnant.

Harper admitted to herself that the risk also turned her on. She hated herself for it. But her darkest fantasy, of being raped, had evolved into the fantasy of being forcibly impregnated. She was living that fantasy, or had been for the past few months, ever since her husband persuaded her to go off the pill.

Her hand edged under the thin wisp of her panties. She needed an orgasm. Andre had been away for two weeks on business, and she missed his hard body. Of course, she and her husband had sex. But she didn't get the release she needed from her husband, not any more. She loved Milo, truly loved him, but he no longer was the object of her passions. She needed Andre's hard body, his huge cock. And she so needed an orgasm.

With a quivering finger, she rubbed her clit. She closed her eyes and thought of Andre bending her over a pool table. Pulling her skirt up. Fucking her from behind. She was close, so close. She rubbed her clit faster, harder, the thin material of her panties tenting over her hand. Her mind moved to Vince. Ugly Vince. Making her do nasty things. His fat body on top of her, his repulsive mouth on hers, fucking her with his short fat cock.

Harper came, her lithe body slightly rising as her toes curled in the heels. Panting, Harper slowly withdrew her hand from her panties. She sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for her heavy breathing to subside.

She wasn't satisfied. She needed cock, a huge cock. She needed Andre. But he'd be away another week, maybe two. She knew she'd be unsatisfied, sexually frustrated, until he returned.

For a fleeting moment she thought of Vince. Maybe he could give her what she needed. But no, he was away as well, on the same business trip as Andre. And she would never let Vince touch her again. Never, Harper resolved to herself. Harper was ashamed of that night with Vince. She had never even told her husband about it. She hated herself that she so enjoyed it. She hated herself that she fantasized about it, in those moments of weakness that accompanied passion. She resolved again that she would never, ever, let Vince fuck her again.

Her breathing back to normal, Harper stood and slipped on her dress. She finished her hair and makeup, and went downstairs to join her husband. Soon they were on their way downtown. It was the evening of her husband's Christmas party.

Harper listened as her husband spoke to the three clients. They were actually potential clients, and Milo had been chosen by the senior partner, Tevon Parker, to close the deal. It was a great opportunity, and Milo was intent on getting this new account.

But the clients were finding it difficult to listen to Milo, because their eyes were focused on Harper. In fact, every male eye at the party was on Harper. She was stunning in her slinky strapless black dress. It clinged to her slim tight body. The dress was actually two pieces, a bustier that showcased her cleavage, and a skirt that ended around mid-thigh, providing a wonderful view of the brunette wife's long shapely legs.

"Harper, would you mind running upstairs to my office?" her husband asked. "I'm sorry to ask you to do this, but there are some papers on my desk that I want to show to these gentlemen."

"Of course, it's not a bother," Harper said smiling, giving her husband a peck on the cheek. While she knew this opportunity was important to her husband, she was relieved to be able to escape the conversation, if even for a few minutes. It was boring.

Harper went up the elevator. She walked through the empty hallways and entered her husband's office. She looked but couldn't find the papers her husband had described. She turned to check his credenza, when a voice called her name. Startled, Harper almost jumped out of her heels.

"I'm sorry Harper, I hope I didn't alarm you." It was Tevon Parker. He was in the doorway, a friendly smile on his handsome black face. "I was in my office taking care of some work, and I saw you walk by."

Still somewhat unnerved, Harper said shakily, "Yes, I — Milo asked me to come up and get some papers, he's talking to those clients."

"Oh yes, that file, I'm sorry, it's in my office. I had retrieved it from Milo's desk to check some of the numbers. Please, come with me, I'll get it for you."

Walking down the hall, Harper noticed again how tall Tevon was. Even in her high heels, she only came up to his chest. She found herself struggling to keep pace with his long powerful slides, until Tevon noticed her discomfort, and slowed down.

"Please, sit down," Tevon said as they entered his office. "I'll get the file." Harper sat in one of the chairs in front of Tevon's desk, and crossed her long legs. She was happy to sit. She loved her Manolos, but they weren't the most comfortable shoes.

"Ah, here it is," Tevon said, holding up a thick file folder. He came around the desk until he was standing in front of Harper, and handed the folder to her. "You might want to look inside, to make sure these are the papers Milo wanted."

Harper opened the folder. She gasped, her pretty eyes becoming wide. Inside the folder were dozens of pictures of Vince fucking her. She slowly flipped through the photos. All the things Vince had done to her, and had made her do, were captured on these pictures. Everything.

Harper looked up when Tevon spoke. "You are so fucking gorgeous," he said, a lecherous smile on his face. "I've wanted you since we first met." Harper looked at his crotch, just a few inches from her face. A huge bulge tented the front of his pants.

"I heard about this game you and Milo were playing with Andre," Tevon explained. "I paid Andre to get Vince involved, and take these pictures. Then I paid Andre to convince Milo to get you off birth control. That was easy, Milo was headed in that direction anyway."

"But this part you'll enjoy," Tevon continued, chuckling. "Andre can't have kids. He had a vasectomy years ago, because he didn't want any kids."

Harper's eyes grew wide with this revelation. Her head was spinning. Andre couldn't have kids? Tevon had set this all up?

Tevon stared at the married beauty, watching her process all this information. She was so fucking beautiful, he thought. "I've wanted to fuck you for a long time," Tevon said, almost to himself. "Since I first saw you." Looking intently into Harper's eyes, he pronounced, "And I'm going to fuck you. Right here, right now."

Tevon's pronouncement brought Harper back to her senses. "No," Harper said shakily. "No, you're not. I'm leaving."

An evil smile crossed Tevon's face. "Harper, you don't seem to understand. I set this all up. All of it. I will fuck you. I'm going to knock you up. I'm going to get you pregnant with my black baby."

Harper was shocked. Both at Tevon's words, and also the way he so easily and quickly shifted into street talk.

"Sure, you can leave," Tevon continued. "But as soon as you do, I'm going to email these pictures to all your friends and family. There's video, too. Here, let me show you." Tevon reached for a remote control, and pointed it at the media center across the room. "This is one of my favorite parts."

Harper looked horrified as she watched herself in the video. "He's got a tiny dick," Harper heard herself say in the video. "And he can't make me cum. I need your big cocks, I need you to make me cum. Please, please fuck me, I need it so bad, please give it to me, fuck me, please fuck me!"

Tevon fast forwarded again. "I like this part, too." Harper wanted to close her eyes, but couldn't. She saw herself in the video, completely naked, except for her stockings and heels. Her face was covered with cum. She was lying under Vince, licking his asshole, her hand rubbing her clit.

"Oh my god," Harper said. "Oh my god. You can't — you can't let anyone see this."

"No one will see this, Harper, as long as you do what I say, and give me what I want. Don't worry, we have a lot of time. Those clients will keep your husband busy. So what's it going to be? Are you going to do what I say, or do I release those pictures and videos to the world?"

Harper paused —she knew she had no choice. She was defeated. "What do you want me to do?" she softly asked.

Pleased, Tevon said, "Good girl." He walked over to the sofa, and sat down. "First, stand up and face me." Obediently, Harper stood and walked to stand in front of Tevon.

Tevon studied her body, his eyes moving from her pretty face to her stiletto heels. God, she was so hot. Tevon twirled his finger, and Harper turned around. Tevon's eyes feasted on her shapely ass, outlined in her tight skirt. He could make out the slight outline her garters made in the skirt, and he admired the seams of her black stockings, traveling up the back of her legs.

His cock was rock hard, and he had an urge to throw her on the sofa and fuck her. But no, he told himself, go slow. You've waited a long time for this, take your time, enjoy it.

Tevon had Harper face him again, and he patted the space on the couch between his legs. "Put your foot here." Harper started to step out of her shoe, but Tevon commanded with a low harsh voice, "Leave the heels on." Startled by the intensity of Tevon's command, Harper slipped back into her shoe and raised her foot to the sofa.

Tevon lightly traced his fingers along Harper's legs, along the stocking seams, enjoying the feel of her silky nylons. He lingered on the lace of her stocking tops, and traced his fingers along the garter straps.

After caressing Harper's legs, Tevon took into his strong black hands her foot that was between his legs, placing the shoe next to him on the sofa. He lightly caressed Harper's slim stockinged foot, tracing along its elegant arch, then along the stocking seam running across her pedicured toes. Harper's face was flush. Tevon's slow caresses of her foot was turning her on.

