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    Emily looked over the contents of her suitcase one last time before she closed it. Everything that she needed for her weekend away was in there, including some very sexy lingerie that she had purchased just for the occasion. 
 
    She dragged her suitcase out to the living room, where her husband Paul was waiting for her. He looked her over, clearly pleased with her choice of outfit. She was wearing a short denim skirt that showed off her long, thin legs and a light green halter top that left her sculpted shoulders exposed. Unfortunately for Frank, the outfit wasn’t for his benefit. Like the lingerie she had stowed in her suitcase, she was dressed to impress the handsome man who would be taking her away for a weekend of skiing in the mountains while her husband waited alone at home. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Paul mumbled with a hint of somberness. “Chris is going to love it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, pulling her body up against him and slipping her arms around his neck. “You’re sure you’re okay with me going away for a whole weekend like this?” 
 
    “Of course,” he replied, trying to perk up a bit. “You deserve a weekend away. Did you make sure to pack plenty of condoms?” 
 
    Emily nodded, then gave him a soft, gentle kiss. She wanted to enjoy her husband’s embrace one last time before she left. 
 
    “Thank you for letting me do this,” she said finally as she stepped back and grabbed the handle on her suitcase. “I’ll try to text you when I get the chance, but I don’t know how often that will be.” 
 
    “Of course, my love,” he agreed. “He comes first this weekend. Just remember that you’re mine when you come back, okay?” 
 
    “Of course, dear. Always.” 
 
    She gave him a wink with her parting words and pulled the front door closed behind her. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time that she had gone out with the intent of sleeping with another man. That typically happened once or twice a year. She had married Paul when she was only nineteen, and less than a year later, he admitted to her that it would turn him on if she slept with another man. The only rule was that she had to wait at least six months after each adventure before doing it again. It was a game that had persisted through the past five years of their marriage with great success. 
 
    This was the first time she had gone away for an entire weekend, though. Typically her dates were just one-night stands, a quick hookup before going home to tell Paul all about it while he reclaimed her. She was madly in love with him, and the sex they had after her encounters was always insanely good. She had tried it the first time out of curiosity, but she kept doing it because she couldn’t get enough of the way Paul worshipped her after. 
 
    She had actually met Chris while she was out with her previous date. Her suitor that evening was someone she had met online, so she got to the bar a little before their date to throw back a few drinks and calm her nerves. Chris was the bartender that night, and she chatted him up while she waited. The more she drank, the more she opened up. Soon she was telling him about her open marriage, as well as her date tonight. Chris wasn’t shocked, and if anything, he seemed intrigued by the idea. 
 
    “When can I take you out on a date?” He quipped, and she blushed a deep shade of red. 
 
    Her date showed up a short time later, and she did end up going home with him at the end of the night. The next morning, she realized she had forgotten her credit card at the bar. When she went back in the next day, Chris was working again. She ended up leaving with both her credit card and his number. 
 
    They texted back and forth over the next few months, but she always chased off his advances. 
 
    “Six months,” she would tell him, “I’m not allowed to sleep with you until six months after my last date.” 
 
    As that milestone approached, winter set in, and with it came the cold weather and snow. That was when Chris texted her about taking a trip to go skiing. 
 
    “I haven’t been in forever, and I was thinking of planning a trip anyway. The weekend of the fifth is six months after the night we met, so I was thinking we could go away to the mountains of New Hampshire together and do some skiing. My treat.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” she answered him. “I’ve never gone away for that long with someone. Usually I come back to him sometime early in the morning hours. I’m not sure if he would like it if I couldn’t come back to him right after.” 
 
    That was when Chris made a point that would change her mindset. 
 
    “If he’s as submissive as you say he is, then perhaps you shouldn’t ask him. Maybe you should just tell him. I don’t mean to do it in a mean way. Just tell him you want to go away for the weekend with me, and that you won’t go if he says no, but you really want him to tell you to go. Maybe I’m wrong about him, but it’s worth a try.” 
 
    Emily agreed, and she had approached it just like that when she asked her husband if she could go. There was a moment of hesitation in his eyes, but then he said yes. Not only did he accept it, but he actually told her that he wanted her to go away for the weekend with another man. 
 
    As she pulled into his driveway, Chris was waiting for her with his car packed already. He was a rugged man with a short beard and strapping shoulders that looked like he could easily split a log with a heavy axe. 
 
    He greeted her with a hug and a warm smile. They had both been waiting a long time for this, and the sexual tension between them was palpable. Still, they held back and acted as friends for now. There would be plenty of time for their relationship to develop once they were away in the resort, just the two of them. 
 
    Chris grabbed her suitcase from her car and moved it into his truck, and then they were on their way. 
 
    Emily had been a little nervous about this part of the trip. They had always texted here and there, but the only time they had ever met in person was the two times at his bar, and that was so long ago. It turned out that she had nothing to be concerned about, though, as the two of them chatted and laughed freely the entire two-hour drive up to the mountains. 
 
    During a lull in the conversation, Emily started to think about the condoms that Paul had asked her to bring. He had always been strict about asking her to use them during her extramarital activities. She had been good about it for the most part, but her mind kept going back to the one night that she forgot to use them. 
 
    Paul has been so mad at her that night. He had screamed at her and raged around the room, but when she managed to calm him down and they started having sex, his cock was harder than she had ever felt it. She remembered what Chris had said about taking control of him and telling him rather than asking. That gave her an idea, and she pulled out her phone to text Paul. 
 
    “Hi, baby,” she sent. “We’re in our way up to the mountains right now. I’ve been thinking about it, and I don’t think I want to use condoms this weekend. It just doesn’t feel as good. I know you asked me to use them, though, so I’m Ietting you know ahead of time.” 
 
    “What?” he replied. “No, Emily! We agreed you would use protection. You know how I feel about that.” 
 
    “I know how you say you feel, baby, and if you’re really adamant about it, then I will. But I also know that you were even more turned on that night I didn’t use them. I think you secretly want me to not use them, but you’re afraid to admit it. Think about it, and if I’m right, then I want you to tell me right now. Tell me to throw away the condoms and fuck him bare.” 
 
    When there was no response for a minute, Emily started to get nervous. Perhaps she had pushed it too far. Then her phone dinged again, and she smiled at her husband’s reply. 
 
    “Throw them out. I want you to let him fuck you bare. Can you at least ask him to pull out, though?” 
 
    “I’ll ask, but don’t get mad if he doesn’t listen. Thank you, baby! I promise you won’t regret it!” 
 
    She tucked her phone away with a victorious grin and leaned back in her comfy little bucket seat. This was going to be an amazing weekend. 
 
      
 
    They got to the resort a short time later. While Chris checked in, Emily wandered through the lobby to check the place out. It was a luxurious lodge decorated in a rustic style that provided the perfect weekend getaway. The long hallways were decorated with carved wood sculptures and various hunting trophies. Just off of the lobby was a seating area filled with big cushy leather couches arranged around a large stone fireplace. The roaring fire provided a warmth that was perfect in contrast to the frigid cold outside. 
 
    The small bar on the other side of the lobby continued the rustic theme, with a bar top made from a fallen tree that had been sliced and lacquered. The outer edges were gnarled and twisted like the outside of the tree, giving it a very unique look. Beyond the bar was a nice restaurant with candle-lit tables and a subdued atmosphere. There wasn’t much near the resort, but they could get all of they needed between the pub food of the bar and the more refined dining at the restaurant. 
 
