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Chapter One

I never expected those words to come out of my wife’s mouth. I was so stunned I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Everything was in slow motion and although her lips kept moving after she uttered those disastrous words, I didn’t hear anything at all. I stared at her in disbelief, rage boiling inside me and I wondered how in the hell she could be so cavalier about the whole thing. We were getting ready for bed, just like any other night. And then, just like that, it wasn’t just like any other night.

It all started with four little words I never liked hearing in the first place. We need to talk. And while I was prepared to hear something I didn’t like, I wasn’t prepared to hear that. Sure, maybe we need to talk about your weight, why don’t you cut back on the beer? Or even we need to talk, you need to remember to take the trash out on Wednesdays. Or perhaps, we need to talk, money is tight right now and we need to be a little smarter with our spending. Those conversations, while unpleasant, I could handle.

But this?

“We need to talk,” she said, “I slept with some else, Mark. I’m sorry to say it, but I’ve cheated on you.”

Boom. Just like that. Earth shattered. World completely destroyed. All sense of self in tatters. Sell worth, through the floor.

There she was, my once sweet, innocent wife, Blair, who’d sworn up and down and on more than one occasion that she could never, ever hurt me in that way - that she would never, ever do something as unforgivable as stray from our marriage - well, there she was, confessing to doing exactly that.

She was even half-naked, getting ready for bed when she dropped the bomb. Her still-perky tits bounced in my face, as if to taunt me, while she gestured with her hands and I tried to make sense of what the hell was happening. Her brunette hair was curled and fell down to her shoulders and she looked so pure and...unremorseful. It was almost as if she was reading me a weather report from her phone or something.

“Blair -- what are you saying? Someone else? I don’t understand,” I stammered. I sat down on the bed in disbelief.

She shrugged her shoulders at me, her perky tits that were not too big and not too small bounced up and down once more as she stared blankly back at me.

“I think you heard me just fine, you’re just in shock probably,” she said finally.

At that moment, I started seething with anger. It was no longer my wife standing in front of me but some spoiled and remorseless little slut who I hardly recognized. She was no longer the Blair, who just seven short years ago, had captured my whole mind, body, and soul. She was no longer the girl I’d met at university and fallen head over heels for. She was some heartless monster who’d just ripped my own heart out for fun and threw it on the floor in front of me and then just shrugged her shoulders.

“Who was it?” I asked, suddenly. And immediately regretted it. Did I really want to be tortured by the details? Wasn’t this punishment enough?

“Mark,” she said, looking away as if annoyed by my curiosity.

“No Blair, I want to know. Who was he?” I pressed on in spite of knowing how much it would crush me to go down that path.

She walked towards me, hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm and I think that was the first time I actually noticed it but she was different; changed somehow. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there was something fundamental about the shift in her being that I was picking up on as she walked toward me.

“Just some guy,” she said. “No one important.”

“No one important?!” I said, my voice suddenly growing loud and indignant at her callous attitude and ridiculous responses to my very serious and justified questions.

“Yeah, I just met him through work kind of. I don’t know, it was just some guy,,” she said, sitting down on the bed next to me. I immediately stood up and walked across the room. I could barely stand to look at her let alone be right next to her.

Just some guy.

Those words snapped me out of my state of shock and into a furor. I was suddenly very, very angry.

“You don’t know, some guy?” I yelled. My wife was suddenly just off fucking random strangers. What the fuck was this? Blair?! My Blair?! It didn’t make any sense and it was frying my circuits as I quickly oscillated between shock, anger, and disbelief.

“Yeah, you know how I went to Nashville last week with Kelly for that conference?”

I nodded. I did indeed remember the conference.

“Well, we got a little tipsy one night out at karaoke and I don’t know, I just met this guy and things just kind of....happened. I’m sorry --”

“There it is! Finally, finally after all this I actually get an apology from you. Wow. I can’t believe it took that long. I think maybe you should have led with that,” I said, back on anger and back to yelling at her. I almost felt bad, but her cavalier attitude made it hard to not hate her in that moment.

“Well no, actually. You didn’t let me finish. What I was going to say, just so we’re clear, is that I’m sorry that this is upsetting you and that I hurt you. But I don’t actually regret doing it. I’m not sorry it happened…”

She just let her words hang in the air as a cold dread overtook my body. What was coming next? Was she...was she going to leave me?

“Wait, what the fuck, Blair? Who are you right now? Is this all some sick joke?”

“Mark,” she said, motioning for me to come back to the bed and sit next to her, “please, let’s just calm down and try to talk about this.”

“Talk about this?! What the hell is there to talk about? I think you’ve said quite enough frankly.”

But for some reason, I found myself listening to her and walking over to the bed and sitting down obediently.

She put her hand on my forearm.

“I’ve actually been wanting to talk to you about this for a long, long time. And I know I should have come to you first but you’re just so hard to reach these days.”

“What?”

“Yeah, you’re so unreachable and distant and always up in your office working or reading. It’s like you hardly have any time for me or ever ask me what’s going on in my life. I mean, it’s been years since we had a real conversation.”

I blinked back tears.

“So, what? I’m unavailable so you just go off and fuck some random guy and what? That’s supposed to get my attention and fix things? What the fuck?”

The tears stopped and dried up and I was back on anger and yelling.

“I know. I know it was the wrong thing to do, Mark. But…”

Her voice trailed off and she looked away, suddenly and for the first time all night at a loss for words.

“But what?” I asked, prodding her to continue and boy, sometimes, I wish I hadn’t.

Blair took a deep breath and thought for a moment, then ripped off the band aid in one swift motion.

“You’re just not enough for me...sexually.”

Ouch. Oof. Wowza.

“I mean I still love you and all but let’s get real our sex life is like...I mean when’s the last time we had sex?”

I couldn’t recall.

“Probably the last time we had a real conversation,” I said, half-joking.

I had to concede she had a real point there. We hadn’t had that spark between the sheets in many years and I guess I just lost sight of the fact that being a good lay was still something to strive for, even after seven years together.

It was painful to hear, but I was thankful to hear her say she still loved me. For some reason, I was strangely comforted by the fact that, at least so far, it was purely about sex and she hadn’t met and fallen in love with someone else. I don’t think I could have handled that.

“I mean, do you even enjoy it? Do you find me attractive? ‘Cause, it’s hard to tell honestly and when we do have sex, well...let’s just say you’re not quite big enough to be that detached and dispassionate. I just can’t do it anymore.”

I looked at her with renewed hurt and hatred. There she was piling on by insulting my manhood. I scoffed.

“Well, do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Enjoy sex?”

“Yes! Of course I do…” I was yelling and realized I was overcompensating. I was getting defensive and Blair, despite that she was being a little too direct and cold about the whole thing, did in fact have a point. I lowered my voice. “But I guess you’re right. It is a little blah…but, is it really that bad?”

I looked at her with hopeful eyes.

“I’m sorry, I’m not going to lie to you, Mark. The truth is that it isn’t that bad. It’s fine. Just fine. And that’s the whole problem for me. I don’t want just fine.”

She scooted her butt closer to me on the bed and I turned away.

“Well, that doesn’t give you the right to just --”

“No, you’re right. It doesn’t.”

“What was his name?” I asked, turning back toward her.

“What?”

“The guy, what was his name?”

“Evan,” she said, turning away from me this time.

Something about hearing her say the name out loud sent a curious sensation down my spine and throughout my entire body. I didn’t understand what it was or what it meant, but I found myself wanting - no, needing - to know more.

So I kept asking dangerous questions.

“How did it happen?”

“Mark, please.”

“Tell me,” I said, “I have a right to know.”

“Well, there isn’t all that much to tell. Kelly and I went out for karaoke after the conference let out for the day and we met this group of guys on a bachelor party and I don’t know, this guy Evan was flirting with me and buying me drinks and I found him attractive, physically you know, and I guess just...one thing led to another and I just…”

I was dying inside but for some reason I pressed her further.

“What? You just what? Tell me, please. Blair, please?”

“I needed to get fucked, ok? Like for real fucked. Good and hard and deep. No gentle love-making or tender whatever the fuck. I just needed a good, proper fucking.”

I don’t know why and I was powerless to stop it from happening. It must have been something in her voice or the way she just said it like that. How her motivations were purely carnal and about getting some dick and nothing more or less than that. I don’t know what it was for sure but the only thing I knew right then was that my dick was rock-the-fuck-hard and I was insanely turned on.

And I had nowhere at all to hide. Blair noticed it straight away.

“Oh my god, Mark? What is that?” she placed a hand over her mouth and stared in awe at my raging boner.

“Nothing, I don’t know,” I said, trying to pull a sheet over my lap. But it was no use.

Blair leaned into me and ran a cold finger down my chest between my pecs.

“Is this,” she bit her bottom lip and studied my face, “is this, turning you on?”

I could see it in her eyes for a brief moment, a flicker if you will. Whatever it was that was now different about her showed itself for the briefest of moments and it was trying to pull me in. It was calling to me, singing its twisted siren song and it made me all kinds of horny and confused.

Despite shaking my head vigorously to try to dissuade her of what she was saying, I could not lie to myself. It was turning me on and I was horrified.

But Blair was undeterred and reached right for my bulge and grabbed a handful of my cock and squeezed.

“Oh, I think it is turning you on, Mark. I’ve never felt you this hard before,” she chewed on her thumbnail briefly and continued to study my face. I didn’t dare make eye contact with her just then as I was afraid she would read my soul, but I could see the wheels turning in her head in my peripheral vision.