Tevon placed the brunette's foot on the front of his pants, and instinctively Harper slid her foot up and down Tevon's cock. "That's right," Tevon moaned. "That's right."

Harper was amazed at how Tevon's cock grew under her foot. He was huge, at least as big as Andre, Harper thought. There was a familiar tingling growing between Harper's legs. She didn't want to be aroused, but she couldn't help it. Tevon's control of her, his absolute dominance over her body, coupled with Andre's long absence, was sending her into a sexual frenzy.

Harper heard Tevon say, "Take off your top." After a slight hesitation, Harper reached tentatively behind her, and undid the hooks of her bustier. "Drop it on the floor," Tevon commanded, and Harper dropped the filmy material on the floor.

Harper felt humiliated standing before Tevon, topless except for her strapless demi bra, her stockinged foot rubbing the hard bulge in his pants. So exposed, so helpless. So turned on.

Tevon's gaze took in the beauty in front on him. It was so erotic, seeing this lovely white wife standing so obediently before him, half nude. Her tits were small, but pert, perfectly formed, the nipples hard and pushing against the thin material of the bra.

After long moments of studying Harper's breasts, Tevon handed Harper her shoe. "Step towards me." Harper slipped her high heel back on, and stepped towards Tevon so her legs were touching the couch.

Tevon traced his fingers over Harper's stomach. So flat, so sexy, he thought. As he caressed her belly, he said, "Soon, Harper, my black baby will be growing inside you."

Tevon's touch made Harper's body tingle. But as she looked down and watched his hands moving over her stomach, she was struck by the difference between her lily white skin and his deep black hands. Despite her arousal, tears formed at the corners of her eyes. Having a black baby would destroy her marriage. She couldn't let that happen. "Please Tevon," Harper begged. "Please, Tevon, don't do this. Please."

Tevon wasn't moved by her pleas. If anything, her tears got him harder. He looked intently into her eyes. "Harper, let me be clear. I'm going to fuck your hot white body, and I'm going to shoot my black cum into you. I'm going to get you pregnant, and then I'm going to watch your flat stomach grow with my black baby. And do you know what the best part is?" Tevon gestured at the media center, where the video of her and Vince was still playing. "There's not a thing you can do about it!"

Tears were falling down Harper's cheeks. Tears of frustration and helplessness - she couldn't stop Tevon, he was going to ruin her marriage. And tears of hatred of herself. Despite the risk of losing everything, she was so aroused. She didn't want Tevon to stop.

Tevon sensed this. He wanted to make this married bitch beg for it. He gestured towards the chair. "Play with yourself, bitch," Tevon commanded. "Show me how you make yourself cum."

Harper could no longer resist — and she wanted an orgasm, needed it. She sat in the chair, and then slid down until her ass was at the edge of the seat. She pulled up her skirt until it was bunched around her waist, and slowly spread her stockinged legs, her heels flat on the floor.

With one hand she pulled her thong to the side. She moved her other hand over her pussy, and started to rub her clit. It felt good. So good. While her thumb rubbed her clit, she inserted two fingers into her pussy. So wet.

She brought her other hand up and pulled down her bra, freeing her breasts. She caressed her tits, drawing circles around her nipples. Her hand moved to her nipples, and she began to play with them, rub them between her thumb and finger.

Harper's orgasm was building. She rubbed harder and faster on her clit. She was almost there. So close, so close. She squeezed and pulled her nipples. She pushed another finger into her pussy. "Aah aah aah," Harper softly moaned.

She was cumming. She squeezed her eyes tightly closed. Her long legs tensed. Her toes were curling. Her stockinged feet were arching out of their high heels. She was almost there. She was going over the edge. Her orgasm was beginning. She was cumming. She was cumming. She was...

"STOP!" Tevon ordered, roughly pulling Harper's hand away from her pussy.

"No," Harper thought. "NO!" Harper's orgasm washed over her. But without her hand to stimulate her clit, her orgasm was unsatisfying. It was unfulfilling, and pleasureless.

Harper was panting. She felt empty. Her body ached for release. She looked angrily at Tevon, tears in her eyes "Why did you do that? I wasn't done," she whined.

Tevon laughed, making Harper feel small and humiliated. He stood up and pulled Harper from the chair, forcing her onto her knees. He pulled out his huge cock, and rubbed it across her pretty face. Tevon locked one hand behind Harper's head, and his other hand held his cock's huge shaft, guiding it into Harper's mouth. Harper almost gagged on the thickness of his cock's huge head. Undeterred, Tevon slowly fucked Harper's face, stroking his cock in and out of her mouth.

Then Tevon pushed farther into Harper's mouth. When she tried to pull away, he wrapped both hands around Harper's head, locking his fingers into her hair, stroked deeper and deeper into her mouth. Trying to get him to stop, Harper wrapped her hands around his rigid shaft, but she couldn't stop him from fucking her face. Tevon looked down at the beauty, and saw Harper's saliva and his precum glistening on her wedding and engagement rings. Inwardly he smiled, thinking "That's right, I'm going to fuck this white bitch, get her pregnant with my black baby. Then we'll see what her wimp husband Milo thinks. Maybe I'll get her to divorce that limp dick, and I'll marry this white girl. Oh yeah, I could do a lot worst than marrying his hot babe, yeah, a lot worse."

Tevon was getting close, so he pulled out of Harper's mouth. He threw the brunette's lithe body onto the sofa, face down. He roughly grabbed Harper's lush wavy hair and pushed her face into the sofa's upholstery. With his other hand he held his cock, guiding it to Harper's pussy. He pushed into Harper, and she grunted and moaned. She felt pain. She was used to Andre's big cock, but Tevon was even bigger. It hurt.

But the pain turned to pleasure as Harper got used to Tevon's size. Once he was completely inside, Tevon started pounding her, savagely and relentlessly fucking her, his heavy balls hitting her firm ass. "Oh god, oh god, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Harper moaned. This is what I needed, she thought. THIS IS WHAT I NEEDED!

Tevon forcibly turned Harper around so they were in the missionary position. He pulled Harper's stockinged legs over his shoulders, and then began pounding her again. He pulled her bra down so it hung around her waist, and roughly fondled her tits and nipples. They were both nearing orgasm.

"Do you want me to stop, do you bitch?" Tevon taunted. "Do you want me to pull out, do you want me to stop?"

"No!" Harper screamed. "Fuck me! Cum inside me! Shoot your black cum into me! Make me pregnant! Give me your black baby! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"

Harper's back arched. Her manicured nails dug into Tevon's chiseled back. She had a toe curling orgasm, the orgasmic pleasure so intense that she almost passed out.

At the same time, Tevon started to cum. With one final lunge he thrust deep inside Harper's pussy, streams of his seed shooting from his huge black cock into her unprotected womb.

They stayed in that position for long moments. Tevon held Harper tight, keeping his cum inside Harper. Finally he pulled out of her.

"So good, so good, so good," Harper softly panted, her legs still spread wide and bent at the knees. Tevon looked at the freshly fucked beauty. Her pussy lips were gapping open, yet only some of his cum was leaking out. He thought of his black cum moving in Harper's unprotected womb, and the black baby that would soon be growing in her flawless belly.

Even disheveled and panting, Harper was a beauty. The erect nipples on her small tits, her long shapely legs, her lush long hair and beautiful face, flush with an after-orgasm glow. Her tight pussy. Yeah, I can do a lot worse than marry this hot slut, Tevon thought again.

Harper finally stood up, her legs shaky, still in her heels. She pulled her skirt down, and her bra up over her breasts. "I've got to go downstairs. Milo will be looking for me. I've got to go to him."

As Harper was reaching for her top, the door opened. Harper turned and watched as the three clients walked into the room, big smiles on their faces. They walked towards her. For the first time, Harper noticed their race. They were all black.

Without saying a word, the three clients took hold of Harper and lowered her to the floor. Client 1 took off her heels, and began sucking on one of Harper's stockinged feet while he caressed her legs. Client 2 pushed Harper's bra down, and began fondling her tits and sucking her nipples. Client 3 pushed Harper's skirt up around her waist, and begin fingering her used pussy. Tevon stood above, slowly stroking his growing cock. She's a hot slut, he thought. A real hot slut.

Harper clenched her eyes close, and moaned. Her nipples hardened. Her hands clutched at the carpet beneath her. "Fuck me," she softly chanted. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."