    The ski slopes were located right behind the resort, and several skiers milled about the room. Many of them were couples who had come here for a romantic getaway, and Emily couldn’t help thinking that she and Chris looked like a couple themselves. If anyone else knew why they were really here, it would probably make them blush. 
 
    Chris found her wandering around and they made their way up to the room. It wasn’t just a room, though. He had pulled out all of the stops and reserved a full suite for them. There was a living room area with its own gas fireplace, a bedroom with a massive four poster bed, a huge bathroom with a large slate-tiled shower. There was also a private balcony with a heated hot tub that looked out over the mountains around them. 
 
    Emily felt both excited and overwhelmed. It was absolutely gorgeous, more than she ever could have imagined. The setting by itself was both relaxing and romantic. 
 
    “You know you were already going to get lucky, right?” she joked with him. 
 
    “I thought so, but I didn’t want to assume,” he shrugged. “I figured it wouldn’t hurt to go the extra mile to seal the deal.” 
 
    They had a reservation for dinner in an hour, so Emily disappeared into the bathroom to freshen up and get herself ready. Tonight was the night when they would first get to know each other more intimately, so she wanted to be prepared. 
 
    She took a quick shower and shaved again so that her legs would be extra smooth, then did her hair and makeup. She picked out a cute bra and panty set, then covered it with a snug little black dress that showed off her slim figure. Once she was ready, she stepped out and found Chris sitting on the couch in a pair of black slacks and a light-colored button-down shirt. 
 
    He looked up at her and a huge smile crossed her face. The excitement and approval in his eyes made her blush before he even said a word. It had been a long time since another man had looked at her like that, even on her previous dates, and it felt amazing. 
 
    “You look incredible. You know you were already going to get lucky, right?” he said, echoing her joke from an hour ago. 
 
    “Shush,” she said, then gestured toward the door. 
 
    As they walked downstairs, Emily could still feel that sexual tension between them. She wanted him to grab her and kiss her, but he held himself back for some reason. It would all happen when the moment was right, and that required patience. She wasn’t very good at being patient, though. 
 
    They sat down for a four-course meal of lobster and steak, paired with an amazing red wine that flowed freely throughout the meal. They were on their second course when Emily looked around the room. 
 
    “There are a lot of couples here,” she mused as she craned her neck. “Aren’t ski resorts more of a thing to do with family and friends?” 
 
    “Some of them are,” he said. “This is a couples resort though, so it’s not that surprising to see so many of them here.” 
 
    Emily’s head whipped back to look at him as her eyes widened. 
 
    “You brought me to a couples resort?” she asked disbelievingly. 
 
    “Of course,” he smirked. “I wanted to have a nice time together without distractions, and I figured this was the best way to do it. Who cares if everyone here thinks we’re a couple?” 
 
    “You’re so bad,” she replied, burying her face in her hand and giggling to herself. “I guess we’ll just have to pretend we are so nobody suspects our ruse.” 
 
    It was Chris’s turn to laugh, but he didn’t seem to have a problem with the idea. 
 
    By the time they finished their meal, they both had a pretty good buzz going. As they left the restaurant and meandered through the lobby, Chris took her hand and led her toward the sitting room with the fireplace. In her skimpy dress, she was much more aware of the cold drafts from outside every time someone opened a door, so the warmth of the fire sounded quite inviting. 
 
    There were two couples talking animatedly to each other around a table in one corner, and a few others sitting on their own by the fire. Chris led her to one of the empty couches and sat down. Emily sat next to him and shimmied close, then laid her head down on his shoulder and drifted off in the serenity of the moment. It was the perfect getaway from the craziness of her life. 
 
    Chris reached out and began stroking her exposed thigh just below the edge of her dress. His touch was soft and teasing, enough to wake her body up. Paired with the wine, she felt her desire swelling. 
 
    She lifted her head and their eyes met. She could see a fire behind his, and she knew he was feeling the same urges. The setting was so romantic and beautiful, she found herself lost in the moment. When he leaned toward her, she closed her eyes and let the kiss happen. 
 
    His lips were firm and rough, quite different from her husband. His hands slipped around her waist and pulled her closer, and she let herself go with it. It didn’t matter that she was married to another man. It didn’t matter that they were surrounded by people that would probably call her a whore if they knew what she was doing. All that mattered was that she wanted him more than she had ever wanted any other man, possibly even her own husband. 
 
    That didn’t mean that she didn’t still love Paul. She would return to him after her weekend away and they would have plenty of time to catch up, but in that moment, her body wanted Chris. 
 
    His hand ran down her side and cupped her ass, pulling her closer. Emily put her hand on his chest and pushed him back, though. She hesitated for a moment, then whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Let’s go back to the room.” 
 
    Chris stood up and helped Emily to her feet. As they made their way out to the hallway, she glanced around and saw at least one other couple looking at them. Her wanton public display of affection hadn’t gone unnoticed, and somehow that excited her even more. 
 
    They walked back to the room, and Chris slipped his arm around her and pulled her closer. For the first time, she felt the power of his embrace, completely uninhibited by the fact that she was married. He was as ready to take her as she was ready to give herself. 
 
    When they got there, Chris opened the door and held it for Emily, letting her enter the room first. As soon as she stepped into the bedroom, her jaw dropped to the floor. 
 
    The entire room had been redecorated while they were at their dinner reservation. The fluffy white comforter was covered in red rose petals. The lights were dimmed in favor of a handful of realistic electric candles carefully positioned around the room. A small plate on the nightstand was filled with chocolate covered strawberries and bon bons, with a chilled bottle of champagne next to it. It was the most beautiful and romantic thing she had ever seen. 
 
    She turned slowly to face Chris with an ecstatic look on her face. He approached her slowly, knowing that he had successfully made her swoon. 
 
    “I had them add a few touches while we were out,” he said, then slipped his arms around her waist and leaned down to kiss her. 
 
    Emily threw her arms around his neck and pulled herself into the kiss with fervor. She had never had anyone go through so much effort for her. Chris didn’t just want to fuck her. He was courting her and making her feel like a princess. That made her want him even more. 
 
    Their kiss lingered for a few minutes. Emily then stepped back a few steps, eyeing Chris thirstily. She had chosen a dress with a zipper in the front so that it would be easy to remove, and she slowly lowered the zipper seductively to hold his attention. The fabric separated, and she peeled it away to reveal the sexy underwear below. The matching bra and panty set was made of black lace, with a small red ribbon tracing its way along the upper edge of both pieces. 
 
    Chris wasted no time. He lunged toward her and scooped her up in his arms as her legs wrapped around his waist, then carried her to the edge of the bed and laid her down in front of him. He began unbuttoning his shirt, one button at a time. Emily watched him with a grin on her face, rubbing her hands over her body and squirming eagerly. 
 
    When he finally removed the shirt, she was greeted with the most carved physique she had ever seen. His chest and abs were finely sculpted, and every movement made them flex and bulge. Just seeing him shirtless was enough to get her wet, but there was much more to come. 
 
    Chris lowered himself over her and kissed her again. The bulge of his cock pressed against her mound through both his slacks and her panties, and she could already tell that he was well-equipped. She would have to wait to see if she was right, though. 
 
    Her lover dropped to his knees and parted her legs. She could feel his eyes on her, and as his fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties and tugged downward, her stomach tightened reflexively. Her body was taught and firm, and she knew that any man would be impressed with the way she looked. All she cared about right now was that Chris wanted her as much as she wanted him. 
 
    Her panties slid down off of her hips, and she felt her pussy lips part ever so slightly. Chris ran his finger along her slit once to feel the wetness, then leaned down and grazed his tongue along the same path. Emily let out a slow, deep moan as she finally felt his sensuous touch on her delicate button. 
 
