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Don’t miss the first parts of the story!

This trilogy can stand alone, but it builds on characters and situations from “The First Beautiful Trilogy.” Now collected into one bundle that contains the first three stories:

FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

HIS BEAUTIFUL WIFE – She starts the video recorder. Pleasure shivers through her as her coworker touches her. It’s so naughty and wrong.

When Roni’s marriage hits a dry spell, a gorgeous coworker’s flirting gets her juices flowing. Tall and well-built, Asher is all alpha male and far too tempting. Determined to satisfy her needs, she comes home early to surprise her husband.

Only she’s the one surprised. Steve’s a cuckold who wants to watch another man take her. Roni can finally indulge in her own fantasy and seduce Asher.

She never imagined how steamy it would be to give in to the forbidden.

ONE BEAUTIFUL LIE – Her coworker’s huge body holds her pinned to the wall. Lust shoots through her. Anyone could see.

When Asher asks Roni if her husband suspects anything, she lies. “He knows nothing.” Yet Steve knows everything about Roni and Asher’s hook up. He’s watched the video of them multiple times.

So Roni cooks up a plan that will let Steve watch alpha male Asher take her in person.

She never dreamed sex in public would be so hot. She aches with want, knowing her husband watches every forbidden touch.

HER BEAUTIFUL LIFE – Her gorgeous coworker bends her over the end of the couch. She squirms with lust. Her husband’s only a few feet away.

After their bout of public sex, Roni knows alpha male Asher doesn’t mind performing while being watched. But he doesn’t know it was her husband who did the spying.

She needs to come clean about her previous lie to get more of what she wants.

And she wants both men. One after the next. It’s the hottest sex of her life.

International readers, find the entire series here:

BEAUTIFUL SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


A BEAUTIFUL START

The stranger kisses her with heated intensity, his hands grasping her hips. She shivers with lust. This is exactly what she needs.

Monogamy is the one thing Sophie can’t stomach. She craves new men in her bed and lots of them. Yet she also longs for love.

Cuckold Trey could be the perfect answer to her problem, if he’s truly okay with her one-night stands.

As she tells him about the stranger, his hands grow hot and insistent on her body. This ride’s going to be wild.


+++

Roni finished telling Sophie about her latest exploit with Asher and how hot her husband Steve’s response had been. “I swear, I didn’t know his hips could move that fast, and we’ve been married for years!” Her friend’s blue eyes glazed over as her pretty face broke into a dreamy smile. Ever since Roni’d found out her husband longed to be a cuckold, she’d been sleeping with Asher regularly and having amazing sex with both men.

Sophie suppressed a sigh of envy and took another swig of beer as she let her gaze wander. Edgerton’s wasn’t the busiest of bars, being a bit seedy and lacking anything but the most basic décor. While it was conveniently located and quiet enough for some good girl-talk, it never offered up any promising men. She slid her glass back and forth over the heavily varnished surface of the wood table, not even realizing she was doing it until Roni reached out to stop her. “Oh, sorry.”

“What’s up? You usually love hearing my stories, but you’re all distracted.”

“Just… a little antsy.” She’d broken up with Jovan a couple of months ago. It turned out her second attempt at having an open relationship hadn’t gone any better than the first. In only a few weeks, things had become… messy. She’d gotten more side partners than either of her boyfriends, which had led to jealously and blurred boundaries and lots of hurt feelings.

Sophie felt stuck. She wanted love, someone to come home to, someone to share her life with both inside and outside of the bedroom.

Yet she hated monogamy. The idea was fine for some, but for her it itched like the world’s scratchiest wool sweater, abrading her skin until she wanted to rip it off and run naked in public.

She said as much to Roni.

“So the open relationship thing?” Roni asked.

Sophie shrugged and took a drink. “Doesn’t always work as well as people think.”

Her friend drummed her fingernails on the hard wood of the tabletop, then snapped her fingers. “What about a someone who likes being cuckolded? Someone like Steve?”

“Huh.” Sophie sat her glass down on the table with a hard thunk. Why hadn’t she thought of that? “It could work.”

“There’s this website…” Roni pulled out her phone and started scrolling. After a few moments she held the screen up for Sophie to read.

Sophie pulled the site up on her own phone, then gave a wry smile. It offered a dating-match service for people into the cuckold lifestyle. “And to think, I used to help you with this stuff.”

Roni grinned. “Let’s just say the last few months have been pretty informative.” She nodded toward the screen. “Think it’ll help?”

“It’s worth a try. Thanks.” She held up her beer and toasted her friend.

+++

Sophie went on unsuccessful dates with a couple of different men from the cuckold site before she matched with Trey. She arranged to meet him at Wine & More. It was one of those upscale wine bars that catered to people in their late twenties who were looking for something a little more sophisticated than the places they’d frequented in college. Sophie actually preferred a good beer over wine, but she’d found the wine bar a surprisingly fertile spot for picking up men.

The walls were painted a dark burgundy all the way up to the embossed square metal tiles of the ceiling finished in aged brass. Wine bottles had been turned into dusky green light fixtures, which barely illuminated the tiny tables made for two. The square room had already grown crowded, but everyone still stayed in their original groups, not yet venturing out to flirt. Numerous soft conversations barely covered the jazz emerging from hidden speakers.

Sophie claimed one of the small tables and two stools, then checked her phone. She’d arrived a few minutes early. Yet only a few moments later, a tall man stepped through the front door, the width of his shoulders snagging her attention even before she noted his face matched the profile photo of Trey.

He had warm tan skin, dark hair, and lovely copper-brown eyes. But it was his lips that snagged her full attention, their sensuality adding an additional layer of attractiveness to his already handsome face. He wore a nice pale-green dress shirt and a pair of well-tailored charcoal trousers. He’d made an effort to look good. She liked that in a man.

“Hello, I’m Trey.” His voice was lovely and deep. His large hand wrapped warm around hers, sending tingles through her.

She wanted him.

Oh, yes, this could work, she thought.

“Sophie.”

She sat on the tall barstool and crossed her legs, letting her short skirt ride up, watching the way his eyes flickered over all the bare skin it showed, darkening.

Yes, this could work very well indeed.

+++

Then two months later, Sophie rolled off of Trey so they lay side by side as she stared up at the ceiling. For the first time, the sex had only been okay. Not good, not great, simply okay.

She looked over to find him watching her, his copper-brown eyes serious in his handsome face, his sensuous mouth tense. He’d sensed it too.

Sophie traced her fingers across his tan cheekbone to bury them in his thick dark hair. “It’s time.”

They’d spent the past couple of months dating, focusing on their budding relationship and using the excitement of a new lover to carry them along.

Yet now her itch was back.

Sophie’d grown to care for Trey. Hell, she might even be falling in love with him.

But she seriously needed to fuck another man.

And Trey seriously wanted her to, or at least he said he did, and his grin now seemed to support that.

If it turned out to be true, her non-monogamy would no longer a problem, but an asset. She matched his grin and gave him a kiss.

+++

The next morning, Trey brought her coffee in bed, the firm muscles of his gorgeous tan chest gleaming in the early morning sunlight streaming through her bedroom windows. She tucked the burgundy top sheet around her breasts and sat up to take the steaming mug from his hand. A woman could get used to this.

“So. How do you want to arrange things?” Sophie took a deep breath of the earthy aroma, then a sip. Strong and acidic, just as she liked it.

“Breakfast?” He lounged on the bed beside her, his long legs stretched out so his feet tangled with hers.

She swatted his bicep with the back of her free hand. “Not breakfast. The thing with other men.”

“How do you normally pick up guys?”

“At a club or bar or using a hook-up app.” She gave a shrug. “Whichever. But I don’t usually have to worry about videoing the proceedings or setting it up so you can watch.” She wasn’t entirely certain she’d be able to arrange things as neatly as Roni had. Sophie didn’t make a habit of bringing strangers back to her apartment.

“Well, you don’t have to worry about that with me unless it’s easy.” He took a sip of coffee. “I’m fine with you telling me about your encounters.”

“Really?” That would make everything so much easier.

“Really.” He gave her a lopsided smile. “What gets me going is hearing how you experienced it. What you liked. What made an impression.”

