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		She’s twenty-eight years old, with two children, and the sight of her in that green bikini still rocks my world. I recline on the sunbed, watching through my sunglasses as Brittany emerges from the water, a smile on her face and a spring in her step. Swear to God, my wife gets more and more beautiful every day. I wave, watching her walk up the beach toward me, hips swaying, water dripping from her suntanned skin. Even after all the years we’ve been together, her body still knocks me out. Even some of the other guys on the beach turn their heads as she walks past, checking out my gorgeous wife. The knowledge that other guys find her attractive is almost as exciting as the sight of her in that soaking wet bikini.

		I can barely conceal the grin on my face as she gets nearer. She sweeps her short, chin-length light brown hair back out of her face. Her breasts fill the cups of the green bikini perfectly, the firm mounds of flesh still swollen and enlarged from our last baby. Beneath the fabric of the top, her nipples are still large and round and brown. The tight V of the bikini bottoms grip her womanhood, barely covering the sweetest, most intimate parts of her body. Her child-bearing hips sway left and right with each footstep, the rhythm of her movements almost hypnotically erotic to my eyes. I love her body. I love everything about it. I especially love that I’m the only man on earth who knows what she looks like naked and how she moves when we have sex.

		‘How’s the water?’ I say, sitting up to conceal my slowly growing excitement. It’s not easy to hide a hard-on when you’re wearing swimming shorts.

		‘It’s so nice,’ Brittany says, smiling at me as she squeezes water out of her hair. ‘Perfect temperature when you need to cool off.’

		She climbs onto the sunbed next to me, grabbing her sunglasses and leaning back. Her body is utterly fantastic. You would never know she’s already a proud mom of two wonderful children. Aside from her larger breasts and a couple of stretch marks on her stomach, Brittany looks like any other twenty-eight-year-old woman.

		‘What are you looking at?’ she says, a coy smile on her face.

		‘My beautiful, sexy wife,’ I say, leaning over and give her thigh a playful squeeze.

		She chuckles and rocks her leg to release my hand. ‘Easy, tiger,’ she says, with a smile. ‘There are people around.’

		I glance around us. She’s right, there are a few other people relaxing and lounging around on the white sandy, but nobody is paying us any attention. The privately-owned beachfront villas look empty, and the people at the bar behind us are busy drinking.

		‘We could… go back to our room,’ I say, raising an eyebrow. ‘Nobody to bother us there…’

		She chuckles again and shakes her head.

		‘You know why we can’t, Darren,’ she says, touching her stomach with one hand. ‘We’re not on, you know,’ she drops her voice to a whisper for the next two words, ‘birth control, and we’ve already got two kids back home. I don’t think we need another.’

		I shrug and offer my cheekiest grin. ‘What if I picked up some protection?’

		Brittany smiles, but it looks forced. Even through her dark sunglasses, I can see something is troubling her.

		‘No, that’s okay,’ she says. ‘Let’s just enjoy our vacation. It’s been so long since we didn’t have to worry about the kids or anything. I just wanna relax and unwind and forget all my worries. Is that okay?’

		‘Sure,’ I say, forcing a smile of my own. ‘Whatever you want. That’s why we’re on vacation, right? To relax?’

		Brittany takes my hand and squeezes it gently. She gets comfortable on the lounger, her skin almost dry already thanks to the heat of the sun overhead.

		‘I love you,’ she says, smiling up at the clear azure sky.

		‘Love you too, babe.’

		She releases my hand and relaxes, letting the sun warm and slowly tan her exposed skin. I watch her unwind, a little troubled by the fact that my wife is hiding something important from me. Whatever it is, it’s eating away at her in secret. She’s usually shy when it comes to discussing or having sex, but she’s never flat-out denied me like that before. Something is bothering my gorgeous, sexy wife – not just the birth control issue. That’s never stopped us in the past. In fact, the risk always made it more exciting.

		I’m not gonna be happy until I find out what’s going on.

		

		****

		

		The only thing sexier than the sight of my wife in a bikini is seeing her wearing that little black dress. Brittany smiles at me, flushing hard at my open-mouthed reaction as she steps out of the bathroom into our hotel room. I’ve been sitting on the bed, ready to go, for a while now, but I feel totally underdressed next to her. My outfit for dinner tonight is a loose flannel shirt with light khaki shorts and sandals. Brittany wears a simple thigh-length black dress with short sleeves and a generous dip at her cleavage. She’s completed the look with matching heels and simple makeup – just mascara and deep red lipstick – that causes her sun-kissed face to glow even more deeply.

		‘Mother of God, you look amazing,’ I say, looking her up and down in astonishment. No matter how many times I see Brittany dress up, it always feels like the first time I’ve seen her. Tonight, my wife’s full and curvy figure looks even more sensational than usual. My manhood stirs, causing my khaki shorts to bulge. Brittany notices and giggles.

		‘Do you want to take care of that before we go?’ she says.

		I lean back on the bed, making the bulge in my shorts tent, growing even more obvious.

		‘Actually,’ I say, ‘I was hoping you’d do it for me…’

		She laughs and shakes her head.

		‘Come on Darren,’ she says. ‘Let’s go grab a good spot at the bar, before it gets too busy.’

		‘You don’t want to have some fun first?’ I say, not moving. ‘Gotta be honest, honey, it’s gonna be hard to concentrate when you’re looking so good.’

		She laughs again and grabs her purse from the bed and slips one slender, tanned arm through the strap.

		‘Come on,’ she says again. ‘I’ll let you walk behind me and check out my ass – if you behave.’

		I follow her out of the room like a loyal puppy. She laughs at my reaction, walking ahead of me down the wide hallway, our shoes patting on the cool tile floor. Warm night air greets us through wide stone arches in the walls. The night is still pleasant and refreshing, totally different to the weather back home. I already feel pretty warm.

		We walk about halfway down the hall before I step beside my wife and link my fingers with hers. She smiles at me, looking as beautiful as she did on the day we met. Sometimes I can’t believe my luck. Brittany is not just my wife or the mother of my children, she’s my soulmate.

		‘I can’t believe how beautiful you look,’ I say, giving her body another appreciative sweep with my eyes. ‘Utterly stunning.’

		‘Thanks,’ she says, her smile turning shy and embarrassed. ‘You know, I actually kinda feel good right now.’

		‘Maybe later we could you know, make the most of how good you feel,’ I say, with a hopefully note in my voice. Brittany laughs, but says nothing.

		We walk together in comfortable silence, enjoying the warmth of the night air and the beautiful starless night. We leave our section of the hotel complex and follow the winding brick pathway down to the beachfront bar, where we spent most of our day lounging under the sun. The bar is maybe a quarter full already. It won’t get busy until much later, when people return from the various restaurants and bars running along the public section of the beach.

		Brittany gestures at a quiet table for two in the corner of the room and we make ourselves comfortable. The bar is a lovely, open space – no walls on any side, just wooden slats that can be lowered in the event of crappy weather. The bar itself stands in the center of the square space, with counters running around all four sides to serve drinks. Even at peak times, it doesn’t take long to get a drink, which is why we prefer coming here to leaving the complex. A straw-thatched roof covers the room, providing shade from the heat of the day and a cool place to relax at night. From our seats, we have a beautiful view out across the calm sea, the slow, steady waves currently dotted with diamond-white jewels of light as the bright, half-full moon reflects off its surface. The beach is wide, clear, and totally empty now.

		I scan the drinks menu quickly and decide on a beer. Brittany runs her finger down the cocktails list, trying to decide what concoction to sample tonight. She taps one entry and smiles at me.

		‘I’ll have this one,’ she says. ‘Sex on the beach.’

		‘To drink?’ I say, returning her smile. ‘Or to experience?’

		She pokes her tongue out at me. I laugh and walk over to the bar and order our drinks. The bartender cracks open a cool bottle of beer and whips up a tall glass filled with ice cubes and a murky liquid. As he works, the man shakes his hips in time to low, rhythmic music pumping out through the speakers positioned in each corner of the roof. I pay the man and take the drinks back to the table.

		‘One sex on the beach,’ I say, ‘for a lady I’d love to have sex on the beach with.’

		Brittany laughs and takes the glass from the hand. I sit back in my chair and hold out my beer. She touches her glass to my bottle.

		‘What shall we toast?’ she says.

		‘How about another wonderful day with the woman I love?’

		She smiles and nods. ‘And the man I love.’

		‘Cheers.’

		We drink and sit for a while, enjoying each other’s company, enjoying the night air, enjoying the view and the relaxation and the atmosphere. People come and people go. I study my wife’s face without staring at her or drawing attention to myself. Despite the relative calm and the relaxing setting, Brittany’s brow is knotted. She’s deep in troubling thoughts.

		‘Something on your mind?’ I say, after a few long minutes of quiet.

