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Chapter 1: The Problem

(George)

DANNI was going to be pissed. I already knew it before I walked in the door but I really didn’t have a choice, did I?

Of course not.

My best mate, Alton, got dumped by his girlfriend. It was ugly. Bad break up - the whole bit. I’ll spare you the details. But suffice to say, he needed a night out on the town. And I owed him that much.

He’d been there for me during my lowest moments and we’d made a promise to each other that we would always be there for one another, we’d always have the other’s back in times of crisis.

This was a crisis.

Alton wanted to get out and clear his head.

“Alright, so what do you want to do? You call the shots. We do whatever you say, you and me, Friday night,” I said to him.

He got a sly smile on his face and I regretted the offer immediately for two reasons. First, because I knew what he was going to say. Second, and most importantly, I’d forgotten that Friday night was our “date” night and that Danni was planning to cook me dinner and perhaps, I hoped, a little something else if you catch my drift.

“I wanna hit a titty bar, you and me, just like the old days.”

And there it was.

How could I be so stupid?

It was true though, I admit it. Before I met Danni well, me and Alton and a few other degenerates in our crew enjoyed a good boys night out at the strip joint. I confess. I was a pig.

But it had been ages since then. I’d grown up. I’d reformed. Put all those childish things to bed. I was a mature, married man now. Happily so.

I opened my mouth to protest but Alton held up a finger to silence me.

“I don’t care, man. Promise is a promise. Do what you gotta do, beg, borrow, steal, but I’m picking you up Friday night and we’re going. That’s all there is to it.”

I sighed heavily and relented.

“Alright fine,” I said, “Danni’s going to be pissed.”

Alton’s sly smile widened at the mention of my wife’s name. He had a thing for her. He always tried to play it off like a joke, but I knew. It was written all over his face. I knew what he’d like to do to her if he had half a chance.

Not for the first time, I allowed my mind to wander into that dark place. It was something I’d never shared with anyone. Certainly not Alton. I felt blood rushing to my crotch and tried to push the feeling away. But as usual, it was too strong and my mind veered off the well-trodden path and into a land far more sinister and filled with lewd temptations.

I imagined Danni. Her tight, sexy body and dark hair. Her freckled cheeks and luscious lips. She was on her knees in sexy high heels, her ass cheeks plump and round as she rested them on her calf muscles, a red-lace thong split them down the middle as her head bobbed back and forth. My mind’s eye followed the motion of her head to see what she was doing. Those freckled cheeks were hollowed out and her luscious lips were open and wrapped around a large, dark cock. Alton’s large, dark cock.

A firm slap on the back from Alton’s big, meaty hand snapped me out of the lucid daydream before I could take it any further and thank god. I could still conceal my half-hard chub without him noticing. Had it gone any further, well, I’d have some explaining to do.

“You alright, buddy?” He asked, studying my face with that same sly smile, almost as if he could read my thoughts and was enjoying watching me squirm. Almost.

“Yeah, yeah...I’m fine. Just trying to think of what kind of excuse to tell Danni. Tonight was supposed to be uh…”

“Date night?” Alton asked, finishing my thought for me.

“Something like that.”

“Well, hell, like I said...do what you gotta do. I mean she could even come if you can convince her. I know I said just you and me, but hell, she’s so fine I’d make an exception for her.”

He winked at me. My mind started to wander again but I was able to head it off at the pass this time and shut things down.

“You’re an asshole, you know that?”

Alton just smiled and then we both burst out laughing.

I didn’t take his suggestion seriously. At least not at first. But as I was driving home from work on Friday, still trying to think of excuses, I let my mind wander again and wondered if my sweet, innocent wife would really be up for something like a boy's trip to a strip club?

Knowing Danni as I did, I seriously doubted it. But I wondered what it might be like to have that kind of wife. And my mind flashed right back to that dark place once again as I pressed down on the accelerator and headed quickly for home.

. . .

MY WIFE, Danni, was the sweetest, most innocent woman in the entire world. She was the girl next door in almost every sense of the phrase. Sometimes, it was just a little too much.