Sophie grabbed his coffee cup and sat both mugs down on the bedside table with a thunk. Then she tossed off the sheet and straddled him.

He looked up at her, eyes wide with surprise.

“You, my man, just got so very, very hot.” She ground against him, feeling his cock harden through the thin fabric of his boxers.

He grinned. “I aim to please.”

+++

Since it was Thursday, Sophie decided to visit her favorite weeknight hotspot that evening, Wine & More. Besides, it had provided such a good start for her and Trey that she hoped some of that magic would rub off.

Sipping slowly at one of the featured Rioja reds from Spain, she glanced around the room. A bit on the early side, the place wasn’t yet packed, and the groups of friends drinking together remained intact. Still the light jazz and dim green lighting created a warm atmosphere perfect for flirting. She only had to make it clear she felt receptive.

The wine went down easily, light and drinkable with a nice note of vanilla. She finished her first drink while making eye contact with a few likely prospects, then stood there waiting, empty glass in hand.

She didn’t have to wait long. Sophie’d changed after work into a chic minidress with a halter top. The silky fabric had a green and blue pattern that resembled a close-up of an impressionistic painting with lots of dabs of color. It left her arms, upper back, and a good bit of leg bare, which she accentuated with strappy silver heels. She’d twisted her hair up, which always made her neck look long and inviting, and had matched the blue and green of her dress with her eye shadow. She looked good.

The man who approached her obviously thought so too, his eyes roving freely for long seconds before snapping up to her face. He had one of those amazingly square jaws like an action hero from the 1950s, smooth light-brown skin, and very kissable lips. Tall, he had a good body, which she showed off with a very tight, very hip t-shirt showcasing a local punk band that was all the rage, Screaming Punch. His looks were a little bit too blond pretty-boy for her tastes, but the t-shirt and the sleeve tattoo wrapping his forearm took him into bad-boy territory.

“Can I buy you a drink?”

She held out her glass for him to take, letting their fingers brush, sending a shiver of delight through her. “Rioja.”

He grinned knowingly and strolled over to the bar. She followed. His ass looked seriously fine in a pair of carefully faded and distressed jeans that nonetheless fit perfectly. Yep, he was a punk hipster all right. One who came to a wine bar. It was probably supposed to be ironic or something.

Sophie smiled, giving him extra points for originality. Most of the men in here still wore their work suits.

She let him order for her, but when the bartender handed over the glasses, Sophie made sure to take hers before he could. Playing with others as much as she did meant she’d developed a few rules to ensure her safety: keep control of her drinks, no strangers knowing where she lived, always have her own means of transportation, and protection, lots and lots of protection.

To take away any sting her reaching past him for the wine might have caused, she raised her glass in a toast to him and said, “I’m Sophie.”

His grin returned. “Garrett.” His raised glass gave her a better look at his tattoo.

She reached out to trace a finger over the numerous small figures and complex machinery. At the touch, an electric zing shot straight to her core. Yes, he would do.

His smile widened. “Like it?”

“It’s very intricate.”

He rolled his arm back and forth to show how the design went all the way around. “It took months.”

And the design used a lot of ink, leaving very little bare skin peeping through. It must have hurt a fair bit. It seemed Garrett might be tougher than she’d originally thought. She liked that.

“That’s what I do,” he said. “I’m a tattoo artist.”

“Oh, interesting.” And she meant it. She’d always had a thing for arty guys. There was just something about a man who could create with his hands. It made her think about having him use his hands in other ways.

“I work in finance.” She made a moue of disparagement. “I know what you’re thinking. It’s evil work for the most part, but I help small businesses get the loans they need to grow.” She took a sip of wine. “Now is that enough small talk?”

His eyes widened. “What do you mean?”

“Do you want to get out of here?”

He huffed a surprised laugh. “That was fast.”

“I’m in finance, remember.” She gave a little shrug. “Time is money. I don’t like to waste any of it.” She didn’t need to get to know the guy after all. That was the beauty of a one-night stand: keep it physical, enjoy the excitement of someone new, and get out.

He tossed back his wine, then sat the glass on the bar with a loud clink. “Fine with me.”

Sophie took one last sip and led the way out of the bar, her back tingling as she felt the press of his appreciative gaze.

Warm humidity brushed across her bare skin as she stepped outside into the dark of the summer evening. As soon as the door swung shut behind him, she turned and let his body thump into hers, nice and solid.

His lips were every bit as delicious as they’d looked, the fruity bite of wine adding a layer of flavor as his tongue played with hers. Heat coiled in her belly.

When they broke apart, his eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with lust.

Sophie imagined she looked much the same as her heart pounded in excitement.

Yes, he’d do quite nicely.

+++

Motel Nine waited only a couple of miles away. Garrett followed in his jeep as Sophie led the way in her car.

She took the right into the parking lot and eased to a stop by the front office. Garrett joined her inside, and there was the awkward shuffle of both insisting on paying as the bored teenager working the desk played a game on his phone.

Sophie won, slapping her credit card down. “It was my idea, so I insist.” Garrett had wanted to go back to his place, but she wasn’t comfortable with that, so paying seemed only fair.

Procuring the room key, she walked back outside, her heels tapping quickly on the concrete walkway as she hurried to the room. The blue carpet was far from lush, an outdated pattern covered the yellow and blue bedspread, and the painting hanging on the wall was an uninspired bowl of fruit. But none of that mattered. The owners kept the motel clean, and that’s all she really cared about.

Sophie flicked on the bedside lamp, turned off the bright overhead light, and threw the bedspread, blanket, and top sheet onto the floor with a whoosh.

Lying back on the pristine white bottom sheet, she crooked a finger at Garrett.

He fell onto her eagerly, his weight pushing her into the mattress, his erection already firm against her thigh.

She laughed, delight bubbling up in her. How she needed this: the excitement of the unknown. What did his cock look like? How big was it? How did he move? Did he like it fast and hard or slow and steady? Her panties were soaked.

After another long, hot kiss, Garrett rolled to the side. That beautifully tattooed arm lifted the hem of her skirt and trailed upward to slip into her panties. His fingers slicked through her folds teasingly, then two plunged into her puss, stroking powerfully. Sophie watched eagerly as his hand worked her, the figures tattooed on his skin seeming to jump in time with his movements.

She undulated against him, pressing her clit to the meaty pad of the base of his thumb as lust spiraled higher in her core.

His hips jerked forward, pressing his erection to her thigh, and she reached down to stroke him through his jeans. Then she flipped open the button and tugged on the thick fabric, the zipper making a metallic hum as it unspooled. Hot eager flesh pressed into her palm. It seemed Garrett liked to go commando. With a grin, she wrapped her fingers around his head, teasing. It wasn’t the biggest cock she’d ever had, but it was deliciously hard, and the head had flushed the prettiest purple.

He leaned over her for a kiss, his mouth hot and insistent as his tongue plunged inside in time with the quick thrust of his fingers.

Sophie’s free hand clung to his shoulder. Even with the lovely fingers working her, her puss ached to be filled by something larger.

With a shove, she pushed him away.

Garrett fell backward on the bed, the confused look on his face morphing to delight as she stood and slid her panties off.

Sophie grabbed a condom from her purse and opened the package. She climbed onto the bed until she straddled his thighs. After sitting up, she rolled the condom on to him with one quick movement. Then she crawled higher. With one hand wrapped around the base of him, she slid him back and forth along her folds, wetting his head and sparking jolts of pleasure from her clit.

His hands pushed her miniskirt up so that it bunched around her waist, leaving everything visible as she braced his head at her entrance and sank onto him.

“Oh!” she moaned, pausing for a moment to enjoy the sensation of being filled. Then she began to ride. Bracing her hands on his chest, she rose up and down his cock, angling her hips so her clit grazed against his pubic bone every time they came together.

Garrett’s hips snapped up to meet her, his hands grabbing hold of her and urging her to a quicker pace.

Her head fell forward as she lost herself in the sensation growing inside of her, chasing after it by slamming down onto him faster and faster. So close. She was so close!

“Touch me,” she said.

Garrett’s eyes narrowed.

