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Part Two

EIGHT.


As much as I hated to admit it, I was developing
certain feelings for Gwen. And for Adrian. It was stupid and I knew
it, but they had the type of complex sexual relationship I wanted
to have with someone. Or someones. If I saw I wasn’t romantically
attracted to Gwen, I’d be lying. I tried to remember that she
didn’t have any romantic interest in me. She was married to Adrian.
Happily married for all I knew. So I kept a lid on my feelings and
just enjoyed fucking my local hotwife two or three times a
week.

And I also enjoyed getting my dick sucked by Adrian
once a week. Every Thursday afternoon. I looked forward to it.
Yeah, I preferred women to men, but I knew I’d never be able to
give up sex with men entirely. But that was part of the frustration
with Adrian. He was happy to suck me off, but he wouldn’t let me go
down on him and he said flat out no to sex. It was frustrating and
happy at the same time.

Normally I liked to play around as much as possible.
I’d lost count of my sexual partners over the years, but it was
probably higher than I wanted to admit and at the same time I was
proud of how many people I’d slept with. There wasn’t a prize at
the end for who fucked the most people, but I knew I would never
stop looking for new partners. But since getting involved with
Adrian and Gwen, I hadn’t had time for anyone else.

That was the reason I used to justify my buying a
present for Gwen.

When I had peered into her plastic tote full of sex
toys and paraphernalia, I notice one item missing that I thought
she might appreciate. Or at the very least, I wanted to try
something new with Gwen. More than likely she had done it with
someone else, but I was trying to be…innovative? I’m sure that’s
the correct word and the correct reason.

“I don’t think I should accept gifts from you,” she
told me when I handed her the small gift-wrapped box.

“It’s for us,” I said, trying to justify it to her
while placing it in her hands.

“It feels like a jewelry box,” she said
nervously.

She was right. It was about the right size and
weight. Too large for just a ring box, but it could have contained
a necklace or bracelet, or some other bit of ornamentation.

“Sort of. Just open it.”

Gwen had come over to my place because we liked to
mix things up and I claimed to be too busy to leave my home office
to fuck her in her bed. But she was also the sort of woman who
liked to go to strange men’s apartments and fuck them; it was the
thrill of being caught as a hotwife that appealed to her.

Nervously, she tore off the bow and wrapping paper.
Underneath the paper was a blue velvet box. She wasn’t stupid. The
lid was hinged and I could see her fingers tremble as she lifted it
up.

“What is it?” she blurted out upon viewing the
little contrivance. “Oh. No…I can’t do that.”

I took the box out of her hands and lifted up the
plug out of the shaped foam that held it in place. “Why not?”

“I’m not into anal sex,” she said firmly.

“This isn’t for anal sex,” I told her, holding up
the stainless steel cone-like plug by its jewel decorated bottom.
The gem on the bottom was fake. A bright red faux ruby, because
something that large that was real would cost tens of thousands of
dollars. “It’s for decorating your body.”

“I don’t want anything up my ass.”

“I’ve fucked women who had one in,” I told her. “It
feels amazing.”

She sniffed. “Yeah, maybe for you.”

“And for you. Trust me. Would half the women I’ve
slept with lie to me?”

Now she snorted at me. “This has been up the asses
of how many women? And you expect me to put it in as well? I don’t
think so.”

“No, I bought this just for you,” I told her. “See.
I matched the jewel on the bottom to your ring. I assure you this
is a completely virgin princess plug.”

Gwen, in keeping with her non-traditional marriage,
had an engagement ring she wore that sported a bright red ruby
instead of a diamond. I hadn’t asked her why, but it seemed the
sort of thing that she would ask for.

“Princess plug?” she asked.

I grinned. “That’s just good marketing. Women are
more likely to want and buy something called a princess plug
instead of a butt plug.”

“Yeah. Okay. I can see that. But I’m not into anal.
It’s probably not for me.”

“How do you know if you’ve never tried it?” I asked.
“Some women actually prefer anal sex to vaginal.”

That made her collapse back onto my bed, howling
with laughter. We had been about to get down to business when I
stopped everything to give her the present. I figured it was good
timing and placement because she’d have the plug and we’d already
be on the bed. It would be easy to move from gift giving, to
plugging, to sex. “I seriously doubt that,” she said flatly.

I shrugged. “Look online and you’ll find true
confessions of women who like anal.”

“Male fantasies written by men.”

“Nice Christian girls who want to explore and
exploit the loophole,” I countered. “And they discover that anal is
actually pretty damn fun.”

She snorted again. “Okay, that I might believe.
Anyone willing to swallow religious bullshit is willing to try and
enjoy anal.”

I smiled and placed the princess plug in her hand.
It was solid stainless steel and therefore had a good amount of
weight to it. While not being super heavy it would still be a
constant reminder to the wearer that someone was going on in the
backdoor. I knew from experience. “Try it for me,” I requested.

Gwen heaved a huge sigh. “Fuck. I don’t want to do
this but I know you’re going to keep begging and pleading until I
do.”

“No, if you don’t want to, you don’t have to. I was
just asking if you were willing to try something new.”

“And if I say no, I’m a prude and…” she trailed
off.

“If you say no, we’ll just fuck like a normal couple
having a semi-secret affair behind your husband’s back.”

She smiled sadly. “There’s nothing normal about my
sex life.”

“That’s good.”

The discussion ended and she started taking off her
clothes. As a nice, middle America housewife she was wearing a
nylon running jacket, maroon tank top, black yoga pants, and
underneath all that, she wore an athletic bra and panties. She was
sporty and sexy and just took off her clothes like we were an old
married couple getting ready for bed. We were getting ready for
bed. We were just going to fuck in it.

When she was naked, she got on my bed on hands and
knees, sticking her ass up in the air. “Well? Shove it in if you’re
going to.”

I was down to my underwear. Not yet naked, but next
to it. “You don’t just shove it in,” I said. “Anal is all about
subtlety.” From the nightstand I pulled out my trusty bottle of
lube. I put much more than necessary on the dark rosebud of her
anus. Just to make sure she was good and ready I applied some more
to the plug. “Ready?” I asked as I held the tip of the plug against
her puckered hole.

“Yes,” she said with a shiver. I hadn’t even applied
the slightest bit of pressure yet.

“Just relax,” I told her. I patted one of her firm
buttocks with my hand to distract her as I started to put it
in.

Gwen sucked in a breath through her teeth and I
could feel her tense up. I didn’t stop pressing it forward. Her
anus resisted at first, even with the lube. I got the tip in which
opened her up a bit but then things slowed down. “Don’t fight it,
just let it happen. I promise you’ll love it.”

Maybe she gave herself up to the moment, maybe she
thought it was hopeless, but she relaxed and I was able to ease the
plug into her body. The cone shape to the plug got wider and wider,
opening her anus up in a way she wasn’t used to. The sound
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