“Do you want to hear more?” she asked seductively. She started slowly stroking my cock for a little and then reached into my boxers and pulled it out. I could feel the cool night breeze coming in through the window on my exposed foreskin but her light touch and whispering in my ear had me hardening to steel. I didn’t know what to do. I should have been running away from her, but I let my dick take over and handle the decision making in that moment and suddenly I was nodding my head yes.

“Yes, I do,” I whispered.

Those three little words, though seemingly harmless, would change the trajectory of our relationship even further. And their impact would be irreversible.

“What?” she asked, incredulous. She could not believe her ears and clearly expected a different answer. “Really? You do? Why?” She was still stroking my cock but seemed unsure all of a sudden. The seductiveness in her voice was gone and had been replaced by curiosity and perhaps a hint of suspicion.

I shrugged. I had no idea why and so I had no explanation to offer her. She studied my face some more before shrugging her own shoulders and went back to stroking my dick a little faster.

“Alright, well...it got later in the night and we’d been kind of hitting it off and Evan invited me back to his hotel room. At first, I said no. Because, well -” she gestured to me.

“But?” I said, a little too hopefully.

“But he was persistent. And he had this sexy confidence about him that I just found almost irresistible, you know? Like he was so magnetic.”

“Big dick energy,” I muttered under my breath.

“Yes! Exactly. I always thought it was a myth but...well, I’ll get to that in a minute.”

My heart was in my throat and absolutely pounding in my ears.

“Maybe it was that last tequila shot we did together at the end but I was having so much fun and I just said, ‘fuck it,’ and I finally gave in.”

My cock lurched as more and more blood rushed in to fill the shaft and my entire system flooded with adrenaline and dopamine. A warm fuzzy feeling washed over me and it was as if I was in some sort of trance. She held sway over me and for the moment, I was like putty in her hands. I didn’t dare move away from her for fear of missing out on any juicy detail.

Intellectually I knew I was still mad at her, somewhere. But at the same time, oddly enough, she’d never been hotter to me. All of a sudden the fact that some random stranger had found my wife in a bar, seduced her, and ultimately fucked her, suddenly made her...more attractive to me?

It didn’t make sense, but I also wasn’t in any kind of head space in that moment to do much questioning about what it all meant and what it said about me and our marriage.

“So, then what did you do?” I asked her.

“We went back to his room, we were practically sprinting there. Laughing like a couple of teenage lovers or something. I guess we just couldn’t wait to get at each other. But before we even got there, we were in the elevator, just the two of us, and without saying a word he just pounced and pressed me up against the wall and kissed me.”

“Did that make you wet?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Then we raced down the hallway and into his hotel room. My clothes were off before we even got to the bed.”

She was really stroking me hard and fast now and I was so turned on I was having trouble keeping control of myself.

“I ripped his pants off and…”

“Ohhh fuckkkkk!” I screamed, grabbing for my cock and trying in vain to stop myself from exploding all over the place. Gobs of come spilled over the tip and down my shaft, coating Blair’s hand in a thick white goo.

She began to giggle and laugh at me.

“Holy shit, Mark!” she exclaimed. “I’ve never seen this much come in my life, mmm that’s hot.”

She held up her hand and examined my load as it dripped from her fingers. Then she began to lick it clean.

Unfortunately for me, I wasn’t turned on anymore. Not at all. In fact, I felt depressed. Lower than I’d ever felt in my entire life. A crushing low, followed by an unbelievable hig, and right back to a crushing low...even lower than the first, in fact.

My wife, my Blair, had just casually told me she cheated on me. And wasn’t the least bit remorseful about it and rather than tell her to leave and immediately call a divorce lawyer, I what? What did I just do? I let her seduce me? I let her believe her behavior was somehow hot? That it was okay?

I quickly stood up, cleaned myself off, and put my clothes back on.

“What’s wrong?” she had the audacity to ask.

I stared at her in bewilderment as she cleaned the last drops of my come off her wedding ring and a thought occurred to me.

“Did he know you were married?” I asked. I don’t know why it mattered to me, but it did.

She nodded slowly.

“He asked me if I was alright cheating on my husband,” she said.

Ouch. He’d even given her an opportunity to come to her senses and think better of it.

“And what did you say?”

She almost snorted at the question.

“What do you think I said? I told him fuck yes I am,” she said with a wicked smile and my cock gave a small lurch. I hoped she didn’t notice, but the look in her eyes told me she did.

I didn’t know what to say and so I grabbed a pillow from the bed and stormed out.

“Mark, wait!” she called down the hallway. “We need to talk about this!”

But I was done talking. I was going to sleep somewhere else. Somewhere far away from Blair so I could gather my thoughts.

Talking could wait until morning.

I needed to be alone.


Chapter Two

That night, I dreamt of wild and lewd things. All manner of debaucherous and lecherous ideas floated and danced about my head as my subconscious mind tried to untangle the complicated web of thoughts and emotions that had suddenly enveloped my entire being and utterly consumed me.

Of course, all of my dreams revolved around a singular theme: Blair cheating on me and fucking other men. One right after another. A dirty whore in an orgy of cocks, swimming across an endless sea of jizz.

A little after midnight, I awoke with the stiffest boner I could ever remember having and went to the bathroom to try to uh, relieve the pressure, if you know what I mean.

“Dreaming about me, were you?”

Hand to god, I nearly had a heart attack. I really think I just narrowly missed the big one there. For a moment, I thought my heart had stopped beating completely and was ready to meet the reaper. But the moment passed and ultimately I was fine. Or, as fine as I could be under the circumstances.

Blair was sitting at the kitchen table in the dark. A glass of red wine sat on the table in front of her. A near-empty bottle sat just next to it.

“Jesus, Blair. You nearly scared me to death. I swear one of these days you will give me a heart attack. What the hell are you doing down here? It’s almost one o’clock!”

For some reason I was whispering even though we were both wide awake and had no kids. It was just us in the house which suddenly felt very large, cold, and empty.

“I know what time it is,” she said coldly. “I couldn’t sleep. So, I decided to come down and have some wine to try to relax and that’s when I heard you talking in your sleep. About me.”

“About you?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Yes. Me,” she said with a smile. “What were you dreaming about?”

I looked away and lied.

“I don’t remember.”

She looked at me and stared into my soul, she was searching me and she knew something. It was all over her face.

“What?” I asked. I was getting annoyed and was still a little groggy from my slumber.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, suddenly acting all innocent and cute. But I wasn’t buying it.

“No way, tell me. What do you think you heard?”

She took a long drink from her wine glass and then stood up and shed her robe. She was completely naked underneath. My cock, which had been in the process of deflating suddenly began to get hard again. A torturous dance.

“Oh I don’t think, Mark. I know. And I know I heard you saying, ‘Oh Blair, that’s it baby. Suck his dick. Suck all their dicks. You dirty, little slut…’”

She stopped when she got to where I was standing and there I was, in nothing but boxers and again with nowhere to hide my erection from her curious stare. She reached down and flicked the head of my cock with her thumb and index finger.

“Whose cock was I sucking, Mark? Because, something tells me it wasn’t yours, was it?”

I pulled away from her and again got defensive.

“Alright, so what? Big deal. I can’t control my dreams. And I think it makes sense given the fucking circumstances, don’t you?”

Blair smiled.

“Oh it’s not a big deal at all. I guess. And I agree, the dream isn’t what’s interesting to me.”

“Oh really? And what is then?”

She bit her bottom lip and started gently touching herself between her legs.

“Mmm, it was that you seemed to be enjoying it. A lot. And hearing you talk like that, well...it made me pretty excited too, feel…”

She grabbed my hand and placed it on her wet cunt and urged me to slip a finger inside.

I didn’t want to. But I could help it. And I gave in to my baser impulses once again.

Holy shit was she wet. And warm. And velvety. I stuck a second finger in and then a third and she let out a soft gasp.

“Mmm, Mark,” she moaned. “The thought of me with another man really turns you on, doesn’t it?” She opened her eyes and stared right at me with another knowing smile.

As I fingered her, she reached into my boxers and wrapped her hand around my pulsing cock once again and began to stroke me.

Though I refused to answer her directly, my erection and the fact that I wasn’t telling her to stop spoke volumes.

“It does, doesn’t it? You like the idea of your sweet, innocent little wife fucking someone else behind your back? I can see it in your eyes. You're confused by it. But you like it, don’t you?”

Then she leaned in closer and put her mouth up to my ear.

“It’s ok, Mark. I can feel how hard it’s making you. Let’s just explore this together and see where it leads. I know you’re dying to hear more about me and Evan, isn’t that right?”

She dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled my boxers down around my pale ankles.

“Blaire, stop this. What are you doing?”

“What does it look like? I’m gonna suck this hard cock of yours and tell you more about what Evan did to me. I’m going to torture you with the hot details until you bust another big load for me.”

She opened her mouth and started sucking on my cock.

“Wait, stop. We still haven’t even finished talking about this and what it means for us,” I started to protest but she was barely listening. She began playfully slapping my cock on her cheek and teasing it with her fingernails while she worked the bottom of my shaft and down to my balls.

I must admit, two times in a matter of hours was something we hadn’t done in many years and although we technically hadn’t even really had sex, this was about as kinky and wild as we’d ever gotten and so it was difficult not to get caught up in the excitement and novelty of the whole thing.

It was futile to resist.

Long story short, I let her sit there and suck my cock and tell me more of her story.

