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Sam: Lessons learned
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Labels given to us do matter however the actions we take as individuals are far more important. The adage ‘sticks and stones’ appears more relevant than ever. Connotations exist in the title of an action or event about to be done or happen. However, occasionally the title needs no interpretation. 

Today is the date for the ‘ball dump’ dogging. What an awful term. What did it mean? Broken down the title says men will ejaculate on women outside in a free-for-all sex event. Any reasonable person would expect only deranged desperate or coerced women to take part. In a free country, individuals possess rights that prevent coercion into actions. Freedom of speech and thought are the greatest gifts however they have a fatal flaw. People can choose stupidity because it’s their right to be so. 

The event seemed a plea for life meaning or a desire to chase ideas of indestructibility. This fantasy is an ‘I will submit to whatever you want’ type of plea, or worse it appealed to a fetish. 

This time it is a fetish. Normal rational judgement and thought steps aside to feed a basic human instinct for fantasy that lives within those who succumb to the fetish. This individual fantasy feeds a longing for public display, for unfeeling coupling and for consequences to be waved. 

Two lovely women would accept insulting words and uncaring sex from men by embracing their fantasies. Yet, despite fears, I knew they would win against the helpless males. Who fucks who here? Oh yes, I knew the answer. But, still, I didn’t prefer it. Outdoor sex, at night, held untold dangers and second, Maren had not run the gauntlet like this before. Despite an abusive past, Maren sought solace with Sophie and her inner demon, which gave either sanctuary or danger. For this, I was unsure. Was the reason I didn’t prefer it part of a protective instinct? Perhaps, but I don’t know for sure except I knew the inherent dangers for the females from the dangers they seemed so quick to disregard. 

Hadn’t Sophie passed her peak libido? This desire to attend a dogging session resembled a throwback to the early days when she couldn’t find enough cock. Bipolar combined with a Dissociative Identity Disorder drove an insanity but now with the libido under control, why is she doing this? Maren has no excuse, either. So why are they taking on such a risk? The eagerness came from taking two young boys in the sand dunes several months back. Delays meant the missing of the first ‘ball dump’ event, but rave reviews from four women ensured a sequel. Still, that couldn’t be enough to drive them to the carnage of a gang bang. Sophie, despite misgivings, could manage, but Maren, I wasn’t so sure. Two months had passed and any attempt at dissuading the women had failed. Even Maren became infected with Sophie’s enthusiasm.

Emma and I decided not to attend. A traditional woman, not interested in our lifestyle, I knew I served as her only current partner. Emma wrinkled her tiny nose and covered the mouth when I announced Maren and Sophie’s choice. 

Emma, despite the disgust of participating in a gang bang, provided logical and compelling reasons to not attend. First, she desired my sperm alone so she could tell her child about their father. Second, Emma had a deep-seated fear of male violence. Outdoor sex events seemed primed to be violent, so why expose herself to the risk? Third, we took it as an opportunity to be together to attempt procreation. 

After explaining these reasons to Maren and Sophie, they accepted our view and encouraged Emma and me to be together. So, no apparent jealousy reared its head, and both appeared quite content to be a de facto grandparent. After telling them I would worry and come searching for them if they were not home by 2 am, I took Sophie aside.

“Sophie, why are you doing this? Don’t you have all you require?”

Sophie’s eyebrows rose at the question, but she remained silent. 

“Well, why are you going dogging?”

“A need Sam. Despite love for you and Maren the yearn for risk remains. Perhaps this is the last hurrah, but I must know. Sex outside turned into a favourite when acting, so perhaps I must wean myself off the fetish.”

An anger welled within. This is selfish and should not include Maren. Do we mean so little? 

“What if this gets out of control? Who protects you?”

“Sam, you are over dramatising. The area is familiar and safe and the website says security is tight. Don’t worry.”

“Sophie, I understand the demon within still lives, but remember Maren is in my heart. If anyone hurts her, it will be on you.”

Sophie gazed at me for a long moment. 

“So! I don’t matter? You are controlling, and Maren and I will not stand for it,” she spitted back.

Anger bubbling below the surface spilled over.

“Fuck off, Sophie, you selfish bitch. Fuck off! I’m telling you. If Maren gets hurt, you will bear the consequences. You know you have done this before. She hasn’t.”