		‘Nope,’ she says, forcing a tired-looking smile. ‘No, nothing, it’s just…’

		A young couple walks past our table. The man is tanned and muscled and dressed in a tight shirt that shows off his physique. The woman wears a tiny skirt and top that exposes both her flat, smooth midriff and most of her small, firm breasts. Brittany glances at them and clams up immediately. I wait until the two walk past our table and head out into the night.

		‘It’s what?’ I say, reaching across the table and taking her hand. ‘What were you about to say?’

		‘Nothing.’ She shakes her head and dismisses the conversation. ‘So, what do you want to do tomorrow?’

		‘Anything you want,’ I say.

		We talk easily for a while, slowly draining our glasses. I keep an eye on the bar around us with my peripheral vision, watching other people. My wife was close – so close! – to telling me what was troubling her, and probably would have finally spilled the beans if that young couple hadn’t come so close to us. What was it about them that made her close up like that? I file my thoughts and concerns way in the back of my mind, instead choosing to smile and talk and laugh with my wife. She visibly relaxes a little as the night unwinds.

		One drink becomes two. Becomes three. Before long, we’re both on our fourth glass. But Brittany’s cocktails are much stronger than my beer and they’re starting to affect her. She smiles with dreamlike serenity, swaying side to side in time to the steady music. The bar slowly fills with people, but we’re in our own little bubble here. The rest of the world doesn’t matter. I only have eyes for her right now. I reach across the table and take her hand in mine.

		‘I am so lucky,’ I say. ‘I can’t believe I married such an amazing woman.’

		She laughs. ‘I’m not that good.’

		‘You are,’ I say, squeezing her hand. ‘You really are. You’re something else. You know, sometimes I wake up and look at you and I can’t believe how good I have it. You, me, the kids… we did good.’

		‘Would you change anything?’ she says, bringing my hand up to her lips and kissing my fingertips.

		‘No. None of it. Would you?’

		Brittany hesitates for a moment. She bites her bottom lip. Glances away.

		‘Well…’ she says. ‘Maybe a little.’

		I lean closer. Nobody is near enough to overhear, but I drop my voice anyway.

		‘Like what?’ I say. ‘C’mon, you can tell me.’

		She takes a sip of her latest drink. She sets the glass back on the table and idly traces a finger around the rim with her free hand.

		‘Okay,’ she says, ‘it’s gonna sound really stupid though.’ I squeeze her hand again. Reassuring her. Nothing is stupid if it matters to you. ‘It’s just… I wish I looked better.’

		I frown, looking into her wide, expressive eyes. I get the feeling that a cloud has passed from over her head. A weight has rolled off her shoulders. This is what’s been troubling her for the past few days. This is what she was about to say before that young couple passed within earshot. This is why we haven’t been intimate this whole vacation.

		‘What do you mean?’ I say. ‘You look perfect.’

		‘I know you say that,’ she says, talking quickly, ‘and that’s so sweet. But I don’t feel it. Like – how do I explain this? – I don’t feel sexy anymore. Especially compared to all the other women around here.’

		I look around the bar. There are some young women, some older women, and a few roughly our age. But none of them look half as beautiful as Brittany does right now.

		‘Hey,’ she says gently, bringing my attention back to her. ‘I know you think I look good, but I don’t feel it. Honestly, I’ve kinda been feeling like this since we had kids. My boobs feel heavy. I don’t feel as tight, my stomach is covered with all these nasty stretch marks… and there’s all these super pretty girls walking around in tiny bikinis and I just… it makes me feel old and unattractive.’

		‘You’re not,’ I say, taking her other hand in mine, our arms now on the table. ‘Babe, you have nothing to worry about. Seriously. Did you see how excited I got earlier about your dress?’

		She giggles at the memory. ‘Yeah, that’s true, but you’re my husband. You’re supposed to find me attractive.’

		‘Actually, I don’t have to.’ I return her smile. ‘But I do because you’re so amazing. Honestly. Any guy here would tell you the same. You’re incredibly beautiful and totally sexy and so freaking hot.’

		She laughs now, sounding a little relieved. Her eyes begin to sparkle. Color returns to her cheeks.

		‘Is that what’s been bothering you?’ I say. ‘Like, this whole time, you’ve been worried about this?’

		She nods, looking at me with nervous, embarrassed eyes.

		‘You have nothing to worry about,’ I say again. ‘You’re everything a guy could ask for.’

		She smiles, looking a little shy at my praise of her.

		‘Easy for you to say,’ she says. ‘But… I don’t know. You’re the only guy I’ve ever been with, so…’

		My jaw drops open for a moment Brittany sees my reaction and quickly corrects herself.

		‘No, I’m not saying I want to sleep with someone else.’ Her cheeks darken. ‘I’m just saying that I only have you for reference, you know?’

		Something in her expression makes me pause. Her eyes are wide, shining, earnest. Her lips are parted. Cheeks pink. She really wants me to understand the way she feels. This isn’t just some silly worry to her – this is a real, crippling, nagging doubt about her body and the way she sees herself.

		‘Honey,’ I say, looking into Brittany’s eyes and squeezing her hands, ‘you have nothing to worry about. There’s not a part of you I would change. You are perfect. Absolutely perfect.’

		She smiles, but I can still see a hint of doubt in her eyes.

		‘Hell, if you don’t believe me,’ I say, feeling a little more confident than usual after four beers, ‘ask anyone you like!’

		I gesture around the bar with an arm, indicating the steadily-filling room. Most people are standing around the bar in loose huddles, clutching their drinks and laughing. A few people are beginning to dance to the music in an emptier area on the other side of the room.

		Brittany laughs. She leans back into her chair, unlinking our hands. She takes a drink and looks around the room.

		‘Be serious,’ she says.

		‘I am being serious.’ I sent my hands on the table like a lawyer trying to make a deal. ‘I’m telling you, babe, you could flirt with any guy in this room and they would respond because you are a beautiful, sexy, gorgeous woman any man would be lucky to talk to.’

		‘Really?’ she says, the doubt in her eyes beginning to clear like a cloud on a summer’s day. ‘You really think so?’

		‘I know so.’ I say it with so much conviction that my wife looks around the room again, this time assessing the people, maybe trying to imagine herself in different scenarios. I let her sit quietly for a moment or two. Then I get a sudden flash of inspiration.

		‘You know what?’ I say, slapping my hand on the table, catching us both by surprise. ‘Here’s what I want you to do. I want you to talk to a random guy and get his phone number.’

		She laughs for a second. She sees the look on my face and her laughter falters.

		‘You’re serious.’ she says. ‘You really want me to do that?’

		‘Absolutely,’ I say. ‘Like you said, you only have me for reference, right? So if we can prove that other guys find you as attractive as I do, then you’ll have more to work with.’

		She laughs again and shakes her head, as though about to decline my challenge. But her eyes glance toward the room. A new expression crosses her face – a look of curiosity. She’s interested. She’s curious. She wants to know for sure.

		‘I don’t know…’ she says. ‘What if it doesn’t work? Like, what if nobody goes for it?’

		I shake my head. ‘I bet you a thousand dollars you’ll succeed. Hell, I dare you to do it. I know what guys are like. When a beautiful young woman with your figure starts talking to a guy, they’ll pay attention.’

		Brittany sits in silence for a moment, watching the hustle and bustle of the bar. She takes a sip of her drink, deep in thought. I watch her face for a few moments, listening to the steady beat of the bass-heavy music that seems a lot faster than when we first arrived. This place is starting to kick up a gear now. My wife’s eyes flick back and forth around the room, watching people, assessing the men in attendance, trying to figure out who she could hit on.

		‘So?’ I say, after a moment. ‘What’s it gonna be? Whose number do you want?’

		She chews her bottom lip for a moment before answering.

		‘This is all hypothetical, right?’ she says. ‘I mean, we’re not really gonna go for this, are we?’

		I detect a hopeful note in her voice. Maybe I’m mishearing her due to the loud background music, or maybe it’s the booze beginning to warp her senses.

		‘Not if you don’t want to,’ I say. ‘But if you did… I mean, hypothetically, who would you choose?’

		Brittany glances toward the small huddles of people again, and this time I turn my head to join her. I try to look through her eyes and wonder what she’s thinking. There’s a group of young men laughing and drinking beer nearby, but I see a few wedding rings on their hands. She won’t want to hit on a married man. There are a couple of guys I recognize from the beach who are tall, tanned, and muscular. But they’re already chatting up a group of excited young women – Brittany won’t want to face that competition. It’s actually kinda hard to see anyone who would catch her eye.

		‘What about him?’ she says, with a shy nod of her head. ‘Over there.’

		I follow her gaze across the room. In the middle of the dancefloor is a skinny-looking redhead guy with bad sunburn on his face. He’s drunk and furiously shaking his hips in an imitation of a sexy dance. People nearby are laughing at him, but he doesn’t notice. He is the exact opposite of the type of guy I expected Brittany to choose.