She’d grown up a dancer and more seriously, a gymnast, and truly was an Olympic hopeful before an injury derailed her career before it ever really got going. She came from a loving, albeit strict, religious family and I was the first real boyfriend she’d ever had when we met a few years back, interning at the same agency downtown.

In fact, I was the first and only man she’d ever really been with. Sure, she’d had some flirtations. Some hand holding. Some kissing. Some heavy petting. She wasn’t a complete and total prude. But she’d never allowed herself to go all the way.

She was saving herself for true love and luckily for me, she seemed to find it when I walked into her life.

All of this is really just a long way of me saying this: Danni was shy, conservative, and relatively sheltered. Compared to me, she was a choir girl on steroids. She was at least somewhat aware of my past degenerate ways, but I never gave her all the gory details.

For some reason, a lot of guys seem to hold two conflicting thoughts in their head for which there is simply no real-world resolution: they want an experienced girl, someone who knows what she’s doing in the bedroom but they also don’t want to marry or have a serious relationship with someone who’s been around the block a few times. So, how do you find a woman with experience who knows what she’s doing if you aren’t comfortable with the fact that she’s handled plenty of other dicks?

Answer: you don’t.

Now, strictly speaking I wasn’t one of these types of guys, but let’s face it, on some level, this kind of thinking is pre-programmed into each and every one of us at some level. It might be stronger or weaker depending on a variety of factors, but it’s always there. I’d be lying, however, if I didn’t say it kind of thrilled me to know that Danni was a virgin and that I would be the first and only man she’d ever been with or would be with in the future.

That is until we settled into our new life together. Don’t get me wrong. Sex was sex and I was thankful for any way I could get it. But I did find myself growing frustrated and a tad bit disappointed with the overwhelming vanillaness in which we seemed doomed to remain.

I suppose it is my fault. I had thought that once I’d gotten my hands on her well, I guess I thought we’d have no trouble flipping that freak switch on once we’d belonged only to each other. I thought some level of commitment and familiarity might open Danni up, relax her fears, and abolish those hangups about sex and sexuality that two-plue decades of repressed desire inevitably bring about, especially in a young woman.

But so far, over the first few years of marriage, it had been tough sledding to say the least. I’d always been intrigued and turned on by the fact that she used to be a dancer and a world class gymnast and I had hoped (or more aptly fantasized) that her skill set would translate quite well in the bedroom. It hadn’t. At Least not yet. But I still believed it could if given the chance.

I knew that she just needed to open up somehow. Come out of her shell just a little bit. And then I thought, we could really begin to explore the limitless potential of our own sexualities. I was right of course, but I was wrong (or at least unprepared) about just what, or more accurately who, was going to be the one to help her open up.

This of course is all a very long way of me saying this: telling her I’d be blowing off our date night to go to the strip club with Alton was going to be a tricky sell to say the least. Not to mention it was not going to be a positive development in nudging our sex life in the direction I wanted it to go. Or, so I thought at the time.

There was always the option of lying, or perhaps bending the truth a little bit. Perhaps, another man would do that. A lesser man. But I wasn’t going to lie to my wife. Alright fine, I couldn’t lie to my wife. One look at those cute, doughy eyes and dimpled cheeks and I would simply and automatically default to nothing but the whole, unadulterated truth. I couldn’t help it. She had me wrapped around her tiny little finger. And I loved her too much and too intensely to do anything whatsoever about it.

As I stood on the front doorstep and my hand hovered over the knob, I took a deep breath and resolved to be as direct and honest as possible and let the chips simply fall where they may. But I never could have guessed they would fall the way they did.


Chapter 2: The Temporary Solution

(Danni)

MY HUSBAND wasn’t making any sense. I mean, I heard the words clearly enough and they formed a series of coherent sentences and a sequence of thoughts that logically followed each other. But it just wasn’t processing in my brain.

“I’m sorry, wait…backup. Start at the beginning,” I said, folding my arms over my apron. There was a half-diced onion on the cutting board in front of me, a stained chef’s knife lay flat next to it. I had just started prepping for our date-night dinner when George walked in from work.