Sparks lit my brain; a red mist fogged the thinking, and I crossed a line.

“Last time you tried to have me killed. Fuck you! You and I are done. When you return, I’m leaving.” 

At that moment, Maren approached us.

“You guys angry?”

“Yes, I am. I don’t want you to do this. It is dangerous. If you go ahead, then our relationship is over.”

“What? Sam! Please don’t say that.” 

I trudged off and left the apartment. No! Had we not moved past this insane craving for sex outdoors with strangers? The girls will get themselves beaten up or worse. The threat to leave seemed real, or so I thought. Emma found me, and to my shock, she sided with Sophie. 

“They must do this, Sam. They must. Let them be. Help them don’t hate them.”

Pride and anger refused to subside, and the women left without my blessing and ignoring warnings or cautions. Even wearing condoms seemed beyond Sophie. Why did I feel such pain? 

Emma’s brow furrowed, and the eyes widened. 

“Why Sam? Why?”

I couldn’t answer the question, but I had a reason. Women didn’t understand the innate male instinct to protect. Men glimpsed the world as violent. Killers, soldiers, and physical violence belonged in male domains. Women entered these domains unaware of the risk until it was too late. The stomach churned, and a weight fell upon the chest. I should have gone with them, but I didn’t. The threat meant nothing. These women didn’t require me and refused to live within or understand my boundaries. So, right then, I decided to leave for my health. How can I function if not one but two women decide to ignore my counsel? The heart raced, and the forehead became damp. It felt time to leave and make a fresh start. To be needed seemed tangible and powerful, and these women didn’t need me. 

Tonight, Emma and I would mate for perhaps the last time. When I gazed at Emma, desire and passion surged and I doubted all decisions. But more importantly, she must value me, otherwise I am redundant. 

Tonight, we would make babies. There is a mysterious difference in sexual activity when the object is procreation added to pleasure. Emma desired simplicity, and all my energies were used to produce sperm in sufficient numbers and quality for fertilisation. Penetration with minimal foreplay. While I undressed her, the odour of female pheromones fed primeval lust. Emma was ready. Females for thousands of years had mated with males, and I doubted their scent had changed much. Perhaps hygiene standards differed, but when fertile and aroused, females had that odour.  

Wide eyes, flushed skin and a tiny giggle sent the accepted invitation. Like a clinician, Emma started. Oral sex first until she deemed I am hard enough. Sex resembled an experiment, and I didn’t enjoy it. The passion had gone. Within seconds, the blowjob finished. Mouth engorged on the cock’s head Emma gazed at me and winked. Fuck me, despite the sameness of the sex the man downstairs didn’t care. Emma got me hard. 

Satisfied she had prepared me, Emma crawled onto the bed and assumed a position on all fours. Emma, like all women, knew certain parts of their bodies appealed to men. In this case, she knew I loved her bottom and while more of a traditionalist Emma offered herself in a manner to arouse and please me. And yes, the presented bottom aroused me. Tapered and round the cheeks and parts between screamed all female. A rapid pant flushed her cheeks further and wide eyes watched me kneel behind her. The left knee moved sidewards to spread shaped thin legs. A gaping butthole and pussy lips glistened in the light. Like a shot of electricity, the pheromones and visual sight conspired. Premature ejaculation is common in young males, but a man of my age should never have trouble. The cock pulsed and threatened pre cum.  

To distract myself from the presented heaven, I cheated and tongued the butthole and kissed the cheeks. Adoration of an ass I called it and I had become prone to worship when I thought of Liz, Anna and now Emma. A palm spanked the right cheek, wobbling flesh. The second spank to the left cheek produced the same result. A heavy pant and a soft delicate mewl came from the talking end. Fingers pushed aside a cheek, and I pushed inside her. Walls gripped my cock and Emma moved hips into a more comfortable position. In and out, I thrust. A tapered, thin waist and delicate back covered in long female hair moved to each thrust. Fingers grabbed a bouncing tit to squeeze while the other hand fisted the hair. Emma growled.

“Fuck that pussy! Take me! Go for it.”

Insatiable females move into a new personality when in complete arousal. What did Emma feel? For a day I wished to be female and experience penetration. Is it different from anal sex because I had done that and loved it? 