“This is exactly how I sucked Evan’s dick,” she whispered before taking me back into her mouth.

I closed my eyes and let the sensation of her wet, warm mouth wash over me.

“Blaire,” I tried once more to cut in and restore some sanity to the situation but she only shook her head at me.

“You didn’t want to talk tonight. So fine. No talking. That’s for the morning,” she said.

Then she took all of me into her mouth. All the way to the base of my shaft. Something she’d never even attempted before and she held it there for several minutes before she pulled her mouth off and spat on my cock. She began jerking me off, using her own spit as lube.

Then something inside me snapped. A switch flipped. Whatever you want to call it. Why was I being so passive?

I pulled my cock away from her and pulled her onto her feet and pushed her towards the back of the couch.

“Bend over,” I said.

Blair squealed with delight and did as I said, she looked back at me and smiled that wicked smile.

“What are you gonna do?” she asked.

“I’m gonna fuck the shit out you,” I said, “like the filthy slut that you are.”

“Fuck yes!” Blair said, and slapped her wet pussy with her hand, begging me to come get some.

“I’ve never seen you like this, Mark. It’s fucking sexy as hell,” she said turning back and kissing me as I entered her from behind.

“Fuck thats wet,” I whispered in her ear.

“Yeah it is, I’m so wet right now,” she said. “That’s it, fuck me. Oh yes, Mark! Fuck me.”

I could tell she was already close to orgasm and if I’d had time to think just then I would have probably wondered when in the hell was the last time I’d actually accomplished that feat and then gotten really depressed when I realized that it was a pathetically long time ago. Thankfully, however, I didn’t have time and I didn’t wonder that at all. Because it was just then that Blair started turning mind to other, darker places with her dirty talk.

“You wanna hear more while you fuck me?”

I only grunted in response and pounded harder.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said. “You want to hear what Evan did to me with his big, fat…”

All of a sudden it was over for me.

I lost all control of my body and I was spewing every last drop of sperm I had deep inside her.

“Holy shit, fuck! I’m coming!” I yelled, my voice echoing into the foyer.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “it’s so warm inside me, mmmm,” she looked back at me and smiled. She leaned up to kiss me and I turned my cheek at the last second so that she missed my lips and settled for an awkward pec somewhere near my jawline.

She turned around and held my rapidly deflating cock in her hand and stroked it.

“What the hell has gotten into you, Mark? You really like all this, don’t you? You didn’t even let me finish my story before you --”

I pulled away from her and started to get dressed, picking my clothes up over by the couch I had just been sleeping on.

“Don’t you wanna hear how it ended?”

“No, actually Blair. I don’t. I’m not interested in hearing any more from you,” I said as angrily as I could muster.

“Oh really?” she scoffed.

I laid back down on the couch and turned on the television and turned up the volume.

“Maybe tomorrow then,” she said, barely audible to me. “I can tell you all about what Evan did with his big, --”

I turned up the volume and pulled a pillow over my head. That was sufficient enough to drown out whatever came out of her mouth next.

After a few minutes, I dared to take off the pillow and turn around and mercifully, Blair was gone. And so was the wine glass and the rest of the bottle.

What the hell was happening? Who was this woman? What happened to my wife? What happened to our marriage?

My thoughts swirled in another vortex as I finally drifted off into a very uneasy sleep.


Chapter Three

I tossed and turned the rest of the night but managed to squeeze in a few hours of decent enough sleep that I didn’t feel like complete shit the next morning. That is of course, until I remembered the events of the previous day. There were maybe thirty seconds where I’d completely forgotten any of it ever happened and I think it was the most blissful thirty seconds of my life.

But then, it all came crashing back down on me as the memories of the previous twenty-four hours flooded my brain with feelings of anger, jealousy, lust, confusion, terror, sadness, and horniness.

“Morning,” Blair said, again almost giving me another heart attack although this particular fright was quite a bit less severe than the night before. She was sipping her morning coffee and had her curly hair up in a bun. She was wearing the same robe as the night before and it appeared she was once again wearing absolutely nothing under it.

This was quite a rare sight as it was the weekend and Blair never woke up before nine o’clock unless she was absolutely required to. By the clock in the kitchen, it was just past seven.

“What are you doing up?” I asked, stretching my arms over my head and yawning.

“Because, I think...well, I think we need to talk. Like really talk,” she said. And perhaps it was the light of day or maybe it was the little bit of time and distance between the events of the previous night and that morning, but suddenly she seemed all at once like my wife again. There was my sweet, innocent Blair. And I thought perhaps, there was just a hint of remorse and sorry in those big, blue eyes of hers. I shook my head and sighed heavily.

“Uh, yeah no shit we need to talk. That’s what I tried to do last night before you --”

She held up a hand and cut me off mid sentence which I absolutely hated. But I hated even more what she said next.

“Let’s not bring up what happened last night, Mark. I don’t want you going and getting all excited again on me,” she said as that same wicked smile from the night before stretched across her plump red lips. And just like that, my sweet, innocent Blair was gone and a strange woman was sitting in her place at the table.

I got up and poured myself some coffee and decided not to take the bait.

“Fine. Let’s talk,” I said and sat down across from her at the table.

“You first,” she said, taking another sip from her steaming mug.

I scoffed.

Me? Ok, fine. That’s how you wanna play it? Fine.

“Well, for starters it feels like well, I don’t even know who you are any more. I mean, I see my wife, but I don’t recognize the person who is suddenly inhabiting her body. I mean, it’s just...where did all this come from? How could I have possibly seen this coming? I feel completely and totally blind sided. I mean, you betrayed me - us. I don’t even know who you are any more. Plain and simple.”

Blair took a deep breath and folded her arms.

“I should have come to you first. I get it, I heard you, and I’m sorry I didn’t talk to you first. I shouldn’t have done something like this behind your back. It was wrong.”

She sounded and looked genuinely contrite once more.

But I was skeptical.

And with good reason because just then her expression changed. The old jekyll and hide trick it seemed. Once more, the wicked smile returned and she clicked her tongue.

“But you know, while we're on that subject. I think I could say the same thing about you, Mark.”

“What? What do you mean? What are you talking about?”

“Well, I mean I feel like I don’t know you anymore either. I mean I never knew you’d be so into me slutting myself out for other men. It’s pretty raunchy, you know? The man who is sitting across the table from me right now seems like a complete stranger to me when I think about how hard you got, not once, but twice, when I started telling you all about how --”

“Alright, alright. Enough. You made your point,” I said, waving my hand and cutting her off. “So, alright. Then what? Where does all this leave us?” I asked and folded my arms.

Blair took a deep breath and thought for a moment.

“Well, it leaves us in no-man’s land. We’re marooned at sea. Lost in the desert. We are wandering across unfamiliar terrain. So, I’d like to propose a solution,” she sounded confident and as if she’d given all this a fair bit of thought which made me a little more than uneasy. Just how long had she been thinking about all this anyway? But nonetheless, I nodded for her to continue on.

“I’d like to continue doing this. Fucking other men. Whenever it pleases me. And we stay together, no divorce, no separation, no separate rooms. Nothing. Everything else stays the same.”

She sat back in her chair and watched me. I waited a moment, expecting there to be some sort of quid pro quo in which I would at least receive some sort of benefit from the whole arrangement but after a while it became clear that she was done speaking.

“That’s it? That’s the solution? You just keep cheating on me and I’m what, ok with it because we’ll stay married?! Are you nuts?!”

She smiled again and I’ll be honest I was really getting sick of seeing it at this point.

“Don’t be ridiculous. It wouldn’t be cheating. You’d know about it and you’d consent to it. How could that be cheating?”

“And why the hell would I want to do that? I don’t get anything out of it. No thanks.”

“Well, Mark. I don’t think you would...but that cock of yours?” She raised her eyebrows at me and seemed to stare right through the table at my junk which was, you guessed it, getting harder by the second as Blair described this ridiculous, dirty deal of hers.

“Yeah, your dick won’t be able to resist,” she said, “and plus, I wouldn’t say you don’t get anything out of it. You get your sluttly little wife fulfilling those dirty fantasies of yours. And all the wild sex that follows in their wake.”

I shook my head, not wanting to believe what she was saying was true, but in that moment I was so tired and worn down that all the bullshit just faded away and I saw the truth for what it was: this might be the only way for us to move forward. But I didn’t want to say that out loud and admit it to myself or Blair.

“I want to be a hotwife,” she said.

“I’m sorry, a what?”

“A hotwife. Look it up. It’s a thing people do.”

I frowned.

“Okay, it’s basically a woman who is married but also plays around with other guys but with her husband’s support and encouragement. That last part is crucial.”

Again, my gut reaction was something like, Well, ok then. I guess we’ll do it because it’s the only way forward that doesn’t immediately lead to a messy divorce and lots of unwanted social anxiety around our friends and family. We’ll probably end up there anyway but hey, worth a shot to buy us some more time. Now, finish telling me that story and let’s fuck.

But I didn’t dare say any of that out loud. It went against every social convention and norm that I knew. My mind was preconditioned to resist this kind of thing and so it was fighting like hell to wriggle free of my dick’s thinking.

“Finish telling me the story then. About Evan,” I said.

Blair looked surprised. Like she couldn’t believe I hadn’t immediately shot the idea down. But still, she shook her head no.

“You have to say it first, Mark. If you don’t say it, you can’t have it. I need your support and encouragement, otherwise the whole thing falls apart.”

I hung my head. She had me. And she knew it. And I was powerless to resist her.