    As he traced slow circles around her clitoris, Emily couldn’t stop herself from thinking about her husband. He was at home, alone, probably jerking off with thoughts of her inappropriate behavior. The fact that he wanted her to be here made her love him even more, but she couldn’t help but wonder what he would think of the romantic touches that came with her weekend getaway. Would that fuel his jealousy, or stoke his arousal? Perhaps it would do both. 
 
    Chris was a skilled expert at the art of cunnilingus. Her entire body tingled excitedly under his touch, both soft and firm at the same time. An orgasm swelled in her belly, a small but powerful one. As she climbed toward the peak, she gripped his hair and pulled him deeper into her, and his tongue darted between her labia before returning to the outer lips. 
 
    Emily pushed him away and sat up, and Chris stood up in front of her like a king over his subject. Her hands found his belt and unfastened it, then quickly lowered the zipper and yanked both his slacks and boxers down. His cock sprang free, just as glorious and hard as she had imagined it. He was bigger than Paul by a few inches, and much thicker. She didn’t like men who were too big, but she did prefer a little more than what her husband could offer. The cock in front of her fit that bill perfectly. 
 
    Emily reaches out and slipped her fingers around it, then leaned forward and kissed the tip. She felt his hands on the back of her head, guiding her gently without forcing her. Her lips parted and she slid down the shaft, tasting the warm flesh against her tongue. He sighed heavily in response, and her body began to tingle with excitement. 
 
    Chris reached down and unhooked her bra. Emily shed her top and stopped to lean back and let him enjoy her body for a moment. His eyes drank her in, lifting her higher and driving her crazy. She couldn’t resist his cock for very long, though, so she sat back up and swallowed enough to feel the tip against the back of her throat. 
 
    Her oral skills drove him crazy. His hands gripped her head again, moving with her without forcing her in any particular direction. Every time she let him reach deep into her throat, his fingers flexed and clawed at her scalp. 
 
    It didn’t take long before his cock was completely hard. Emily ran her tongue along the underside, feeling the veins pulsing against her tongue, then pulled back and stroked him as she looked up submissively. 
 
    “Will you fuck my married pussy?” she purred delightedly, a naughty smile dancing across her lips. She had been waiting six months to say that. 
 
    Chris nodded. Emily turned away from him and crawled up onto the bed. Her ass stuck out behind her, swaying back and forth as she moved away from him. When she got to the middle of the bed, she parted her knees to stabilize herself, then looked back over her shoulder invitingly. Her pussy blossomed, ready for him to take her from behind. 
 
    Chris followed her onto the bed, but he had other plans. He pushed her down and flipped her over so that she was lying on her back, then crawled over her and nuzzled her neck. 
 
    “I want to look into your eyes when I take you for the first time,” he whispered, “just like the first time I saw you at the bar. I knew I wanted you the moment I met you, and I can’t wait to feel that tight little pussy that you’ve been saving for your husband since that night. Maybe after you feel a real man’s cock inside you, you won’t want to go back to him.” 
 
    His words took her breath away. There was no way that she would ever leave her husband for anyone else, no matter how good the sex was, but he didn’t have to know that. He was already fired up and burning with desire for her, so she decided to play along with it. The more he tried to give her the best fuck of her life, the better the story she would have to take back to Paul. 
 
    “You don’t know how hard it’s been to say no to you for so long,” she panted. “Every time I fucked him, all I could think about was you. I’ve never fucked someone without him knowing, but I almost did for you. Give it to me. Make me cum like I never have with him.” 
 
    Chris lifted himself up and looked directly into her eyes, just as he had promised. Emily felt the head of his cock press against her pussy, and then it was inside her. He looked just a little bigger than her husband, but now that he was inside her, she really felt the difference. 
 
    He worked her pussy slowly at first, letting his girth open her up. As they came together in a heated kiss, he began picking up the pace and driving his length into her forcefully. Her entire body sprang to life, hormones flooding through her system. Every sensation was intensified, even the cold, soft rose petals under her back pressing against her skin. 
 
    The feeling was made even more intense by the fact that she had knowingly and willingly let him penetrate her with no protection between them. She had been with other men that were bigger than her husband, but the rubber layer between them dulled the thrill. Now that she could feel him wholly and completely, every inch of his warmth inside her, it took her excitement to a whole new level. 
 
    Emily’s body wrapped around him and clutched him tightly as he fucked her hard and fast. She could feel her legs begin to tremble, and she knew it was only a matter of time before she erupted. It spread up her legs and into her belly. Her arms tightened around him and she found herself cumming under him minutes after he had first entered her. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she cried out, then grunted, “you’re so much better than my husband.” 
 
    The words seemed to spill out of her. She tried to tell herself that she was just getting into the role, playing the part to fuel his urgency, but there was a note of truth to it as well. She would never admit that to Paul, but in a purely physical sense, Chris felt better inside her than her own husband. 
 
    Chris slowed down to let her recover, kissing her sensually as she regained herself. He lifted himself off of her and rolled her over onto her belly so that her ass was sticking up in the air, then moved over her and kissed her neck as his cock probed the indent where her thighs and ass came together. She could feel the tip brush across her butthole, but she recoiled and he moved lower to find her pussy. She was suddenly full again, and he began riding her from behind with long, deep strokes. 
 
    “Does he fuck you like this?” Chris growled in her ear. “Does he take you from behind? Does he make you cum like I did?” 
 
    “No,” Emily cooed. “He’s never made me cum that fast. Your cock is so much bigger and better than his.” 
 
    She felt his cock grow harder. He was getting off on the power trip, and she had no problem feeding his ego if it made him fuck her harder and longer. 
 
    His weight drove down into her, pushing her down into the bed each time he plunged his cock into her pussy. Her mind went to Paul, sitting at home while another man took his wife, and that made her pussy gush around her lover’s manhood. Her head began to swim like she was approaching another climax, but he pulled out before she got too far. 
 
    Chris fell back in the bed with his cock sticking up straight in the air. Emily scrambled up on top of him and lowered herself down. She was finally in control as she began riding his cock. With the help of gravity, his cock reached deeper inside her, touching those places her poor husband could never reach. 
 
    His hands were all over her body, clutching her breasts and clawing at her skin. For Emily, the most intense connection came when she lowered herself down to kiss him as she pressed her entire naked body against him. It was just the two of them, drawn together by pure physical attraction. The rest of the world was just a distant murmur. 
 
    Emily slowed her pace and fell into a mesmerizing rhythm. Their kissing continued, even as they rolled around on the bed and switched positions. Chris had the perfect touch, and drew her to one climax after another. It was over an hour before she felt his own self-control beginning to waver. 
 
    “Cum for me,” she begged, knowing that her words could carry him all the way. 
 
    “Tell me where,” he responded without missing a beat. 
 
    Emily gasped and giggled. The thought had been on her mind, but she wasn’t sure what her answer would be until she was in the moment. This was that moment, and she knew exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “I’ve never let anyone other than my husband cum inside me,” she told him as she stared up into his eyes, “but I want you to do it. Give it to me.” 
 
    The look of victory returned to his face, and he began pumping her harder. It only took a few strokes before his eyes winced shut and she felt him begin to pulse. He was deep enough inside her that she could feel his seed shooting against her inner walls, drowning her pussy in a tidal wave. Their lips mashed together in a frenzied passion and Emily catapulted into her own climactic eruption. 
 
    As the foggy haze of her orgasm cleared, Chris rolled off of her onto the bed and struggled to catch his breath. 
 