She slowed for a moment so she could grab one of his hands, sliding it from her hip to where they joined. He got the idea, and began circling her clit with his thumb.

“Good boy.” She grinned down at him. Then she returned her hand to his chest and really began to move.

Sophie watched his face, this stranger whose cock she rode, eager for his reaction. He made a pained grimace, the tendons in his neck standing out as his head strained backward. Yes, oh yes. She was doing that to him.

His thumb pressed harder, suddenly insistent as she continued to rise and fall quickly on his cock. And fire flashed through her, filling her with tingling delight as she screamed.

Garrett’s mouth distorted, and he grunted deeply as his hips snapped up one last time.

Sophie collapsed onto his chest, waiting to catch her breath. Then she reached down to make sure the condom stayed on and slid off him.

Without stopping to clean up—Trey’d asked her not to—she pulled her panties back on and picked up her purse.

“That’s it? You’re leaving?” Garrett frowned up at her, clearly not used to women who didn’t want more.

On a normal night, Sophie might have stayed and played longer.

But Trey was at her place, and she had to know if their relationship were going to work out for the long haul. He said he wanted to be cuckolded, but her last two boyfriends’ responses to her extracurricular sex made her leery. His reaction to what she’d done tonight would clarify everything.

She couldn’t wait any longer to find out.

“Yep.” And without another word, she left him there, still sprawled across the bed.

+++

Trey turned off the television and jumped up from the dark-blue couch as she opened her apartment door, an expectant look on his face.

A tiny niggle of doubt fluttered in her stomach. Would he really be cool with her fucking another man? Time to find out if everything he’d told her was true.

She dropped her purse on the small credenza she’d placed for exactly such a use.

“Well?” he asked, his large body vibrating with energy.

“It went well. I picked up a guy named Garrett.”

He nodded eagerly.

“He’s a punk hipster with pretty-boy blond edging into bad boy.” She swallowed. “We went to a motel, and I fucked him.”

Trey darted across the room, seeming to leap over the coffee table. He caught her up in his arms, his lips hot and insistent on hers. His erection pressed against her stomach, already fully hard.

Hope welled within her. It seemed he’d been telling the truth: he actually did like this.

“Tell me everything you did together,” he breathed into her ear, then he nipped at her earlobe, sending shivers through her.

“We’ll need the bed.”

He spun them about and walked them into the bedroom. She pulled away, saying, “I stripped the motel bed down to the sheet, just like this.” She threw the covers off her bed and lay back, gesturing him to her.

His large body covered hers, his hips cradling between her thighs so his cock pushed against her clit, setting it tingling.

“He kissed me.”

His lips opened over hers, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, demanding attention. When they finally broke apart, she rolled them onto our sides. “We lay like this. He had this beautiful tattoo wrapping his forearm. That was the hand he used to touch me, to finger my puss and make me ready for him.”

Trey groaned, his own hands tracing over her body, heading for her core.

“I rode that hand, those fingers.”

His slipped inside her, sending shivers of delight through her. “Like this?” he asked.

She nodded, then said, “A little faster.”

He sped up, and her hips shifted restlessly in time with his movements.

“I undid his jeans. He didn’t have on any underwear, and his cock jumped into my hand.” Okay, who said she couldn’t embellish a bit? It worked too, as Trey moaned into her neck. She pressed her palm to his cock, and it gave a happy jump. “He wasn’t as long as you, but his cock had a pretty head, and he was so hard for me.”

“Yes!” Trey thrust into her hand.

“I took off my panties and climbed on top of him, keeping my dress on. He was clothed too. We didn’t waste time taking anything unnecessary off.” She stood up from the bed and repeated the moves, Trey’s eyes watching her hungrily. “His cock stood straight up, it wanted in my puss so bad.”

Lust shot through her. Who knew doing dirty talk could be so much fun?

Once she straddled him, she said, “I held him steady.” She wrapped her hand around his cock and guided it to her entrance. “Then I sank onto him.” Pleasure filled her, the pressure delicious as she slid down. She moaned. “He felt so good inside me, just like you do now.”

Sophie lifted up, then slammed down, his cock filling her. She placed her hands on his chest. “He grabbed my hips and made me ride him fast.”

Trey’s hands took hold of her, spurring her on as she rose and fell on his cock.

“I was getting close. His cock felt so good, but it wasn’t quite enough.” She gasped at Trey surged up into her, his length hitting deliciously deep inside. “I made him touch me, touch my clit.”

“Yes!” His fingers slid along her skin, stopping to tease at her sensitive nub.

“Then I rode him fast and hard,” she panted, desire building within her. “I watched his face. I wanted to see the effect I had on him, wanted to see when he broke.” Trey jerked below her with the first spasm of oncoming orgasm. “He stroked my clit even harder, then he came, his mouth stretched wide, sending me over the edge.”

Trey threw back his head, his back arching as his fingers pinched her clit. The flash of pleasure was so intense, she gasped in a silent scream as her orgasm hit her, shaking her entire body as her puss clenched repeatedly around him.

Sophie collapsed onto his chest, nuzzling into the V of skin exposed by his shirt, the smell of him surrounding her. Trey stroked a hand slowly down her back and pressed a kiss into her hair. “That was wonderful.”

She nodded and relaxed fully for the first time in days.

+++

“Coffee, darling?”

The delicious scent teased her nostrils as Sophie reluctantly opened one eye to find Trey standing beside her bed. She groaned as she sat up, having slept deeply. “What time is it?”

“It’s six. But I thought this was a nicer way to wake up than your alarm.” He pressed the warm mug into her hands and kissed her forehead. “After last night, you deserve it.”

Sophie took a few moments to sip at the rich, earthy liquid, giving her brain a chance to wake up. When she searched Trey’s face, his smile was honest and open. He really had enjoyed last night. He hadn’t been pretending.

Her heart gave a little skip as hope filled her, and she grabbed his hand and pulled him down for a kiss.

This was the start of something beautiful.


A BEAUTIFUL SURPRISE

The stranger’s body pins her to the wall. She squirms with want. Being watched is the hottest thing she’s ever done.

Sophie surprises cuckold Trey. He gets to watch another man take her in person. Yet her plan involves sex in a public alley. She’s worried. For all her wild escapades, she’s never done it in front of an audience before.

She thought she’d only need to perform for her boyfriend. But more strangers arrive, making it extra dirty and wrong. She loves it.


+++

Sophie hurried to Edgerton’s directly after work on Monday, more than ready to tell her best friend all about her one-night stand and the amazing sex she’d had with Trey afterward. As she stepped inside, the smell of beer surrounded her. The small bar was run down and a little dark, but it was also quiet and empty enough for some good girl talk.

Booths lined the wall opposite the bar, their wooden tables battered. Roni wasn’t there yet, so Sophie ordered two beers and took them to their favorite booth. She’d only just sat down when the door swung open, letting in a rectangle of sunshine and her best friend.

Roni gave her a quick hug, then slid into the bench across from Sophie. Roni’s pretty face grinned, a mischievous sparkle gleaming in her blue eyes. “It’s my turn to live vicariously. You have to tell me everything!”

“Well…” Sophie played with her beer mug on the table, spreading the wet of condensation out into a circle on the heavily lacquered surface. Then she smirked. “It was perfect! I went out to Wine & More and picked up this guy named Garrett. He was kind of a blond pretty-boy, but he had this really cool sleeve tattoo and a gorgeous body. We went to Motel Nine and had great sex. Then I went home, where Trey waited for me. He had me tell him everything that happened it detail while we acted it out.”

“How was the sex with Trey?”

“So hot!” Sophie said, grinning. “Like first time hot, but he also knew exactly what I wanted. It was twice as fantastic!”

Roni nodded, setting her straight, light-brown hair swinging. “It’s like that with Steve. After every time with Asher, he just goes crazy.”

They both lost themselves in daydreaming, sipping at their beers.

“So what’s next?” Roni asked.

“I don’t know,” Sophie said. “It was kind of kinky to tell him about the sex, but I think I’d rather have videos.”

“Or Trey could watch in person.”