So, I said it.

“Alright, fine. I’m in.”

Again, she shook her head no.

“No, no Mark. That’s a good start and I’m glad you’re in. But that’s not it. I want to hear you tell me you want me to be your hotwife. Tell me you support and encourage me.”

Fuck. I was supposed to be mad. Enraged. Beyond upset. If I had any balls I would have kicked her out or left the second she told me about her transgression. But I didn’t. I stayed and I listened to her tell me about it. And I got off on it. What the fuck was wrong with me?

But I didn’t know what else to do.

So, I said that too.

“Blair, I want you to be my hotwife and I will support and encourage you,” I said, defeated but also incredibly horny. What a pathetic site I must have been.

“Is that what you wanted to hear from me?” I asked, finally daring to make eye contact with her again.

Her eyes were aflame with lust and passion.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she said. I could tell she had started playing with herself beneath the table. I could hear her sloshing around in her wet pussy. “Hear how wet it’s making me?”

I nodded. It sounded like wet macaroni and it was turning me on beyond description.

“I can’t stop thinking about the other night,” she said, closing her eyes, “with Evan. I never finished telling you my story. You wanted to hear the rest, right?”

I nodded.

“Bring your cock over here and let me stroke it for you while I tell you the rest. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” she said. And I did as I was told. She reached out and snatched my cock and began stroking it with ferocity.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

It was what I wanted and I was powerless to fight the feeling any longer. I was the type of person who never did drugs. I didn’t like that feeling of losing control. Sure, I’d have the occasional drink or two, but never to excess. Not being sober just scared me. But this feeling I had right now? It was what I imagine a powerful first experience with a drug must feel like. I could feel the warmth in my brain, the easing of my muscles, the almost euphoric sensation that was overtaking my entire being.

Somewhere, that part of me that hated losing control was screaming out to stop. But whatever this new “drug” I’d just consumed was, well, it was too powerful and it drowned that part of me out. And down the rabbit hole I went.

“You know what I didn’t get to tell you before, Mark? Well, I never described Evan to you, did I?”

I shook my head no, she hadn’t mentioned what he looked like. She smiled and caressed my cock, rubbing the head with the palm of her hand.

“Well, he was tall. Much taller than you. And he was so big and muscular. He had these giant biceps and when I took his shirt off, well let’s just say abs for days. So sexy.”

The description was getting me even harder. Her words, helping me envision the man who had taken my wife from me, was sending me into overdrive.

“Oh, and he was black. He had this big, beautiful black cock. As soon as I pulled off his pants and laid eyes on it, I fell in love. With his dick, I mean. Not him.”

Wait? What did she just say?

I don’t know why, but I was not expecting that. Not that I cared, didn’t matter to me, but something about that little detail made it a bit hotter. Thinking about the contrast of their skin, the size of his cock with Blair’s tiny hand wrapped around it. I pictured her wedding ring.

“Holy shit, Mark! Did your dick just get bigger? I’ve never seen you this hard and swollen before,” she whispered.

I looked down and she was right. My dick was totally engorged and throbbing. Now, it wasn’t like I’d suddenly added two inches or anything. But maybe a half-inch? I don’t know. But I wasn’t going to question it either. It felt amazing.

“I mean, it’s still nowhere near as big as Evan’s but wow. This is hot. Does it turn you on even more knowing that he was black? Are you thinking about what my tiny mouth looked like, sucking on his big, black cock?”

My dick and balls ached from the intensity of the feelings I was experiencing. I winced and nodded in the affirmative. I couldn’t explain it, but like I said, I wasn’t about to analyze anything too deeply in that moment so I just whispered yes. Picturing Blair on her knees, cheating on me and worshipping a giant, black dick just sent me into overdrive.

“Mmm, good,” she said, still stroking my rock hard prick, now using both hands to jerk it off. “Because, I think if we’re going to do this...well, I only want to cheat on you with BBC.”

“BBC?” I asked, not quite following.

“Yeah. Big. Black. Cock.” she looked up at me with a devilish grin. “I fell in love with it that night and I think I might be addicted now. It’s all I think about now and I’m going crazy waiting to have some again…”

She opened her mouth and began to gently suck and moan on my fleshy pole.

After a moment she looked up at me and smiled, my dick still in her mouth.

Then she took it out.

“Is that alright with you, Mark?” she asked, tugging gently on me.

I was ready to explode and gritting my teeth to try to hold myself in check.

“Yes,” I grunted through clenched teeth. My jaw was starting to hurt.

“Mmm, good,” she said as she flicked out her pink tongue and ran it along the length of my shaft and back again before taking me back into her mouth completely.

That little slut. She had me and she knew it. And she knew the best time to act was when I was hard and hopeless to think with anything but my dick. But I didn’t give a fuck just then. I could only think of one thing.

I yanked Blair onto her feet.

“Bend the fuck over,” I said, and she giggled with delight and did exactly that, folding at her waist and bending over one of the kitchen chairs.

Just as I was preparing to enter her from behind, she pushed back on me and stopped me. Suddenly she was back in control of the situation.

“Wait,” she said, looking back at my dick and then up at my face.

“What?” I asked impatiently, my hand wrapped firmly around my throbbing dick.

She turned around to face me and slapped my hand away from my cock. It didn’t hurt much, but it stung and shocked me a little. But I kind of liked it.

“I still haven’t finished telling you my story. And I want to finish it. Don’t you want to be a good boy and listen to me?”

I nodded and started to reach for my cock again.

She slapped my paw away once more.

“No, no. I want to finish and I don’t want you to come before I finish getting it all out. Every last, little, sexy detail.”

So, I listened once more and did as I was told and refrained, despite the high degree of difficulty, from stroking it while she spoke.

Blair watched me for a moment to make sure my hand didn’t drift back to where it didn’t belong and then smirked and patted me on the head.

“Good boy,” she said, “Now, where was I?” I watched as she slid her red panties to the side and slipped a single finger inside her dripping slit. Her head dropped back between her shoulders and she let out a soft moan, hardly audible.

I could hear the squashing and squishing noises as she reached deeper and deeper inside herself and wiggled around. Her body rose and fell, heavy with breath, and tightened and relaxed with each thrust and retreat. She was really working herself up into a frenzy when her head finally snapped back up and she opened her eyes, locking them to mine.

“You were telling me about when you first saw his dick, how you fell in love with it, how --”

“That’s right, thank you,” she whispered and closed her eyes again and slipped a second finger in alongside the first.

“Oh god, I was such a dirty, little slut, Mark. I lost all control when I saw it. It felt so wrong and bad but it was so bad it was good, you know what I mean?”

I nodded my head enthusiastically in response. Yes, yes. I knew exactly what she meant. I was experiencing that very feeling at that very moment.

“I got right to my knees and began stroking and admiring his dick. It was so, massive. I was a little frightened at first, scared. But it was just so powerful and manly that I couldn’t resist it either. It was like it was calling to me. My pussy was getting so wet just staring at it.”

“Finally, I opened my mouth and I could barely get past the head. It was so thick and long. It filled my whole mouth up until I thought my cheeks were going to rip.”

I took a hard swallow and looked down at my dick. It was just begging to be touched. But I held my resolve and hung on her every word.

Blair looked at my dick and then back up at me and I could see how much she was enjoying having this control over me. She was getting off on this whole thing just as much as I was. It was scary and also incredibly hot in that moment.

I couldn’t take the silence and anticipation anymore and so I had to ask.

“And then what happened?” but as I asked, my trembling hand crept involuntarily towards my dick and Blair caught me. She slapped it away and wagged a finger in my face.

“Naughty boy,” she said. “Well, after I sucked and slurped on his massive cock for a while, he pulled me to my feet, picked me up, and tossed me on the bed. I felt so small in his hands, he was so powerful, you know? Then he spread my legs wide and went down on me, it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, Mark. Definitely better than anything you’ve ever done for me,” she said, suddenly staring daggers at me. Her face eventually softened before she continued on.

“His long, expert tongue had me screaming and coming so hard within a few minutes. I was so wet and turned on that I was grabbing and tearing at the sheets, screaming for him to just fuck me!”

That was when she grabbed hold of my cock and squeezed. It was so hard it almost hurt. Then she got right up in my face so I could feel her breath and she smiled at me.

“Let’s play a little game,” she whispered, still holding firmly to my cock. “I’m going to tell you what Evan did to me with that big, meaty cock of his and I’m going to let you play with yours,” she looked down at my dick and seemed suddenly disgusted by it as she let it drop from her hand. She went back to playing with herself.

“But,” she said, “you can’t stop stroking the whole time. You have to last until I’m finished? Got that? If you can last the whole time without stopping and without coming, well, then you get to fuck me. How’s that sound?”

It sounded pretty great to me.

“Great,” I said, gritting my teeth, my hand once again hovering over my hard cock. She held up a finger indicating me to wait until she gave the word.

She grabbed my hand by the wrist and moved it closer to my dick so that it was almost but not quite touching the shaft.

“Ready...set…” she took a pause for dramatic effect and then said, “Go.”

She placed my hand on my dick and I started stroking, careful to be soft and slow to start. I had no idea how longer her story would last and I didn’t want to blow it.

“So I was begging for him to fuck me, like I said. And he stood up and took his cock in his hand and started slapping it against my pussy. It was so big, when he slapped it on me it went up on my stomach almost past my belly button,” she said with wonder and amazement.

I pictured what that must have looked like, a big, dark stick situated between my wife’s legs, pointing towards her chin as it thudded against her soft, milky skin and almost reached her navel.