    “Holy shit,” he said. “You’re amazing.” 
 
    “So are you,” she sighed, turning her head to look at him. “I haven’t been fucked like that in a long time, if ever.” 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” he smirked back. 
 
    Chris stood up and crossed the room to the table with the strawberries and champagne. He pulled the bottle out and began working to uncork it. He was still naked, and Emily took the moment to enjoy what a beautiful male specimen he was. 
 
    She stretched out on the bed, just as bare as he was, and ran her hands down her body. She could feel his cum dripping out of her pussy, a reminder of how far she had taken her game of infidelity. That was enough to remind her of her husband, and she got up to check her phone. There was a text from Paul waiting for her. 
 
    “Hey, honey! Just thought I’d make sure you two made it up there safely. Hope you’re having a good time!” his message read. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” she replied. “We made it. Sorry I didn’t respond sooner. We just got back from dinner and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s good,” Paul replied almost immediately, as if he had been sitting by his phone and waiting to hear from her. “So you two already had sex?” 
 
    “Of course! I didn’t know this when he invited me up here, but I guess this is a couples ski resort. He took me out to an amazing dinner downstairs, and when we got back, the whole room was done up. He fucked me on a bed of rose petals and now we’re going to share some champagne and chocolate-covered strawberries. I’m sure we’ll go again tonight. You know how horny I get when I drink bubbly!” 
 
    Emily knew she was torturing him, but she also knew he loved it more when she dug into the details of her affairs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’m sure he will enjoy you in that kind of mood,” Paul responded, trying to hide his angst. “Did you decide to not use condoms like you asked me earlier?” 
 
    “I didn’t even think about it, honestly,” she replied. “Once he started touching me and going down on me, I just got lost in the moment. He’s great in bed, and I just went for it. I even let him finish inside me.” 
 
    “Really, Emily? You didn’t say you were going to do that, too!” he snapped back with a hint of attitude. 
 
    “I didn’t think I had to ask your permission,” she answered calmly. “We discussed this earlier. You know you love it when I’m extra naughty with other men, and this is no different. If you want me to come home right now, I will, but we both know that’s not what you want. You let Chris bring me up here for a romantic weekend together, and I intend to make him very happy in return. That means I am going to let him do whatever he wants to me. So tell me, are you going to be okay knowing that I will be making love to him every chance that I get?” 
 
    “Yes,” he answered sheepishly. 
 
    “Tell me what you want,” she pressed. “Say it.” 
 
    “I want you to give yourself to him completely. Anything he wants, you can give it to him.” 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Now I’m going to go enjoy this champagne and I will text you later if I get a chance. Thank you again for letting me do this. I love you so much!” 
 
    “I love you, too!” he answered. 
 
    Emily set her phone down and smiled giddily. Paul was probably lying in bed stroking his cock at that very moment, and she loved it. She couldn’t wait to get back on Sunday and fuck his brains out, but in the meantime, she had a handsome man to entertain. 
 
    She turned her attention to Chris, approaching him with her body still proudly on display.  As he passed her a glass of champagne, she saw his eyes run up and down her body appreciatively, and that made her grin widen even more. 
 
    They took a seat on the couch and cuddled up together. Emily laid down with her head in his lap, and Chris fed her strawberries.  Any time a piece of chocolate broke loose and landed on her face, he would lean down and lick it up with his tongue, pausing to kiss her soft skin as he did so. The two of them giggled madly. 
 
    By the time they finished the plate of chocolate-covered fruit, Emily was already feeling a nice buzz from her second glass of champagne. They set the glasses down on the table and slid under the covers, where they pulled up against each other and kissed softly. She was still feeling horny, but the excitement of their first time had worn her out a bit, and they had a long day ahead of themselves tomorrow. With a contented sigh, she curled up with his arms around her and drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Emily was awoken by a hard cock pressing against her back and a pair of lips softly brushing across the nape of her neck. She shifted slightly and let out a soft moan, then spread her legs and reached down to guide the wayward cock into her waiting pussy. She was already wet and ready for him. 
 
    Their movements were slower and more deliberate this time. They were no longer fucking, but making love as the morning sunlight broke through the curtains. His arms wrapped around her and his hand tightened over her breast. The best part was still his cock, thick and warm inside her, sliding in and out in a slow, flowing rhythm. 
 
    They never changed positions. They stayed like that for over a half hour, writhing against each other. Chris had started it, and he would be the one to finish it as well. His arms tightened around her and he pushed in deep as he released another load inside her. They kissed briefly while Chris tried to get her to stay in bed, but she brushed him off and hurried into the bathroom. As much as she loved fucking him, she couldn’t wait to spend the day on the slopes teasing him first. He could have her later, but for now, she wanted to make him wait. 
 
    They both showered and dressed, covering themselves in several layers to keep the warmth in. Emily didn’t feel particularly sexy wearing all of her ski gear, but she would still find a way to make the best of it. 
 
    Chris was an accomplished skier, and Emily was quite experienced as well. They started out on some of the more moderate courses, but by the time they headed inside to grab lunch, they had already finished their first black diamond course of the day. 
 
    The lodge was very cozy, and they were able to grab some burgers and beers at the pub while they warmed up.  Their conversation was flirty and friendly, sometimes even bordering on inappropriate, but the comments just stoked the sexual tension between them. 
 
    They went out for a few more runs, but the cold weather was pretty intense. They eventually decided to head inside and find some interesting ways to keep each other warm. 
 
    The lobby on the backside of the resort was filled with skiers removing their outer layers. Many of them gathered around a huge fireplace in the corner. Chris and Emily stripped off their outer layers and joined the crowd for a few minutes. 
 
    Emily had stripped down to her lowest layers. She was wearing a tight thermal shirt over a plain sports bra, and tight black leggings that hugged every curve of her ass. She had a pair of colorful wool socks that were pulled halfway up her calves, and Chris was very amused when he saw them. 
 
    “Now those are some stylish feet warmers,” he chuckled as he slipped his arms around her and pulled her close. 
 
    Emily blushed, then dodged his comment by kissing him. He met her lips eagerly, the two of them unfazed by the crowds around them. His hands slid down and cupped her ass, feeling her firm cheeks through the thin cotton fabric. 
 
    “Stop that,” she said, swatting him playfully. 
 
    “Why?” he asked, sliding his hands up a little higher. “There are no kids here. Just a bunch of couples who should have no problem with another couple getting frisky.” 
 
    “Another couple, huh?” she smirked, secretly enjoying his suggestion. 
 
    “Well, they don’t need to know you’re a cheating wife.” 
 
    Emily kissed him excitedly, guiding his hands back down to her ass. It made her feel so naughty to be affectionate with him in front of total strangers, and now she couldn’t wait to get back to their room. 
 
    “You’re so dirty,” she purred with a grin. 
 
    “Maybe I should race you to the showers,” he suggested. 
 
    Emily didn’t answer him. Instead, she ducked out from under his arms with a twirl and winked back at him as she hurried toward the hallway that led to their room. Chris grabbed their things and rushed after her. 
 
    By the time they got back to the room, Emily was giggling like a schoolgirl as Chris pursued her. She swiped her key and swished inside while he stumbled along with their jackets in his hands. 
 
    Once they were inside, she peeled off her shirt and bra, but he interrupted her undressing to scoop her up and drop her onto the bed. She stretched out before him, still flustered from the race back to the room, and he slipped his fingers under the waistband of her leggings and peeled them off to find that she wasn’t wearing any panties below. 
 
    “I guess I really am a bad girl,” she tittered. 
 