Excitement shot through Sophie. “That would be even better.” Then she frowned. “But I’m not really sure how to go about it.”

“You could do what I did!” Roni pulled out her phone, tapping at it to pull up a map. “Let me show you where the alley is I used outside Seventy Below.”

Sophie leaned forward, listening eagerly.

+++

On her lunch break on Wednesday, Sophie left the office at a run, determined to use her hour for a scouting session. As helpful as it had been to see the map on Roni’s phone, Sophie wanted to have a better idea of what she was getting into. Since there would already be the added complication of not knowing how the stranger she picked up would react, controlling everything else ensured her safety and kept things worry-free and fun in the moment, allowing her to focus on the sex.

The street Seventy Below sat on was fairly empty during the day with the large converted warehouse closed and quiet. Sophie parked easily and climbed out of her car. Pulling out her phone, she opened up the map Roni had used and oriented herself.

There. The mouth of the alley was only a few feet away. She walked down it easily since it wasn’t filled with garbage dumpsters. There weren’t any doorways on either of the brick walls, so no one would open one suddenly and catch them in the act. The only problem she could see would be getting Trey into position as a surprise. She spun on the ball of her foot in a slow circle, an idea coming to mind. Yes, she could make it work.

Then another worry struck her. In the bright sun of day, it was a clear view down the alley from the main road, which made it seem as if anyone would be able to see her. Roni said the light from the street didn’t make it past the halfway point, but it sure didn’t look that way now.

Can I do this? she wondered. Sophie loved sex and especially liked having lots of one-night stands with a new man each time. But that wasn’t the same as sex in front of other people. Even having Trey watch would be more than she’d ever done. What if others wandered into the alley while she was screwing some guy?

Sophie squared her shoulders and marched back to her car, her heels clicking on the concrete. She was a sexy, sex-positive woman. Trey was going to love it.

She could do this.

+++

When Saturday evening rolled around, Sophie began to get ready.

Trey watched her from the bed, his gorgeous copper-brown eyes following her every move. His tan and dark hair were perfectly offset by his crisp white dress shirt, and his long legs were nicely displayed by his well-tailored dark-blue trousers. Then a slight frown pinched his handsome face, and he pursed his sensual lips. “I didn’t think you liked nightclubs very much. We certainly haven’t gone to any.”

Sophie hadn’t told him why she wanted to go to the club, hoping to surprise him. “Roni keeps telling me how great Seventy Below is and that it’s the place to be,” she said. “I thought we could try something different.” She grinned to herself. He had no idea just how different she expected the evening to be.

Turning from the closet, she held up two different dresses, one covered in gold sequins, the other a bright red with a super short skirt. “Which of these do you like better?”

“The red.”

She shoved the gold dress back into the closet. The red made more sense anyway. The gold would probably have gotten torn up by the brick wall. The brick wall she planned to have sex against with a stranger. Her vag clenched with excitement. She snuck a peak at Trey. He’d been so wild after hearing about her being with someone else. She couldn’t wait to see how he’d react to getting to watch her with another man.

The red dress slid over her head, and she went into the bathroom to finish getting ready. She piled her hair on top of her head, leaving a few wispy bits to fall around her face and soften the look. Then she layered on dark eye shadow until her eyes looked huge and mysterious. A glistening dab of lip gloss, and she was done. She threw a kiss at her reflection and returned to the bedroom to slide into her most comfortable pair of heels. They looked good, but were solid enough for dancing… and hopefully wall sex in an alley. She suppressed a chuckle.

“I’m ready.” She did a little twirl, enjoying the heat that filled Trey’s eyes.

He climbed to his feet, still looking hesitant. Silly man. He’d regret dragging his feet when he saw what she had in mind. She’d make sure of it.

+++

The outside of Seventy Below looked like a completely different place after dark. Strategically pointed black lights were aimed up the outside of the building’s front, setting graffiti-style paintings glowing in a range of neon colors. Sophie hadn’t even realized they were there in normal sunlight. Bass thumped through the air, and a line of talkative people waiting to get in snaked from the doors along the sidewalk heading in the opposite direction from the alley. The line moved quickly, the bouncers waving her and Trey inside without any trouble.

The music became overwhelming as soon as she stepped inside, the deep bass vibrating her chest as the high notes of electronica filled the air. Laser lights whirled and flickered across the darkened room, highlighting a moving mass of dancers like a series of snapshots. Everyone was gorgeous, young, and wearing their slinky best.

Trey leaned over to yell in her ear. “This is really popular. Roni was right.”

Sophie nodded and pointed to the bar, which stretched across one side of the room. They elbowed their way through the crowd, the smell of numerous colognes and perfumes blending into a potent mix of musk that smelled like sex.

The closest bartender gave her a flirty wink when she caught his eye and made his way over to her. Wanting a little liquid courage, Sophie ordered a Martini instead of her usual beer. Trey cocked an eyebrow in question, but didn’t say anything.

She drank it quickly, anxious to get on to the next part of her plan. Setting her empty glass down on the bar, she tugged on Trey’s arm. “Let’s dance.” She needed to move, to feel the press of strangers around her.

He polished off his beer and left the bottle behind, setting his hand on her hips as he followed her onto the dance floor. She’d need to transition them from normal date behavior to him giving her enough space to pick up someone else, but that could wait.

Sophie threw her arms overhead and lost herself to the beat, letting it take her. She swiveled her hips and turned, letting her ass grind into Trey. His long arms wrapped around her, pulling her close as they continued to move. People pressed close all around, their arms and legs brushing against hers in a delicious tease. As one song morphed into the next, she lost herself in the feeling of moving with the crowd.

After a while, Trey said, “I’m ready for another drink. How about you?”

Excitement shot through her. This was the moment she’d been waiting for. She shook her head. “I’m good. You go ahead. Don’t worry about me. I can amuse myself.”

His coppery eyes searched her face. Had she said too much?

He pulled her close for a quick kiss and headed to the bar.

Left alone, Sophie moved farther into the crowd, aiming for a set of people who hadn’t seen her with Trey. It would be easier to pick someone up that way.

She found a good spot and changed her movements, snaking her arms through the air in a sensual play that matched the slow roll of her hips. Men typically loved it.

And it worked.

A man danced out of the crowd. He wore a burgundy silk shirt unbuttoned more than halfway to show a wide V of hairless medium-brown chest cut with well-defined muscles. His sleek, long black hair hung framed an absolutely gorgeous face. He had dark bedroom eyes, high cheekbones, and sensually pouty lips.

Man, she thought, I really have a thing for lips.

He moved closer, and his eyes tracked obviously across her before he shot her a wicked, knowing smile.

Sophie retuned it with one of her own.

She moved around until she could see the bar to watch for Trey. They danced, their arms touching more and more frequently, each caress sending a jolt of lust through her.

Eventually, Trey’s dark-haired head appeared, coming closer. Sophie strained to catch his eye, and when she did, she gave him a tiny head shake.

He frowned.

She put a hand on the stranger’s shoulder, making it clear she was dancing with him.

Trey’s eyes widened, full of hope and heat.

She gave a faint nod.

Trey hung back, but his gaze remained locked intently on her.

The stranger took her touch as an invitation and put his hands on her hips.

She leaned close, feeling the heat coming off his body and catching a scent of his cologne, all smoke and spice. Desire coiled warm in her belly. “I’m Sophie.”

“Hello, Sophie. I’m Varun.” His voice was a lovely tenor. The guy was gorgeous, he could dance, and it sounded as if he could sing too. She seriously wondered why he wasn’t a movie star. Still, if he’d been in Hollywood or Bollywood, she’d never have had this chance.

And she planned to make the most of it.

As the song changed, she shifted closer, letting her thighs brush against his. She bit her lip and gave him a longing glance, sliding her hands up his chest to wrap them around his neck. His fingers dug into her hips, and they pressed flush together, still moving, and she felt the first hint of arousal poke her stomach. She bit her lip again then ran her tongue over it slowly. His dark eyes latched onto her mouth.

Their first kiss was soft, a tease. Then she opened her lips, and his tongue plunged inside, insistent and hungry. Sophie groaned and pulled him to her, going up on tiptoe to get closer.