		‘That guy?’ I say. ‘He’s drunk out of his ass…’

		‘Huh?’ Brittany screws up her face in confusion for a second. ‘Oh! No, not that guy. The one behind him. At the back of the room.’

		I turn back to the dancefloor again and look past the drunk guy’s flailing limbs and gyrating pelvis. It takes me a moment, but then I see the man my wife is looking at. My eyes open wide in shock. He’s tall – easily over six foot. His arm muscles are bigger than my head. His skin is darker than the shadows in this room. His head is shaved. He’s wearing a loose white sleeveless shirt and dark shorts. He looks like a big, bad, dangerous black guy.

		And my wife wants to flirt with him.

		I turn back to her, a shocked expression on my face.

		‘Really?’ I say. ‘That guy?’

		Her cheeks flush. She looks both embarrassed and excited.

		‘Is that… I mean, is it not okay?’ she says.

		‘It’s fine,’ I say, recovering quickly. ‘It’s just… I didn’t know you were into… guys like him.’

		‘I’m not,’ she says, with a quick shake of her head, ‘but it’s… it’s kind of a fantasy of mine.’

		I raise my eyebrows and smile, pleasantly surprised. My sweet, innocent wife has a hidden dark side – literally. She’s only ever been with me, but she’s got a secret craving for black men. I try to imagine her, naked in bed, her gorgeous body entwined with a black lover. My cock reacts, pulsing with excitement in my shorts. The room feels a little warmer now. What’s turning me on about this? Is it the fact that my wife has confessed to a sexual fantasy? Or is the taboo thrill of sharing the love of my life with another man – and not just a regular man, but a black man, the ultimate white middle-class taboo.

		Her cheeks get even darker. She grabs her drink and drains about a third of the glass in one long swallow.

		‘Forget I said anything,’ she says. ‘Let’s go back to our room.’

		‘No,’ I say. ‘I want you to do it.’

		‘Do what?’

		‘I want you to go over there and get that guy’s number. Then we’ll go to bed.’

		The thought of my wife’s secret desires has got me all worked up. I can’t wait to get her into bed and enjoy this sudden new passion. Maybe we’ll talk dirty about her fantasies while we fool around? God, that would be so hot…

		‘Is that what you want?’ she says. ‘You really want me to do this?’

		‘Yes,’ I say, my voice calm and full of authority. ‘I want you to do it. I want you to feel as good as you look.’

		Brittany glances across the room at the big black stranger again. She lifts her glass and inhales the rest, leaving a slush-like mixture of discolored ice and watery liquor. She looks at me one final time and nods and stands up from the table.

		My heart leaps up into my throat as my beautiful wife walks away from me and heads across the mostly-empty dancefloor. I watch her swaying hips and retreating back. I watch her shapely legs and swishing hair. I watch my wife walk up to another man and introduce herself.

		A voice in my head screams at me to stop this. It’s gone too far already. I don’t really want her to flirt with some other guy. What if it goes too far? What if he puts his hands on her? That guy is bigger, meaner, and tougher than me – what am I going to do about it?

		But a few seconds later, I have my answer. The big black man smiles down at my wife, his teeth a brilliant white slash in the darkness of his face. He says something I can’t hear. He places his hands on her hips and they begin to dance together. My eyes almost bulge out of my head. It looks like a dance, but his body is grinding against hers. He towers over Brittany, running his hands across her body like a lover in heat. The sight of them together makes my body clench, even as my cock pulses again.

		Brittany glances back at me, shock and fear in her face. Her hands around on the big man’s hips and she’s moving in rhythm with him, but her expression screams embarrassment. Part of me wonders if she’s embarrassed because he’s dancing with her in such an open, sexual way, or because it’s happening in front of me.

		She mouths, Oh my God! across the room.

		I can’t think of an appropriate response. I give her a smile and a thumbs-up.

		The big black man’s hands sweep across my wife’s comparatively tiny body again, exploring her curves in a slow, sensual, seductive way. The grin on his face tells me that he likes what he feels. He says something in Brittany’s ear. She laughs, still looking a little nervous.

		Why am I sitting here and letting him do this? I always thought that if another man put his hands on my wife, I’d knock his damn head off. But now that it’s really happening, I’m sitting here and watching with a stupid smile and a semi-hard cock like a goddamn chump. What kind of man gets excited watching someone else grind all over his wife?

		The black man doesn’t stop touching and caressing her body. She makes no attempt to stop him, either. His large, powerful hands slip down her back and squeeze her ass. She jolts in shock. My cock pulses once more. He’s touching parts of her body that only I have ever enjoyed before. A jealous pang hits my gut. I want to say something, but what? She’s mine. She belongs to me, getcha hands off, maybe?

		His hands slide beneath Brittany’s skirt now and I gasp, the sound lost amid the noise and music of the bar. Brittany reacts, flinching in shock. She places her hands on his huge, broad chest and pushes him away, breaking his contact. She turns and walks back across the room, a shock expression on her face – but she isn’t alone. Her new friend is hot on her heels, a wide, excited grin on his face.

		‘Oh my God!’ Brittany says, slipping back into her seat opposite me. She opens her mouth to keep talking, but suddenly realizes that her dancing partner is pulling up a chair to join us at the table, turning our seating arrangement into a loose triangle, with him at the head. Brittany’s eyes bulge out of her head in shock. She looks from me to him and back.

		‘Uh… what are you doing?’ she says.

		The guy winks at her. He holds out his hand to me.

		‘I’m Jordan,’ he says. There’s a hint of a local accent in his voice. He sounds like he’s learned English through TV shows.

		I hesitate for the briefest of moments. Then I reach out and shake his hand. I can’t help but notice how big and strong his hand is. My own pale fingers are dwarfed by his.

		‘Hi,’ I say, a little bewildered. What’s this guy doing at our table? Did he think this was some kind of invitation to join us or something?

		‘Good to meet you,’ he says, nodding. He smiles, looking between us.

		‘I think you might be confused,’ Brittany says. She holds up her hand and points at the rings on her finger. ‘I’m married. This is my husband.’

		‘Yeah,’ Jordan says with an offhanded shrug. ‘I know. I’m cool with it. Don’t worry, I’m very discreet. This ain’t my first rodeo, you know?’

		Brittany shoots me a confused look. I frown, not understanding what this man is talking about. What’s not his rodeo? What’s he even doing here?

		‘What, uh, what do you mean?’ I say. ‘We’re married, we’re on vacation…’

		‘Lots of white folks come here on vacation,’ he says, nodding and smiling. ‘You don’t need to feel awkward or ashamed about it. Pretty common fantasy, actually. I’m happy to help you guys out.’

		‘Help us out?’ Brittany says, clearly not understanding what this man is getting at. But I’m beginning to see more clearly. A small, tight knot of worry weighs down my gut. I have a funny idea that I know exactly what this guy thinks that we want.

		Jordan chuckles, his dark eyes sparkling with good humor. ‘Help you with your big fantasy,’ he says, winking at Brittany. Her cheeks flush again. ‘No, come on, don’t be shy. You got nothing to be embarrassed about. Lots of white couples like to come on vacation and experiment with black guys. I don’t mind. I’m happy to help.’

		Brittany’s mouth drops open. She stares at Jordan with big, shocked eyes. She doesn’t know how to respond. Neither do I. In fact, I don’t any man has ever propositioned like this us before. We stare at him for a long moment. He enjoys our reactions, soaking up the shocked surprise.

		‘We’re… we’re married,’ Brittany says again. She sounds both drunk and stunned. ‘We don’t do things like that.’

		‘Of course not.’ Jordan winks again. ‘I ain’t gonna tell anyone, don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me.’

		I make an embarrassed chuckle. ‘No, really,’ I say. ‘We’re not like that. We don’t have that kind of a marriage…’

		The big man looks at me with something like confusion. Then he looks at my blushing, embarrassed wife. Then it dawns on him that we’re not really swingers or anything like that.

		‘Oh,’ he says. ‘Oh, shit. Man, I am so sorry. I just kind of assumed, you know? I get a lot of married white women start talking to me. Sometimes their husbands like to be involved, you know?’

		‘Really?’ Brittany says. Her cheeks are still flushed, but now her eyes sparkle with interest. ‘Involved… like how?’

		Jordan quickly recovers from his surprise. His previous confidence and swagger returns. He leans forward onto the table, grinning.

		‘They like to watch, mostly,’ he says. ‘You’d be real surprised how many husbands get off on it as much as the women do.’

		Brittany glances at me for a moment. Then her gaze returns to the big, powerful black man at the head of our table. She says, ‘Is this… I mean, do you get this a lot?’

		Jordan nods. ‘At least once a week. Sometimes more. During regular tourist season, I can get a few offers a day.’