All thoughts of her husband were gone.

Epilogue

(4 months later)

Harper sat on a stool in the bar, her shapely legs crossed. She surreptitiously scanned the crowd. There were a lot of gorgeous men in the crowd, eyeing her. She hoped that some of them would soon try to pick her up. She'd pick one, maybe two, to take home and fuck. She had desires, and they could only be satisfied by hard cock. Big hard cock.

She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves. She absentmindedly caressed her tummy, which was growing bigger everyday.

When she started showing a few weeks ago she was worried that she wouldn't be able to attract the men she needed. But she tried to tell herself not to worry. She still had many of the things men wanted. She was pretty. Her tits were bigger because of the pregnancy. And she had her long, shapely legs. Her fabulous legs.

She would do what she had always done to attract men, she told herself. She would sheathe her wonderful legs in sheer stockings. Make them even longer and more shapely by wearing high heels. And display them for the world to see in short skirts.

"Don't worry," she kept trying to reassure herself. "Men will still be attracted to me."

But she found, surprisingly, that a lot of men were attracted to pregnant girls. Were attracted to the thought of fucking pregnant girls. So, if anything, even more gorgeous men started hitting on her. And that was okay, because she got so horny when she was pregnant. She needed it all the time.

But while she got the sex she needed, her heart was so heavy. She cried herself to sleep at night, and cried again when she woke up.

Milo had left her. He couldn't handle that she was pregnant with a black baby. She loved Milo so much, so truly loved him. Despite everything that had happened to her, she still loved him.

Harper felt a touch on her shoulder. It was — a familiar touch. Her heart skipped a beat when she turned and saw the man sitting next to her.

It was Milo.

"I've missed you, Harper," Milo said without any introduction. "I've so missed you."

Harper's heart leaped. "I've missed you too," she said with a shaky voice.

Milo took Harper's hands in his. "I watched all those tapes Tevon and Andre made. I realized a lot of things. I realized that I was selfish. When we played the Game I was thinking about just my needs. I never thought about your needs. After watching the tapes, I understand — I think I understand — what your needs are. I want us to get back together." Milo touched Harper's tummy. "I want all of us to get back together."

Harper was beaming. She was so happy. "Oh, that's what I want, too. That's what I so want." Harper melted into Milo's chest. "Take me home, Milo, and make love to me. Take me home, now, please."

Still holding Harper's hands, Milo said, "I want us all to go home. But — I think someone else should take you home. Some men. But not to make love. I want those men to fuck you."

Harper pulled away from Milo, her heart beating fast. She reached down. He was so hard. A warm glow washed over her when Milo said, "And I'll be watching."

Milo disappeared into the crowd. To watch. Harper felt something in her hands. Her engagement and wedding rings. Milo had placed them in her hands before walking away.

Harper slipped the rings onto her finger, where they belonged. She promised herself that she would never take them off again.

Her heart was light, filled with joy, her hopes and dreams restored. In the corner of her eye she saw two men gesture her way. Then they started to walk in her direction. Her heart started beating faster. The two men were handsome and well-built. She hoped they had big cocks.

They were both black.

With a tingling growing between her legs, Harper thought to herself, "It's too late to go back to our old lives." Harper nudged forward in her seat, letting her skirt ride up her legs to slightly expose the lace tops of her stockings. Harper turned slightly, revealing more of her long shapely legs, letting the men have a good look as they approached.

"It's too late to go back," Harper thought again. "But not too late to go forward. Me and Milo. And our Game."


GETTING WHAT I ASKED FOR - A HUSBAND WATCHES HIS WIFE

During our wedding reception, my new bride and I had a bit too much to drink. After the reception, Mary and I piled into our rented limo and headed off to the Inn where we were staying. Our friend Marco also got into the limo, since he was staying at the same Inn.

Mary has a wholesome, pretty face. She's a natural blond with lush, shoulder length hair. She's petite with long shapely legs, a flat stomach, a tight shapely ass, and small but perfectly shaped tits with perky nipples.

While Mary and I were going out, we often fantasized about her fucking other men. In fact, almost every time we had sex, we talked about her with other men. She wasn't that into it at first, but she soon learned that it was my passion, so she indulged me. Eventually she started getting into it, and things moved from just fantasizing in bed, to real-life playing. We often played games in public where she'd "accidentally" flash her stocking tops to some men, or lean over a counter and let a guy look down her blouse. But despite all my cajoling, Mary never went beyond just teasing other men.

Our fantasy life was always more intense when we included men we actually knew, instead of nameless strangers. And Marco was always one of our favorites.

Mary met Marco at work. They became good friends, and every now and then the three of us would go out. Marco's tall and lean and has a dark complexion and wavy dark hair. He's handsome, and never seemed to have any problem attracting girls. Whenever we went out, he always had a beauty on his arm, and he freely shared with us that he didn't often go home alone.  Marco was originally from Rome (his family moved to the US when he was 10 or so), and I always thought his slight Italian accent enhanced his attraction to girls.

Mary told me that Marco often flirted with her at work, and she admitted that it was fun for her to flirt back. Although nothing every happened, she admitted that she was attracted to him. Thus, Marco was often the focus of our hot wife fantasies, and my jealousy of Mary and Marco working so closely together while harboring this mutual attraction just made the fantasies more exciting.

Also, truth to tell, I didn't really like Marco. I mean, he was okay, but I thought he was a bit arrogant, and the only reason I hung out with him was because of Mary. Strangely, while my dislike of Marco increased my jealousy of his relationship with Mary, it also increased the excitement I felt when I imagined the two of them fucking.

On the way to the Inn we drank more, and smoked some pot. Mary always got so horny when she got high. We got frisky in the limo, and then Mary mischievously whispered into my ear, "I know what you want for a wedding gift." She then flopped onto the seat next to Marco. With a sly smile on her face, and looking directly into my eyes, she wrapped her arms around Marco's neck. She continued to look into my eyes. She seemed to be daring me to stop her. I was frozen, mesmerized by what Mary was doing. She had never before taken our game so far, certainly not with someone we knew. When I took no action to stop her, Mary brought her lips up to Marco's and kissed him. The kiss was tentative at first, but soon it became passionate. Marco's hands started wandering and soon he was groping Mary over her wedding gown.

When we got to the Inn all three of us went to our bridal suite. I started making out with Mary while Marco made some drinks. I was so excited, I wanted to see more of Mary with Marco. But in the walk from the limo to our room Mary had sobered a bit, and she giggled, "Okay, Marco, you can go now."

But that's not what I wanted. I whispered to Mary, "It turned me on so much to see you and Marco making out. I loved it! You looked so sexy making out with Marco." I played with her through her gown as I said this.

I glanced at Marco. He was watching as I fondled Mary's body. "I want to see more. I want to see Marco fucking you. You want to fuck him, don't you?" Mary didn't say anything, but I could feel her body responding to my touch. I moved my hands under her gown. I worked my fingers around her panties and stuck a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. Mary moaned and gyrated her hips as I finger-fucked her.

Marco was still watching us. I'm sure he could hear what I was saying. I turned Mary around so she was facing Marco. She couldn't help but look at him. My hand was still under her gown, still finger fucking her. Her gown was bunched around my hand, so Mary's ivory white bridal stockings were on display for Marco's eyes.

I said into Mary's ear, loud enough for Marco to hear: "You're so wet. You're so ready for Marco's cock. You want his cock, don't you? You've always wanted to fuck him." Mary didn't say anything, she just ground her pussy harder against my hand.

Marco had heard enough. His hard cock was tented in his pants. He walked over to us, and he took Mary into his arms. He began kissing my new wife. She initially tried to push away, but he was insistent and continued to kiss her, pushing his tongue into her mouth.

Marco's hands moved down her body, and I felt one of his hands move under her dress and brush against her panties. I removed my fingers from Mary's pussy, and Marco quickly entered her with his. Mary had stopped struggling and seemed to welcome Marco's fingers in her pussy. I moved away from them and sat on the sofa, to watch the show.

Mary was still wearing her wedding dress. With his other hand, Marco reached behind her and unzipped the gown, pulling it down off her shoulders. She was wearing an ivory bustier. Marco pulled one of her tits free and started sucking on her nipple. Mary's moans became even louder. Her nipples had always been so sensitive, almost a direct line to her clit.