Only once a few catcalls whistled through the air, did she realize they’d stopped dancing… and had garnered an audience. People circled them, their faces horny and avid.

“Get a room,” someone yelled.

Sophie looked at Varun. “Do you want to get out of here?”

His grin was heart-stoppingly gorgeous. “Yes.”

“Give me a sec.” She pulled out her phone and texted Trey, putting the next part of her plan in motion. Go and wait here. She attached the small map she’d made complete with an X located at the far end of the alley.

Trey’s dark head disappeared, but she made sure to move through the crowd with Varun slowly to give her boyfriend a good head start.

When they pushed through the front doors, a cool, fresh wind washed over her and much of the noise of the music died away.

“I live close,” Varun said.

Instead of explaining how her rules for safe hook-ups didn’t allow her to go to a stranger’s place, Sophie said, “I know somewhere even closer.” She hooked her arm in his and led him down the sidewalk away from the line of waiting people.

As they reached the corner of the building, she said, “You ready to try something kinky?”

He grinned. “Sure.”

She tugged him down the alley.

Varun chuckled. “I’m not sure alley’s are kinky.”

“No, but having sex in public is.”

He shot her an admiring glance.

She kept moving forward until the light from the street dimmed exactly as Roni said it would. Leaning back against the wall, she pulled Varun to her. The bass beat thrummed into her through the brick. Sophie licked the side of his neck, tasting salt and using it as a chance to look farther down the alley. There. An outline of a person. As her eyes adjusted, detail emerged. It was Trey.

Her lips curled against Varun’s warm skin. This was working perfectly.

Sophie plastered her body to Varun’s, one of her legs rising until her calf hooked around the back of his knee. He was only an inch or so taller than her in her heels. Standing sex would be doable.

His fingers were hot as they traced up her thigh, sliding higher until he cupped her ass under her skirt. He said, “I love this dress.”

“I picked it for easy access.”

“Public sex, short-skirted dresses. It seems someone is so very naughty.” He nipped at her lip. “I love it.”

And if he only knew they were being watched! Sophie could feel the press of Trey’s eyes, his hunger to watch her with another man. Desire shot through her, and her vag clenched.

Varun’s kiss was hot and insistent, his erection a welcome pressure against her stomach. She pushed him away slightly to get to his clothes. Her hands slid down his chest. His muscles were as deliciously firm as they looked, his skin almost as smooth as the silk of his shirt. She made quick work of the last few buttons.

Before she could start on his trousers, his fingers teased under the edge of her panties to brush along her. She gasped as he found her clit. He gave a delighted chuckle and pressed a little harder, sending tingles shooting through her.

Her hands returned to their work, twice as frantic now. She wanted him inside her. A quick unbutton, a lowered zipper, and his cock filled her hand, hot and hard.

Varun groaned. He pushed her leg down until she stood straight, then curled his fingers in the waistband of her panties and shoved them down her thighs. Sophie did a shimmy so they dropped to her ankles, then she kicked them off. His fingers returned to her, diving inside. She clutched at his shoulders, her hips undulating, riding his hand as her pleasure built.

Then she pawed at the small clutch hanging from her wrist, digging inside to pull out a condom. She tore the envelope open with her teeth and rolled the sheath over his length.

As she braced her hands on Varun’s shoulders, she glanced down the alley. Trey had taken a few steps closer and watched avidly, his attention adding to her own desire.

Varun picked up her thigh and wrapped it higher up his leg. His other hand guided his head to her entrance. With a slight bend of his knees, he pushed up and in, filling her and stretching her wide.

“Oh!” Sophie raised on tiptoe.

“You okay?”

“I’m great.”

With that, he rocked into her, pressing her into the brick. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, and she shifted her hips, changing the angle and letting him even deeper. Varun pounded forward, his cock hitting her in all the right places. Sensation rolled outward, building with each thrust, and Trey’s hot gaze sent her higher still. Sophie bore down, clenching her muscles and straining forward to rub her clit against his pelvis every time they connected, sending sharp jolts of electricity shivering along her nerves.

She was close, so close!

Then a gasp caught her attention, not one from her or Varun… or even Trey.

Her eyes snapped toward the main street. Two people had entered the alley, a couple probably set to do exactly what she was.

Sophie froze, and heat flushed through her. Trey watching was one thing. This?

And the couple didn’t leave! They settled against the alley’s other wall and watched from only a few yards away.

Now I’m really having sex in public, she thought.

Varun must have noticed something was wrong. He stopped, buried deep inside her, and caught her eye, a question in his.

“We’re being watched,” she whispered.

Varun looked over at the other couple and smirked. “They seem to like the show.”

He moved slowly inside her, his cock causing sparks of desire with each thrust. The strangers began groping each other, their faces still turned toward Sophie.

And suddenly, her excitement soared. Strangers were watching her have sex and being turned on by it. It was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced.

She melted around him, her muscles relaxing. Varun kissed her, his tongue tangling with hers. Then he whispered, “That’s my naughty girl.” He lifted her leg higher, thrusting harder, each plunge lifting her onto her toes. Sophie gasped, her eyes ping ponging back and forth from Trey to the other couple as her pleasure built.

She squirmed, panting, wanting more and more.

Varun sped up, his hips jack-hammering into her, his cock hitting deep.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes!”

Pleasure, bright and hot, shot fire through her as her vag clutched at his cock with hungry spasms and she bit into his shoulder to suppress her scream.

Varun groaned, his hips snapping forward to bury him deeper still. The other couple echoed their cries, making happy sounds of their own.

+++

Varun released her leg and eased away from her.

Sophie kept leaning against the wall. Even with both feet on the ground, she wasn’t sure she could stand on her own just yet.

After a rustle of clothing, the other couple disappeared back up the alley and around the corner headed toward the club.

Varun slipped free of the condom and tied it off before setting it on the ground, where he picked up her panties and handed them to her. “Do you want to go back inside? Maybe get a drink?”

She shoved the panties into her clutch and shook her head. “I’m ready to go home. You go ahead.”

He pulled out his phone. “Don’t you want to give me your number?”

She gave him an assessing look. A man this good looking and who knew it? Her lips curled. “No. Because even if I gave it to you, you’d never call it.”

“Am I that obvious?”

She gave a little shrug. “I’m the same. I recognize the type.”

“Well, even if this was a one-and-done, I don’t like leaving you here.” He gestured around the dark alley. Trey had faded back out of sight.

Sophie didn’t want to explain that she wasn’t alone. She pointed to the street. “There are a ton of people without shouting distance. I’ll be fine.”

Varun finished buttoning his shirt, which was only halfway after all, and started walking toward the street. He turned one last time when he reached the corner, and she gave him a little wave.

Only once he’d disappeared from view, did she look toward Trey, who trotted forward to swoop her up in his arms, pulling her off her feet. “That was amazing!”

She laughed. “So you liked it? I wasn’t sure my plan was going to work, and then those other people showed up.”

“You planned all of this? Why didn’t you tell me?”

She smiled up at him. “I wanted to surprise you.”

“Well, it’s the best surprise I’ve ever gotten.” He hugged her to him again, his erection hard against her stomach, and his voice dropped to a rumble. “And I’ve never wanted you more.”

Her breath caught, the lust in his voice triggering her own, bringing it flaring back to life. “Do you want to stay here?”

“Do you mind?”

“No.” She shook her head. Who knew? Maybe more people would show up and watch.

Trey dropped to his knees, diving under her skirt to lick across her clit. She squealed, the pleasure making her knees tremble. God, the man was good with his tongue! He fluttered it over her again and again until she squirmed and mewed and dug her hands in his hair to tug him up to her.

She tasted herself on his lips, salt and tang and sex, and moaned. Her hands dropped to his trousers, and she pulled them open with speed. His skin felt almost feverishly warm as the backs of her fingers brushed against his stomach, the hairs of his happy trail crisp and tickling.

Then his huge cock filled her hands, hard, the head swollen and leaking with precum. Her mouth watered, and she wanted to drop to her knees and swallow him whole. But as soon as she started down, his hands hooked under her arms and pulled her back up. “I won’t last if you do that, and I want to be inside you.”