		‘A day?’ Now it’s my turn to be shocked. Brittany and I have sex maybe once or twice a month. I can’t imagine having sex several times a day, and all with different women. ‘And the husbands are okay with this?’

		‘They love it,’ he says, with a knowing chuckle, like we’re all insiders on some great secret. ‘Most of them watch. A couple like to join in. What about you? What would you do?’

		I open my mouth but no words come out.

		‘The husbands watch?’ Brittany sounds utterly fascinated. ‘They watch you... .and their wives? Like, sexually?’

		Jordan makes a self-depreciating chuckle. ‘Yeah, they do. I think most white guys like the taboo of their wives having sex with a black man. Don’t matter how progressive or civilized the world gets, the thought of a white woman with a black guy will always carry that extra little something, you know?’

		I nod with understanding. I glance away, forcing myself to focus on the conversation, but it’s tricky. The four beers have scrambled my brain a little. All I can imagine is black skin on white flesh – specifically, his black skin on Brittany’s white flesh. I look across the table at my wife. I see her parted lips and pink cheeks and glittering eyes and I know that she’s thinking the same thing.

		‘How do you do it?’ Brittany says. She can’t help herself. She’s partly drunk and desperately curious. This handsome stranger has opened a door to a while new world for both of us. I’m every bit as fascinated as she is – a thousand questions are racing through my mind right now – but every time she brings up the subject, I can feel his influence growing over both of us.

		‘I got a few methods,’ he says, his smile a brilliant white flash on his dark face. ‘Sometimes I introduce myself to likely couples. Sometimes the guy or the girl proposition me. Sometimes I walk up to a woman and start dancing with her and see what happens.’

		‘Does anyone ever turn you down?’ I say, unable to picture a lifestyle like his – a lifestyle where any woman will freely give herself to a man like him, regardless of whether or not she’s married.

		Jordan smiles at me. That’s my answer. My stomach clenches.

		‘So, uh, are you staying here at the hotel?’ Brittany says. I glance over at her, but she isn’t looking at me. Her eyes are fixed on the tall, powerfully built black man who has taken control of our night. The man she confessed was her ideal fantasy. I can feel warning sirens screaming in my head. This is dangerous, yes – but I don’t really want to tell this guy to get lost. I can’t explain why.

		‘No,’ Jordan says. ‘I live in the one of the villas along the beach. I work here and there.’

		‘Oh, wow.’ Brittany’s eyes sparkle with interest. ‘What’s that like?’

		‘Amazing. I love swimming naked in the sunrise.’

		Now my wife’s cheeks flush as she pictures this man naked, swimming in the sea under a golden light. I’m imagining it too. Sunlight reflecting off his dark, wet skin… Fuck, what’s wrong with me?

		‘Do you want to see it?’ Jordan says, dragging me back to reality.

		‘See it?’ I say.

		‘You guys want to come and see my place? It’s really awesome. We can have another drink if you want. It’s closer than your hotel room, anyway.’

		I exchange a look with Brittany, but she’s already made up her mind. She wants to spend a little more time in the company of this charming, entertaining and – though I hate to admit it – deeply attractive man.

		‘Sure,’ Brittany says.

		‘Follow me,’ Jordan says, standing up from the table.

		My wife glances at me with a nervous, yet excited smile on her face.

		‘Just one drink, right?’ she says. ‘That’s okay, right?’

		‘Sure,’ I say.

		But my stomach clenches again. We’re about to enter the lion’s den – and this man is the definition of an apex predator.

		

		****

		

		‘Here,’ Jordan says, handing us a cold bottle of beer each. ‘Make yourselves comfortable, okay? Ain’t nobody here but us. We can chill and be cool.’ He walks away from us, heading to a bedroom at the back of villa.

		I glance at Brittany. Her eyes are gleaming – partly due to all the booze we’ve consumed tonight, but also with excitement. We’re hanging out with a tall, dark, handsome stranger in his immaculate villa overlooking the moon-dappled ocean. A tall, dark, handsome stranger who has made his intentions for the two of us perfectly clear. Part of me is desperate to get out of here and go back to our hotel room. But this was entirely my idea. I want Brittany to feel as beautiful and sexy as I see her, so maybe it won’t hurt that this guy is clearly into her. If she leaves here feeling better about herself, then it was all worth it, right?

		‘So gorgeous,’ Brittany says, almost under her breath.

		‘Huh?’ I say, startled. ‘What’s gorgeous?’

		Her cheeks flush with color.

		‘This place,’ she says. ‘It’s beautiful.’

		She looks away from me and I’m pretty sure that my wife just lied. I consider pressing the point, but Jordan walks back into the room and both of us turn our attention to him.

		The handsome black stranger has taken off most of his clothes. He walks casually toward us in just his red boxer shorts, the fabric utterly failing to hide anything beneath. I can clearly see the size and shape of his manhood bulging against the thin red cotton. The dude is packing some serious girth. My stomach tightens and I try to look away, my mind flooded with the embarrassing and humiliating knowledge that this man is soft and he’s bigger than I am at full size!

		But looking away doesn’t help. My eyes are drawn back to him, to his impressive body. He had looked pretty sizable before in that white shirt, but now I can see his ripped torso and bulging arm muscles on full display. Jordan is built like a damn athlete.

		My wife makes a strange noise, like crossed between a squeak of delight and a gasp of surprise. I look at her, but my wife’s eyes are fixed on the barely-clothed man in front of us.

		Jordan grins – Brittany isn’t the first married woman to make that kind of sound for his shirtless body, I can tell – and sits down at end of the large couch. He pats the empty seat next to him.

		‘C’mon, honey,’ he says. ‘Why don’t you take a seat next to me, huh?’

		She doesn’t even hesitate. My wife joins him on the couch without a second thought. She grins up at me, eyes sparkling, as though this is something we always do together. I sit down on the couch too, but now I feel like the third wheel in my own marriage – Brittany is sitting much closer to Jordan than she is to me. Our new friend places his hand on her bare thigh and I get a tightening feeling in the pit of my gut. His hand is fucking huge and his deep, rich black skin contrasts with my wife’s tanned and bronzed thigh. She doesn’t move his hand, so I don’t say anything.

		‘You okay there, babe?’ Jordan says, cool as anything. As though he’s always this intimate with my wife.

		‘Yeah,’ she says, nodding and drinking from her bottle. ‘You have a really nice place here.’

		‘Thanks,’ he says. ‘I love it. I get to meet lots of fun and interesting people. Like you two.’

		His hand moves a fraction higher up Brittany’s thigh. She looks at me, her face filled with nervous excitement. She’s not going to stop him. This stranger is putting his hands on my wife’s body and she’s totally okay with it.

		My stomach lurches. My manhood throbs. What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I getting excited at the sight of his hand on her bare thigh? Why does my breath catch in my throat when he inches his strong black fingers higher up her leg? I should do something, right? Like tell him to back off or move his hand or grab Brittany and pull her closer to me…

		But I don’t. I sit at the far end of the couch like a voyeur watching something utterly intimate and forbidden and not for my enjoyment. I watch Jordan’s huge, dark hand inch up my wife’s thigh. I watch her lips part. I watch her chest rise and fall a little faster.

		And then I hear it – that little whimper. A tiny noise that escapes her lips. A noise I know very well. Brittany only makes that whimper when she’s incredibly horny and there’s no going back. I’ve heard that sound on many occasions – and now our friend has heard it, too. And judging from the huge gleaming smile on his face, he knows exactly what that whimper signifies.

		‘It’s okay,’ he says. ‘You can relax. We’re all friends here, right?’

		He looks to me for approval. I nod quickly.

		‘Oh, yeah,’ I say. ‘All friends.’

		His hand drifts higher up Brittany’s leg, now beginning to push and lift the hem of her dress, exposing more and more of her inner thigh. Her freshly-revealed skin is a lighter tone, less bronzed than the rest of her leg – this area of her body hasn’t been exposed to the sun as much. She looks down at his hand, watching with wide, gleaming eyes, almost as though she can’t believe this is real, this is actually happening.

		Jordan’s hand slips a little higher and his fingers brush the front of Brittany’s panties. Her reaction is amazing. She gasps and flinches and jerks back into the couch and her eyes go wider than saucers. She looks at me again, this time her expression dumbfounded, as though she’s saying, Honey, he just touched me there!

		My wife stares at me from the other end of the couch, but it feels like miles and miles away. She stares at me for some kind of sign or signal. She waits for me to tell this guy to back off; to announce that this has gone too far; to finally declare that she’s my wife and I don’t give him permission to touch her there. But I don’t do any of that. Instead I look back at my wife – at my beautiful soulmate in her gorgeous dress, with Jordan’s big, black, powerful hand positioned between her thighs – and I nod.

		She raises her eyebrows.

		I nod again.

