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  Dedication




  To the real “Paige”, who introduced me to her special experimentation.




  To our mutual satisfaction on many occasions.




  Chapter 1




  A Victorian Weekend




  My wife, Paige, was planning a girls-only, weekend getaway for a number of months. I knew something was up because of our marital sex throughout the week. Paige had been particularly aggressive, but refused to let me climax. All week, she had titillated me throughout the day, teasing me terribly. The clothes she wore were incredibly hot. On Monday, she wore a little sun dress, tight fitting across the hips, with high skirt spread wide apart just below her crotch, and a bodice gratuitously displaying her ample wares. Tuesday she donned a black leather mini skirt and white clinging knit blouse, with nipples and breasts everywhere. For hump day she displayed a neat white dress, high hem line on the skirt revealing a broad expanse of thigh and stockings, sheer white arms, a ribbed waist extending up to neatly layered white cloth covered in the same sheer nylon encasing her arms. For Thursday, she selected painted on blue jeans over a black, form fitting, lace body suit, covered by a conservative tweed jacket and spiked, black patent, leather heels. To finish off the week, Paige went with the devastating little black dress, high, short, tight, split up to there.




  As if the daylight ensembles weren’t enough, her choice of lingerie at night was every bit as devastating. Monday night was a baby doll nightgown over bikini panties. I barely survived, only because of the distraction of Monday night football. Then, the next night, she slipped on a sheer, long gown that accented and highlighted every one of her numerous curves. Wednesday night she slept in white garter belt, panties, stockings and an underwired bra. Thursday night, Paige went with a sheer silken camisole that clung to her body in spectacular fashion.




  Every night, we would go right up to the absolute edge over and over, but at the last moment, she stopped me from ejaculating. We would touch, grope, kiss, fondle, feel, stroke, penetrate and probe every place that could be explored. And every single of our encounters ended without a happy ending for me. I had a sneaking suspicion from this rather odd behavior, that my darling mate was up to something, and I was not to be disappointed.




  Finally, the work week ended and I raced home, hoping whatever Paige’s wicked plans for the weekend were would finally be revealed. I just stepped into the kitchen when the doorbell rang. I hadn’t even kissed Paige yet.




  When I opened the door, Paige’s best friend, Holly, stood there. Holly was outfitted in a dark, navy blue, business outfit with its hem high enough to see the lace tops of her stockings, and its décolletage low enough to see the full promise of her cleavage. I swear, her high heels smoked when they touched the carpet. Holly sported a fit, slender body, with full and generous breasts, well-rounded tight hips and buttocks, and curvaceous and muscular legs. Paige had a great choice of girlfriends!




  Then, in strides Paige to the living room, dressed in a mid-length, dark brown, pencil skirt plastered to her hips and ass, lace beige stockings, dark brown, spiked heels with gold accents matching her skirt, a low cut white silk blouse with sheer sleeves, and a tightly fitted vest specifically cut to show off her magnificent cleavage.




  Imagine for a moment these two stunning women in one room, dressed as provocatively as they were. Imagine me staring at them. I said something intelligent and articulate and witty, like “Ga Ga.” Paige smiled, kissed me, and suggested I stop gawking and start driving them to the airport, because she was going away for the weekend on a business trip. I noticed Paige only carried a large purse, certainly not adequate for a weekend’s stay. I suspected staying in clothes was most likely not part of the “business trip’s” agenda.




  At the airport, Paige and Holly attracted the gaze of every male from eight to eighty. Paige’s destination was a mystery to me. At the entrance to security, my wife withdrew a large envelope from her purse and slipped it to Holly. She told Holly not to let me open it until we both got home. My ears perked up immediately, as I suddenly realized Holly was going home with me. Paige smiled and winked at me, we exchanged a kiss and a clinging hug, and it was goodbye wife and hello Holly.




  I drove back to our house, Holly sitting perilously close to me. All the time, I wondered why my wife had unleashed this delicious smelling, beautiful, barely clad, wicked young blonde upon me. We made small talk; all the way, I fought the urge to drive like a maniac the entire way, but we eventually pulled into my driveway without any speeding citations.




  The instant I was in the door, I couldn’t wait any longer, snatched the envelope from Holly and tore it open. Inside was a neat note in my wife’s feminine handwriting, and an unlabeled DVD.




  My Dear Husband,




  I guess by now you suspect what the nature of my business trip will be! Not many clothes, baby, and so incredibly hot. Honey, I hope after this week’s love sessions, that you are super charged with sexual energy. I know I am! Watching your cock rise to its full size, blood engorged and dripping with oozings of lubricating cum made me so horny. Gazing at its swollen state suffering from blue balls was such a turn on.




  By the time you read this, I will be well on my way to earning a new degree in sexuality. I enrolled in a private course taught by Vivian, a stunning gypsy woman, on anal erotica. Vivian has promised to teach me everything about anal sensuality that there is to learn. The course features anal stimulation, the use of dildos and ticklers, finger insertion and finger fucking. Vivian is going to instruct me on different positions for anal sex, and anal sex with two or more partners, with women and women, and women and men, and all together. I’m going to learn about pain points and pressure points and G-spots back there. It’s so exciting! I have been positively dripping since I signed up. Remember that hot night in our secret room upstairs when you played the Victorian school master and I played the Victorian school girl? Remember how you spanked me, tied me down and took me anally while I struggled in fake anguish? That was the night I made the date, lover.




  I have two female and two male handlers, who will take me through all the paces. Hands on experience, baby. We each got to choose our handlers from photographs and videos. The woman is so hot, and the guys are such hunks. I can’t wait for my first penetration. I’ll be pleasured and punished, tied down to a special platform Vivian designed just for her school.




  I’m fingering my pussy as I write this for you.




  I can’t wait to teach you some lessons from this weekend.




  And from the moment I arrive, except while I am sleeping or eating, I am not allowed to wear any clothing, just heels, my tattoo and a smile. At night, I can wear a night gown, and of course they let me bring my makeup, so now, you know the secret to just a purse for a weekend trip. By the time you read this, I’m probably wearing my heels and a smile and enjoying an orgasm at another man’s hands from behind, while thinking of you.




  But poor man, I’m not going to let you suffer while I play. I’ve arranged with all of my very special friends, some of whom you know and some of whom you don’t know, to pleasure you while I’m gone, and in a very particular way! All of them will be paying you visits when you least expect it throughout the weekend, so you better stay close to home. You don’t want to miss a single, spectacular, orgasmic moment.




  Don’t touch, or caress, or stroke any of the women unless you are invited. Do exactly what they say. You’re going to love this. I’m going to be ridden hard and put away wet, and so will you!
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