“He started teasing me with it, really driving me wild. He rubbed it against my clit and slapped it hard into my pussy. The weight of it smacking against me was almost enough to make me come,” she said.

“And then what happened?” I asked, stroking a little faster.

She raised her eyebrows as if to say, you have no idea. Then she shut her eyes tightly and exhaled.

“Then he changed my life forever,” she said and it was like a dagger through the heart. A painful reminder of the reality of our situation. But the pain wasn’t strong enough to overcome my arousal and so I pushed it aside and instead focused on how hot it was hearing about the exact moment that my wife had turned into a greedy, cock-hungry, little slut by a perfect stranger and his big, black cock.

She continued.

“It hurt at first,” she said, “but I liked it. I never knew what hurt so good really meant, but now I do. That feeling of being stretched...oh my god, it was like...I can’t really describe it. When he was a quarter of the way in, I started having second thoughts and I was going to ask him to stop so I could gather myself but…” she stopped short and looked away.

“But what?” I asked.

She started to smile as she recalled the events of that fateful night. It seemed reliving this indiscretion of hers was really turning her on as I watched her thinking and fingering herself and playing with her clit.

“But then he kept going and pushed on past the pain, inch by inch he entered me until he was about halfway inside. I could feel him filling me up and I loved it, Mark, I loved it.”

I swallowed hard, pushing away any feelings of anger or jealousy or hurt and just focused on the pure, carnal lust and the aroused bliss it was bringing me.

“And then what?”

“Then, he just shoved the rest inside me all in one go and took my fucking breath away. I came so hard and so loud that I thought I was going to go blind and deaf from the intensity of it all. Being so stretched and so full was the greatest thing I’d ever felt, my wet, hot cunt just took every inch of him like it was designed to do just that - I just never knew I could handle so much...cock. It was the best….”

My body started to betray me as it tensed up and my breath quickened. I lost all control. This sexy, dirty, little slut in front of me who was somehow also my wife, the sweet, innocent woman I married over seven years ago, taunting me and telling me how much she was forever changed by cheating on me was just too much for me to handle anymore and I started to come.

Explode is more like it actually.

Blair recognized what was happening and wrestled my cock away from me as she got on her knees just below it and jerked it to completion all over her angelic face.

“That’s it, Mark, come for me. Come all over my face, make me feel like the fucking slut that I am! Ooooh it’s so warm, fuck yes!”

I unleashed on her, dousing her with my seed, sending a river of come spilling over her forehead, down her nose, and across her cheeks. She tried the best she could to scoop gobs of it into her mouth so she could taste me. Then she swallowed it and licked her tiny fingers clean to show me what a good girl she was.

“Well, looks like I win. Mmmm, Mark. I love this new you,” she said, standing up and giving me a peck on the cheek. I could smell my bittersweet come on her breath and face and it sent a tingle down my spine.

My cock actually started to get hard again and this time I did not feel the crashing low, the agonizing come-down from the day before. I felt strangely ok and still very much aroused. Blair looked down at my hardening cock and raised an eyebrow at me.

I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Not right then. She was right. Our sex-life was nonexistant before and now...well, it was on steroids and I didn’t want to worry about what the long-term implications might be or how it might impact our lives in the future. I just wanted to lace ‘em up and swing for the fences. So, as my cock hardened to steel once more, I pounced and we were all over each other.


Chapter Four

After the raucous and debaucherous start to our Saturday things just seemed to...go back to normal if you can believe it. We had sex twice more and then went about our day as if nothing at all was different about us or our relationship. As if we didn’t just spend the morning, in the kitchen, fantasizing and roleplaying about Blair becoming a hotwife. It wasn’t brought up again for the rest of the day. It wasn’t even alluded to or hinted at. Blair went to the gym and to the store to get stuff for dinner and I went to the hardware store for paint and supplies to fix and replace a squeaky door in one of the upstairs guest rooms.

Then we cleaned up, made dinner, got into our comfy clothes and spent the night on the couch watching a movie. It was almost like a regular, old-us, kind of Saturday night. For the rest of that day, things were just normal and I’d almost completely forgotten all about the events of that morning and the previous day. As far as I could tell, Blair had too.

After the movie, it was up to bed, a kiss goodnight, an exchange of I love you and that was that. We slept soundly in each other’s arms for the rest of the night and I don’t think either of us stirred the entire time. As I drifted off to sleep that night I found myself wondering if perhaps, just maybe, this would be the end of it. Perhaps Blair had gotten it out of her system and that was all she’d needed to do. Perhaps we could go back to the way things were, to the old us. I was also conflicted about how that idea made me feel. On the one hand, I hoped like hell it was true. But on the other, the more devious hand, I found myself desperately hoping it wasn’t and my cock began to harden once more as I closed my eyes for the night and drifted off into a deep, deep sleep.

Everything evaporated, however, the following morning. Or more like went up in smoke to put a finer point on it. I awoke to find my arms empty and Blair nowhere to be seen. It was early too and as I mentioned before, she never under any circumstances, woke up early on the weekend. This was now two mornings in a row and it was quite alarming.

“I’m in the office,” I heard her call from down the hall almost as if she’d sensed my alarm and wanted to make sure I knew there was absolutely nothing at all to be worried about. Only, as I would come to find out in a matter of seconds, there was plenty for me to be alarmed about. I threw the sheets of my tired body and slowly, painfully got out of bed and heard more than a few things crack throughout my body as I stretched and groaned and tried not to pull anything. I plodded down the hallway and into the office.

“Morning, baby,” she said without looking away from the computer screen. She seemed wholly engrossed in whatever it was she was viewing just then. As I approached, she held up her mug, steam rising, and offered it to me.

“Coffee?” she asked. I took it from her and took a small sip before I involuntarily peered over her shoulder to see what she was looking at. And I almost spit it right out.

Dick pics. Tons of them. Covering the screen. All big. All black. Girthy, veiny, triumphant, and in your face. I almost dropped the mug on the floor and spilled coffee all over our new white rug. With shaky hands, I placed the cup down on the desk next to the computer. I wanted to look away, to scream, to run, but for some reason, I couldn’t do any of that. All I could do was stare.

“Sexy, right?” she said, finally looking up at my shocked face.

“What? What the hell is this?” I said, finally managing to coax some words out of my shocked brain.

“What does it look like?” she asked in response as if I was the dumbest person alive. It was obvious afterall. She pointed to the upper right hand corner of the screen. Quickly, I pieced together that she was on some adult hookup sight and it appeared she’d already created an account and was receiving tons of “matches” flooding into her inbox by the minute. And no wonder, she was quite beautiful. My pants tightened a bit as I imagined just what kind of photos of herself she’d been sending and what she’d advertised she was looking for.

“Tryna find me a stud to fuck,” she said in a funny voice and very, very proudly. Almost as if, I too, should be proud of her initiative.

Things all of a sudden got way too real for me in that moment and I lost it a little bit.

“Wait...wait, what?! You weren’t serious were you? Like, it was just a fun fantasy or whatever, you didn’t mean...you didn’t mean we’d actually do this...in real life, right?”

Blair raised an eyebrow but didn’t answer me verbally. Although it was clear she was being serious.

“Right?” I said, although I knew the truth.

“Oh, no. I was serious, Mark. And I think you know that you were too. Don’t fight it. Just lean into it like you did yesterday. You so want me to have a big, black dick inside me. And you want to hear all about it. That tent in your pants tells me all I need to know,” she said, reaching out and flicking at the bulge in my pants.

I tried to back away but she had me. She was right. And I had nowhere to hide. I thought for a moment and then had a wicked idea of my own. One we hadn’t quite discussed, at least not outright. But I had to have it. It was the only way.

“Okay, fine,” I said and watched as Blair’s face lit up. “But. I have one condition.”

“And what’s that, Mark?”

“I want to watch,” I said.

“You what?” she asked, not quite believing what her ears had heard. It felt nice to have the element of surprise and the upper hand for once. “How are we going to do that?”

I shrugged and pointed at the screen.

“Guess you’ll have to find a stud to fuck who’s cool with me watching,” I said. Picking up the coffee and taking a smug sip.

She smiled and then leapt up from the chair, nearly tackling me to the ground and we were at each other once more.

While she climbed on top and rode my dick with her wet slit, she looked down at me and smiled.

“So, you really wanna watch?”

I nodded.

“You think you can handle watching me ride him? Bouncing my ass all over his big, black dick?”

Gulp.

“Because that’s what I’m gonna do and you won’t be able to stop me our touch me, you’ll just have to sit there and watch like a good boy.”

“Can I touch myself?” I asked, unsure why I wanted her permission, but for some reason I did.

She smiled at the question, relishing the power she held over me.

“Are you really going to let me - us - do this?” For the first time in this whole process she seemed like she was genuinely interested and would perhaps actually listen to me if I said no.

But I was too far gone. I was in. Or so I thought. And so I nodded once more.

“If I can watch, I’m in.”

“I love you,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss me.

“I love you too,” I said and kissed her back.

Soon, I exploded inside her and we laid on the floor of the office together for a while without saying a word. I smiled listening to the sound of her breath and watching the rise and fall of her chest and I squeezed her tightly to my side.

We were going to do this. We were really going to do this.


Chapter Five

Monday morning came and I found myself at my desk, studiously working away, when I received a text from Blair around eleven o’clock.

Found him. Can you come home for lunch?