Marco laid Mary on the bed, and then moved up between her legs, pushing her gown up until it was bunched around her waist. Mary was wearing ivory white, thigh high stockings. Garters from her bustier held the heavily lacy tops of the stockings. Mary opened her legs, and Marco started to eat her out. She was still wearing her panties, but they were little more than a string, so he had no trouble pushing it aside as he ravished her clit with his tongue. Mary moaned and squirmed on the bed. She grabbed his head and pushed her pussy into his face.

I started thinking that perhaps I should stop this.  At that moment, Marco got up and moved towards Mary's head. He unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock.

His cock was huge! Marco moved his cock towards Mary's lips, and she immediately took him into her mouth. I watched as my new bride wrapped her hands around his big cock and pumped him while sucking its head.

Mary's hands looked tiny as she stroked his huge cock. I was mesmerized by the sight of Mary going down on another man. I pulled my dick out and started playing with myself.

Soon, Marco pulled out of Mary's mouth and moved between her legs. Mary kicked off her satin heels and spread her legs even wider to allow Marco easier access. Marco pushed her gown farther up around her waist as he moved up between her legs.

Good sense prevailed and Mary said, "Wait," as she reached over to the nightstand for a condom. Mary was not on the pill; we were using condoms. She almost frantically opened the package and tried to put the condom on Marco. But the condom, which we had bought to fit my dick, couldn't fit over Marco's larger cock. After trying for a few minutes, Mary threw the condom on the floor in frustration and said, "Just don't cum in me, okay?"

Mary lay back down and moved her hand between them. She reached for Marco's cock and guided it into her pussy. Mary said again, "Remember, pull out, don't cum in me." Marco nodded, and then I saw him thrust into her. Mary squealed, and I knew he had penetrated her. He started pumping, but she said "Wait, wait, not so fast, I have to get used to you." In response, he moved slower in and out of her.

I imagined Mary's tight pussy stretching as Marco pushed more and more of his monster cock into her. It took a few minutes, but eventually he had penetrated her completely, and their fucking began in earnest. Mary's stockinged feet were on Marco's shoulders as he savagely fucked her. I watched as Mary arched her back as she had her first orgasm of the evening. I came as I watched her stockinged toes curl as she came all over Marco's big cock. 

Marco had amazing staying power. He fucked my new bride for another 15 minutes. His grunts and groans became even more urgent, and it was clear he was about to cum. Mary urged Marco not to cum inside her, so he pulled out and shot a huge load all over her wedding dress.

After a few minutes to recover her senses, Mary pulled away from Marco and walked over to me, still in her wedding dress. She got on her knees and looked at me, her beautiful blue eyes looking intently into my eyes. She stroked me for a few minutes, and then lowered her face and started going down on me. It felt good. I started getting hard again. But that's not what I wanted. I was incredibly turned on by my wife being fucked by another guy. I wanted more!

I pulled her head up. She looked at me again and she instantly knew what I wanted. It wasn't that hard for her to figure out, given all the times we had talked about it, fantasized about it. All the times I had urged her to go farther.

She asked, "Are you sure?" I nodded yes. She hesitated, and then slowly stood up. She walked back to Marco, who was hard again.

Mary stood in front of Marco, who moved to kiss her. But she stopped him, and said that she wanted to get out of her gown. She turned around so her back was to Marco. She looked into my eyes as Marco finished unzipping her gown.

Her gown fell around her, and Marco helped her step out of it. She now stood in just her bustier, garters, and stockings. She paused, still looking into my eyes. Maybe she was having second thoughts, thinking that this had gone far enough. Silently, she asked me again, "Are you sure?"

For all my lust, I was feeling insecure and jealous. But this was my fantasy finally coming true. I was too much in lust to stop it. So, instead of telling her to stop, I nodded my head, answering her silent question with my silent answer. "Yes, I want you to fuck him again."

All of Mary's resolve disappeared. She knew I wasn't going to stop this. She knew I didn't want it to stop. Slowly, she moved backwards into Marco's arms. He nuzzled her neck as he reached around and cupped her breasts. Mary melted into him, becoming more and more lost in passion as he fondled her body.

Marco freed her breasts from the bustier, and rolled her nipples between his fingers. Then he moved one of his hands down over her sexy flat tummy. He pushed two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with his thumb. Mary moaned and squirmed to his touch and humped his hand. I had never seen her so turned on or animated.

Mary pulled away from Marco. She turned around to face him, and then got on her knees. I watched Marco's face as my new bride put her lips around his cock. Mary wrapped her hands around his cock and started to pump him. While doing that, she took his cock deeper in her mouth, in and out, in sync with her hands stroking his cock.

Marco gripped Mary's head and clutched her blond hair, and started pumping into her, fucking her face. With each stroke, Mary took more of his cock into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged when he pushed in and became shallow when he pulled out. Her wedding and engagement rings became covered with saliva and pre-cum as she kept her hands locked around his cock as he fucked her face.

I thought Marco was going to cum in her mouth. But, finally, Mary took Marco's cock out of her mouth and looked up into his face. "I need you inside me right now!"

Marco pulled Mary towards the bed. Mary paused to pick up her wedding dress and used it like a towel to wipe the saliva and pre-cum from her hands. She got on the bed and straddled Marco. She lowered herself on him, using one of her hands to guide his cock into her. Although she was wet and stretched, she still had to go slow to get all of him inside her. She grunted a moan of satisfaction as she finally became completed impaled on his monster cock. For the next ten minutes I watched my new bride grunt and groan as she passionately rode Marco's big cock.

Then Marco abruptly threw her onto the bed and mounted her. He fucked her frantically. Mary's stockinged legs were wrapped around him, and she was moaning, "Oh god oh god oh god!"

Marco's muscular body tensed. I knew he was coming, and Mary sensed it too. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him deeper inside her. Her toes began to curl. They both were cumming. As Mary climaxed, she held Marco tightly against her. Seconds later, he began to orgasm, shooting his sperm deep inside her unprotected, fertile pussy.

They embraced for long moments, and then Marco rolled off Mary. I got on top of my new bride and finally entered her for the first time as her husband. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy was so wet and loose, I could barely feel myself in her. But I was so turned on, I came after just a few strokes.

I woke up early in the morning. Marco was on the other side of the bed, and Mary was between us.

I was facing Mary's back. Mary was awake, and I could see her face in the mirror on the opposite wall. She was looking at Marco, who was still asleep. He had fallen asleep on top of the sheets, completely nude.

Mary was looking at Marco's cock. She seemed mesmerized by it. Even soft, it was huge. It was like a pylon, long and thick.

Mary saw me looking at her in the mirror. She turned over to face me. We didn't speak for a long time, we just looked into each other's faces. Last night had turned our fantasies into reality, and now we had to deal with the consequences. Mary started by saying, "I'm sorry, it got out of control last night."

"I know," I said. The silence was awkward. Finally, I said, "I think the most important thing to do is for us to be completely honest with each other."

"I think you're right."

"I really mean it. If we're going to get through this, we have to be completely honest. We can't worry about hurting each other’s feelings. If I ask you something, you have to answer me honestly, and I have to do the same for you. Otherwise, we'll just end up hurting each other. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Do you promise?"

"Yes, I promise,” Mary said.  “I really agree that we have to be honest to either other, completely."

I paused, took a deep breath, and then started. "Last night was incredible. I've never been so turned on in my life. Seeing you with Marco was -- I just can't describe it. It was a dream come true. All my fantasies came true last night."

Mary seemed surprised that I was saying this. I guess she thought I would be regretting last night. "But didn't you get jealous? I could never see you with another woman."

"And I don't want to be with another woman. You're the sexiest woman alive. You make my fantasies come true. And I was jealous. I was really jealous. At times I couldn't stand it. But I think that's part of the turn-on for me. It's being on the edge. I don't understand completely why this excited me so much, all I know is it does."

"I guess I don't understand it either," she said, looking down.

"But you liked last night, didn't you? You don't regret it?"

She looked back into my eyes. "Yes, I liked it. I guess I don't regret it. I don't know. I just don't want this to break us apart."

I kissed her softly. "It won't. I love you. But I don't think we can go back."

"What do you mean?" she asked, startled.

"I want it to happen again. I want it to happen all the time."

"You can't mean that," she replied incredulously. "Last night was enough. I don't want to do it again."

"You don't want to?"