Speed increased, and I thrust deeper. Emma took all of me. Thigh slapping noises bounced off walls until she moaned a startled cry. The pelvis pushes back to take everything I have. A moment exists where the body had crossed the Rubicon and surrendered to its lust. Muscles squeezed and helpless every sperm pumped out and the balls drained. Emma’s orgasm continued, and I struggled to not collapse. The contracting pussy sucked like a vacuum on the cock unsatisfied with what I had produced. The vessel demanded more until it finally released. Ten minutes and I had finished. Emma smiled and played with two empty balls as if in mockery. 

“Got it all I think.” 

“You bet,” I panted. 

“Now Sam, I expect you back at 2 am. Wake me, and we will have sex again. Then again, in the morning at 8 am okay,” she stated matter of fact. 

It was over. Used only for sperm, I grabbed my gear without Emma noticing. Head bowed and shoulders slumped, I studied the apartment. A powerful reason for return seemed necessary. Thrown over the shoulder a duffle bag containing my worldly possessions swayed while I peered at a sleeping Emma. five minutes later I drove off for a new life.
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Sophie: Dangerous Acts
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That night turned out to be the ‘ball dump’ night. Everything seemed okay until Sam questioned me about the necessity of doing this. He mentioned the risks and the fact Maren hadn’t done this before. A red mist exploded before my eyes. Sam didn’t care about me, yet he held me responsible. Tempers flared and Sam threatened to leave. So be it. Life’s uncertainty had worn me down. Sam’s love for other women become too difficult to manage and this effort of control became too much. 

After dressing in light one piece clothes, Maren and I departed. Anger seethed. Fuck him. I don’t care. Determined to have fun, I put Sam out of my mind. 

In a bag each, we carried spare panties because no woman should ever forget her panties. The lust driven submissive side reared itself and I looked forward to being taken. Images of a queue of men lined up to empty their balls tantalised me. Maren appeared unsure and required convincing after Sam made it clear he would not come as protection. 

To put Maren at ease, I brought up a conversation regarding vaginas. How are they different when procreation served as the aim, not mere enjoyment? The conversation helped reduce any apprehension about revisiting the scene where I had Sam assaulted those years ago. He had mentioned it. Would he really leave? No! Of course not. The darkness seemed overwhelming. Shadows fell everywhere until around a bend shallow lights showed parked cars. Confidence rose at the sight of burly men herding small males to parked cars. A man approached and tapped on the window. A face checked us out and waved us forward into an area with a handful of cars. All had doors open and men straddling the open door well.

The rules appeared simple. Women stay in the car and do not leave. Open the car doors, and men will see you and have sex. Let them fuck you and enjoy the attention. Condoms are compulsory which men to provide. When tired or requiring a break, close your car door.

“This is scary Sophie!”

“Don’t worry, I have done this before. Those huge dudes over there will keep control.”

Maren remained in the front seat while I climbed into the back seat. Fuck me, this is not as easy as in my twenties. Clothes disappeared into plastic bags and we watched men outside circle like shadows. At least four other cars were visible in the darkness, so perhaps up to ten women attended. 

Towels covered seats, backrests, carpet on the floor, steering wheel, and controls. None of us wished for a sticky surprise. Maren and I applied lubricant to our pussies, and I felt the tingling of expectation. Maren sounded nervous, but when I opened the rear passenger door and tried to raise my feet up to the roof, I giggled, which broke the tension. This giggle seemed to reassure her, so she attempted to do the same. Old age made it difficult to get both legs that high. Feet wedged themselves on the roof prevented from slipping by the door frame. Maren and I groaned and giggled.

“Don’t forget your butthole.” 

“Not coming near mine,” announced Maren. “Off limits.”

“Sophie! I don’t mind admitting I feel scared.”

“It’ll be wonderful. A delightful fucking, then home for a bottle of wine.”