		She looks down at the hand between her legs, at the fingers brushing and caressing the thing fabric of her panties, the firm black skin just millimeters from her cleft, and exhales. My wife leans back into the couch and see her body unclench and relax.

		Jordan’s wide, hungry smile grows wider. He sits forward a little and turns his body toward me. Then he brings his other hand up and places it on Brittany’s breast.

		She whimpers again.

		My cock leaps up and bounces off the ceiling of my khaki shorts. Is this for real? Am I awake right now? I pinch my leg. Yeah, it’s real. I’m sitting in this guy’s beautiful home and watching him casually feel up my wife and neither of us are stopping him.

		Brittany looks at me again, her eyes now clouded by lust and arousal. I’ve seen that expression many, many times in my life. But I’ve always been the one to put it on her face. This is the first time ever that someone else has turned her on to this level. He gently, but deftly, moves his hand around the front of her panties, teasing her sex through the thin material. At the same time, he begins to tease and squeeze my wife’s firm, juicy breasts. First one, then the other. She lets out little exhales now, breathing harder. I watch my wife shift in her seat, letting her body total relax under his touch. Her eyes are fixed on his. Her face is a picture of shock and arousal. She can’t believe what she’s letting him do – but she loves it.

		Jordan’s hand slides around her breasts with ease and precision and skill. Before I realize what’s happening, he pushes at her dress and suddenly Brittany’s breasts are exposed in all their full, firm, heavy glory. Her big, dark nipples are hard already. She opens her legs wider for his exploring hand.

		I sit perfectly still, hardly breathing, like a filmmaker capturing wildlife in all its serene beauty. I don’t dare move or distract them. My cock is at full hardness in my shorts – so firm and stiff it actually hurts – but I don’t want to unzip my fly or start jerking off. This is their moment, not mine. It’s crazy to even think, but somehow I know. My wife needs this moment. And I need it, too. We both need this.

		Brittany and Jordan only have eyes for each other now. I’m long forgotten, far away down the miles and miles of couch that separate us. Jordan lowers his dark head and open his mouth and places his lips around my wife’s hard nipple. She inhales sharply. A tiny groan of lust escapes her parted lips. Her back arches imperceptibly, offering her breasts to his hungry mouth even more.

		His hand continues its slow, steady exploration between her legs. I watch his thick black fingers deftly caress and stroke my wife’s mound and cup her burning sex. I watch it all in shocked, horny silence. I feel a confusing mixture of jealousy, anger, shame, and lust washing over me at once. I can’t believe we’re letting him do this. Every few seconds, I think about ripping him away from her and smashing my bottle over his head, but then I see the way my wife reacts to his touch and all the anger and jealousy and doubt floods my body and makes my cock throb even harder.

		‘Oh my God,’ Brittany says, moaning the words. She looks across at me, through eyes glazed with passion. ‘Baby, he’s really doing this…’

		She sounds like she can’t believe it either.

		The big black man moves his hot, hungry mouth from one hard, swollen nipple to the other, teasing and sucking on my wife’s breasts. She gasps again, loving the way his mouth feels on her soft, delicate skin. She’s never made these noises when I’ve sucked on her breasts. Never.

		Jordan’s teasing fingers finally tip Brittany over the edge. She reaches down between her legs and tugs her panties to the side. She moans a single word that runs right through me like a samurai sword.

		‘Please.’

		He doesn’t hesitate or consult with me or pause for even a second. I watch Jordan push two large, thick fingers inside my wife’s pink, puffy, glistening slit. She reacts immediately, moaning in deep, guttural, all-conquering erotic lust. Her hips rock, meeting his hand, granting his probing digits access, permitting him to delve deeper into a treasure that only I have ever experienced before now.

		‘I’m so fucking wet,’ she says. I don’t know if she’s talking to me or her new friend.

		Jordan chuckles; a rich, deep sound of amusement. He moves up her body and places his dark lips against her pale neck. She sighs, the sound thick with pleasure. She rolls her head back. He kisses her neck again and again, putting his lips in places that only I have ever touched before.

		His fingers slowly and carefully slip in and out of her dripping, slippery sex. Her steady breaths become little groans and moans. He kisses her neck and teases her nipples and gently bites her throat.

		She loves it all.

		‘Lay down,’ Jordan says.

		Brittany moves where he guides her. She holds out her beer and I take it like a dutiful waiter. She slides onto the couch on her back and places her head in my lap. I look into her eyes and see only delight in her face. She is loving this. More than I ever thought she could love anything.

		Jordan kneels between my wife’s parted legs. We both stare at him in wide-eyed excitement. He winks at us and lowers his face to Brittany’s cleft. He kisses her neatly-trimmed mound and she shudders at his touch.

		‘He feels so good,’ she says.

		‘You… you like it, huh?’ I say.

		She nods with enthusiasm.

		‘Do you like it too?’ she says.

		I nod back.

		Jordan kisses her soaking lips and she moans again. She grabs my hand and squeezes it. I look to the far end of the couch and watch the powerfully built black man begin the delicate work of orally stimulating the woman I love.

		He’s good.

		I watch in stunned fascination as he laps at my wife’s red-hot sex, licking the sweet nectar that no other man besides myself has ever tasted before. Brittany moans over and over, her eyelids flickering, body shuddering, legs twitching with every movement. I wish I could see what he’s doing to her right now. Whatever it is, I need to learn it.

		Jordan’s movements get a little faster now. He looks up the couch, eyes fixed on Brittany. She looks back at him, still squeezing my hand.

		‘Shit!’ she says. ‘That feels so fucking good!’

		He moves one hand to her womanhood now. I can’t see what his fingers are doing, but his wrist moves side-to-side in rapid little motions. Brittany moans ever louder. Her stomach begins to dip and clench. Her hand squeezes mine almost as tight as it did when she gave birth to our babies. Her body trembles, rocking the entire couch on the spot.

		‘Oh, fuck, baby, he’s gonna make me come! Can he make me come? It feels so good!’ She looks up at me, imploring me with her big, wide, desperate eyes.

		Can I do this? Can I really let someone else make her come? It all feels so fucking crazy. Every time I think we’ve reached the point where I need to stop them, we go a little further. I should have stopped him when he put his hand on her leg. I should have stopped him when he kissed her body. I should have stopped him when he started finger-fucking her. It’s not too late. Even now, it’s not too late. I can stop this. All I have to do is say the word-

		‘Yes,’ I say.

		My wife cries out even louder than before. Her passion is so intense that I can feel it coming off her in waves. She grips my hand tight and closes her eyes and gives herself over to his man and his talented mouth.

		Brittany climaxes for another man. She shudders and clenches and moans and screams with passion. Her entire body bursts with the power of her orgasm. I sit where I am, legs trapped beneath her head, watching in stunned silence. She’s never come this hard for me. Not even close.

		Jordan continues his furious movements for a few moments longer, drinking deeply in her sweet climax, until she finally waves a hand in surrender, gasping for air. He sits back, his dark chin glistening with my wife’s dew, and smiles at us both.

		‘You are fucking delicious,’ he says, chuckling. ‘I love the way white women taste.’

		‘Oh wow,’ she says, in a dreamlike voice. She sounds like she’s been to heaven and back.

		‘I think she liked it,’ I say, my voice huskier voice than I realized.

		Jordan chuckles again.

		‘So,’ he says, ‘have you ever seen a black cock before?’

		‘No,’ Brittany says. ‘I mean, not in real life. Only in porn.’

		‘Would you like to?’

		Brittany smiles. ‘Can I?’ she says. Despite everything that’s already happened tonight, she still sounds nervous. Like she always does when our passions run hot. Even now, she’s still my shy, innocent wife.

		‘Sit up.’

		Jordan takes Brittany by the hand and helps up sit upright. I immediately grab my shorts and pull them into a more comfortable position. My cock is so hard it hurts. The big black man stands in front of my wife in just his shorts. The massive, thick, powerful bulge in his shorts is so big that neither one of us can look away.

		‘Undress me,’ Jordan says.

		Brittany reaches out a hand and gently grasps his waistband. She looks back at me for approval. I nod. Maybe too eagerly. She swallows and reaches out with the other hand, too. My wife slowly, carefully, and nervously tugs down his shorts, exposing more and more of his chocolate skin. His groin is shaved bare. The base of his manhood is thicker than my ankle. His shaft is rigged with veins thicker than my finger. And his cock is fucking huge.

		My sweet, shy wife pulls his underwear completely down and comes face-to-face with only the second penis of her entire life. But this penis utterly dwarfs mine. This isn’t a cock; this is a forearm with balls attached. My eyes almost bulge out of my fucking head just staring at it. A million thoughts run through my mind at once – that thing is gonna rip her in half! – I wish mine was that big! – Will she even feel me after him? – and all the air is sucked out of my lungs.

		But Brittany takes his shaft in her hand – fingers so tiny and thin compared to his manhood! – and giggles with shock and delight.