I couldn’t believe it. My entire body went numb. Already? That was much faster than I’d assumed it would take. I figured several weeks, if not months, of searching would be necessary to convince and secure the ideal candidate. But apparently Blair had it all nailed down in a little over twenty-four hours.

My heart was raising and I felt as if there was a large, wide lump in the middle of my throat. I began to sweat nervously and suddenly found myself in a panic. This was happening too fast. It was all much too soon. I needed more time. Did I even really want this? Was I going crazy?

I tried to distract myself with work but found it nearly impossible to focus on anything but the text Blair had just sent and I decided I simply could not wait until lunch to go home and find out what was going on. I made up some excuse to my boss and slipped out the side door and made for home.

I was in such a tizzy that I forgot to even respond to her message. But I needed to get home and talk to her in person and convince her to be a little more patient. We didn’t need to rush this. We could take our time and make sure everything was perfect.

When I pulled into the driveway I nearly drove straight through the garage door. I was in such a frantic hurry. I slammed on the breaks just in time as the car screeched to a stop. I rushed inside and the house was quiet.

“Blair?” I called out. No one answered. “Hello? Blair?”

Still nothing.

I approached the steps and heard something. It was Blair’s voice but I couldn’t make it out. As I climbed higher and higher and entered the hallway, it became more clear. She was moaning and talking dirty. My body went ice cold and I felt myself getting angry.

What the hell? She couldn’t even wait for me to respond? He’s already here and their already fucking?

I was ready to fly off the handle and end our marriage right then and there. No more. I’d been a fool to entertain such thoughts. I could no longer trust her and we had to part ways. There was no getting around it now.

I crept up to the office to find the door cracked about a centimeter. Her moans reached a crescendo as prepared to open the door.

“Mmm, fuck yeah. That’s so hot. Yeah, I want that big, fat cock in me. Oh it looks so good, mmmm…”

I burst into the room just then.

“Blair! What the hell do you think you’re do --” I stopped short and immediately felt like a damned fool. She was alone in the room, two fingers in her wet cunt. I looked at the computer in front of her and saw some interracial porn playing. I turned scarlet red as Blair turned around in shock and slight embarrassment.

She let out a nervous laugh.

“Mark? What the hell. What are you doing home? It’s not lunch time yet...is it?”

“I don’t know, I saw your text and I guess I just...I panicked and I thought…” I didn’t know what else to say.

“You didn’t think --” she said.

“I don’t know what I was thinking. But I do know one thing. We need to talk,” I said.

She raised a seductive eyebrow in my direction then looked at my crotch.

“You sure you wanna talk? Or do you wanna fuck?”

I looked down and once again tried to hide my shame. Hard as a damn rock. But my erection didn’t quite match the mood in my head. I was spiraling downward and needed to pump the breaks on this whole situation.

“No, I don’t want to fuck,” I said, hardly believing it myself.

“Really? Because that bulge in your pants says otherwise,” she stood and got right in my face, “did hearing me get off and begging for some big, black dick get you all turned on, Mark? Because I’m all riled up and ready to go.”

She went to grab at my dick and I gently pushed her hand away.

Then she tried again and I let her grab hold. I was powerless again as I imagined her lowering herself down onto a big, dark pole as she locked eyes with me and smiled that wicked, slutty smile she’d recently developed and it was all over.

Within seconds we were all over each other and fucking like wild animals on the office floor.

After that, we moved down the hall to the bedroom and went for round two.

. . .

“Shouldn’t you get back to work?” Blair asked, tracing a line down my chest with her fingernail. She was probably right, but post-orgasm I was feeling those crushing blues again and my desire to pump the brakes had come back in full force.

I turned to face her and took a deep breath.

“We still need to talk,” I said.

Blair’s face fell and I could see she was hoping I’d forgotten about it and moved on.

“Let me guess,” she said, “you think we’re moving too fast, right?”

Wow, she already knew. It made me a little worried but also relieved.

I took a deep breath.

“Well, yes. Exactly. When you texted me a little bit ago, I’ll be honest. I started freaking out. I guess I thought it would take a lot longer. That we’d have time to ease into the whole thing. I really didn’t think you’d be able to find the perfect guy so quickly,” I said.

“Well, Mark...I kind of felt the same way. I didn’t think it would be this easy either...but,” she bit her bottom lip and looked off in the distance, “I found the perfect guy. He’s so hot and polite. And…”

“And what?” I asked, prompting her to continue.

“Well, he’s got the most important thing of all...a huge black cock. Oh my god. He sent me pictures and it’s even bigger than Evan’s. I couldn’t believe it. I was practically drooling when I saw it.”

She was suddenly very excited and animated and...sexy. Even though I didn’t want to admit it. But it hurt like hell to see her like that.

She continued on.

“And he’s done this kind of thing before.”

“This kind of thing?”

“Yeah, with other couples. Like us. So he’s like experienced or whatever and totally fine with you being in the room watching.”

“Other couples? You mean?”

“Yeah, apparently this kind of thing is pretty common I guess.”

For some reason that made me a little more comfortable and I calmed down a bit. But I still wasn’t ready to take the leap and throw caution to the wind.

“I don’t know,” I said, “Blair, I’m just a little uncomfortable. How do we know he’s real and not just some weirdo playing make believe on the internet or worse, some psychopath?”

She put her hand on my forearm.

“Mark, it’s fine. Trust me. We exchanged pictures and messages and he’s totally legit. He’s a nice guy, not a psychopath.”

“Pictures?”

“Well yeah, I mean I had to let him check out the goods so he could tell I was legit too,” she said, a sultriness in her voice.

For some reason, this was more than I could handle in that moment. And I finally snapped a little.

“Are you kidding me?! You know what. I can’t do this,” I said, getting up from the bed. I started putting my clothes back on getting ready to head back to work. “You’re just a cheating, filthy slut Blair and you’re only toying with my emotions and preying on my...you’re just using me to get what you want.”

Blair was stunned into silence by my outburst.

“You know what? Fine. Have fun with your new fuck buddy. Fuck him tonight for all I care. Invite him over to sleep in our bed! I won’t be here. I’m done with this!”

I threw my hands up in the air and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind me and not bothering to wait and see if Blair had any kind of response or reassurance to offer. I was seeing red and needed to get out of there.

As I drove back to work. I broke down in tears. Our marriage was beyond saving. Blair had turned into this insatiable little slut and clearly, I would never be enough for her. In fact, it was quite clear I never had been. There was nothing left to do but call the lawyers and initiate a divorce.

And at the time, I thought I meant it. I was done. I was out.

Boy, was I wrong.


Chapter Six

By lunch time I had over twenty missed calls from Blair and I’d let each and every one go to voicemail. I had nothing left to say to her.

I threw myself back into my work and much to my surprise, it worked.

For a time, I forgot all about Blair and our wrecked marriage. I forgot that she had been trolling the internet looking for a big-dicked stud to come fuck her brains out while I watched in the corner like a pathetic loser. I forgot all about everything.

As it was nearing the end of the day, I decided to book a hotel room for the week and I also spent a little time looking up lawyers.

But I didn’t actually go through with contacting any. I decided that the fantasy was hot. No denying it. Theoretically, it would probably be awesome.

But practically? In real life? Not for me. I didn’t care if other couples did it or not. I wasn’t going to join their ranks. I couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

I told myself I just wasn’t cut out for it and even if Blair was, she’d gone behind my back from the jump and I just couldn’t forgive that. The trust was gone.

I finally picked up my phone and decided to text her rather than call. I didn’t want to hear her voice and give her the chance to hypnotize me back or anything like that.

Got a hotel. I’ll be by later to pick up some things. Probably for the best if you’re not there.

She didn’t answer and finally, the phone calls stopped. I felt relieved that perhaps maybe she was finally seeing reason and realizing the same things I was: it was over.

I was hurting, sure. But the clarity helped. We were just not going to make it. And now I could at least start healing.

. . .

At the end of the day, I finally packed up my things and prepared for the long journey home and the mentally taxing task that lay ahead of me both that night and in the near future.

As I reached my car, the sun was already well below the horizon and it was very nearly dark outside. I felt my phone buzz in my pocket and I reached in instinctively to hit the ignore button once more. But then I heard a ding that indicated it was a text message. Shaking, I pulled it out and swiped to unlock the screen and read the text. It was from Blair.

Hey baby. I think you should come home...now

I was confused to say the least. Did she get my text or realize I’d been ignoring her all day? I was only coming home to get some things to live out the week and she had better not be there when I do. Angrily, I fired off a response.

Did you not see my text?

She responded almost instantaneously and my heart began to race as I read her message. There was also an image attached to the message and I almost lost my mind.

I got it. Just thought you’d want to come home for this…

I clicked on the picture to enlarge it and my cock surged to life even though my heart felt like there was a hole in it. It was a selfie-style picture of Blair. In her lingerie. A large, dark arm was wrapped around her neck, holding a cocktail in its hand. I could see the tile of our kitchen floor in the background as my mind raced. Then she sent another message before I could respond.

I’m going to pretend this morning didn’t happen. If you hurry, maybe we’ll wait :)

My cock was harder and bigger than I’d ever felt it and my loins ached with longing. At the same time, my head was ready to explode from a degree of anger I never imagined was possible. I was jealous. Hurt. Shocked. And still, incredibly turned on. I was both fuming and dying to get in my card and relieve the pressure in my pants before I drove home. It was that intense of a feeling.

I got in the car and slammed the door and turned the key to start the ignition. That fucking bitch. That dirty, mischievous, conniving little slut.