    Chris pulled her to her feet and kissed her as his arms enveloped her naked body, but Emily wasn’t about to let him win that easily. She spun out of his grip again and scurried toward the bathroom, pausing in the doorway to give her ass a little wiggle. 
 
    The shower was almost a room to itself, with an arched doorway leading into a large slate tile enclosure. Emily started the water and got the temperature to the perfect level, while Chris pulled up some music on his phone. He joined her a short time later and they kissed sensually as the water flowed down over their bodies. 
 
    Chris grabbed a washcloth and got it wet and soapy, then began rubbing her down. As he knelt down in front of her and ran it along her long, smooth legs, she could feel her skin tingle with delight. It didn’t take him very long to get her clean and fresh, and then it was her turn to wash him. 
 
    Emily couldn’t resist his amazing body. Her hand traveled across his rock-hard muscles, feeling them as she cleaned him. He watched her with a wicked grin that made her blush. She crossed his belly and moved lower, finally reaching his half-hard cock. When she ran the cloth over it, his manhood twitched and started to swell. That inspired her, and she gripped the soapy shaft firmly and began stroking him. 
 
    Once the suds were gone, Chris grabbed her shoulders and guided her against the wall. The slate tiles were cold against her back, but she hardly noticed. He laced his fingers through hers and guided her hands to the side, then over her head. She was pinned to the wall under his beautiful body, and as he pushed against her, she felt his cock slide into the gap between her legs. When she flexed her thighs, the shaft pressed upward along the length of her slit, and she shivered in anticipation. 
 
    Chris shifted his hands so that both of her wrists were pinned by one of them, while the other reached down and tilted his cock upward. The head pushed into the folds of her pussy and inside her. The angle of their bodies prevented his full length from penetrating her, but there was plenty to satisfy her craving for his cock. 
 
    Every time his body pressed against her, she could feel his length pushing deeper. Then he let go of her wrists and scooped her up by the thighs, spreading her pussy wide open so she he could reach even further inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she muttered, then kissed him passionately. 
 
    He rode her hard for a several minutes while the steam swirled around them. It didn’t take long before he thrust up into her and unleashed his seed inside her, once again leaving a mark of infidelity inside her. It was a quick moment, a fleeting fuck that only took her to the brink of climax, but when he set her down and stepped back, she struggled to stay on her feet. That was the feeling she loved, that heady discombobulation. There would be time for more orgasms later. 
 
    They cleaned up and got dressed for dinner, then headed down to the restaurant. It was a pleasant meal, but Emily could already feel herself starting to get bored. Chris was a nice enough guy, but beyond the physical attraction, they didn’t really have a lot in common. That made her miss Paul. Her husband could always make her laugh and smile, no matter what the situation. Her weekend away made her appreciate that even more. 
 
    After they had finished their meal, they headed upstairs to take a dip in the hot tub. In addition to the lingerie she had purchased just for the trip, Emily had also picked out an extra skimpy bikini just for this reason. She snuck into the bathroom to change so that she could surprise him when she came out, and she took advantage of the moment alone to text Paul. 
 
    “Hi, baby!” she said. “Hope you’re doing well. I miss you so much and I can’t wait to see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “I miss you, too, love,” he replied instantly. “How is the trip?” 
 
    “It’s been fun. We spent the day on the slopes, and then went to dinner. He’s waiting for me outside in the hot tub, but I wanted to check in with you and make sure you’re still okay with everything.” 
 
    “Of course, babe. I’ve been great actually. I’ve been jerking off all weekend imagining the two of you together. I can only imagine how dirty you must be behaving. Can I at least get a tease?” 
 
    “A tease, huh? Like telling you that he woke me up this morning and fucked me until I came all over his cock? Or maybe I should tell you how he fucked me against the shower wall before we went to dinner? Is that what you want to hear?” 
 
    “Oh god, yes,” he replied. “You really did that? I’m guessing you’re still letting him fuck you without a condom.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she typed with a smirk on her face. “He came inside me both times, too. That makes three times that another man has filled your wife with his seed. Does it turn you on to know that I’m pleasing him while you sit at home playing with yourself?” 
 
    “Yes,” he answered succinctly. 
 
    “Good,” she continued unfettered. “I’m going to be a very bad girl tonight. I haven’t decided how bad, but I can’t wait to tell you tomorrow. Chris is waiting for me in the hot tub right now, so I should go. I’ll let you see what he’s getting tonight, though.” 
 
    Emily snapped a quick picture of her bikini in the mirror, then added one last tease. 
 
    “I love you so much, babe, and I can’t wait to see you tomorrow and be yours again. But first, I’m going to go give myself to him and let him do anything he wants. And I do mean anything. I hope you enjoy your hand while he gets to feel my pussy!” 
 
    Emily didn’t wait for a reply. She tucked her phone away and left the bathroom in search of her lover, with a newfound desire to push her limits even more and let out her inner slut. This was her chance to have fun, and she was going to enjoy every second of it. 
 
    Chris was already in the hot tub outside. Emily opened the door and immediately felt the brisk chill against her bare skin. The flesh rippled with goosebumps, and she gasped sharply before running through the cold and dunking herself in the steaming water. The heat stung for a moment, but as she adjusted, it felt blissful. 
 
    Chris smiled at her, admiring her plentiful cleavage spilling out of her top. 
 
    “You like?” she smirked, then moved to the seat next to him and scooted close. 
 
    “I love it,” he smiled back. 
 
    As Chris leaned in and kissed her, Emily ran her hand along his thigh and realized he wasn’t wearing swim shorts. He was waiting for her naked, and she moved her hand up to grasp his growing cock as their lips explored each other briefly. 
 
    “How’s your husband?” he asked as they snuggled under the steam drifting off the surface of the water. 
 
    “He’s good,” she said, her hand still stroking his manhood. “I teased him a bit, so he’s happy now.” 
 
    “He really gets a kick out of this whole thing, huh?” 
 
    “He does,” she nodded. “I can’t complain myself. I get kinky sex with hot guys, and I come home to a loving man who reclaims me by fucking me like it’s the first time, every time. This has been a big step for us, being apart for an entire weekend. I was thinking of doing something a little extra wild, but I have no idea what to do.” 
 
    “Well, I have an idea,” Chris popped back quickly. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to fuck a married woman in the ass. How do you feel about that kind of thing?” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” she said. “I’ve never even done that with Paul, and you’re a lot bigger than he is. Wouldn’t that hurt?” 
 
    “You never know until you give it a try, and what better way to make your husband jealous than by letting another man be the first to take you that way?” 
 
    Emily bit her lip as her eyes wandered off across the mountains in the distance. It was a scandalous idea, so delightfully evil. Her hand tightened around his cock, feeling the size and imagining it penetrating her back there. 
 
    She turned back to Chris and began kissing him passionately without bothering to answer. His hands came up and held her half-naked body, touching her bare skin under the water and making her tingle all over. 
 
    Emily lifted herself up and straddled him on the bench inside the tub. His cock angled up along his belly, and the underside pressed firmly against her mound. She pulled at the ties that held her skimpy top in place, then tossed it aside so she could give Chris a clear view of her perky tits. Then she leaned in and whispered in his ears with delightful zest. 
 
    “Try a finger first.” 
 
    Chris smiled, and as they kissed again, one of his hands slid along her ass and under her bikini. His finger traced along her crack until it pressed lightly against her asshole. She braced herself. 
 
    The pressure increased and his finger slipped inside her. Emily had never felt anything like it before. It didn’t hurt, but it was just a finger, after all. She had never been touched there before, and she found a lascivious pleasure in the sensation. It turned out, she loved having someone play with her ass. 
 