		‘Holy shit,’ she says. ‘I thought it was a myth! I thought big black guys was just a stereotype!’

		Jordan laughs, loving her reaction. A guy like him probably hears this every time he drops his pants.

		‘Some black guys can be pretty small,’ he says. ‘Like some white guys can be big, too. I just got lucky.’

		‘You call this lucky?’ My wife lifts his manhood to illustrate her point. His big, thick, powerful cock in her tiny white hand reminds me of a huge hotdog in a bun several sizes too small.

		Jordan laughs again. ‘I’d say you’re the lucky one. Go ahead, see if you can suck it.’

		Brittany takes hold of him with both hands and points the thick, purple tip at her face. She glances over at me once more, waiting for an objection. I say nothing. I can barely breathe right now. My eyes are fixed on the huge black tool in her hands. My wife turns her face back to the front. She opens her mouth. She leans forward and takes the second cock of she’s ever experienced passes between her lips.

		My gut clenches as though I’ve been punched. I gasp in shock, arousal, and jealousy. Jordan makes a low groan of satisfaction, watching with a smile as Brittany gently sucks on the tip of his impressive shaft. He places a hand on the top of her head, carefully guiding her movements. She gets a little more confident and smiles up at him, lips stretched around that thick black cock. Her eyes sparkle with delight.

		She starts to move her head now, taking one inch between her lips, then two, then three. His thickness forces her mouth wide open – far wider than she’s ever had to open to suck my cock – and water fills her eyes. But she doesn’t stop. She begins to find her confidence now, hands moving and sliding up and down his cock, spreading her spit along his dark skin, causing it to glisten. Jordan groans again.

		‘That’s it, girl,’ he says. ‘Suck my cock, just like that. You ever sucked anything this big before?’

		Brittany shakes her head. I massage the front of my shorts, trying to ease the pressing ache of my own hardness. Christ, I can barely stand to watch. I want to jerk off. I want to bend her over and join in. I want to do a hundred things at once, but most of all, I want to see every nasty little thing she does with him.

		Spit and drool begin to spill out of the corners of Brittany’s mouth, coating her chin, but she doesn’t stop. She makes throaty little moans of pleasure, still moving her head, still trying to take as much of his cock in her mouth as possible. This is the most intensely erotic thing I have ever seen. I know it’s wrong, but yet… fuck, I can’t stop it.

		‘Relax,’ Jordan says, resting his other hand on her head now. ‘Just relax your throat, okay?’

		Brittany nods. Jordan holds her head in both hands and slowly pumps his cock into her mouth. I see the concentration in her eyes as she focuses all her effort of controlling the gag reflex. Jordan forces his cock all the way to the back of my wife’s throat in slow, methodical movements, pumping her mouth over and over and over again. Drool falls from her lips in silvery strands. I stare at her, hardly believing how much she can take. She always told me that mine filled up her mouth pretty good, but this thing is easily twice my size and girth and she’s taking it all!

		‘Fuck,’ Jordan moans, pumping a little faster now. Not quite fucking my wife’s mouth, but steadily building up his pace. His rich black shaft is now coated and covered in an even layer of her glistening spit. He pulls her head into him, pushing her face to his stomach, and holds her in place for a long, long moment.

		Then he releases her. Brittany pants and gasps for air, but she smiles with joy, delighted that she managed to take it all for him. She looks at me, her makeup smudged and lipstick ruined, but glowing more beautifully than I’ve ever seen before.

		‘I did it,’ she says, with pride in her voice.

		‘Yeah,’ I say, my throat tight. ‘Yeah, you did.’

		She kisses Jordan’s thick black, a display of affection for someone other than me. She giggles with naughty delight.

		‘You wanna move this to the bedroom?’ Jordan says.

		Brittany nods eagerly.

		‘What about you?’ Jordan says, looking at me. ‘You wanna listen, you wanna join, you wanna watch?’

		I swallow hard. I want to go back to our hotel room and forget any of this ever happened. I want to see his massive black cock enter her tight pink pussy. I want to explode with lust and cry with jealousy and scream with lust.

		‘Watch,’ I say, finally.

		Jordan holds out a hand and helps Brittany to her feet. He slings an arm around her waist and starts walking toward the bedroom, behind me. I stay where I am for a moment, breathing hard. Jesus Christ, am I really going to let this happen? I thought this was all some crazy, wild game, but this guy, this big, black monster of a man is actually going to fuck my wife. And I’m going to watch!

		I put the two beers on the floor and follow my wife and her black lover through the wide, open villa to the bedroom. Jordan’s hand casually gropes and squeezes my wife’s ass. She laughs, not pushing him away like she did earlier on the dance floor. Now she wants his hands on her body.

		Jordan turns on the bedroom light to reveal a plain, white king-size bed. There’s a wide window at the far end and a mirror mounted on one wall. He slips his hands around my wife’s body and carefully undresses her. In a few moments, the love of my life is totally naked in another man’s bedroom. His hard cock bobs in approval, loving the sight of her body.

		‘You’re fucking beautiful,’ he says.

		Brittany blushes, beaming with delight.

		‘How do you want to do it?’ Jordan says.

		Brittany glances back at me, chewing her bottom lip. She climbs on the bed and lays on her back. Despite her overall excitement and lust, she’s still the same shy, innocent lover I’ve always known. I’m not sure how to feel right now. She wants him to fuck her, but she also wants to do it the same way I make love to her. It’s like she wants to compare him to me.

		Jordan climbs on the bed and kneels between her parted legs. I can see how wet she is already – her pink, puffy lips and swollen and gleaming with her juices. He gets into position and lowers himself onto her.

		‘Go slow,’ she says, in a quiet, timid voice. ‘You’re the biggest I’ve ever had.’

		Her words suck all the air out of my lungs. I stand at the back of the room, watching as the big black man lies on top of my white wife and carefully enters her. I watch my wife’s tight, dripping slit open up to receive him. I hear the guttural, animalistic moan of utter pleasure she makes. I hear his long, throaty exhale as he sinks deeper into her. I see her tight entrance gripping his black shaft like a glove, barely opening wide enough for him. I watch him plunge slowly and carefully inside, pushing inch after inch of big, hard, throbbing black cock inside my beautiful wife.

		I have never been so turned on in my whole life.

		She grabs his back and ass, her tiny white fingers clinging to his deep, dark skin, and moans over and over again. Jordan’s hips rock back and forth, gently pulling and pushing his manhood deeper and deeper inside her, carefully stretching my wife’s tight pussy, forcing her body to adjust to his massive size. Her juices cover his shaft. I can see from back here just how wet she is.

		My wife is letting a big, black stranger fuck her pussy. I’m letting my wife fuck a big, black stranger. Hell, I’m almost as turned on as she is right now. I take off my clothes and stand at the back of the room, naked, my cock throbbing harder than ever. I’m almost embarrassed by how hard I am right now. I’m really embarrassed by how small I am compared to the other guy.

		The lovers began to relax and loosen up now. Jordan drives his cock deeper and deeper into her. She moans louder and raises her legs higher, giving him even more access to her deepest parts – places I’ve never been or touched before. The wet sound of his cock plunging inside her tight hole echoes inside my skull. Her moans are wild, animalistic, passionate. His grunts are deep, throaty, primal. And I’m standing here, naked and hard, watching.

		‘Shit!’ Brittany says. ‘It kinda hurts.’

		‘You want me to stop?’ Jordan says, still slamming his body into hers.

		‘No, I can take it,’ she says. ‘I want it!’

		He lifts himself up now, those big, powerful arm muscles bulging. His hips rock and sway, growing faster and faster. He’s not making love to my wife anymore. He’s openly fucking her in front of me. Showing me how it should be done. Their passion is so hot, so intense, that I can almost feel it on my skin.

		‘Oh, fuck!’ Brittany says. ‘It’s too much! I’m gonna come again!’

		‘Yeah,’ Jordan says, with a growl of passion. ‘Fucking come for me.’

		He moves faster. Fucking her deeper and harder and with more aggression. Her fingers clench on his body. Her toes curl in the air. She cries out one. Twice. Three times. Then unleashes the most intense scream of utter erotic pleasure I’ve ever heard in my life. Her body rocks and convulses under his. She shudders and squeals and moans. She gasps and wails and mewls. He keeps fucking her, getting harder and faster with every delicious pump. Her juices flow over his big black cock and huge, swollen balls, staining his bed with her excitement. My wife is climaxing harder than she has ever come before. I have never heard her make these sounds in all my life.

		But she doesn’t stop. And neither does he. Every hard, deep pump of his massive cock seems to drive her even wilder, forcing another wail of ecstasy out of her mouth. My hand grasps my cock, but I don’t stroke. I already feel close to coming myself, just from watching this intense show.

		‘Fuck!’ Brittany gasps. ‘Okay, fuck! Okay, lay down!’