"No, I don't -- I don't," she said, unconvincingly. I knew she was lying.  Maybe to herself.

"You said you'd tell me the truth."

"I am!" Mary insisted.

I took her hand and put it on my dick. I was rock hard. "See how hard I am? Just talking about you fucking other men turns me on."

"Just by talking about it?" Mary said, again incredulously. She began stroking my cock. I placed by finger on her clit and started to gently rub it.

"That, and it also turned me on to see you staring at Marco's cock a few minutes ago."

Her cheeks turned red. She was caught red handed. But her hips started to gyrate, in sync with the movements of my finger on her clit.

"I could tell you loved Marco’s big cock last night," I said, so lost in lust. “He’s a lot bigger than me.  Tell me why you liked it so much.”  I looked over Mary's shoulder and saw Marco looking at us.   He was awake and listening to us.

Mary hesitated to answer my question.  I said, “You just promised to be honest and tell me everything.”

I rolled Mary over so she was facing Marco.  I felt her body tense as she saw he was awake. 

I saw she was looking at Marco’s cock again.  He was hard and it looked bigger than it looked last night.

“I think you liked how his big cock stretched you,” I said into her ear.  “How his big cock filled you up.”

With Mary on her side and facing Marco, I raised her top leg up.  It was a clear invitation to Marco, and he took it. 

Marco pressed himself against Mary.  He kissed her as he guided his hard cock to her pussy.  He pushed into her.  They started to rock back and forth, slowly at first, and then with abandon. I played with myself as I watched them fuck. They didn't last long, and Marco shot his hot cum into Mary's pussy. I kissed my wife as she climaxed. As soon as he pulled out, I rolled Mary onto her back and got on top of her.  I pushed into her. I was so worked up, I came after just a few strokes.

We were at the Marriott next to the airport, a few weeks after getting back from our honeymoon. Mary had gone on the pill as soon as we got back, and this was the soonest we felt it would be safe for her to sleep with other men without the risk of pregnancy.  (Luckily, she had not gotten pregnant from the unprotected sex during our wedding night.)

Since being with Marco on our wedding night, we had both decided that this was the life we wanted to lead, at least for now. Mary had found that she enjoyed the sexual excitement of being with other men. For me, seeing my wife being seduced and then thoroughly fucked by other men was my ultimate fantasy. We were both in a constant state of sexual excitement, and were anticipating a wonderful evening playing our game.

Mary was sitting at the bar. She looked incredible. In the crowd, I watched her twirl her blond hair, and play with the buttons on her dress. She smoothed her stockings, letting her dress slightly ride up so her stocking tops showed every now and then, and dangled her heels from her toe.

Mary was flirting with Dan, who looked to be a lawyer (I learned his name later). As they spoke, they touched each other. At first, they touched the other's hand or arm, then sides and back, and then legs. Mary's touching was more subtle than Dan's, but her slight caresses seemed to encourage him, and he became bolder and bolder. His hands caressed her knees, then moved up her silky thighs until disappearing for a moment under her dress. Mary grabbed his hands as he explored under her dress, seeming to protest, but then let go and Dan continued his caresses.

Dan whispered something in Mary's ear, and Mary said something back, nodding as she did so. Dan got up and offered his hand to Mary. As Mary slid off her stool, her dress seemingly inadvertently rode up high, showing everyone in the bar the lacy tops of her stockings and garter straps.

With a hand on her back, Dan guided Mary out of the bar and into the hotel lobby. I knew they were going to an empty ballroom. This hotel had many, which is why we had picked it. It was hard for me not to follow, but according to our plan I waited in the bar, knowing that Mary would give me all the details later.

After about 30 minutes Mary returned to the bar. She was by herself. Her hair was a bit disheveled, as was her makeup. She seemed somewhat shaky on her heels as she walked. Even from across the room I could see runs in her stockings around her knees. I wondered if her stockings had gotten laddered from kneeling on the floor to give Dan head.

Mary stayed in the bar only long enough to find me in the crowd, and glanced my way. She then left, and I followed her.

We were in our hotel room, and Mary was telling me the story of her quickie with Dan. She was lying in our bed, her dress around her waist, playing with herself. She still had her stockings and heels on. I was completely dressed, but I had pulled my cock out and was playing with myself as she told me the story.

"Dan was all over me in the bar. He was touching me everywhere. It was so wicked with you watching, it made me more turned on. He reached up my skirt, and he got even more excited when he felt my stocking tops and realized I was wearing garters. He said he wanted me, and he took me to the ballroom on the mezzanine. I can't tell you how exciting it was to know that you were watching as we left the bar.”

“As soon as Dan closed the door he attacked me! He practically ripped off my dress and bra. He started sucking my nipples, and he put his fingers into me. It felt so good! He made me get on my knees and suck him. Then he pulled me up and pushed me over a table. He pulled my dress up and ripped off my panties. He fucked me from behind. Then he said he wanted to cum in my mouth. So, he pushed me back on my knees, and I sucked him until he came."

"Did you cum?" I asked.

She answered honestly. "No, it happened so fast." Seeing the disappointment in my face, she quickly added, "But it was exciting, and I had fun."

"Was he big, as big as Marco?"

"God no, not as big as Marco. I mean, Dan was big, but Marco is huge." She looked at the ceiling, and said wistfully, "And Marco is so good. It's not just his big cock, it's his whole body, and he knows what to do with it."

Hearing this, I reached over and rolled Mary's nipples between my fingers. "I bet you wish you were with Marco tonight. That he bent you over the table and fucked you. Fantasize that it was Marco fucking you. Make yourself cum." Mary closed her eyes and rubbed her clit harder and faster. "How does it feel with Marco fucking you, with his big cock in you?"

Mary moaned. "So good, so good, oh yeah, yeah, so good, Marco fucks me so good." Her eyes were clenched closed as she neared her orgasm, as she fantasized about Marco fucking her. "Oh yeah yeah so good Oh god so good Oh god yes yes yes!" Mary's stockinged toes curled as she made herself cum.

I rolled on top of Mary and entered her. Even though Dan wasn't as big as Marco, Mary's pussy still felt stretched and loose to my cock (I was below average in size). But I was already so close to the edge from watching Mary getting picked-up at the bar, and hearing what Dan had done with her, that I was soon shooting my cum into her.

Long after Mary feel asleep, I lay awake in the bed, trying to process what had just happened. Our lives were moving so fast. I was incredibly happy that Mary had taken this step towards being a hot wife. My fantasy had come true, and I didn't want to go back to a monogamous lifestyle. But what had just happened? Mary's appetite for sex suddenly seemed unbounded, she was insatiable. But it seemed like she wasn't satisfied with just any big cock, or just any anonymous lover. She wanted Marco!

As I lay in bed, I was trying to process my feelings about this. It was one thing for Mary to fuck around with faceless dicks. It was another for her to lust after someone we knew, someone she worked with, and someone I didn't like much. I knew the risks. Mary could develop romantic feelings for Marco. Where would that leave our relationship?

The jealousy and insecurity I was experiencing was intense, and left an aching feeling in me. But my cock was also rock hard. All of this was making me so hot! I didn't know why, but the emotional twist to this game was making it even more exciting for me. I knew I was risking my wife to another man, but I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop it. My lust was overwhelming, like a drug, controlling my actions. I stroked my hard-on, and I thought of Marco fucking my wife.

The next weekend, I said that maybe we should invite Marco over. Mary's eyes immediately sparkled.

"Are you sure?" she asked hesitantly. "Maybe we should keep this game to strangers. Don't you think it's dangerous to play with people we know?" There was an edge to her voice, and I sensed she wanted me to give her permission to play with Marco.

"Yeah, maybe, but we've already started playing with Marco, so I think it's okay. Besides, I'm sure Marco has been hitting on you at work."

Mary's cheeks flushed. She almost looked guilty. "Yeah, he has been persistent." She paused. "If you really think it's okay..."

"Let's call him now," I said as I reached for the phone.

Marco fucked Mary for hours, while I watched and played with myself. I lost count of the number of times he made Mary come. Afterwards, Mary was aglow from the fucking Marco had given her, and couldn't stop telling me how great Marco was, and thanking me for letting her meet up with him again.

For the next few weeks, we often played the game, but only with strangers. Mary enjoyed the experiences to varying degrees, but compared to Marco, they were disappointments. She started talking about stopping the game. She said how the game was just a phase in our lives, and maybe it was time to move on.