The words made her vag clench with want. “Okay.”

He slid on a condom then pulled her close. Trey was taller than Varun. This was going to take a little work.

As if he’d read her mind, he squatted and hooked his hands under her ass. “Wrap your legs around me.” She lifted one, and he stood, pulling her other foot from the ground, so she raised that one too.

“Man, you’re strong,” she said, her hands running over the hard muscles of his shoulders then down to position his cock right where she needed it.

He pressed her back into the wall, then slid forward, filling her slowly. She clutched him to her, tightening her legs and digging the back of her heels into his ass. “I’m ready. You don’t need to go slow.”

He plunged forward, burying his cock deep. Varun had been a good size, but Trey was bigger, hitting places the other man hadn’t touched. Oh, yeah. She was ready for this.

Sophie licked at his mouth until he opened for her then pushed her tongue inside to play with his. He pulled out a little then thrust deep, making her crazy. God, she wanted him everywhere!

They broke apart panting, and she braced her hands on his shoulders and used her legs to let him pull out farther so he could plunge forward even harder. He sped up, his long cock hitting deep. Delight shot through her, and she gasped.

His eyes captured hers, their coppery depths full of heat. “I want to you touch yourself,” he said, his voice husky and deep.

She raised her hand to his mouth, delight shooting through her as he sucked on her fingers, wetting them. Sophie dropped her hand down, teasing a touch across her clit. She moaned, and Trey sped up further, his cock working her with delicious speed that filled her with sensation.

Again and again, she fluttered her fingers over her sensitive nub, her muscles squeezing tight around Trey’s cock.

He grunted and strained forward, the tendons on his neck standing out. His hips snapped forward, hitting hard, sparking a wave of pleasure that joined with the tingling of her clit to wash over her entire body, suffusing it with delight.

+++

They stayed leaning against the wall, panting for long moments, her legs still locked around his waist. Then he eased her to the ground and pulled out.

Contentment filled her as they straightened their clothes enough to walk to back out onto the main street to get to the car.

Once inside, Trey turned to her and cupped her cheek with one hand. “I’d never been able to do that before. Watch someone in person. It was fantastic.”

“I found out something new about myself tonight too.” Sophie gave him her sauciest grin. “I like being watched.”

“I’ll watch you anytime.”

“Promise?”

His voice softened. “Can’t you tell I’m crazy about you? I plan on watching you for a long time.”

Sophie’s heart skipped. She’d never realized she could have this: a wonderful relationship and lots of hot sex with strangers.

Trey was perfect for her. That at least would no longer be a surprise.


A BEAUTIFUL FUTURE

The stranger’s dark hands trace hot across her skin. Lust races hot through her body, growing with every touch.

With a work promotion gobbling all her free time, Sophie’s itch for one-night stands isn’t getting scratched. She’s aching and restless. Cuckold Trey knows exactly what she needs. He invites her over for dinner complete with a surprise dessert: a sexy dark stranger. Trey watches from only a few feet away.

She never imagined she could have it all. But here she is, taken by one man after the other, her every desire fulfilled.


+++

Sophie’s phone chimed with another text.

“Dammit.” She rolled over in bed and jabbed at the screen. It was freaking ten thirty at night, and she’d already worked a twelve-hour day. When she’d daydreamed about getting a promotion, it had been about finally having her own personal assistant and a large corner office. She had those things now… and a headache of a time getting her new position squared away. There was a reason the company had wanted to replace Jenkins after all. The man had seriously been falling down on the job.

Now Sophie spent her precious free moments daydreaming about sex and finding a complete stranger to bang her brains out. Her back muscles were coiled tight, and she desperately needed the release. Sure, sex with her boyfriend Trey was good, but what she really needed was the excitement of the new, the unknown. And if Trey got to watch, it would be even hotter…

Her phone chimed again, jerking her back to reality.

“No sexy fun for me,” she grumbled and got back to work.

+++

Thursday had her working late again.

Sophie swiveled her chair to stare out the windows of her new office for a moment to take a break from the glare of the computer screen. Darkness had fallen, and the lights of the city filled the expanse of glass like a manmade constellation of stars. The outer office had quieted at least an hour ago with everyone else able to go home, but the muffled noise of traffic rose up to her, reminding her that other people were on their way to dinner or drinks or anything that had to do with living. She sighed, rolled her neck, and got back to it.

A few minutes later, a knock jerked her out of the hash of numbers she was trying to organize.

“Hey, there.” Trey leaned against the doorframe. Tall, his shoulders were wide enough to give his body the perfect V shape. Dark jeans hugged the length of his legs, and his pale-blue dress shirt was partially unbuttoned and the throat and had the sleeves rolled up exactly as she liked.

He grinned, the smile brightening his tan face. It set his copper-brown eyes alight and drew her eyes to his beautiful lips.

“Trey! What are you doing here?”

He pulled a take-out bag from his back, the logo of her favorite taco truck stamped on the side. “I brought you dinner. I thought you should eat something more than a granola bar at least once this week.”

“You’re wonderful!” Sophie stood and hurried around the desk to wrap her arms around him.

“Anything for you.” He tilted her chin up with his free hand and kissed her, hot and sweet.

When she reluctantly released him to head back to her desk, the spreadsheet glared at her from the computer screen. Sophie sighed. “We’ll need to eat quickly. I’ve got at least two more hours worth of work to complete before I can even think of going home.”

Trey took over the top of her desk to set out paper trays filled with tacos and little containers of various salsas. Then he sat across from her, pulling one of the office’s extra chairs close.

Sophie poured the spicy red stuff over a shredded chicken taco and took a huge bite, the shell crunching in an especially satisfying way. Chicken and cheese and pepper exploded across her tongue, and she moaned. Once she’d swallowed, she said, “You are a god among men. Real food is exactly what I needed.”

Trey smirked. “Hopefully it’s not all you want from me.”

She suppressed a wince. Work had made her miss their date last weekend. Determination filled her: no matter what, she’d make time for him this weekend. “Of course not. Why don’t we do something Saturday?” She pinched at the bridge of her nose, her mind racing to come up with ideas. “I could go to at Wine & More and pick someone up. We could meet at my apartment after, and I could tell you all about it.” It would make Trey horny as hell, and she’d get hot sex twice.

Trey reached over and squeezed her shoulder. “You’ve got enough on your plate. Why don’t you let me take care of the plans for this weekend? Just show up at my place at eight. I’ll do the rest.”

It wouldn’t be quite the same as the excitement of sex with a stranger, but his offer was welcome. She really didn’t need any more responsibilities right now. Sophie leaned over to kiss him. “You really are the best.”

“I know.” He grinned. “Now eat.”

+++

When Friday evening came, Sophie took a break, not wanting to miss her weekly girl’s night with her best friend, Roni. She’d need to go back to work after, but since the bar they met at was close to the office, it wouldn’t be a big deal.

When the Uber dropped her outside Edgerton’s, the driver shot her a skeptical look, “Are you sure you don’t want me to take you to one of the bars downtown?” The center of the city had been revitalized in recent years, and all the trendiest places were located in that area.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I know this place.”

The door swung open on a dim room that smelled of beer. Booths lined the wall across from the bar, their wooden tables buried under a thick coat of scratched lacquer. Decorations were minimal, but the beer was cheap and the place was quiet enough that you could hold a conversation without shouting.

Roni waved from their favorite booth, two beers already on the table. Sophie walked over and gave her friend a hug, then sank onto the vinyl bench seat with a sigh. Raising her beer high in a toast, she drank deeply, finishing off half before setting the glass down with a thunk.

“That bad, huh?” Roni said, a frown marring her pretty face.

“I. Am. So. Tired.” Sophie mock collapsed onto the table top, pretending to go to sleep. Then she sat up and took another sip of beer. “Yet I’m also wound up and restless.”

“Sounds like you need some attention in the bedroom.”

“Bedroom, kitchen counter, random alley… hell, I’m not choosy,” Sophie said. “But I haven’t got time to pick up someone new.” She usually liked at least one one-night stand a week, but it had been a few weeks now, and she’d had zero.

Roni said, “Maybe try a hook-up app?”