“That beautiful goddess,” I whispered as a smile came across my face. The pendulum of my emotions quickly swung back the other way and I found myself desperate to race home and tempt fate. Why not just see what happens? If it sucks and I hate it, divorce is still on the table.

And maybe, just maybe...but I pushed the thoughts away and reversed out of the parking spot and floored it out of the office complex and made for home as quickly as I legally could.

My cock stayed hard the entire drive. At every single stoplight I pulled out my phone and gazed at the picture. My god, it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and my imagination was kicked into overdrive imagining all the lurid possibilities that lay before me.

Then I got another message.

K. Well, haven’t heard from you. So I guess we’ll get started :)

Gulp. My eyes went wide as I read and re-read the message. It felt like my prick was going to rip right on through the fabric of my pants I was so hard. I stomped down on the accelerator and raced home. Again, I had to slam on the brakes to avoid crashing right through the garage door as my car screeched to hald outside our home.

When I got out, I could see the light was on in the kitchen and I could make out two silhouettes cast against the blinds.

“Holy shit,” I whispered and rushed inside.


Chapter Seven

The kitchen was empty when I got inside. Where the hell were they? I didn’t think my heart could beat that fast without me having a heart attack but it was pounding out of my chest with fear and excitement. Then I heard it. That sexy, slutty little giggle of Blair’s. And I could hear music playing somewhere. A strange, hypnotic beat.

“Blair?” I called out.

But no answer.

Then I heard it again.

It was coming from our living room.

“Mmm, yeah, that’s sexy,” someone said. And it wasn’t Blair’s voice. It was a deep, baritone. Clearly belonging to a man.

As I rounded the corner, I stopped dead in my tracks, mouth agape.

There she was. My sweet Blair. My wife. It was one thing to talk about it. It was quite another indeed to actually see it.

I felt a surge of blood rush down to my cock. The force was so powerful I actually winced as my cock lurched in my pants.

Blair was on the floor in front of the couch on her hands and knees, twerking her ass. My eyes traveled up and saw just who she was twerking for.

A large, shirtless man with dark skin and a buzzed head was sitting on our couch, his eyes transfixed on Blair’s ass. He had one of his hands resting gently in his crotch and was lightly massaging himself from outside his pants while he watched. He had a single tattoo on the outside of his left arm and a rippling six pack. There wasn’t an ounce of fat showing, even with him sitting down and leaning over to smack Blair’s ass every so often.

Even across the room, I could make out the outline of his massive bulge and I almost fainted. He locked eyes with me and gave a slight nod before instantly turning his attention back to my wife.

Blair was facing away from him so that her ass was closest to the man and she was now looking right at me and smiling. Then she looked down to my cock and saw how hard I was.

I fucking knew it, she mouthed to me while she danced, her ass moving seductively in rhythm with the beat. She smiled the smile of victory and knew she had won. She had me now. There was no way I could break away from that room. I had to see what was going to unfold. She had control of me and I knew it. She owned me now.

In a panic, I shuffled further into the room. How had this happened? How had I abandoned my resolve so quickly and reversed course? Just how weak-minded was I? Before I could answer or even begin to explore those questions, Blair stopped twerking and stood up. She walked over to me in her sexy lingerie and got right up against my body.

“Hi baby, so glad you made it,” she whispered, reaching down to grab a handful of cock while she stood on her tippy toes to kiss me. Her hair was done and she was wearing makeup that made her look like a classy adult film star and she smelled like the sweetest candy.

“Oh my,” she whispered as she felt my cock. “Someone’s excited.”

I simply nodded and then shifted my gaze again to the man who was sitting on the couch. He was watching us intently and again gave a slight nod, this time offering a friendly smile. I smiled back and gave a small, dumb wave.

“Oh, how silly of me. Mark, come here. There’s someone I want you to meet,” she took me by the hand and led me over to the couch. The man stood up and offered a hand to me. He was much taller than me and his hands dwarfed mine.

“Devon,” he said, smiling wider.

“Mark,” I said, taking his hand and shaking it with the firmest grip I could muster. “Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too, Mark,” he said.

Blair laughed nervously and then glanced at the coffee table. There were two half-empty drinks.

“Mark, why don’t you uh, go make yourself something to drink and then come join us,” she offered.

“Ok, sure,” I said absent-mindedly. Blair turned up the music and went back to dancing for Devon, this time giving him a lap dance and grinding on him as if she were a dancer at a strip club. A high-end one, of course.

I shuffled into the kitchen, numb and in a daze. I felt as if I’d somehow entered some bizarro version of my life, an alternate universe where everything was just a little off and more than a tad whacky. But as I made myself a tall gin and tonic I found myself strangely giddy.

If the ship was going down, this was a hell of a way to do it and I might as well just enjoy the ride and go down with it. At least I was getting some pleasure out of it, perverse as it was.

I heard a slapping noise (Devon’s hand on Blair’s ass) and that same giggle coming from the living room.

A rush of excitement overtook me and I hurried back in, drink in hand. I couldn’t stand to miss another second.


Chapter Eight

Blair was completely naked and Devon had one hand between her legs as she danced in his lap. I watched, totally mesmerized, as she grinded and moved her hips in a sexual dance that I’d never seen before. I never knew she could move like that. I licked my dry lips and took a sip of my drink before quietly walking across the room and taking a seat in a chair across from them.

She stopped dancing just then and turned off the music. They both stood up and I could see that Devon was hard as a rock and absolutely massive. All I could think about was how the hell Blair was going to fit it all inside her. They each grabbed their drinks from the table and took a sip.

Then Devon cleared his throat.

“So uh, Mark,” he said. I sat up a little straighter in my chair. “You sure this is cool?”

I nodded almost imperceptibly.

“Because, I mean, Blair said you were all good, but I just sensed...I wanted to make sure, man to man, that we’re all good and you don’t mind that in a few seconds I’m gonna be stickin’ it your wife…” he was looking me dead in the eye and studying me. For what, I wasn’t sure.

Blair was positioned just behind him so that he couldn’t see her face and she gave me a stern look. One that said, comply or else.

And it drove me wild. I surrendered completely at that moment to my desire to be controlled by her and I nodded once more.

“Alright cool, because I don’t really do ‘second thoughts,’ once I start, I don’t stop until I’m finished or she says too. You don’t get a vote once the snake is out of its cage. Got it?”

Gulp.

“Yeah man, absolutely. Have at her. I’m game.”

I didn’t know what I was saying but I was trying to sound cool and nonplussed by the whole thing even though my insides were in full freak out mode. Blair mouthed thank you to me and then blew me a kiss.

And then it was on.

Devon grabbed her tiny hips and pulled her in close up against his hulking frame. Seeing his massive black hands gripping her milky white skin was so unbelievably beautiful, it was like art. The contrast was magnificent and I almost came in my pants right then and there from that sight alone.

He towered over her tiny frame and leaned down to kiss her wet and eager lips. It started slow at first. It was sensual and soft. And then her lips parted and his tongue flicked out to meet hers and soon it was sloppy and fast and passionate with wide open mouths and copious amounts of tongue on tongue action.

As I watched them make out, a warm, contented feeling washed over me and I smiled to myself. I felt, for the first time, like I finally had my head on right. I saw it clearly. This was the right choice. It was like having my own personal pornstar as my wife. What could be better than that?

Devon began to use his hands to explore every square inch of her quivering body. He groped at her tits and suckled on her nipples, kissed her navel, and slipped a finger inside. He was really ramping her up and driving her wild with anticipation. She began to breathe heavily as her body rubbed up against his. He was driving her wild and in the process, getting me really worked up as well.

I began to gently massage myself from outside my pants. I wanted to savor the moment, but it was hard not to indulge and play along with them.

After a few minutes, Blair could no longer contain herself. She pulled away from his wet kiss and reached both hands into the waistband of his pants and yanked them to the floor. Blair dropped to her knees and looked over at me, gasping in wonder and excitement.

“Holy shit,” she said, examining the massive lump in his boxers. She timidly reached up and yanked those down too and the biggest cock I’d ever seen in my life flopped out and sprang to attention. I leaned forward, placing my elbows on my thighs, trying to get a better look, careful not to spill my drink.

It was longer than her face from chin to forehead, thicker than her wrist, and it curved up and to the right. It shined in the light, veins bulging and protruding along the shaft. Blair slowly reached up and touched the head with a single finger and then cautiously began to wrap her tiny fingers around the base of the shaft.

“Oh my god, baby,” she whispered and looked back over at me, “do you see how fucking huge this is? Do you see why I got hooked instantly? Fuck, thank you so much for letting me do this,” she said and began stroking him off.

“You ready to watch me suck this big, black cock?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She put her mouth to his balls at the base of his shaft and kissed it lightly, then flicked out her tongue and ran it the length of his pole, stopping at the tip and opening wide to take the bulbous head into her wet mouth.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she began to suck and slurp. At first, she struggled with his girth and length. She was trying to deep throat him best she could but he was simply too big. Devon even held her hair for her while she tried.

Then, on her final attempt, she was able to get almost all the way down his shaft. Her nose was about a centimeter or two away from his pelvis when she had to stop and come up for air.

“Holy shit, your wife has some serious head game,” Devon said, looking over and smiling at me. I didn’t know what else to do, so I raised my gin and tonic in salute and took a sip.

“You’re a lucky man, Mark,” he said.

“I think you’re the lucky one today,” Blair said, smiling up at him.