The first customer appeared about twenty years of age. Yes! A young one. After checking out my tits, he moved to Maren. Peeking around the seat, I gazed at him lining up his cock. Maren stared at the boy and his cock with a slutty wanton expression. God, Maren had a lovely pussy. The boy penetrated an inch and his groan came in concert with Maren when pussy muscles stretched to fit him. Fascinated, I watched each thrust into her. There is the dick and there it isn’t. Nipples bounced to the short sharp thrusts, and I reached to touch them. Maren started in surprise, then smiled at my visit. Men circled the car, evaluating my beckoning pussy. In the meantime, I gazed at the woman I loved and realised she did this for me. Oh god, is Sam right that Maren is satisfied in her sexual family and didn’t need to fuck random strangers? Was I selfish? Had I put her in danger like Sam suggested? Maren had random strangers before, and it didn’t end well for her. Shit! She did this for me.

Oh fuck. Doubts chilled my blood. This must be the last time. Her life had been shitty but had become wonderful. Fuck, Sophie! Sam proved to be right. 

Too late! Fear gripped! A man grabbed my thigh, spat on my pussy and rubbed it in. An uncut cock lined up my hole. 

“God, you have wonderful tits.”

Maren groaned next to me. 

“Use your muscles Maren drain him.” 

Maren glanced at me with raised eyebrows over bouncing tits. The stomach bore down, and she tightened her core. For the young male, the grip meant game over. One grunt, a last thrust, followed with an arched back. A grimace and he lost rhythm. Two more thrusts and he withdrew. Cum filled the condom, and Maren beamed a smile at me. 

“Give each ten minutes then drain their balls otherwise we will be here until tomorrow.”

Pensive and worried whether I had made a mistake, I smiled at my first customer. Ha, customer! No money changed hands, but I held a secret desire to be a cheap hotel hooker. Oh shit! After lining me up, the man rubbed his cock up and down my soft folds. The head flicked the nub and oblivious to the surrounding leering men the pussy took over my world. 

An older man, he knew what to do! Oh god, the divine stretch. Move the hips. Ah yes, that’s better. Fuck, I’m full. Oh god, fucking is a wonder. The man entered me and then withdrew. Fingers and cock attacked! Oh yes! A touch to the nub twitched the stomach muscles. Fuck me. He tweaked it like a nipple. Ripples of electricity raced through the body, settling around one core area. Oh, fuck! In the head pushed and another push. An eel slipped in and out. Boobs bounced, and the man inside me felt divine. 

Penetration changed from deep to shallow. Male hips rotated, as did his dick, and all sides celebrated. Powerful hips ground on the nub and I lay back and peered over rotating tits while he pushed in and out. Oh yes, a perfect rhythm. A finger in the butthole. Oh shit! Where did the edge come from? Over I fell to fly and float. The man took me to heaven. Faster and faster he pumped through the pussy grip. I swore, yes, it is me swearing. Hands seized two bouncing tits until he withdrew to rip off the condom. A stream launched up my front. White globules shimmered as high as the left breast, and I smiled and rubbed the cum into the skin. The man wiped the last drops on my thigh. He smiled and thanked me. 

“You are a gorgeous, sexy woman. Thank you from an old man.”  

“Not that old! You were wonderful and sorry about the orgasm grip. Give me your contact details. Would you love to do this again?”

The man nodded whilst giving me his details.

Well, that was fantastic. Oh god, he had a lot of cum. Fuck me, that orgasm seemed unreal. Ha, all those fears were just stupid emotions. Ten more like that should do.

Strange, but dropping one’s guard never seems to work. Now confident that Sam’s fears and doubts were just ways to control me, I didn’t see the unfolding events outside the car. Sounds of a scuffle followed by two security guards manhandling a spectator. What goes on out there? Shouts and curses and a man bounced off the car, shaking the entire body. People sounded loud and ... drunk. Is this out of control? Men pushed and shoved around the car. Details exchanged the man kissed me and disappeared into the growing maelstrom. 

A second man gripped Maren’s legs and lifted her almost off the seat. An enormous man with massive hands couldn’t fit inside the car, so he lifted and dragged Maren to the seat edge. Other male hands reached between door and car body to grope her. Meanwhile, another cock approached me and I gazed at the condom clad specimen.

A slap and another. The giant drove deep into Maren while a huge hand squeezed and slapped each boob. Maren whimpered, and I noticed the quick breaths and trembling. 

“Sophie, he’s hurting ... hurting me.”

“Stop! Stop!”