I knew right away something was up, I could always tell with him. My heart fluttered as he took me in his strong, powerful hands and wrapped me up in a hug, kissing my cheek and greeting me warmly, as he always did when he got home from a long day at the office.

Then he launched right into his pitch. The one I heard and yet did not understand.

George took his coat off for his second attempt and eyed the chef’s knife nervously as he began again.

“Well, you know Alton, right?”

I nodded. Another flutter in my chest, not unlike the one George just produced in me. Accompanied by a tingling sensation between my legs. Yes, I knew who Alton was. How could I forget such a fine –

I cut my thoughts off and scolded myself for going to that dark place, as I often did when George mentioned one of his attractive friends. Especially when Alton came up. It had been a while since we last saw him, but every time we did…

Well, let’s just say I take my marriage seriously and was raised well. I’m a faithful woman who doesn’t have time for such slutty fantasies. I’m no hussie, as my mother would say. I cleared my head of what I thought were unwanted fantasies as quickly as they came and continued to listen to George.

“Well, his uhh girlfriend just dumped him. And he’s a little heartbroken, you know. But uh, he’ll be fine and all that. It’s just that, uh, you know, I gotta be there for him. He’s been there for me in the past and so I gotta, well, I gotta be there for him now.”

I unfolded my arms and went back to chopping the onion. My mind had finally processed the information and I understood what was happening now.

“At a strip club?” I said over my shoulder.

“Yes, and I’m really, really sorry. I know tonight is date night and I really hate to do this, but Alton, man, he’s not gonna let me off the hook and I can’t blow him off like this. Not in a time of crisis.”

I finished dicing the onion and placed the knife back down before turning to face George again.

“You know how I feel about those places…” I began.

He took a step towards me and took me back in his arms and put his finger under my chin, bringing my gaze up to meet his.

“I know, Danni. I do. But it’s really, you know, it’s not as bad as you think. And I’m not going for me. I’m just there for moral support. You know, we’ll have a couple beers. I’ll buy him some lap dances and it’ll be over.”

“Oh and you won’t be partaking in these lap dances?” I asked, not quite buying it. I knew a little more about my husband’s past than he thought I did. I had my ways, of course. And I always found his sexual history both intimidating and intriguing at the same time. But I never liked to dwell on it too much.

“Nope, I promise,” George said. He looked me straight in the eye and smiled. I knew he was telling the truth. Or at least, he intended to.

But I also knew that once he got there, he would be faced with the temptation of a room filled with flawless, bikini-clad women with fake boobs and g-strings as thin as dental floss throwing themselves at him in an effort to extract as much money as possible from his wallet. At the end of the day, he was a man and he had a penis. There was only so much will-power before eventually, the baser instincts would win out.

I was secure and insecure with George at the same time. On the one hand, I knew and he had demonstrated time and again that he only had eyes for me and was secure about our marriage. But I also worried about whether or not I was satisfying him sexually. He was the only man I’d ever been with and I always wondered if he regretted not marrying a more promiscuous or experienced woman.

“I don’t know,” I said finally, “I guess, alright. Fine. I don’t really like it, but what choice do I have?”

Sure, I could have put my foot down and said no. But then that would make me one of those wives and I hated that idea more than I hated the idea of George and Alton at a strip club unsupervised.

“Look, I promise it’ll be fine,” George said, stroking a loose strand of hair away from my face and I melted in his arms.

He looked up, as if he was considering saying something else. Then, he said it.

“And you know, you can come with us if you want. You know, Alton said he wouldn’t mind at all.”

What?

I heard the question in slow motion. This time, there was no misunderstanding. My brain processed it all correctly. George just told me that I could go with them…to the strip club.

My body was suddenly trembling with a strange excitement as I looked back at George and realized he was serious but didn’t think I’d say yes.

To be honest, neither did I.


Chapter 3: Shock

(George)

IT WAS an afterthought. A throw away. An empty gesture. I never, not in a million years, expected her to say anything but no.

But I’d offered. I’d told her Alton was cool with it. It would be no big deal. And it wouldn’t be. That was the truth.

But do you know what she did? I’ll never forget it.