“Mmm, true that,” he said, suddenly pulling her to her feet. “You ready to take some big, black dick, Blair?” He turned her towards me so I would have a better view of her face.

“You ready for this, Mark?” he asked. I was half-excited, half-terrified about what was going to happen next but I kept chasing the dragon and nodded once more.

“Come over here,” Blair commanded.

I stood up and walked over as Devon got on his knees from behind and began to lick her pussy and finger her asshole.

Blair pulled me in for a sloppy wet kiss.

“I love you,” she said. And my heart melted.

“I love you too,” I responded.

As we pulled away she shoved me down onto the couch as she grinded her pussy against the motion of Devon’s tongue.

She reached down and unzipped my pants and before I knew what was happening, she grabbed it and began jerking me off while Devon revved her up.

“This is so hot, isn’t it, Mark?” she asked, staring deeply into my eyes. I was so turned on I couldn’t even answer. The only thing I could focus on was not coming. Nothing would have been worse than blowing my load early. It would have ruined the entire thing.

Suddenly her nails dug into my thighs as she released me from her grip and she bit down on her bottom lip before letting out a deep, primal moan as her head snapped back.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Holy fucking shit.”

I looked between her legs and watched as the dark, bulbous head of Devon’s cock penetrated my wife’s flower and threatened to split her in two.

That moment changed me forever. Talking about it was one thing. A kiss was another and a blowjob another still. But this? He was inside my wife and I was sitting mere inches away, watching it all happen. More warmth washed over my body as my brain took a dopamine bath and was nearly drowning in bliss and stimulation.

It was slow going at first as Blair’s tight slit fought to remain just that while Devon’s massive pole pierced and stretched her walls.

She dug deeper into my thighs as he opened her up and soon he was all the way inside her, the pace of his thrusts increasing with each successive motion.

As he shoved himself all the way in and she took him to the hilt, her eyes went wide with pleasure and pain and I watched a change come over her. That wicked smile was back and her true, inner slut was unleashed.

“Fuck yes,” she hissed, “Give me that big, fucking dick daddy. Pound me! That feels so good,” she said.

Devon grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back.

“Yeah, you like that big, black dick?”

“Fuck yes I do, pull my hair. Yes, I love that!”

“Let me hear you say it,” he said, pulling harder and thrusting deeper. “Let me hear you say you’re a slut for big, black dick. Tell your husband what you love.”

I could tell she was about to come. She loved talking dirty like that.

Her eyes snapped open and she looked directly at me.

“I’m a big, black dick. I love it, I fucking love it,” she said and then she began to come loud and hard all over Devon’s dick as her entire body shook violently from the intensity of the pleasure that was washing over her.

I took my dick in my hand and began to jerk off while she orgasmed right in front of me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

Soon she was coming again and this time it was so hard that she came his dick right out of her pussy.

“Put it back in me, put it back please! Please!” She was begging and pleading and desperate for dick.

Devon slid it back in and within a few minutes had her coming again. This time even harder.

Blair was thoroughly dick drunk and in a daze when Devon sat down on the couch and pulled her into his lap.

Slowly, she lowered herself down onto him and began to ride him. Bouncing her sweet, plump ass up and down on his black pole.

“Stand up,” she barked at me. “I want to suck your dick,” she was nearly out of breath but I heard it loud and clear and did as I was told.

I stood up on the couch next to her as she rode Devon like a wild woman and offered her my cock. She took it into her greedy mouth and sucked hard like a vacuum cleaner while she came for a fourth time on Devon’s cock.

She was in overdrive now, having me in her mouth and Devon in her pussy at the same time was almost too much for her to handle. She looked up at me and took my dick out her mouth and began stroking it fast.

“You like this baby? You like watching me ride this big, thick dick,” she said.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“What was that? I couldn’t hear you,” she said.

“I said, I love it,” I replied.

“I knew you would, dirty, dirty boy. You like watching me be a slut and cheat on you, don’t you? You like watching me go crazy for big, black dick like I never would for you, isn’t that right?”

I gulped and nodded. My balls were aching as the pressure inside continued to build. I was afraid I was in danger of losing all control. Watching her be so filthy was almost more than I could bear.

I regained control and composure after a bit and simply lost myself in the fucking. I forgot where I was, who I was, or even why I was.

It could have been minutes or hours, I would never know. I just got lost in the beautiful bliss of watching my beautiful, sexy wife get pleasured in a way that I would never be able to offer her and I fell in love all over again, this time more completely and intensely than I’d ever thought possible.

I finally snapped out of my trance when I heard Devon begin to grunt and his breath quickened. He was getting close and I knew he wouldn’t last much longer with Blair riding him like that.

I looked down and grabbed her tit, squeezing it.

“Where do you want him to come, babe?” she asked me.

I didn’t even take time to think. I just spat it out like it was the most natural answer there ever was.

“Inside you,” I whispered. “I want him to come deep inside you.”

“Are you sure?” she asked, amazed and excited.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“You hear that, Devon? My husband wants you to fill me up. Pump that hot seed into me, come inside me!” she was yelling now as she rode him harder and faster, grinding all the way down his cock so that it was as deep as possible inside her.

And just like that, Devon gave in and exploded inside her, wrapping his hands around her ass cheeks and pulling her down as she rode him to completion.

Eventually, she got off his lap and began sucking on my cock. I could see Devon’s white seed dripping out of her pussy and onto the couch below but I didn’t give a fuck. In fact, it was hot as hell.

“Damn, man that was wild. That’s some good pussy,” Devon said, offering me a fist bump while he sat next to Blair and watched her suck me off. I’ll be honest, I felt pretty damn cool in that moment.

I looked down at Blair sucking my dick, her come filled pussy dripping onto the couch, and I felt nothing but love and adoration for her. Divorce?! What was I, insane? Who would ever divorce such an enlightened and powerful sexual goddess? I was going to hold onto her for dear life. She would never leave my side. And she could do this whenever she pleased as far as I was concerned.

I was the luckiest prick in the universe as far as I was concerned. Normal? Fuck normal. Normal is boring.

“Open your mouth, slut,” I said as Blair smiled up at me and opened her mouth to accept my seed. I sprayed her face with wave after wave of hot sticky come and she happily took it all and swallowed whatever she could.

She then collapsed on the couch between us, out of breath and still on fire with lust and passion, she began fingering Devon’s come back into her pussy and playing with her clit. Soon she climaxed again for a final time.

“Thank you, Mark. Thank you. I love you so much,” was all she could say over and over again as she tried to recover from the fucking of a lifetime.

“You’re welcome baby, I love you too,” I said as I took her head in my hands and kissed it. And I really meant it.


Chapter Nine

Before the night was over, the three of us repeated some variation of that process another three times before Devon finally left. And then after that, Blair and I had sex two more times before we finally passed out in each other’s arms from pure exhaustion.

We’ve been on a perma-high ever since and it shows no signs of going away. Our sex life has never been better and our communication and respect is at an all time high. We’ve never been more in love. Frankly, and paradoxically, we’ve never been happier or closer than we are right now. I know to a lot of people that probably makes no sense, but there you have it.

I learned a lot about myself and about us during this whole ordeal and make no mistake that’s what it was: an ordeal. Love is about a heck of a lot more monogamy, for one thing. There are many layers and complexities in any relationship. Most importantly it’s about having courage. Courage to be open and vulnerable. Courage to explore. Courage to forgive. And courage to build one another up and have each other’s backs.

Yep, Blair fucked up to start. She fucked up big time and it wasn’t cool what she did. But she owned up to it and was honest with me. Sure, it was a shock and sure it was highly unorthodox. But she trusted me with it. And eventually I realized it for what it was: an opportunity. An opportunity to take our marriage to another stratosphere and be forever changed for the better in the process. I don’t want to say our marriage is bullet proof now, I don’t want to tempt fate, but it's incredibly strong and resilient. More than I ever could have imagined, especially after something like this.

It’s been a few months since that fateful series of events and we’ve been meeting up with Devon and a few other guys Blair found on that same site and it’s been incredible. I don’t know if we’ll keep doing this forever, eventually we want to settle down and have a family, but for now, this is really working for us.

Just the other night, Blair asked me if she could see Devon alone. Without me there. At first I was a little hurt. I wasn’t sure if I liked the idea. But when she explained it to me, it made sense. She wanted to see how far she could take it if I wasn’t there, if she didn’t feel like she was performing for me, that way she could just totally immerse herself in the experience.

She asked me to trust her. And so I will. I’ll trust her and see what happens. In fact, she’s out right now as I write this and has promised to rush home after and tell me all of the sexy details.

I’m giddy with anticipation. I can’t wait to hear all about it.

And maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll write them down for you to enjoy just like I did here. If you’re lucky. I know I sure am.

THE END


BONUS: Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Romance Novella

Chapter 1

It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.

We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.

On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.

As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.

Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!

Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.

However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.

“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.

I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.

“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.

“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”

I nodded my head yes.

Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.

“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.

We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?

Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?

“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.

“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.

At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.

I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.

She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.

“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”

“I missed you too,” I said trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.

“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.

“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn

“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”

“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”

Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.

“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.

“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.

“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.

“My stash?”

How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.

“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways. 

“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.

“I’m not into - that’s not…”

She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.

“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”

I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.

“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”

The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.

“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.

She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.

“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.

“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.

I looked back at her, dumbfounded.

END OF PREVIEW
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BONUS: Heartbreak Cove

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was cancelled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had we when were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.

END OF PREVIEW
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About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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