That was the last thing I wanted to hear. I said that maybe we should meet up with Marco again, since she seemed to enjoy it (and him) so much. She hesitated before replying, and then said, "I'm not sure it's a good idea for me to keep seeing Marco."

"Why? Has something happened at work?"

"No -- it's because we know him, and..."

"But I thought we decided that Marco would be the one exception to the stranger rule."

"I know, I know, but I just think it's a bad idea," Mary insisted.

"But why?"

Mary's next words made my cock spring to life. "Because I'm afraid I might fall in love with him."

"But..."

"Just listen for a minute," Mary said softly, talking my hands in hers. "The experiences I have with Marco are so intense. There's so much pleasure. I'm afraid that I can't keep having such intense experiences with Marco without developing feelings for him. I mean, I think about him all the time. All the time. It's starting to be that I can only climax if I'm thinking about him fucking me. Think about it -- when we're having sex, I can't cum unless I'm thinking that it's Marco that I'm with. If I keep sleeping with him, I'm afraid my feelings for him might become emotional. I might fall in love with him! And then what would happen to us?"

The smart thing for me to have done at that point was to stop the game right then. Let it rest for a while. Then, in a few months, I could try to start it up again, with strangers. It would still be exciting, but there wouldn't be the risk that she would fall in love with Marco.

But her words were getting me so hot! It was the risk that made this game so deliriously thrilling. I was addicted to the risk, to the excitement. My lust wouldn't let me stop the game. In fact, I was determined to convince Mary to not only continue the game with Marco, but to expand it.

"Look, I think you're overreacting," I said. "I mean, sure you might develop a crush on Marco, and that's normal, but that's a long way from love. You get so much pleasure from being with Marco, and I get so much pleasure from your pleasure, that I think we shouldn't rush to stop something that we both enjoy so much."

"I don't know -- I'm not sure."

"Just go on a date with Marco," I persisted. "Talk about it with him."

"A date? You mean by ourselves, without you?" Mary had gone out on dates with other men since we started playing the game, but never with Marco.

"Sure, you've done it before with other men. You know the thought of you dating guys turns me on. Go out with Marco, let him take you back to his place. If you decide to end it afterwards, at least we'll have this last memory."

Mary still looked unconvinced. "I'm not sure -- I feel like I'm at the edge of a cliff, about to fall over."

I was so excited by this conversation, but I tried not to show it. "Let yourself be on the edge, at least this one last time." I reached into my briefcase and pulled out a small box. "Look, I bought this for you."

I handed it to Mary. It was a box of extra large condoms. Mary hated being on the pill, because it always made her gain weight. She had gone off the pill a few weeks ago and was back to using condoms. "These were the largest I could find. Hopefully they'll be big enough for Marco," I said smiling.

Mary took the box from me, and silently studied it. Finally, she looked up at me, and said "You really want this, don't you?"

"Yes. And I know you do, too. I know it. We both want this."

A few moments passed. I sensed that Mary was almost convinced. Finally, I took her hand. "Come on, let's go call Marco. Then I'll help you get ready for your date."

Mary made it home around 2am. Marco had ravished her. We had wonderful sex as she told me in great detail everything Marco had done to her.

After that evening, we stopped talking about ending the game, or Mary with strangers. We had reached an unspoken agreement. Mary played the game, but only with Marco. Marco was her boyfriend, and with my blessings he used her body whenever and however he wished. In the process, Mary and I enjoyed the most exciting sex of our lives.

One evening I came home from work, and I saw Mary looking into the mirror. She was playing with her hair. Mary was a natural blond, and her milky white complexion (as well as her neatly trimmed blonde bush) proved it. I loved her blond hair. I loved leggy petite blonds, and Mary fit that picture perfectly.

"Hi honey, what're you doing?"

"Oh," Mary said, startled. "I didn't realize you were home."

"I just got here. What're you doing?" I repeated.

"Oh, nothing."

"No really, what are you doing?"

She hesitated. She ran her fingers through her long blond hair again. "I was thinking about something that Marco said the other day."

My dick stiffened. "What?"

"Well..."

"Come on, you can tell me."

Mary continued to hesitate. Finally, she said, "He said -- Marco wondered what I would look like as a brunette, with short brown hair."

"What?" I said, surprised.

"You know, it's the look nowadays. Short dark hair, kind of page boy. I'd slicked back my hair with gel, and my bangs would kind of swoop over my forehead.  Marco’s into that look.  He was back in Rome last summer, and he said a lot of Italian girls are going with that look.  It’s a trend."

I was alarmed that Mary was talking like she had already decided to do it. "But I love your blond hair. And I like your hair long."

"I know honey, I was just thinking about it. It was just something Marco said. He said he likes girls with short dark hair. He said I'm the first blond he has ever dated." My knees got weak when Mary said that. The thought of my wife dating another man turned me on so much.

"You'd really have to cut off a lot of your hair to get that look," I said hesitantly.  Mary’s blonde hair was almost down to her shoulder blades.

"I know, but it would grow back. Do you think I should do it? It would be fun to have a new look. I've never been anything but blond."

My lust was so overwhelming. Thinking of Marco's increasing control over Mary made me lightheaded.

This might not seem like a big deal, but in fact it was huge. Mary knew that I loved blonds, that I had never even considered going out with anyone but a blond. She also knew that I loved long hair. The fact that she was considering cutting and dying her hair because Marco wanted her to do it was incredibly -- thrilling.

I managed not to choke out my next words. "Well, okay, I want you to do what you want to do. Do you want to do it?"

"Well, I guess so," Mary said almost nonchalantly, although it was obvious, she was containing her excitement. "It might be fun, at least for a little while."

Mary didn't waste any time. The next day, she cut and dyed her hair. I didn't get to see it until late that evening, because she rushed off to show Marco. Marco loved her short dark hair. By the time I saw her, he had already fucked her silly.

When I finally saw Mary that evening, I saw that she had cut her hair really short, to a few inches above her shoulders. Instead of brown, she had dyed it jet black. When I mentioned that she had gone farther than we had discussed, she said that that morning she had spoken with Marco and he convinced her that if she really wanted a new look she should go all the way.

As I stared at my wife's new look, she edged close to me and lightly stroked my cock through my pants. "Marco got so excited by my new look that he threw me on the bed and practically raped me. He made me cum twice. Then he pulled me down on my knees and made me go down on him."

"See my stockings?" Mary said.

I looked down at my wife's legs. Her stockings were scuffed and laddered around her knees. "He was so rough he made my stockings run."

I groaned. The image of Mary on her knees, getting face fucked by Marco, turned me on so much.

Mary pulled my cock out of my pants and started to stroke me. "Marco was so incredibly big and hard. And he pushed so deep down my throat, I could hardly breathe. Then he started to twitch, and I knew he was about to cum. But he pulled out and came all over my hair."

Mary stroked me harder and faster. "Then he told me to comb his cum through my hair, like gel, and I did." She brought her head close to mine, so I could smell Marco's cum in her short black hair. "Do you like smelling that, does that turn you on?" The smell and Mary's story sent me over the edge, and I answered my wife's question by cumming all over her blouse.

(2 weeks later)

Marco and Mary were sitting across the table from me. We were seated at a dark corner booth in a restaurant. Marco's arm was around Mary, and he was lightly caressing her neck, and playing with her short dark hair. His hands lightly graze her breasts over her blouse. Mary extended her shapely leg until her stockinged foot rested in my lap, and rubbed my hard crotch.

Marco said something, and then Mary pulled her foot from my lap. Mary's hands went under the table and I saw her wiggle. Then, looking almost apologetically at me, she brought her hand up and dropped a thin wisp of lacy fabric on the table. It was her panties. I picked them up and held them in my hand. They were soaking wet.

Marco's hand went under the table. Soon Mary's face flushed and her breath quickened. Her nipples got rock hard under her tight blouse. I saw movement in Marco's arm. He was fingering my wife under the table.

Mary laid her foot back in my lap, not to rub me, but instead to open herself more fully to Marco's hands under the table. I lightly caressed my wife's stockinged foot, tracing my fingers along the soft seam running along her toes. Soon Mary's body tensed, and her hands clutched the edge of the table. She clenched her eyes tightly closed. I felt her foot arch and her toes curl in my hands. Marco had given Mary her first orgasm of the night.