Excitement in the eyes. A slow turning of the head as she made sure she heard me right. A thin smile, then shock at her own answer. The words just sort of fell out of her mouth as if she had vomited them up involuntarily.

“Okay, I’ll go.”

I may have even winced when I heard it, I can’t be sure. But it surprised me that much.

“You…you will?”

“Yeah, I mean…as long as that’s alright with you and Alton,” Danni said sweetly.

Why was she doing this? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I was kind of excited and relieved that she said yes, but I just simply could not believe it.

“Okay, alright. Great, yeah. This is great. We’re gonna have fun.”

I checked my watch and then glanced at the diced onion on the cutting board. Thankfully, Danni had not opted to pick up the chef’s knife and threaten me with it in an effort to keep me at home. Or worse, threaten to chop my dick off if I even so much as watched another man getting a lap dance.

But Danni wasn’t like that. She may have been shy and reserved and a little sheltered. But she was cool. Always had been.

“We were gonna grab a bite to eat beforehand, do you think we could maybe save that for tomorrow?”

She turned and looked at her prep work then back to me and smiled.

“Of course we can, it’s a date,” she said and stuck her tongue out.

I chuckled and hugged her, giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

“Do you think you could be ready in an hour? Alton was going to pick me up around eight.”

Danni looked at the clock and let out a heavy sigh.

“Sure. I think I can do that,” she said and began to clean up the onion.

“Here, no. I’ll get that,” I said, “you go get ready.”

“Thanks,” she said and smiled at me, melting my heart. She began to walk away, but after a few paces stopped and turned back to me. A question had obviously occurred to her.

“Umm, George? What exactly should I wear to a strip club?”

I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped when I realized I didn’t have an answer.

. . .

THERE CAME an obnoxious honking from the driveway at exactly eight o’clock. It was Alton and just like always, he was right on time.

“How do I look?” I heard Danni say as she practically leapt off the bottom step of the stairs and landed right next to me at the front door.

My jaw nearly hit the floor. I was stunned into silence.

After a few moments of silence, Danni put her hands on her hips.

“What? Too much?” she looked down at her outfit.

It wasn’t too much at all. It was perfect. She wore tight ripped jeans and a small white tank top that showed about an inch or two of her stomach, not quite up to her belly button, with an olive-colored leather jacket on top. A red-lace thong, the very same one from my depraved fantasy, was riding up her hips ever so slightly and was just barely visible below the waist line of her jeans. Her hair was down in wavy, gradual curls. She was perfection personified.

She didn’t exactly dress like a nun, but this was a look I’d never seen from her before and it simply left me speechless.

“No, uhh no,” I began, stammering. “Not at all. I think it’s perfect. You look…you look amazing.”

She smiled and almost blushed.

“Thank you, George,” she said.

More obnoxious honking interrupted us and spoiled the moment we were having.

“You sure about this?” I asked.

She looked at me funny and scrunched up her nose.

“Are you?” she asked. Which I thought was odd. Of course I was. Wasn’t I?

More honking.

“Well, come on,” she said. “Don’t want to keep Alton waiting any longer.”

She bounced out the door and down the front walk as I locked it behind us. She seemed to have an extra pep in her step at the mention of Alton’s name.

His red Camaro idled in the driveway and I watched him smile as Danni approached.

As I jogged to catch up to her, my mind flashed back to that dark place.

Gulp.


Chapter 4: Cruising

(Danni)

BOTH ALTON and George insisted I sit in the front passenger seat. Such gentlemen they both were.

At first, Alton was a little surprised to see me. Okay, more than a little surprised. He kind of freaked out a little. In a good way.

He kept telling me how cool I was for coming and how bad ass it was of me to come to the strip joint with them.

It was so much praise I couldn’t help but blush. Well that and he kept telling me how fine I was every chance he got. In the nicest, most polite way possible. He was smooth and confident and charming.

Not that George wasn’t, he was but in his own way. Alton just had a swagger about him that was…

I had to stop myself. There I was again, drifting off into the forbidden section of my mind. Thinking about what it might be like to…

Well, the unmistakable bulge in Alton’s jeans that was mere inches away from my hand as we drove to grab a bite to eat didn’t make it any easier. I kept trying (and failing) not to look. Every few minutes my eyes seemed to involuntarily creep to the left and down and would quickly catch a glimpse. It was huge. Massive. Enormous. And it wasn’t even hard.