    Chris began stroking her hole slowly and tenderly, letting her experience it. Emily felt her arousal surge, and she pressed herself down against him in a fervent kiss. The belly of his cock pressed squarely against her clitoris, stimulating her in the front while he played in back. 
 
    The effect on her body was rapid. She felt herself start to tremble, and as she pushed her pussy down against his throbbing member, her muscles began to tremble. His cock wasn’t even inside her, but she began to imagine what it would feel like in her ass, and she began to grind herself against his manhood. 
 
    She wanted him to be her first. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she moaned as she clutched at him and buried her face against his shoulder. 
 
    Chris sped up, and Emily erupted into orgasm. It rolled over her like a tidal wave, driven by the novel feeling. Every muscle in her body grew tense, then dissolved into a limp mess. 
 
    As her mind returned to her, she was still lying on top of him with his hard cock pressed against her pussy. She wanted more, but not here. 
 
    “Meet me inside,” she teased, then hopped out of the tub and ran through the bitter cold into the warm suite. 
 
    Emily ran into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She grabbed a towel and dried herself off, pulling off her bikini bottoms as she did so. Her hair was still dry except for just the tips, so that saved her time and allowed her to focus on her real goal: the brand-new lingerie she had purchased just for Chris. 
 
    She pulled it out of her suitcase and slipped it on, then paused to admire herself in the mirror. The sheer red lace camisole dress stretched a few inches past her pussy, which was covered by a small lace thong. It was oddly appropriate that her ass was on display, since she had decided to let Chris enjoy that specific aspect of her body. First she had to share her outfit with Paul, though. She scooped her phone up and snapped a picture of the devilish smile on her lips. 
 
    “I forgot to tell you, but I bought some new lingerie for the weekend, just for Chris to enjoy. I might even let him enjoy a few parts of me that you haven’t gotten to feel yet!” 
 
    Emily stared at her phone, her mind racing. Was this going too far? Was he going to get upset, or would he give his approval? 
 
    “Fuck, I love you,” he texted back a moment later. 
 
    “Tell me I can do whatever I want with him, no matter how dirty, no matter how naughty. Tell me you want me to be a slut.” 
 
    “Do anything you want,” he replied. “Do anything he wants. Make him happy, baby. Be a slut for me” 
 
    Between the alcohol and the intense thought of what she was about to do, Emily felt drunk with lust. That was enough of an answer for her. She dropped her phone and exited the bathroom. 
 
    As she emerged into the bedroom, Emily saw Chris lying on the bed with his hands behind his head and a towel around his waist. His erection had subsided, but she could still see the outline through the cloth. When she stopped to pose in her new lingerie, she saw it twitch slightly and grinned. 
 
    “Do you like it?” she asked as she sauntered across the room toward him. 
 
    “I can’t even begin to describe how beautiful you are,” he replied. 
 
    Chris remained in his recliner position, waiting for Emily to come to him. She crawled onto the bed toward him and found his lips with hers as her hand slid over the top of the towel and found his swelling member. 
 
    “My husband helped me pick this out and bought it for me,” she whispered naughtily, feeding him with a lie. Her hand pushed aside the towel and grabbed his cock. “I’m pretty sure he thought I was going to wear it for him. Maybe I will… after you fuck me in it first.” 
 
    Chris's fingers dug into her flesh hungrily. Emily swung her leg over his lap and straddled his cock, letting it push against the flimsy fabric covering her pussy. It was the perfect tease, but he wasn’t having any of it. He grabbed her and flipped her onto her back, looming over her ominously. 
 
    “I don’t think I want to give him that chance,” he smirked. 
 
    His hands grabbed the upper hem of the camisole and ripped it straight down the middle into two pieces. Emily gasped sharply at his sudden brutish dominance, but that was all she had time to do. Chris scooped his fingers under her thong and pulled the fabric aside, then slammed his throbbing length into her well-lubricated pussy. 
 
    Emily arched her back and cried out lustfully, loving his powerful grasp on her. His hands cradled her ribcage as he began to plunge into her over and over again. Her special surprise hung from her body in tattered shreds. 
 
    There was an intensity in him that made her head spin. His cock felt so good inside her, it only took a few minutes before she erupted in orgasm. He pulled out for a moment to let her catch her breath, and that’s when she got an evil glint in her eye. 
 
    “Maybe I should let you take something else away from my husband,” she purred. “What do you think? 
 
    Chris beamed back at her, knowing exactly what she meant. 
 
    “I think that sounds pretty evil,” he said as he guided his cock a little lower. “Are you sure he’ll be okay with that?” 
 
    “Does that really matter at this point?” she smirked back. 
 
    Emily’s legs were hooked on his shoulder, so when he pushed them down toward her body, her pelvis tilted to reveal her tightly-puckered asshole. Chris hesitated for a moment, giving her one last chance to object, but she wanted it too much to stop now. 
 
    “Do it,” she whispered as she looked directly into his eyes. 
 
    Chris pushed his hips forward slowly. When the head of his cock popped through her sphincter, she felt a sharp pain, but he held himself back to let her adjust to the sensation. The discomfort passed, and she once again felt those crackling nerve endings that he had already found with his finger. 
 
    He pushed further, filling her in a way that she had never experienced before. He was slow and gentle, warming her up first. Emily clawed at the bed and struggled to take a breath. She was completely consumed by the sensation. 
 
    Chris stopped about halfway in, then eased himself out. He began working her ass with his length, keeping his slow pace. When she opened her eyes again and looked deep into his with a lustful smile on her face, he knew that she was his. He was free to do whatever he wanted with her luscious body. 
 
    Chris picked up the pace, still watching to make sure that he wasn’t hurting her. The tension in her body gave way all at once and she let out an ear-shattering cry of passion. That fueled his own desire and he began driving himself into her harder and faster. Every stroke pushed deeper inside her, and it wasn’t long before she could accommodate every inch of his massive shaft. 
 
    Emily’s muscles tightened around his cock, fighting against the foreign feeling that it created, but Chris pushed on. The constriction made it difficult to hold himself back, and it would only be a matter of time before he gave in to his own body’s urgency. He grew harder, stretching her even more until she was almost screaming under the force of his thrusts. 
 
    Chris gripped her body like he owned her, the fact that she was a married woman, giving herself to another man in the most intimate and wanton way possible, made the entire sensation that much more incredible. In that moment, he did own her. She would let him do anything to her that he wanted. 
 
    There was only one thing he wanted, though. He had already taken her anal virginity. All that was left was to leave his mark, to place his seed where no man had cum before. It was the ultimate domination of her husband. He buried his length all the way inside her ass and unleashed a thick load of cum into that forbidden place. 
 
    Chris collapsed onto the bed beside her, his manhood finally fading. Emily curled up close and wrapped her naked body around him, then sighed deeply. 
 
    She had no idea what was going on in her head, but that final act had changed something. She still loved her husband, and she still couldn’t wait to return home to him. None of that had changed. But now, a special bond had formed between her and her weekend lover. They had shared something intimate that she could never capture with anyone else. Even if she never saw him again after this weekend, he would forever be imprinted on her life. 
 
    They cuddled together in the afterglow of their indiscretions, falling asleep a short while later. They didn’t make love again that night. All of their energy had been spent, and there was nothing left but to rest. 
 
    When Emily awoke the next morning and climbed in the shower, she heard a gentle knock on the door. 
 
    “Can I join you?” he asked. 
 