After Mary's breathing returned to normal, Marco whispered into her ear. Mary hesitated, and then looked around the restaurant. She scanned the crowd, making sure no one was looking. Then, with a glance into my eyes, Mary slid under the table. Marco slid down his chair slightly, and I saw his body tense. Mary was giving him a blowjob under the table. Luckily the table had a long tablecloth.

It took about 5 minutes for him to cum. The entire time, Marco looked right into my eyes, a smirk on his face. He looked amused, arrogant, and triumphant. Before long I watched his back arch, and I knew he was cumming in my wife's mouth.

Mary slid back into her seat. She took her napkin and wiped a little cum from the corner of her mouth. She reached for her water glass, but Marco stopped her, and whispered into her ear. Hesitantly, Mary slid over to me, and then kissed me. I tasted Marco's cum as Mary's tongue explored my mouth.

Mary slid back to Marco, and he put his arm around her. With his other hand he flipped the small package at me. It was a condom. I took it, and then hesitated.

This was the game we were playing tonight. Marco had thought of it. It turned me on so much when Mary had told me about it earlier that week. But now? I looked at Mary. She wasn't encouraging or discouraging me. But she did have a look of — anticipation? Excitement?

Could I really do this, right in front of my wife? It was so humiliating. Especially doing it in front of my wife and her lover. But the humiliation was so thrilling.

After making sure no one was looking, I opened the package and took out the condom. My hands went under the table and I opened my pants. I pulled my cock out and put the condom on. It wasn't hard to roll it over me, since it was one of Marco's super large condoms. Then, while my wife and her lover watched, I beat off under the table. It only took a few strokes, and then I came into the condom. Marco laughed. My wife didn't laugh, but she had a slight smile on her pretty face.

This was our game that evening. Marco got to fuck my wife all night, while I was only allowed to cum in condoms, from playing with myself.

Marco got up and pulled Mary from the table. I watched them dance. Marco held Mary close. Not in an obscene manner, but in an intimate familiar embrace.

Marco lightly caressed Mary's back, from her shoulders to just above the rise of her ass. After the dance, I watched Marco walk Mary over to the bar, and they sat close together and spoke cheek to cheek. Marco's hands softly caressed Mary's legs, and I watched as he nudged her short skirt upward, slightly revealing her lacy stocking tops to me, as well as everyone else in the restaurant.

But while his touch was sensual and intimate, it was also loving. Marco was having his way with my wife, both her body, and her heart. Marco was more than Mary's lover, he was her boyfriend, her significant other. And when Marco brought his lips to hers, and Mary raised her head and opened her lips, it was as if he was her husband, instead of me.

We had gotten married only 3 months ago, and it seemed like Mary was Marco’s new bride, not mine.

Watching them, I was intensely jealous and humiliated. And incredibly turned on. Watching Marco seduce my wife, and even more, watching him romance my wife, was so wickedly thrilling to me. I was already hard again.

Marco returned, with Mary on his arm. Smirking at me he said, "Jay, do you know what I'm going to do now? I'm going to take your pretty wife out back, stand her up against the wall, and fuck her, and make her cum. I want you to stay here until we get back. Don't worry, we'll tell you all about it later."

Marco flipped another condom onto the table. "Now here's the thing. That's my last condom. You can take it, and beat off here at the table, thinking of all the things I'm doing to your pretty bride. Or you can give it to me, and I'll use it when I'm fucking Mary. Your choice."

I hesitated just a moment. Up to that point, I'd always insisted that Marco wear a condom, or pull out before coming. Only once or twice had he cum inside her, and that was only in the heat of passion. Now the game had come to this. I could give myself an orgasm only if I let him shoot his cum into my wife's unprotected womb.

I could stop the game, of course. I only had to say the word. But I was past the point of no return, and he knew that. And I could see in Mary's face that she was past the point of no return, too. She didn't care if Marco wore a condom or not. All she wanted was an orgasm on his huge cock.

I grabbed the condom and clutched it in my hand. Marco smirked again.

“Let’s be clear,” Marco said to me.  “I’m not pulling out.  I’m shooting my sperm into Mary’s pussy.  You get that right?”

I nodded.

“Mary, are you ovulating?” Marco asked my wife.

Mary shrugged and said, “In a few days ….”

A lump formed in my throat.  My wife was almost at her most fertile time of the month.

“And what do you think about your husband’s choice?” Marco asked her.  “He’d rather jerk off and cum, instead of keeping me from getting you pregnant.”

Mary shrugged again.  She looked down at her feet, and said in a low voice, “I don’t know ….”

Marco grinned at me.  He looked triumphant.  Then he led my wife away. I watched them disappear to the back of the restaurant.

With shaking hands, I ripped open the condom and took it out. I rolled it over my hard cock, and started to stroke myself, fantasizing about what Marco was doing to my wife.

I thought of Marco pulling Mary's dress up. Then he would grab one of her legs and wrap it around his back, opening her up for him. He would take her hand and push it down his pants. Mary would pull his hard cock from his pants, and stroke it, making it grow even harder and bigger. Marco would unbutton her blouse and roughly fondle her bra covered tits, and then pull down on the bra to expose her hard nipples. He'd suck Mary's nipples, sending waves of pleasure to her clit.

Not able to wait any longer, Mary would guide Marco's cock to her pussy, rubbing his fat cock head over her lips, saying urgently into his ear, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh please, fuck me." Marco would thrust deep inside her, and Mary's heel would dig into his back, urging him to fuck her faster, harder, deeper. Marco would savagely fuck her, and then as she neared orgasm, he would bring his hand down and tease her sensitive asshole to push her over the edge, her heels falling to the ground as her toe-curling climax rippled through her lithe body.

As Marco neared his orgasm, he would bring Mary's other leg up and around his back so her entire body was wrapped around him, her body impaled on his big cock. Then, with one last massive thrust, he would shoot his cum deep inside my wife, and then hold her close to keep his seed from escaping from her unprotected womb.

I came into the condom. But even as the pleasure flowed through me, a tear ran down my cheek.

After that evening, my relationship with Mary started to change, at least the way she treated me. One day we were walking in the mall, and she said, "See that guy over there, the tall man with black hair? Do you think he has what I need?"

I looked questioningly at her. "You know what I mean," she continued. "A big one. A big cock. Yours doesn't feel as good anymore, now that I've had Marco."

Mary moved close to me and surreptitiously caressed my crotch. I was hard, excited by her words. "Marco was right," she said. "He told me you'd get excited if I said that."

"What else did Marco say?" I choked out, my growing excitement making me almost dizzy.

"He said you'd love it if I told you the truth, the whole thing. Would you like to hear it?"

After I nodded my head, Mary leaned into me. She was still lightly stroking the tent in my pants, but no one could see because I was wearing a coat.

Mary said, "You haven't made me cum for a long time. When you're inside me, I can barely feel you. All those times you thought you'd made me cum? I was only pretending. I even have to use KY jelly before we make love, because you don't excite me anymore. You're too small.  Your body’s too soft.  You’re not sexy like Marco."

I lurched suddenly and came in my pants. Mary giggled and stepped away from me, and I quickly closed my coat to cover the wet spot in my pants. "You'd better go to the bathroom and clean up," she said, smiling.

"I will, but — were you just teasing, or was it the truth?"

My wife looked at me almost sympathetically. "It's the truth." After a moment's hesitation, she asked, "That turns you on, doesn't it?"

"Yeah," I admitted.

Mary shook her head, and with almost a contemptuous look on her face, she walked away.

Mary was getting dressed for another date with Marco. She was so incredibly hot. Her beautiful face, her perky tits, her perfect ass, her long shapely legs. I loved watching her get dressed, especially when she was getting ready for a date with Marco.

"What else does Marco tell you?" I asked, wanting to continue our conversation from the mall.

Mary was smoothing her stockings, adjusting the seam running down the back of her slim legs. She attached the stockings to her garter belt, and then said, "He said he can't believe you let another man touch me."

She pulled the black stretchy mini-skirt up her legs and over her tight ass, and then stepped into her high heels. "He said I'm the hottest girl he's ever had, and if I was his wife, he wouldn't let another man get close to me, much less fuck me."

She put on the lacy demi bra, and then the sheer white blouse. She said dismissively, "He thinks you're a wimp." Mary stepped towards the door, but then turned and asked, "You think I look hot, too, don't you?"