Or so it seemed from the outside of his pants.

I’d never seen another dick besides George’s. And to be honest, considering how long we’d been married, we hadn’t really had all that much sex so I calculated that I hadn’t really seen that much of the male anatomy at all in my thirty-some odd years on this planet.

I mean I thought once we got married he’d be all over me every night but he seemed to be a little bashful around me and I don’t know, he’d told me before that he wished I would open up more. That I would initiate more. And while I understood that, I always believe it was he who was responsible for those things. For unlocking me. His masculine energy was what was supposed to unlock my own femininity. Not the other way around. I guess I just thought he’d be more aggressive, more confident, more assertive.

More like Alton?

That’s enough Danni! You have a wonderful, handsome husband who loves you and who is MORE than enough for you. You’re no hussie, remember?

That’s right. I’m no hussie.

Oh yeah? Then why is your body tingling and humming when you look to your left?

I folded my arms and looked out the window, trying to distract myself while George and Alton conversed about the latest Premier League standings or some such sporting nonsense I had almost no interest in.

It worked. At least for the duration of the ride.

After that? Well, things got a little more complicated.


Chapter 5: Rocket Fuel

(George)
 

SUNNYSIDE DINER was a hole in the wall. But it was our hole in the wall. We’d been going there since high school and had carried on the tradition into our years as college-aged degenerates (and eventually even as degree-holding, college graduates sadly).

It was our custom, you could say, to start and end each night at Sunnyside with a debaucherous, several hours long romp at one (or several) of the local, ahem, gentlemen’s clubs in the area sandwiched in between visits.

“I’ll have a cup of rocket fuel, please,” Alton said with a smile when our waitress, Tammy, stopped by to take our drink order.

“What’s rocket fuel?” Danni asked.

“I’ll just have a regular coffee please, black,” I said.

“Rocket fuel is a regular coffee, with two shots of espresso…” Tammy began to say.

“Oh, so, like a red eye?”

“Yeah, except this has a shot of limoncello in it. It’s delicious. Best way to start a night like this,” Alton said, slapping the table.

Before I could warn her against it, out came the words.

“That sounds delicious, I’ll have a rocket fuel too then please,” she said sweetly to Tammy.

“Atta girl,” Alton said with a smile. Then turned to me. “Come on, Georgie boy. Don’t be a square, join the fun.”

“Yeah, come on Georgie boy,” Danni said, getting in on the teasing. I hated that nickname.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “If you promise to not call me that for the rest of the night, I’ll have a rocket fuel.”

Tammy looked down at Alton who held up his hand in a mock-pledge.

“This, I do solemnly swear.”

Good enough for Tammy. She scribbled the last of our order down onto her grease-stained pad of paper and left for the kitchen.

After a few minutes, Tammy returned with three rocket fuels in steaming mugs and placed one in front of each of us.

We ordered food next. Alton, as always, went with the lumberjack breakfast which I’m sure you’ve seen at thousands of diners the world over. I ordered my typical eggs benedict. And Danni opted for a western omelet.

Once Tammy retreated to the kitchen to put in our order, we toasted to the night. We clinked our mugs together and took what were admittedly anticlimactic, timid sips of our steaming hot beverage so as not to burn our tongues.

“So, Alton,” Danni said, “I’m really sorry to hear about your girlfriend.”

She was trying to be nice and make conversation and I loved her for it. Still, I never knew what would come out of Alton’s mouth when it came to members of the opposite sex and while Danni had hung out with him a few times, she’d never been with him like this - not in his natural habitat. I hadn’t really had the time or the foresight to warn her that things could get a little crass and a little…well, I braced myself for his answer.

“Aww thanks Danni, but don’t worry about it. I never saw a future in it anyway. She wasn’t a long term thing,” he said.

I exhaled. Phew. A bit of a lie, she’d broken up with him and it had been a big deal. But overall, I thought it was a diplomatic, thoughtful –

“But damn, am I gonna miss that juicy cunt of her’s,” he said, then looked at me and smiled. Then winked.