“Most of those guys don’t want to meet at a motel. By the time I spend hours texting to weed out the ones who are willing, I haven’t really saved any time.” And two of Sophie’s rules for playing around safely were never to let a stranger know where she lived and to never go to a stranger’s place either. She snapped a finger and pointed at her friend. “I know. You could loan me Asher.”

Roni threw her hand out in the “stop” position, her blue eyes snapping with possession. “Nope! Hands off my bull!”

“Okay, okay. I was kidding.” Sophie grinned. Roni and her husband Steve had an ongoing understanding with Asher that worked well for the three of them. Roni got to have smoking-hot sex with Asher in front of Steve, and then she got pounded by her reenergized husband as well. It’s where Sophie had gotten the idea to date a cuckold like Trey, who allowed her to play around because he got turned on by it. Sophie actually didn’t want to do anything to mess up her best friend’s arrangement, but she felt desperate.

She drained the last of her beer and stood to go and get another round. When she returned to the table, Roni took the new glass from Sophie and asked, “So what are you going to do?”

“Damned if I know.” But whatever it was she came up with, she needed to do it soon. The restlessness was spilling over and ruining what little sleep she managed to get, which only made her work slower. It was turning into a vicious cycle she’d never escape if it kept on.

+++

Sophie’s phone alarm rang at six thirty in the evening on Saturday, jolting her upright in her office chair. She had exactly enough time to get home and get ready for her date with Trey. It’s not like she was getting much done anyway. The numbers on her computer screen had smeared into a blur about an hour ago, but she’d forced herself to push on so she could have the night off. She grabbed her purse and trotted for the door, ready to make the most of the evening.

Once home, she piled her hair on top of her head and took a quick shower to freshen her body. She smoothed a layer of lotion over her skin, making it silky soft and scented with lovely floral tones over the deeper note of sandalwood. The touch teased, sending shivers across her skin, the smell of the lotion one her body associated with sex.

Lacey red underwear created a base layer for her go-to little black dress. She didn’t have the energy to dig for anything else, and it hugged her curves, stopping at mid-thigh to show a lot of leg. She added sexy black ankle boots with a good heel and posed in front of the full-length mirror. Yes, she looked good.

After applying an extra coat of mascara and a fresh swipe of lipstick, Sophie was out the door. Anticipation tingled through her, and the very thought of sex had her puss clenching with want.

Trey’s apartment was only fifteen minutes away, a small one bedroom near the trendy part of downtown that had a lot of bars and restaurants. She hadn’t spent much time there since he usually came over to her larger and more comfortable apartment.

The rectangular building was all concrete and glass, and the elevator carried her up with swift efficiency. Trey opened the door, dressed in perfectly tailored gray trousers and a deep-blue dress shirt. Even after a couple months of dating, he still made an effort to look good for her. She loved it. Without a word, he pulled her to him so her breasts pressed into his firm chest as his mouth descended over hers. Delight shuddered through her as her nipples hardened.

When he finally released her, he waved her into the apartment. “I have dinner all ready.”

The place was the ultimate bachelor pad with stark white walls, gray carpet, and modern furniture of chrome and black leather. The feel was a lot colder than Trey’s personality. Sophie’d teased him about it on her first visit, and he’d sheepishly admitted to listening to what an interior designer told him he wanted instead of pushing for something more truly his style.

The glass and chrome dining table had been set, and Trey ushered her into a chair and lit the waiting candles. He started them off with Caesar salads topped with freshly grated parmesan, and Sophie took a big bite, enjoying the savory tang of the dressing. She raised her glass of Chianti and toasted him. “To you, the best boyfriend ever.”

He smiled and said, “Wait until you see what’s for dessert.”

“Tiramisu?” she guessed, sticking with the Italian theme.

His grinned wider and shook his head, but refused to give any hints.

The eggplant parmesan her served next was also perfect, and they made small talk about their respective jobs as the food disappeared from their plates.

+++

Finished, Sophie sat down her fork and leaned back in her chair. Good food and company had combined with the wine to make her the most relaxed she’d felt it weeks. Her eyes lingered on the skin exposed by the unbuttoned top of Trey’s blue shirt. She wanted to lick him there, to taste his skin and nip at the muscle as he rode her—

The doorbell rang.

Snapped out of her daydream, she blurted, “Who could that be?”

“Dessert.” Trey smirked, his eyes dancing with mischief.

He must have ordered something really fancy if it needed to be delivered right before being eaten, she thought. It was sweet of him to go to such lengths.

A man’s deep voice exchanged a few words with Trey, the door thunked shut, and Trey walked into the living room with another man instead of a delivery bag.

The stranger was a couple of inches shorter than Trey, but he had thicker shoulders and arms. He wore a tight pair of dark-washed jeans and a crisp white dress shirt partially unbuttoned to show off his toned chest. In his late twenties, he had warm brown skin, short curly black hair, and a pleasing face dominated by full lips. God, how she loved nice lips on a guy!

Sophie’s eyes widened. “What’s going on?”

“This is Marc.” Trey gestured toward the other man. “I found him on the cuckold website. He’s a bull.”

She stood. “Does that mean…?”

“It’s my turn to give you a surprise.” Trey smiled at her. “I got him for you.”

Sophie threw her arms around Trey. “Thank you!” She couldn’t have asked for a better dessert.

When she let go, she immediately spun around and walked up to Marc, placing a hand on his forearm. “Hi.”

“Hello, there.” He smiled, becoming instantly handsome.

Sophie sucked in a breath, desire shooting through her. “Would you like a glass of wine or to talk for a bit…?” She didn’t need it, but sometimes the guys did.

Intelligent brown eyes searched her face. “I’m good with whatever you want.”

“I want you.” She stood on tiptoe, resting a hand on his firm chest and leaning into him for balance. His lips were just as gloriously soft as they looked.

Marc’s tongue filled her mouth, sending lust shooting through her. She moaned and clutched at his shirt, pulling their bodies flush together.

His hands rose to caress her sides before skimming over her hips.

This! It had been too long since this! No two men kissed alike, just as no two men touched alike, and she craved that variety and the excitement it brought.

When they broke apart, her heart was racing, and she had to catch her breath in order to say, “Should we move this to the bedroom?”

Marc nodded, and she took his hand to tug him in the right direction.

Trey hurried in front of them and turned on the small lamps he’d placed to provide a diffuse light that turned the white walls a mellower gold. His chrome-framed bed stood centered on the back wall, its bedspread removed to expose clean white sheets.

She stopped by the side of the bed and turned into Marc’s arms, pressing upward for a kiss even as her hands starting work on his shirt buttons. His skin was hot where it brushed the back of her fingers, and he growled into her mouth as she pushed the cloth from his shoulders. He let go of her only long enough to let the shirt fall to the floor, then he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close so she could feel his erection pressing into her stomach.

Sophie wiggled, wanting more, and pulled one of his hands around to the zipper on her dress. It slid down smoothly, letting in a brush of cool air soon followed by the delicious contrast of Marc’s hot hands.

Lust shot through her, and her puss clenched, already wet.

The dress pooled at her feet, and she stepped out of it to stand in only her lacey red underwear.

“Aren’t you lovely,” Marc said, appreciation in his voice.

His chest gleamed in the golden light, with smooth brown skin stretched tight over muscle. “You’re not so bad yourself.” Sophie ran a hand down his front, hooking her fingers into the waist of his jeans. With a quick twist, the button came undone, and she slid the zipper down slowly.

Marc watched her, his intent gaze stirring her own desire as she pushed aside his boxers, letting his erection spring free. Nice and long, the brown length of it was topped with a swollen purple head already weeping precum.

He hissed as she wrapped a hand around his cock and gave a squeeze. He was deliciously hard and would feel so good inside her.

Marc licked his way down her neck until he reached the strap of her bra. His teeth closed around it, and he dragged it from her shoulder. Then he skimmed across to the other side, his tongue sliding along her skin, and repeated the move. His fingers made quick work of her bra clasp, and as the lacey fabric fell away from her body, he captured a nipple. The wet heat of his mouth shot electricity through her, and she gasped, raising a hand to hold him to her, his short hair rasping against her palm.