    Emily pulled back the curtain so that he could see her body in all of its naked glory, then beckoned to him to join her. He climbed in, and his hands began a slow journey of exploration around her body. He traced a path down the small of her back, then wrapped his arms around her and let his hand slide down her belly and between her thighs. His fingers found her swollen clitoris again, and a gentle sigh escaped her lips. 
 
    His hands were firm, but gentle, teasing her softly. Emily let herself fall backward against him, where she could feel his immense manhood pressing against the crevasse between her cheeks. His other hand came up and gripped her breast while the warm water flowed over her body. They had already done so much together, so there would be nothing wrong with just a little more. 
 
    Emily pushed his arms away and bent forward. She planted her hands on the tile wall and pushed her ass back against him. Chris took the hint and guided his cock into her pussy, then gripped her hips as he pressed himself deep inside her. 
 
    Emily’s moans echoed off the walls of the shower enclosure. Chris had been rough with her most of the weekend, but this felt different. He moved in and out slowly, savoring the warmth of her sex. After days of endless fucking, his cock felt almost as familiar as her husband’s. She found herself thinking of that special bond they shared, and the illicit things they had experienced together. 
 
    Chris has cum so many times already, Emily imagined he might not be able to finish this time. She was pleasantly surprised when his body grew tense after just a few minutes. He tightened his grip, and she could feel the pressure as he released one final load into her married pussy. Now she could return home to her husband with a fresh present to remind him of her infidelity. 
 
    Chris pulled his cock free and turned her around, kissing her longingly under the water. Their naked bodies pressed against each other, and for the first time, Emily found herself considering how committed she was to her agreement with her husband. She still loved Paul just as much as she did the day she had married him, but there was a part of her that didn’t want to wait six months to see Chris again. She wanted to go home to Paul, but she also wanted to spend next weekend in this man’s bed. 
 
    She could still do that, but she wouldn’t be able to tell Paul, and that felt wrong. Her mind was torn between the carnal desires that came with this lifestyle and her loyalty to the man she had married. 
 
    They climbed out of the shower and dried off. Emily slipped into some comfy sweats and a t-shirt for the car ride home, and when she turned to check out Chris, she saw that he had also chosen sweatpants to make the ride more comfortable. 
 
    Emily felt exhausted. As soon as they pulled away from the resort, she reclined her seat and drifted off. When she woke up, they were only ten minutes away from his house. 
 
    “Good morning, sleepyhead,” he joked when he saw her eyes were opened. 
 
    “Did I really sleep the whole way?” she asked as she stretched her arms out and yawned. 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s okay,” he said. “You had a long weekend.” 
 
    Emily smiled at him and blushed a little. 
 
    “It was pretty fun, though,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Why don’t you come I side for a little bit when we get back to my place? I’m sure your husband won’t mind if you’re a little late.” 
 
    Emily turned and looked at him, admiring the devilish smirk on his lips. It was a nice boost to her ego to know that he couldn’t get enough of her. 
 
    “I really should be getting home,” she said hesitantly, even though she was still questioning her choice. 
 
    Chris shook his head and sighed, but didn’t argue. Her mind continued to bounce back and forth, up until they pulled into his driveway. That was when she decided she could still leave him with one last parting memory. 
 
    “Wait,” she said as he was about to hop out of the car. 
 
    Chris paused as she reached over and slipped her fingers around the bulge of his cock. His sweatpants made it easy to feel all of him, and she could feel him grow stiffer almost instantly. 
 
    “Did you change your mind?” he asked hopefully. 
 
    “Not exactly,” she said. 
 
    Now it was Emily’s turn to smirk. She pulled at the waistband of his pants and reached inside, then pulled his cock out. He was already half-hard, so she leaned down and wrapped her lips around it right there in the car, in the middle of his driveway. 
 
    Chris gasped sharply. For a moment, she expected him to object to being so lascivious in such a public location. He didn’t stop her, though. He just sighed and melted into the driver’s seat. 
 
    His cock grew rapidly, and soon his length filled her mouth and pressed against her tongue. Her head bobbed up and down while her lips glided across the warm flesh. He ran his hands through her hair, gripping her scalp tightly every time she plunged all the way down onto him. 
 
    “Fuck,” he moaned. 
 
    Emily pictured Paul waiting at home for her, ready to reclaim her body. They always fucked after she went out on her dates, but she always came home without any sign of their seed on her because of the condoms. Today, she wanted to bring him something different. She wanted him to taste her lover when he greeted her with a kiss. 
 
    Her fingers slipped around his testicles and squeezed lightly. It was almost like pulling a trigger. His body tensed and she felt the warm saltiness filling her mouth. Somehow, despite his plentiful orgasms, he was able to fill her mouth. Her throat opened and she swallowed it, taking every drop. 
 
    Emily sat up with a smile on her face and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. 
 
    “Damn, you are incredible,” he mumbled with his eyes half-closed. “Do I really have to wait to see you again?” 
 
    “We’ll see,” she smirked, then slid out of the car. 
 
    It only took a minute to move her suitcase to her car, and then she was on her way home with a stupid grin on her face. 
 
    Emily hadn’t texted her husband all morning. She wanted to torture him just a little longer, so she didn’t even tell him she was on her way to their house. He would have no idea when she was coming home until the moment she stepped through the front door. 
 
    When she got there, though, he wasn’t waiting for her. She headed to the bedroom, where she found him passed out in the bed in just his boxer shorts. Paul always had trouble sleeping while she was away, and this weekend had probably been no different. The lack of sleep had caught up with him, and now he was in the midst of a deep midday nap. 
 
    Instead of waking him up directly, Emily stripped her clothes off and climbed into the bed next to him, wrapping her body around his. Paul stirred, and his eyes slipped open just enough to see her beautiful face as she leaned in and kissed him firmly on the lips. 
 
    Emily could still taste Chris’s seed in her mouth as she kissed her husband. It wasn’t just a peck, either. She opened her mouth and pressed her tongue into his so that her husband could savor the salty flavor of the man who had taken his wife all weekend long. 
 
    As he drifted awake, Paul kissed her back. At first, it was just a normal kiss for him. He might not know exactly what had happened before she had come home, but he felt her passion and met it with his own burning desire. As the kiss drew to a close, she smiled at him glowingly. 
 
    “Sorry if my breath tastes a little salty,” she giggled. “I just sucked Chris off in the car before I came home.” 
 
    Before he could fully realize what she had just said, she kissed him forcefully. His eyes widened, but he didn’t stop. He only hesitated before returning her kiss with a burning hunger. 
 
    He suddenly took control, flipping her over and moving between her legs, ready to mount her. 
 
    “How bad were you?” he asked as she clawed his boxer shorts off. 
 
    “Really bad,” she purred back. 
 
    “Tell me,” he said, the tip of his cock pressed against her pussy lips. 
 
    “I fucked him so many times,” she started. “In the bed, in the hot tub, in the shower. He came in me so many times, and we didn’t use a condom. Not even once.” 
 
    Paul pressed down into her and his cock filled her pussy. Emily gasped sharply, followed by a long slow moan. 
 
    “There’s more,” she cried. 
 
    “Say it,” he growled. 
 
    “I let him fuck me in the ass.” 
 
    His eyes widened again, and he grabbed her legs firmly and began slamming his length into her. He would never even have the chance to ask to experience her ass for himself, because his cock erupted within seconds, filling her with his own seed. 
 
    Paul dissolved into a limp mass on top of her, his body instantly spent by her daring revelation. After a few moments, he rolled off of her and stared blankly at the ceiling. 
 
    “The was the hottest moment of my entire life,” he said, then giggled happily. 
 