I frowned.

“What are you doing? Come on, man. There’s a lady present. No need to talk like that.”

Alton began shaking his head.

“No, no, no. This is our night. I’m not editing myself,” he said, then turned to Danni, “Sorry, love. But if you wanna hang with the guys, you’re gonna have to get comfortable with guy talk.”

I leaned forward in my seat.

“Hey, just a little fucking discretion. That’s all I’m asking.”

Danni put a calming hand on my forearm.

“It’s alright. I can handle it.”

Alton smiled wickedly at me and then was off.

“Atta girl, Danni.”

Danni blushed and looked down at her lap. Something was different about her tonight. A little, off. Not in a bad way, I didn’t think, but I just couldn’t figure out what it was.

“See, thing is Danni, and I don’t mean to be immodest here,” he leaned forward and lowered his voice to a whisper, “but I got a big dick. I mean, really it’s quite large and I have a hard time, sometimes, finding proper girls who really like a big dick like mine, you know? Who can really take the whole thing.”

I frowned again and rolled my eyes. Why, oh why, did I ask Danni to come? What was I thinking?

But Danni just simply sat there listening intently to Alton ramble on about the size of his prodigious cock. And it was prodigious by all accounts, not that I’d ever seen it, but I’d heard stories. Problem was, he loved to talk about it. I suppose I can’t blame him. I’d probably do the same if I was packing double-digit heat like he was. My cock was fine. Perfectly serviceable, but nothing worth bragging about to anyone who would listen.

“Anyway,” Alton continued, “this girl was a certified freak. She wanted it all the time. Loved how big it was. Total size queen.”

“Size queen?” Danni said, not understanding.

Alton smiled at her.

“Sometimes I forget how innocent you are, Danni. You sure don’t look it,” he said and raised his eyebrows at her. Then looked at me and held his hands up. “Only joking, mate. Relax. Look at him over there, he wants to knock my block off!”

Oh, if he only knew the dark thoughts he’d stirred in my head at that moment.

Danni looked over and smiled at me. I simply laughed and shook my head. Alton was in rare form tonight.

“You want to tell her George, or do I have to?”

I held my hands up and out.

“The floor is yours, pal,” I said.

“Alright, well. It’s simple really. A size queen is just a name for a girl who likes big dicks. Or, more accurately, only fucks guys with big dicks. She’s not interested in average cocks,” he paused and looked at me, “and certainly not small ones.”

Well, at least he didn’t wait until the end to look at me.

Danni nodded her head and simply said, “Oh.”

“Alright, I think we get the point,” I said, “your girlfriend was great in bed, not quite relationship material. You’re gonna miss her pussy. Yeah. We get it. Let’s move on.”

Danni slapped my shoulder.

“George! Don’t be so crass,” she said.

“What?! Are you kidding me? He–” I started to point at Alton.

“He is not my husband, George. You are. And he’s heartbroken. Give him a break.”

What the hell?

Of course, Danni was only half serious and it was mostly a joke, but naturally Alton was loving it.

He made sad, puppy dog eyes at me and nodded his head.

I just shook my head and laughed.

“Anyway,” I said, “where do you want to go tonight, you poor, poor thing?”

“Thank you, George,” he said with a smile. “I was thinking we’d hit the Rhino Room. Heard it’s amateur night. Thinking it might be a good place to find my rebound,” he said with a wink.

“Amateur night?” Danni said.

But before anyone could answer her, the food came and we dug in. We ate mostly in silence and there was no more talk of sex or strip clubs or ex-girlfriends.

As it would turn out, the Rhino Room would be the perfect place for Alton to find his rebound. I just didn’t think it would be the place where my dark fantasy would actually begin to take shape and that his rebound would end up being Danni.


Chapter 6: Crossing The Threshold

(Danni)

THE LINE for the Rhino Room was about twelve people deep when we showed up and took our place at the back of it. I looked up at the purple awning and the neon lights and shuddered.