		Jordan slams his length inside her all the way to the hilt and stays still. She wraps her legs around his waist. In one smooth movement, he rolls over on the bed, leaving my wife on top and him underneath. Now Brittany is the one in control. She never gets on top when we have sex. She only ever enjoys lying on her back. I guess Jordan’s man enough to bring out her dirty side.

		‘Oh my God,’ Brittany says. ‘I can’t believe how fucking good this feels! Your dick is so fucking big!’

		‘Yeah, it is,’ he says, voice full of confidence.

		‘Are you close?’ she says.

		‘No.’

		Brittany looks back at me, a smile on her face. I know exactly what she’s thinking – You never last this long. I blush. She turns her attention back to Jordan and starts riding him, her big, wide, child-bearing hips swaying back and forth, letting that big fat cock touch every part of her inner walls in ways I’ve never managed. She groans deep and loud.

		‘I fucking love it!’ she says. Even her voice sounds different. I’ve never heard this side of her before. This wild, untamed, uninhibited slutty side. She’s not just having sex – not like she does with me, anyway – she’s enjoying the act of primal, unrestrained fucking.

		Jordan’s dark hands grab her hips, guiding her movements. She moans over and over, breath catching in her throat as she tries to ride that huge black cock. I can see her stretched and swollen entrance gripping him tight. I squeeze my cock, trying to mimic the feeling, wishing my hand was her tight slit.

		‘Oh, fuck, you’re good,’ Jordan says, groaning now. ‘I love how tight your pussy is.’

		‘Yeah?’ she says, sounding pleased by his approval. ‘Am I gonna make you come?’

		‘Uh-huh.’

		Jordan points down at the floor with one finger. I see it. A message meant for me. I swallow and do as I’m told. I kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed, watching them up close, hardly daring to blink. I can see it all. Her stretched, soaking sex. His powerful, probing prick. I can smell their mixing juices. Part of me wants to taste her. Another part wants to bend her over and push my cock inside her tight pink asshole. But I don’t want to interrupt this beautiful moment. I might never see this side of my wife ever again.

		Jordan smacks my wife’s ass while she rides him. She squeals with pleasure at every impact, bouncing on his black pole, taking every thick inch deep inside her. Every time she sinks down over his huge length, she lets out a throaty gasp of total bliss that I’ve never heard before.

		‘Oh, yeah,’ Jordan says, ‘that’s it. I’m getting close.’

		‘Yeah?’ Brittany gasps. ‘You like this?’

		‘I wanna fuck you from behind,’ he says. ‘Get on the bed.’

		Brittany squeals with excitement. She leans forward and eases off him. From my vantage point on the floor, I get an exquisite view of her sex – wide, dripping, hungry, and swollen – as she disconnects from him. My wife gets on the bed on her hands and knees, presenting her pink and well-used womanhood for him. He wastes no time taking up his position behind her. She cries out again as he eases his length back inside her and resumes his steady, deep pounding.

		I can see everything from down here. His big black balls swinging back and forth. Her juicy breasts rocking back and forth. Her hands gripping the bed. And – on the reflection of the mirror on the wall – I can see her face. She looks into my eyes, wailing with delight as the black man fucks her from behind like a dirty slut. I can’t remember the last time we had sex in this position, and he’s fucking her like this after an hour in her company.

		In a matter of seconds, Brittany climaxes again. I’ve lost count of the number of times he’s made her come now. He doesn’t stop. He keeps pumping, hands grabbing her hips for support, driving his length deep inside her tight hole over and over again. I look into my wife’s face in the mirror as she comes for another man. I see nothing but joy in her face. I’ve never made her feel this good.

		My hand moves up and down my shaft now, slowly stroking and teasing. My balls feel ready to burst. It almost hurts to be this horny.

		‘Oh, fuck, yeah!’ Jordan says, groaning. ‘I’m gonna come!’

		Without a moment of hesitation, Brittany says, ‘Come in me!’

		My heart leaps into my throat. I hadn’t thought about this. We hadn’t discussed this. But now the moment is here, I can’t imagine it happening any other way. A guy like Jordan deserves to come inside my queen. His seed should not be wasted across her back or ass, it should be buried deep inside her.

		‘Fuck!’ Jordan says again. ‘Here it comes!’

		‘Yes!’ Brittany says, crying out with lust. ‘Come in me!’

		Jordan unleashes a savage, primal cry, his muscles tensing and clenching, his hips jerking back and forth in quick movements. I hear my wife’s gasp. I see his balls contract. He pushes deep inside her and cries out again. Brittany looks at me in the mirror as another man comes inside her.

		‘Shit!’ she says, in a high-pitched voice that doesn’t sound like her. ‘Oh shit!’

		Jordan pumps her a couple more times, driving his load deeper and deeper inside my wife. I squeeze my cock tight, desperate for release, watching them with wide eyes. Then Jordan eases back and climbs off the bed. My wife’s gaping sex is filled with his creamy spend, dripping down onto the bed.

		‘Your turn,’ Jordan says slapping me on the shoulder.

		I climb on the bed as fast as I can and get between her legs. She looks at me in the mirror, her face glowing with excitement. A wicked sparkle glints in her eyes.

		‘You gonna fuck me, too?’ she says. ‘Come on, baby, fuck my creamy pussy.’

		I let out a growl and push forward and plunge inside her. She moans – but it sounds nothing like the noises she made with him. I start thrusting desperately, my cock so hard and my balls so full they hurt. But something is wrong. Her pussy feels different. Usually, her tunnel grips my cock in a tight clench, but now she doesn’t. Her womanhood has been stretched and ravaged and filled by a much bigger man. All I can feel is Jordan’s hot, sticky, creamy come and the heat of their lovemaking. I can’t even feel my wife’s slick pussy.

		‘Fuck!’ I say, partly in excitement and partly in frustration. ‘Fuck!’

		Brittany’s eyes flash with triumph. She arches her back, offering herself to me. I grab her hips and drive myself into her over and over and over, fucking my wife like a man possessed. I need to come in her. I need to reclaim her from him. I need to make her mine again.

		‘Come on,’ Brittany says, challenging me. ‘Come on. You can do it. You can do it, baby.’

		The sound of her soothing, teasing voice tips me over the edge. I can’t control myself anymore. I moan and grip her hips tighter and spill my seed inside her used and well-fucked pussy. I pound her as deep and hard as I can, but we both know that she’s better tonight.

		I stop pumping, feeling the last of my come spill inside her. I gasp and shudder. Sweat dots my brow. I feel like I’ve run a marathon.

		‘That was fun,’ Brittany says. She pulls away and falls onto her front. I can see her dripping sex. It looks so good. My cream mixes with Jordan’s and rolls out over her entrance. Brittany giggles.

		‘You guys are welcome to stay here tonight,’ Jordan says. ‘I don’t know about you, but I could do that again in a few minutes.

		Brittany rolls over now, lying naked on another man’s bed with no shame or fear. ‘Can we?’ she says, looking at me. ‘Honey, this was so much fun. You liked it too, right? I’ve never come so hard before.’

		‘Yeah,’ I say, nodding. ‘I liked it. I really liked it.’

		I lean down over my wife and kiss her deeply. She responds. I can taste something bitter on her tongue. I can taste Jordan on her breath. It’s both humiliating and exciting.

		‘I told you that you’re hot,’ I say. ‘Now do you believe me?’

		Brittany laughs – a light, genuine sound. It seems like a huge weight has been lifted from her shoulders.

		Jordan walks around the bed, standing naked before us. His huge black member hangs down over my wife’s face, already beginning to return to life. Brittany doesn’t waste a second. She grasps him tight and opens her mouth and slowly begins to stimulate her dark lover back to full hardness, right in front of my eyes.

		I watch, lying on top of her. My cock throbs again. I can feel his warm come on my skin. This is going to be a long, long night.

		And I’m gonna love every second of it.

		

		****

		

		I slip my arms around her waist and place a paternal hand on her swelling belly. We gaze at the picture on the wall, the picture of the black man who changed our lives three months ago. His dark features and charming smile seem to glow, even through the frame. The rest of the wall is dotted with other photographs of good memories. But this is the only picture of our tall, dark, handsome friend.

		‘What are you thinking about?’ I say, slowly rubbing her belly.

		‘Just remembering some good times,’ she says, giggling. She places a hand on top of mine. ‘I guess we’ll be remembering them for a long time to come.’

		‘Mmm,’ I say. My manhood swells in my pants. ‘Do you think the baby will look like me or him?’

		Brittany thinks for a moment. ‘I hope it looks like you, because otherwise we got some ‘splaining to do…’

		I laugh. She turns and hugs me. I can feel the warmth in her belly.

		‘Are you going out tonight?’ I say.

		‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘I have my date with Mike tonight. He’s promised to drop me home again tomorrow, but I don’t know what time. Whenever we’re finished, I guess.’