"Of course I do. You're the most beautiful, the sexiest girl in the world.”

Mary's eyes rolled. "But you'd rather I go out with Marco and fuck him tonight, instead of staying home and making love to you, right?"

I nodded my head.

“You’re not mad he called you a wimp?  To me, your wife, he called you a wimp.  That doesn’t get you mad?”

“It gets me mad, but …,” I sputtered.  I didn’t know how to answer.  It got me mad but hot too.  I didn’t know how to explain it.

Mary shook her head and looked pityingly at me. Then she went downstairs to wait for Marco.

Mary and I were eating breakfast. "Marco wants me to have my eyebrows darkened."

"What?" I asked, confused.

"My eyebrows. He thinks they're too light to really look good with dark hair. He wants me to darken them with permanent makeup. My eyebrows will look natural, but they'll be a lot darker. It's like getting a tattoo. It's permanent."

Mary looked intently at me. "It'll mean you'll never see me again with blond hair. I mean, I could let my hair go blond again, but it wouldn't look right with the dark eyebrows. So, I probably wouldn't. If I get this done, I'll always dye my hair black, forever. I'll never be a blonde again. Never."

Mary paused, and then continued. "He also wants me to stop wearing my wedding and engagement rings. He said he doesn't like them, because he doesn't want me to be thinking about you, at least as my husband. He wants me to sell my engagement ring to pay for the permanent makeup. He says I should re-size my wedding ring and wear it around my toe. He says then when I see it on my toe, I'll think about you as my wimp cuckold.  That’s what he called you.  A wimp cuckold."

"Marco says I shouldn't give you a choice about any of this. He said I should check to see if you're hard. If you're hard, it means you want me to do it, and if you're not, well — he said there would be no way you wouldn't be hard."

"So — are you hard?" Mary asked.

After I didn't say anything, Mary reached under the table and placed her hand on my lap. I was rock hard.

Mary got up and took off her robe. She was completely nude. Her lithe body. So tight, so shapely. She looked incredible.

She walked over to my side of the table and straddled me. She pulled my hard cock from my pants. She rubbed it against her pussy lips but didn't put it inside her. "So, are you a wimp cuckold?"

I grunted as I pushed up from the chair, trying to get my cock inside her.

But she wouldn't let me inside her. "No, I want to hear you say it. Are you a wimp cuckold?"

"Yes, yes, I'm a wimp cuckold!" I admitted. God, I wanted to fuck her so bad!

But she didn't give me what I wanted. Instead, while stroking me, she leaned over and whispered into my ear, "Your little dick will never get inside me again. You'll never see me as a blonde again. And you'll never fuck me again."

I moaned and came all over Mary's stomach.

Mary left that afternoon with Marco for a few days, and when she returned, she was a true brunette, with short black hair and matching black eyebrows. She had tanned herself too, so her skin was now a golden brown, instead of milky white. I later discovered that Marco had made her color her trimmed bush jet black (at least this color was normal hair coloring so would fade away). Even her manicured nails were painted dark brown. She was no longer a blonde, not in any way.

As I stared at her, Mary said, "I used to be a blonde. I used to be yours. Now I'm Marco's. I’m his brunette.  I hope you're happy."

Mary didn't say this with malice, but with sadness and regret. A tear ran down her face. She sobbed, "I'm not sure where we are anymore — who we are."

She slipped her left foot out of her shoe, and showed it to me. Her re-sized wedding ring was around her toe. Tears fell down her face, and she collapsed into the chair behind her. "Are we still in love? Are we still married? I don't know."

My eyes were focused on the ring around her toe. Mary felt regret, and so did I. I had lost my wife, and her beautiful blond hair. But I had gained my ultimate fantasy, of being married to a hot wife, of being cuckolded by a chiseled stud with a huge hard cock.

Despite Mary's crying, I was incredibly aroused. I fell to my knees and took her foot in my hands, bringing it to my lips. I kissed her foot, and then licked her toes, bringing each one into my mouth, and lingering on the toe that wore the ring.

I pushed Mary's skirt up around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties. I opened her legs, and she didn't resist. Her pussy was gaping open, and it was wet with cum.

Mary said, "Marco fucked me, in the car, before he dropped me off. I didn't make him use a condom or pull out. I thought, why should I, I belong to him now. I dress to turn him on, not you. I do my hair the way he likes it, not you. My body is his, not yours. So why shouldn't he cum in me?"

I took my hard cock out, and rubbed it against Mary's pretty foot, against the toe ring that used to be her wedding ring. Mary curled her toes and wrapped them around my dick. As I masturbated against her soft foot, Mary unbuttoned her blouse. Her tits looked so good in her flimsy bra, but my eyes were focused on her flat stomach. She saw where I was looking, and she lightly caressed her tummy, tracing circles around her belly button. Would Marco's baby soon be growing inside her stomach? The thought sent me over the edge, and I shot my cum all over her toe ring.

Mary's tears were gone, and she giggled when she saw what I had done. She said, "That's funny. Marco liked to cum on my wedding and engagement rings when they were on my finger. Now you like to cum on my toe ring." Another giggle. "I'm not wearing those rings anymore, so I guess Marco has to find somewhere else to cum, but" — opening her legs again — "I guess he's already found where he likes to cum."

God, her teasing and taunting were arousing me again. Mary lifted her foot to my chest, and wiped her foot on my shirt. There was a little cum left on her toe ring, and she raised her foot to my face. I licked the cum from the ring. Mary smirked.

She said, "Marco wouldn't do that. He always made me lick his cum off my rings. But then, he's a man. And you're just a cuckold."

I was watching them fuck. Mary was on top of Marco, her movements slow. I was in a chair next to the bed, slowly masturbating, watching my wife fuck her lover.

Marco cupped her tits and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. Mary moaned, her manicured fingers kneading Marco's sculptured chest. Marco lowered his hands, and he caressed Mary's flat stomach.

Marco taunted me. "Do you want me to make Mary pregnant, Jay? I love fucking pregnant chicks. I'd fuck her more than I do now. Is that what you want? Do you?" My hand moved faster over my cock.

"Do you want my baby growing in Mary's stomach? Getting big and fat with my baby? Is that what you want? Do you want my baby sucking on these luscious tits? Is that what you want?"

"Yes," I groaned. "Shoot your sperm into her! Get her pregnant!"

Marco sneered, as Mary continued to ride his cock, and I continued to jerk off.

Marco said, "No, I don't think so. That would be too easy for you, because then people would think it was your baby. No, we're going to get a black man to make Mary pregnant. That way, everyone will know it's not your baby. Everyone will know you're a cuckold. Is that what you want, Jay?"

“Oh god,” I moaned softly. Oh god. And I answered Marco by cumming all over my hand.

Marco and Mary made me write this ad for the local swingers’ magazine.

Seeking a tall, cut, handsome black man to fuck my hot brunette wife. She's very pretty with short black hair. She's 5'3" and petite, with small shapely breasts, a flat stomach and a firm tight ass. Her tits have perky nipples which she loves to have sucked. She's got long shapely legs, and she always shows them off with short skirts, stockings, garters and stiletto heels. She's a size queen, so don't respond unless you've got a long thick cock. You'll be fucking her bareback and she's not on the pill, so pregnancy is possible but not your problem. Reply to xleglover@hotmail.com (send a picture if you want a response).

(8 months later)

I was on the bed, beating off. Mary wasn’t home.  She was with Marco. She seemed to be always with Marco nowadays, getting fucked. He had told the truth, he did love fucking pregnant girls, especially married pregnant girls.

In the month after the ad ran, Mary had sex with a bunch of black men, some from the ad, some from bars. She fucked them all bareback, with no protection, and she wasn’t on any birth control. By the end of that month, Mary was pregnant.

Marco fucked her a lot too, so we don’t know if the baby is Marco's or one of the black guys.  We won’t know until she gives birth a couple of months from now.

We know it’s not my baby, because I haven’t been inside my wife's pussy for close to a year.

During my moments of cuckold lust, I hope the baby will be black. I want everyone to know Mary has sex with other men because I can’t satisfy her.  I want people to know I’m a cuckold. 

It will be hard for me.  It is hard for me.  Sometimes the jealousy, angst and regret are debilitating.  I mean, I’m no longer allowed to have intercourse with my wife!

But I’m living my fantasy.  I wouldn’t change a thing.
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