Her panties were soaked, and the fingers he dipped inside traced through her wetness, making them both moan. Her two-week abstinence had her ready and willing, no additional foreplay necessary. She stroked his cock, making it jump, and whispered, “I want you inside me.”

Marc’s mouth released her breast, and he straightened to push his jeans and underwear off. Sophie caught a glimpse of Trey’s face, his eyes eager and hungry as he watched every move the pair made. His erected tented the front of his trousers. Desire shot through her at the thought of how excited this made him.

Marc’s warm hands slid her panties down her legs and unzipped her boots. Finally naked, Sophie sprawled backward across the bed, the cotton sheets cool and soft. Marc climbed onto the mattress beside her, his beautiful brown skin lovely in contrast with the white fabric.

“Do you have a favorite position?” he asked, his tone husky.

She said, “I’m game for anything, so why don’t we try a few?”

With that, he covered her, his weight pressing her into the mattress with a delicious heat. The hairs on his thighs scraped across hers, making gooseflesh break out across her body. He smelled of soap and spice, and she licked his neck, savoring the tang of skin and salt.

His erection was a hard bar along her thigh, and she ground up into him. “Condom,” she said.

Trey appeared over Marc’s shoulder, holding out a slim packet.

She smiled her thanks and took the plastic, ripping the envelop open with her teeth.

Marc used his hands to push his body up, and his cock grew even harder as she stroked the condom over his length.

He hooked a hand behind her knee and picked up her leg, spreading her open. His head nudged at her entrance, and she tipped her hips, inviting him in. He plunged forward, stretching her wide and hitting her depths in a wash of sensation.

“Oh! Oh, yes.” God, he was huge!

“You good?” he asked, catching her eye.

She nodded, biting at her lip, and wiggled her hips.

He grinned and took the hint, pulling almost all the way out only to thrust forward again. She raised her other leg to wrap it around him, burying her heels in his ass to pull him deeper.

She glanced down. His beautiful dark cock worked in and out of her, and she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Desire coiled tighter in her belly. Soon she was making little noises with each thrust, straining forward for more.

Right when she got close, Marc lay down, changing the angle. Then he grabbed her shoulders and rolled them over. Sophie pulled her legs out from under him to move into a straddle. Spreading her hands on his chest, she rose up above him and began to ride.

Trey moved into her line of sight, his heated stare intense, making delight shiver through her.

Putting on a bit of a show, Sophie slowed her strokes, rising and falling on Marc’s huge cock in an undulating wave that made everything highly visible.

Then the pleasure grew too great, and she couldn’t hold back any longer. Sophie slammed down more and more firmly each time until their bodies slapped together. Licking her lips, she tasted salt, and she panted as her heart sped. His cock, his huge cock, hit deep, sending jolts of pleasure/pain through her.

Marc brought his thumb to his beautiful mouth and licked it wet then moved it down to press against her clit.

Electricity arced outward, flashing alone her nerves as delight took her. Sophie’s back arched, and she screamed, her puss milking Marc’s big cock with greedy abandon. He grunted, burying himself deep.

+++

After a kiss goodbye, Sophie lazed in bed as Marc got dressed and Trey escorted him to the door. When her boyfriend returned to the bedroom, his erection straining against the front of his trousers, she cocked a finger at him. “Come here, you.”

He pointed to his chest and looked around playfully as if checking for someone else, and she laughed.

Right before he could climb onto the bed, she held up a hand. “Strip.”

As his fingers worked their way down the buttons on his shirt, she toyed with her nipples, biting her lower lip and watching him. The heat in his eyes grew hotter, and he stripped out of the rest of his clothes in record time to stand naked. His tall body was beautiful, his muscles lean well-defined, and his cock jutted proudly forward.

Then he was on her, his mouth taking hers with a passion fueled by the sex he’d just witnessed. God, he’s perfect, she thought before she lost herself in his kiss. Sophie buried her hands in his thick dark hair and held on as he ate at her mouth. She rubbed her nipples back and forth against his chest, enjoying the zing of sensation that went straight to her clit.

They broke apart, gasping for air. “You smell wonderful,” Trey said, running his nose down her neck. “I smell you and him and sex.” He licked at her breasts just as Marc had, sucking at her nipples.

Desire wound tight in her core again, leaving her hungry for him, her neglected appetite not yet sated. By the time he licked the crease where her thigh met her torso, she was squirming and trying to push him right where she wanted him.

He chuckled, his breath blowing hot over her clit, and she writhed. Then he fluttered his tongue over her, making her groan. God, he knew exactly what she liked!

Pleasure filled her, swirling outward from her sensitive nub as he licked and sucked and drove her crazy. Finally, panting and mewing with want, she tugged at his hair. “In me. Now.”

Trey slid on a condom and climbed her body. Copying Marc’s move, he picked up her leg to open her wide. “I loved watching your two together. You’re so beautiful when you let yourself go,” he said. His head nudged at her entrance, and he looked into her eyes as he slid into her.

Sophie’s mouth fell open, delight pulsing through her as his cock went deep. She squeezed her muscles, making him gasp and increasing her own pleasure.

“Did you like his big cock?” he asked, his voice deepened with lust. “Did it fill you up?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “He filled me right up.”

Trey grunted, and his hips sped, his cock pounding into her as his excitement slipped the reins. Sophie clung to him, delight shooting through her with every thrust. She buried her face in his neck, licking at his hot flesh and loving the taste of his skin slicked with salt. He hit harder, deeper, and the pleasure overwhelmed her until she bit at him, making his hips snap forward.

Then in a whirl of motion, he rolled them, pushing her up until she bounced on his cock. His fingers dug into her hips, helping her keep up the fast pace. Sophie’s heart pounded out a matching rhythm, and she panted for air.

The tendons of Trey’s neck stood out, his mouth gaping in pleasure. God, she was close!

As if he’d heard her, he reached down and pinched her clit.

“Ah!”

Pleasure, hot and sharp, broke over her. Her puss spasmed around him even as the rest of her body locked rigid, her mouth open in a ragged scream.

Their eyes remained locked, and Trey yelled out his own completion, his hips snapping upwards as his cock jerked inside of her.

+++

Sophie collapsed onto Trey with a contended sigh. Her body ached in the very best of ways, all her muscles turned to goo. This was the most relaxed she’d felt it weeks.

Trey eased out of her, and she slid over to lie beside him, resting her head on his shoulder and throwing a leg across his thighs. “You are the most perfect man ever.”

He smiled softly and brushed loose tendrils of hair off her face, a wealth of warmth in his eyes. “I never imagined meeting someone like you, someone who didn’t judge me for the cuckolding.”

“I love it,” she said. It gave them both exactly what they needed without any of the jealousy problems she’d had in past open relationships.

He stroked a hand down her back, sending after-ripples of satisfaction through her as warmth filled her. Sophie pushed up onto her elbow so she could look him in the eye. Her heart pounded in her chest. For all her sleeping around, these next words were the scariest thing she’d done in years. “I love you.”

Trey beamed at her. “God, I’m so glad you said that. I love you too.”

Relief filled her, and she went eagerly when he cupped the back of her head in one large hand and pulled her close for a kiss.

When they eventually pulled apart, he said, “Move in with me.”

Happiness spiked through her, then her eyes darted around the stark white room. “Er…”

Trey laughed. “Okay, I should have said, ‘Let me move in with you.’”

“Don’t you have six months left on your lease?”

He nodded. “But I have an idea.”

“A sublet?”

“No.” He grinned. “What if we kept this apartment… as a play space?” His voice grew excited as he hurried to explain, ticking items off on his fingers. “It would give you a place to bring the men you pick up without them knowing where you actually live. It’s within walking distance of a bunch of clubs and bars. It’s far nicer than that motel you use. And it would offer more options for things like tonight, where I could watch you with other men in person.”

Sophie considered it for long moments, a thousand different thoughts racing through her mind. But in the end, it all boiled down to one simple word. “Yes,” she said, pressing her lips to his.

Yes to Trey. Yes to the cuckolding lifestyle.

Yes to their beautiful future.
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