A slap and a thud. Maren flopped back, and I screamed at the echoing slap and punch. Maren screamed, and I screamed. Arms grabbed the man from behind and he disappeared. Maren held her face, eyes wide, and body shaking. I reached out to calm her.

“It’s okay my darling.”

“I want to go home,” she cried distressed and in pain.

Maren closed her door and curled up in a ball. Angry men banged on the window and we were under siege. Oh Sam, where are you?

In tears, I climbed naked into the driver’s seat. The car rocked. Maren screamed in terror, and I whimpered in fear. Where were the car keys? Fists banged on the car and I screamed. Loud voices rumbled outside. Threatening voices. Maren and I cowed in our seats. Were the doors locked? I hadn’t thought. Terrified, I couldn’t move. A face materialised in the window and I screamed in terror. The door flew open, and a grim, angry face glared at me. 

“Get in the back seat now!” barked Sam. He found the keys, slammed the door shut and drove off. An object smashed the rear window, sending us off in a hail of glass.

“Everyone okay?” asked Sam.

Reaction set in. Shock! I couldn’t speak or move. The mind went blank. Sam pulled over and dragged me naked into the driver’s seat. 

“My car is here so you ... drive down the road a kilometre, stop and dress. Got it!”

Numb and unable to process, I drove the car naked. Out of the reach of the mob, I stopped as ordered behind Sam’s car. A normal function of life dressing became difficult. Simple things became monumental tasks because shaking hands refused to function as they should. A foot would not go through the panty leg hole and I cried out in frustration. A warm hand touched my knee, and I screamed. It’s okay, it’s okay. Sam dressed me. The warmth of his touch tingled the skin, and I felt ... safe. Thank god! What had happened? 

In a daze, I followed Sam’s taillights until he signalled to move ahead of him. Soon home, Sam took us upstairs where Emma stood, awoken by the noise and crying. Emma widened the eyes and covered the mouth at the sight of Maren’s swollen face. Puffy around the eye, the jaw presented as broken. Maren sat on the couch in shocked silence, rocking back and forth. Sam found his scotch, poured four glasses, and handed them around. 

“Drink it,” he snarled. 

An order, not a request, and not to be challenged. Maren coughed at the burning liquid. Emma turned her nose up, and I blew the cheeks out. But the whiskey had the desired effect. Maren calmed and Sam led her into the bathroom. A cold pack sat on the cheek and a wrapped towel wrapped kept her warm. Reaction to the experience had settled in. Tears and trembling continued while Sam attempted a closer examination of her face. Satisfied the jaw remained unbroken Sam held her tight while glaring at Emma and me. Shit! 

“Go to bed! Everyone! We will talk in the morning.”

Sam spat the words out to make sure no one argued. Maren sobbed and fought spasms of shaking. An arm around her did nothing. After half an hour, the sobs subsided and her breathing took on a regular rhythm. 

Unable to sleep, guilt weighed in the gut. The mistake was mine. Through my reckless desire to relive old glories, I endangered Maren. A doze and a fitful night’s sleep did nothing to calm the nerves. At 7 am, I emerged and found Sam sitting on the balcony. 

“Hi.” 

Sam stood, having not acknowledged me, and ambled to the bedroom. A booming male voice resonated through the apartment. Emma emerged eyes darting and questioning. Sam led Maren out of the bedroom. Black and blue, Maren loomed ill. One eye didn’t function, and the bruised cheek shone in the morning light. Another cold pack soon covered the ugly welt. 

“Sit! All of you.”

Sam paced the room in the way he gathered his thoughts. Tears welled at my guilt, and I prepared to speak when he did.

“Last night had been a mistake. Everyone makes mistakes, but this time you ignored my advice. All of you. My presence here seems to provide a confidence you shouldn’t have. You will continue to take unnecessary risks while I am about. Therefore, I will leave. Without me, silly mistakes like last night are less likely. My bag is packed.”

That was it. Sam picked up the bag and marched out, slamming the door behind him before any of us could react. What! What! Emma wailed. Maren wept through her working eye, and I sat shocked and speechless. For a minute, we remained still unsure of what to do. Action Sophie, action. I stood and raced out onto the balcony, but Sam ... had gone. Now I wept. 

Three anxious women texted, called, and even emailed him. Nothing. Oh fuck. Where would he go? Where did he go last time? Eric and Liz. Carol and Adam. All drew a blank. Mary! Yes, Mary!