    Emily pulled herself against him and beamed excitedly. She loved seeing him that turned on. 
 
    “You’re really getting into this hotwife thing,” he added. 
 
    Emily smiled and nodded. 
 
    “Well if this is how the greet me, then I think I can live with it,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” she said, narrowing her eyes.  “How far are you willing to let me take it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    Emily reached down and wrapped her fingers around his half-erect cock, sticky with cum. She gave it a light rub and smiled deliciously. 
 
    “I don’t want to wait six months before I see him again. I want to meet him for drinks on Friday,” she stated firmly. “I’m going to spend the night at his house. Are you going to be okay with that?” 
 
    Paul was speechless, but his cock twitched and started to swell under her touch. Her smile became victorious. 
 
    “I’m going to take that as a yes,” she continued. 
 
    Paul stayed silent and felt his breathing getting deeper. She was in control now, and they both loved it. 
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    Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget. 
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    This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 

WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  
 
      
 
    Losing the Bet 
 
      
 
    Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 

WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 

  
 
      
 
    Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover 
 
      
 
    When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 

WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 
 
      
 
    Taking the Game Further 
 
      
 
    Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 

WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 
 
      
 
    The Night Before the Wedding 
 
      
 
    Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband? 
 
      
 
    WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation. 
 
      
 
    Taking his Wife 
 
      
 
    Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  
 
      
 
    The Reluctant Cuckold 
 
      
 
    When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?

WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  
 
      
 
    College Cuckold 
 
      
 
    When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?

WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  
 
      
 
    Revenge Cuckolding 
 
      
 
    When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?

WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  
 
      
 
    While You Were Away 
 
      
 
    Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 

WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  
 
      
 
    My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend 
 
      
 
    A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 

WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  
 
      
 
    The Cuckold Honeymoon 
 
      
 
    When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 

WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  
 
      
 
    My Wife Prefers Her Ex 
 
      
 
    Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 

WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  
 
      
 
    Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family 
 
      
 
    For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?

WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  
 
      
 
    The Cuckold Experiment 
 
      
 
    Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?

WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolds and Cuckqueans 
 
      
 
    It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man? 
 
    
WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
  
 
    Raising the Stakes 
 
      
 
    After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 

WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  
 
      
 
    The Hotwife Party 
 
      
 
    This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?

WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 
 
      
 
    The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey 
 
      
 
    After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?

WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Shannon’s Cuckold 
 
      
 
    I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 

WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 
 
      
 
    The Nanny’s Cuckold 
 
      
 
    After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 

WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  
 
      
 
    Capturing the Hotwife 
 
      
 
    Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.  
 
      
 
    WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism.   
 
      
 
    The Right Way to Cheat 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?

WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 
 
      
 
    The Cuckold and the Rope Party 
 
      
 
    Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 
 
      
 
    The Hotwife’s Massage 
 
      
 
    When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 

WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 
 
      
 
    The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale 
 
      
 
    Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?

WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 
 
      
 
    From Housewife to Whore 
 
      
 
    Eric’s wife Jillian was very conservative, but when financial difficulties drive them to extremes, she decides to try out for the amateur night at the local strip club. That opens both of them up to a new side of their relationship, and eventually leads her to audition for an adult film. How far will she go to get the part, and how will it affect her relationship with her loving husband? 

WARNING: This 25,000-word story contains graphic sexual depictions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.  
 
      
 
    From Housewife to Whore 2: Corrupting Allison 
 
      
 
    Eric had already enjoyed watching his innocent housewife Jillian develop into a prominent adult film star. Now, years later, they have moved into a quiet suburb in California. Their new neighbors, Allison and Jacob, come over for dinner one night, and it turns into a wild night when Jacob recognizes Jillian from her films. At first, Allison is fine with letting her husband have some fun with the woman of his dreams, but it doesn’t take long before she decides she wants to explore her own sexuality. With some guidance from Eric, she learns how to fulfill her husband’s hotwife fantasies in the most wicked ways possible, taking his fantasy to places he never could have imagined. 

WARNING: This 20,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Away on Business 
 
      
 
    As a top-level executive, Mark was often forced to travel on business for a week at a time. On one particular trip, his beautiful wife Amber begins flirting with the idea of going to dinner with another man. Mark loves the idea, and encourages her to flirt and tease her host. When he gives her permission to go further, though, how far will she go to feed her husband’s cuckolding fantasies?

WARNING: This 15,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Fighting for the Girl 
 
      
 
    It always happened the same way. A nightclub and a beautiful woman, and the guy that was trying to take her home. Shane wanted her though, and he knew that if he could just win the fight, he would be the man in her bed at the end of the night. Would he be in excruciating pain at the end of the night, or lost in a state of ecstasy?

WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and pregnancy risk sex, as well as graphic violence.  
 
      
 
    Welcome to My World 
 
      
 
    Ever since she had caught her husband John cheating on her, Bella had found it difficult to trust men. When she meets an enigmatic billionaire nicknamed the Beast of Belton, she assumes he is just like the others, but more she learns about him, the more she realizes that she can’t judge a book by its cover. Her mysterious new lover draws her into his secret world and helps her learn to love again, even as her past tries to destroy their happiness. 

WARNING: This 20,000-word romance novel contains explicit descriptions of sex and bondage, against a background of fairy tale romance. 
 
      
 
    Elise’s Friend with Benefits 
 
      
 
    I often shared my girlfriends with other men, but that changed when I met Elise. She was the picture of perfection, and my interest in cuckolding was quelled by the fear of losing her to a better man. That all changed one night while she was away on business in Arizona and told me about an old friend who used to entertain her on her trips before we met. Chris sounded like the perfect bull, and her words stirred my dormant fetish. The resulting encounter was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and would forever change the nature of our relationship. 

WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, mild humiliation, and creampies. 
 
      
 
    My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 
 
      
 
    I have always wanted to watch my wife Sarah with another man. Unfortunately, that opportunity didn't present itself until after our divorce. When Sarah discovers my interest in her relationship with her new boyfriend, it opens up a new kind of connection between us. Our lives become intertwined in a strange game of master and servant, but how far will she take it? 

WARNING: This 19,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme femdom, and extreme humiliation.  
 
      
 
    My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 2: Her Coworker 
 
      
 
    When my ex-wife Sarah and I rekindled our relationship, we agreed that she would be allowed to date other men, as long as she shared the details with me. That allowed her to start a torrid affair with her coworker Paul, a fit black man with a lot to offer her. He pushes her to new and extreme levels of kinkiness, until her boss discovers their illicit relationship and threatens to expose them. How will she put him in his place, while guaranteeing her own pleasure?

WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, pregnancy risk, cuckolding, and humiliation. 
 
      
 
    The Birthday Cuckold 
 
      
 
    Ethan had always wanted to watch his girlfriend Devon with another guy, but she always brushed the idea off as a joke. After some subtle pushing and a good dose of alcohol, she decides to try out his fantasy on the night of his birthday. How far will she go to make her man happy on his big day?

WARNING: This 6,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  
 
      
 
    Kate’s Dates 
 
      
 
    Kate loves her husband more than anything else in the world, but after twenty years of marriage, the passion has started to fade from their relationship. Her sexual frustration pushes her to confront him, and he doesn’t shy away from her disappointment. Instead, he suggests that she go on a date with another man to find the release she has been craving. At first, she thinks he doesn’t want her, but when she steps out for the night with a guy from her gym, she learns that there is much more to it. Her husband is aroused by her infidelity, which soon leads to a variety of sexual adventures that she never would have anticipated.

WARNING: This 32,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, stag/vixen relationships, group sex, and drug use.  
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