		‘God, I’m so lucky,’ I say. My cock throbs again.

		‘I’m the lucky one,’ she says. ‘I have a man like you.’

		She lets go of me and walks down the hall, to the front door. The light causes a silhouette around her. She turns to me, her slightly swollen belly glowing in the sun.

		‘Tell the kids mommy loves them,’ she says. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

		She blows me a kiss and opens the door.

		My formerly shy, innocent, and now very slutty, pregnant wife walks out of the house to meet another man. My cock throbs in my pants. I love her so much. I’m so happy she finally feels as sexy as I see her.

		

		###
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Reunion

		

		Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him?

		

		Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works.

		

		But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back…

		

		‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

		‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

		‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt.

		‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

		I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move.

		She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement.

		Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement.

		‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

		‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice.

		‘Like you used to.’

		She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it.

		Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra.

		She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me.

		He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready.

		‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips.

		Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it.

		I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it.

		My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it.

		‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

		‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

		‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

		The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard.

		‘Open your mouth,’ he says.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Happy Anniversary

		

		This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

		

		Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend.

		

		Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

		

		‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

		‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning.

		Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…

		But one I so desperately want to take.

		Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles.

		‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room.

		I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor.

		‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

		Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his.

		My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get.

		Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made that gasp for me, just last night, when I made her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need for him.

		She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again.

		‘Oh, fuck,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

		I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Sharing is Caring

		

		My wife crosses the room and kneels between his legs, a naughty smile on her face…

		

		Larry is trying to help his best friend cope with yet another explosive break-up, but Peter’s sulking and reminiscing is getting in the way of naughty fun with his wife, Meghan.

		

		As the couple slowly help their friend get over his failed relationship, they start to take things in a new and highly erotic direction. What kind of man wouldn’t help his buddy move on? And what kind of wife could turn that offer down?

		

		Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face.

		I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages.

		I’m a naughty girl.

		I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game.

		Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. Game on, Peter.

		‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

		I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. But that’s part of the fun, right?’

		Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap.

		‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice.

		‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

		Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red.

		‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

		Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face.

		‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

		‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

		Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise.

		‘Y-yeah,’ he says.

		‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

		I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal.

		‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says.

		Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten.

		‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says.

		Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger.

		Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room.

		Shall we?
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Cash, Grass, or Ass

		

		‘The three things a trucker wants from hitchers like you,’ he says, ‘are cash, grass, or ass.’

		

		Sam and Kirsten have been dating for eighteen months but things aren’t going so well. In a last-ditch effort to get back on track, Sam has persuaded Kirsten to take a road trip with him, where he hopes to rekindle their earlier romance.

		

		During their trip, their car breaks down. Stranded and out of options, the two accept a ride from a passer trucker, who explains to them the rules of the road and how he expects to be paid back for giving them a ride…

		

		‘What do you mean?’ I say.

		‘You know exactly what I mean,’ Dayton says. ‘You gotta give up something. You don’t got money and you don’t got any smokes… that leaves your body.’

		‘Me?’ I say, horrified.

		Dayton laughs, ‘No, not you, dipshit! I’m talking about your girl here.’

		Now Kirsten reacts. She turns to face the big trucker. All I can see is the back of her head, but he looks at her face and he smiles at what he sees.

		‘How about it?’ he says. ‘I been with plenty of pretty hitchers like you in my time.’

		‘Kirsten!’ I say. ‘We can’t! I mean, you can’t!’

		Now she turns to me. Her face is set. Determined. Stony.

		‘We wouldn’t be in this mess if you’d just stuck to the main road,’ she says.

		‘What?’ I say, feeling a fist slamming into my gut. ‘You’re not seriously even thinking about this, right?’

		She looks at me with a glare so sharp it almost cuts my face.

		‘What choice do we have?’ she says.

		My jaw drops open. That cannonball of worry in my gut grows into a bowling ball of dread. My beautiful girlfriend is seriously considering doing something – anything – sexual with this total goddamn stranger.

		‘We have money!’ I say, leaning around to yell at the man in the driver’s seat. ‘We can give you gas money!’

		‘When?’ he says. ‘Now?’

		‘No,’ I say. ‘But if there’s an ATM at this town, then…’

		Dayton laughs again. This time there’s a hint of mockery to the sound. You stupid, useless college boy, that laugh says.

		‘There ain’t no ATMs where we’re going,’ he says. ‘You either got cash on you – right now – or you need to make a choice.’

		Kirsten looks at me again with piercing eyes filled with accusation. You should have listened to me, she is saying. This is all your fault.

		I meet her eyes, heart sinking in my chest. The bowling ball in my gut crushes me down into the seat. I glance through the window, thinking maybe we could run for it, but the dusty road whips beneath too fast for heroics or stunt dives.

		‘Tell you what,’ Dayton says, ‘I’m a gentleman, I’ll make it real easy for you.’

		He eases the brakes and slowly brings the truck to a stop. I look around at the deep, dark forest, a picturesque image now painted with shadows and gloom. The sky is now a shade of deep crimson-purple.

		‘Here ya go,’ Dayton says. ‘You can either get out and walk, or we can make a deal. What’s it gonna be?’ I look from the road to Kirsten’s face and back again. She says nothing. ‘But I gotta warn ya, it’s at least twenty miles back to your car, and forty to the town. You ain’t getting nowhere safe before nightfall.’

		‘Bears,’ Kirsten says in a timid voice.

		‘And bears,’ Dayton says, nodding. ‘It don’t bother me what you do, but I’d hate to stay up late tonight worrying about the two of you.’

		He falls silent, letting us think. My mind whirrs, but can’t get into gear. I feel like the clogged engine of my car – chug-chug-chug. No ideas come to mind. We have no cash. We have no grass. The only thing we have that he’s willing to trade this ride for is my girlfriend.

		‘Alright,’ Kirsten says.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Cucksitting

		

		‘Your wife told me to have fun with you,’ Ava says. ‘But she didn’t say how…’

		

		Perry and his wife Dawn are exploring the boundaries of their new arrangement – she has a lover on the side, and he gets to enjoy all the pleasure she receives. Tonight, they’re trying something new: Dawn is going out with her lover, leaving Perry at home.

		

		But he isn’t going to be alone tonight. Dawn’s friend Ava is coming over to cucksit. She knows all about their arrangement and she intends to get her own pleasure from this hapless, willing cuckold…

		

		‘How is that a threat?’ I say.

		She laughs, the sound like that of cruel wind chimes. ‘Because I have a very active imagination…’ She holds up her hand, thumb and finger extended to show me a tiny distance. ‘I can make you even more pathetic that you really are. And I’ll tell everyone you know. They’ll all think you’re the smallest, most pathetic man in the world. Either you show me what you’ve got, or you’ll fucking wish you had. Your choice.’

		She takes a big mouthful of wine and swirls the glass in her hand, liquid swishing in a red tornado. I stay where I am for a second, standing to attention in front of her, trying to decide what to do. Then my hands move to the button on my pants. Ava smiles.

		I unbutton my pants and pull down the zipper. I push my pants to the floor and stand in front of her, underwear tenting from my earlier excitement. She giggles at the sight. I slip my thumbs into my waistband and pause for a moment, heart hammering in my chest. Is this the right choice? Would Dawn be okay with me doing this?

		‘Don’t be shy,’ Ava says, in a teasing tone. ‘Show me what you got. I promise, I’ll only laugh a little.’

		I drop my shorts and Ava squeals in delight at the sight of my half-erect manhood. Heat floods my cheeks. Shame burns my entire face. She laughs at my reaction and beckons me closer with one curled finger. I step toward the couch, my underwhelming cock close to her face.

		‘God,’ she says, still laughing to herself, ‘no wonder your wife needs a little something on the side…’

		Her words sting like a whip to the chest, but my cock jumps a little. She sees that and her smile widens.

		‘Maybe you should have let me use my imagination,’ she says, holding up her thumb and finger again, about an inch apart. ‘I would have more generous than the reality.’

		My cock jumps again, getting hard at her cruel taunts. The knowledge that her mocking jibes excite me only makes the feeling more humiliating – which, in turn, makes my cock harder. I can feel it thickening and filling out, my blood running south as she watches.

		‘Is that it?’ she says, looking up at me. ‘Is that all there is? Please don’t tell me this is you.’

		I look down at myself, at my fully erect cock, and nod, cheeks burning. She roars with laughter. My cock pulses and throbs now.

		‘Jesus Christ!’ She wipes a tear from her eye. ‘Well, at least you have a good tongue. Dawn always says you’re good at licking her pussy. Do you like tasting her after she’s been fucked?’

		I swallow. ‘He uses a condom,’ I say. ‘I don’t… I’m not into that.’

		‘Not yet.’ Her eyes sparkle with cruelty and humor. ‘Not yet.’
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