“Who is she?” asked Emma. 

“Number four in the women he loves,” I mumbled.

“Where is she?”

“On an island.”

Maren peered at me through one open eye.

“Maren! This is my fault. Sam warned me last night.”

“Not just yours Sophie. I chastised him for doubting you,” cried Emma. 

“If I didn’t want to do it, I would have stood my ground. Don’t blame yourself,” groaned Maren.
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Sam: Déjà vu
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Don’t drive when you are angry because it leads to mistakes. The highway entrance ramp read seventy, but I entered the highway 30 km an hour faster. On a sharp bend, too late, I sensed the lightness in the steering. The right wheel touched grass, and the car spun. Around and around, the car spun until it stopped facing the wrong way. Despite the air con, sweat trickled, and the skin crawled in fear. Before another vehicle came along, I rejoined the highway and got off at the first available exit. Time to think, so I pulled over. The anger sitting heavy in the stomach had vaporised in the fear of death. 

In the darkness, I considered my situation. Three women I loved were back there. Did I overreact? At least I should turn up to make sure Sophie and Maren were okay. I would never forgive myself if either were hurt and I could have prevented it. 

Galvanised into action, I rejoined the highway and raced to the dogging site. A sixth sense had warned me of danger, and I prayed I was mistaken. An urgency grew as each moment seemed to take forever. What if I am too late? Oh shit! Twenty minutes seemed two hours.

Here! I am here. Dozens of parked car forced me to park a kilometre outside the designated area. Only females could enter the area and after a quick jog, I noticed four vehicles with doors open. In the dim light, white male bottoms pushed into the cars. Two dozen men milled around. Laughter and pushing. Drunk men! Oh shit!

A scream. Strong arms dragged a man away ... away from Sophie’s car. Yes! It is her plate. Doors closed, and the anger swelled. Aroused drunken men, wild with lust and uncaring about anything except themselves, milled about spoiling for a fight. A mob! Fists banged windows, panels, and the roof. Muffled cries came from the inside. Sophie! Maren!

“You! Stop now or you will never be allowed here again. Stop!” I bellowed. Despite my small stature, the men stopped and glared at me. Either their sense of right and wrong took over or they would beat me senseless and rape the women.

“Back away. Go to the other cars. These women have finished.”

Narrowed eyes and angry mutterings followed my every movement. The mob acted uncertain, but the knifes edge glared at me. So far, common sense had won, but it could swing the other way. Escape now while we have the chance. A yank on the door revealed a frozen Sophie and Maren glaring wide eyed at me. The key turned, and I drove off, but not before the rear window disintegrated. 

Screams descended into sobs and tears. Fuck me! Two naked women over fifty years of age sat in the rear seat, covered in pieces of broken glass. What the fuck goes on? The women were in shock. Oh god. Maren’s face. What happened? The man dragged away. Did he hit her?

Pulling up alongside my vehicle, I jumped out. 

“Sophie! Drive! I will follow you.”

Naked, she jumped out. Eyes drew to swinging boobs, a wobbling bottom and a shaved pussy all parading in the moonlight. Fuck me, Sophie, I thought. Sophie couldn’t dress and threatened to fall over. A scream at my unexpected touch changed to a smile.

“Maren! Get in my car. I want to check your face.”

With a nervous glance, I peered into the distance where men milled about the cars. No pursuit, thank god. For now, the mob ignored us. Sophie’s swinging tits could change that at any moment. Maren jumped out of Sophie’s car. Another set of boobs, bottom and shaved pussy. Fuck me, Maren, I thought. Jesus, look at her face!

On the drive home, I followed Sophie and noticed the car damage. The entire rear window had gone, the panels scratched and bent, and a taillight had broken. If the police pick us up, it will be an interesting conversation. Maren’s face swelled, and she sat trembling. Is there a fracture or break? 

At home, I helped both upstairs and fed them straight scotch. The burning brew calmed frazzled nerves. Sophie, more agitated than Maren required another shot of whiskey. Too fast Sophie! The alcohol travelled straight to her head. Sophie slurred and cried, asked for forgiveness, and then cried again. After confirming Maren had not suffered a fracture or break, I bundled them into bed.
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