What was I doing outside of this debaucherous temple of sin and filth? Was I really going to walk in there, with my husband, and watch him and Alton make eyes at every scantily clad woman that walked or danced their way by. And what exactly was I getting out of this? What was I going to do all night? Was I losing my mind?

Rocket fuel was an apt description. I was buzzing and felt like I was soaring. But it also turned up my anxiety to an eleven on a scale of one to ten. I suppose massive quantities of caffeine and booze mixed together can have that effect. Especially on someone as petite as me.

My thoughts flashed back to the conversation at the Sunnyside Diner. More specifically, Alton talking about how big his cock was. It had given me butterflies then to hear him speak so directly and crassly about such lewd things and they hadn’t left my stomach since. I was both turned off and turned on by it and eventually I found myself wandering into the forbidden section of my mind once again only this time…this time I kept walking through it and stayed there a while.

I pictured Alton, naked. His big, black cock in his hand. He was stroking himself. Stroking himself…for me. Like he was trying to entice me or something. And it was working.

Where was George? I didn’t know. But he wasn’t around to stop me in this lurid fantasy. And Alton whispered to me, Don’t you want to know what it’s like? I couldn’t help but nod in response. I did want to know what it felt like. I wondered about size queens. I wondered if maybe, I was one and didn’t know it and now never would.

My mind raced with dozens of fantasies and scenarios just like this one all at once, criss-crossing and zig zagging, weaving in and out of one another.

A tapestry of sex and sin.

It seemed the harder I tried to quiet it down, to not think about these taboo things, the more densely they populated my mind and the louder and more vibrant they became.

I was trying my best to play it cool. To act like none of this phased me. But it did. It all did and it was doing things to me, awakening things inside me that I felt on some level were best left sleeping. Dormant. It was safer that way.

For a moment, my fear and anxiety got the best of me.

“I think I need to go home,” I said. I wasn’t speaking too loudly or to anyone in particular. But George heard me say something and turned to face me.

“Did you say something?” he could tell something was wrong. “Are you alright?”

I shook my head no.

“I think I need to go home. I’ll just call a car. This was a mistake,” I took out my phone and opened a ride share app and typed in our home address. My finger hovered over the Request button but stopped.

“Wait, Danni. Don’t. Come on, it’s fine. I promise,” George said. I looked up and met his pleading eyes, begging me to stay. I could tell he would be upset if I left. But that didn’t make me feel any more confident in staying. Then George surprised me.

He took me off to the side and told me he loved me and that it was okay if I wanted to go home and that he would come with me if that’s what I really wanted. He would break his vow to Alton.

It was a touching gesture. But before I could answer, Alton interrupted and laid it on pretty thick.

“Stay, please Danni. I need you tonight,” Alton said, winking at me, “it’s going to be so much fun. I promise. It won’t be what you expect at all. We’ll have some drinks and we’ll have a good time. Plus, with a girl as hot as you? We’re gonna have strippers falling all over themselves to talk to us.”

I thought for a moment and was oddly flattered by that last part.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah, oddly enough that seems to be the case,” George chimed in as he shrugged his shoulders.

I took a deep breath, swiped up on my phone to close the app and put the phone back in my pocket.

“Alright, alright. I’ll give it a shot,” I said.

George’s face lit up and he hugged me. I felt warm and small in his arms.

But I also felt guilty.

Guilty because it was ultimately Alton who convinced me to stay and it was Alton, who for some reason, I didn’t want to let down that night. Not my husband.

As we finally got to the front of the line, paid the cover charge, and walked inside, I wondered what that meant. What did that say about me and what did that say about our marriage?


Chapter 7: The Plunge

(Danni)

IT WASN’T too crowded yet. We had arrived at a good time. It was not lost on me that Alton was ultimately the one who convinced Danni to stay. Sure, maybe somewhere deep down it hurt a little but I wasn’t really able to process it just then. We walked into the Rhino Room and as soon as that sexually charged atmosphere washed over me, it was a little hard to think about anything other than sex.

It was also very difficult to keep my mind from lingering on that image of Danni that I mentioned before. The one where she’s on her knees in a red-laced thong, sucking Alton’s big, black dick like a filthy little thing. Where am I during all this, I often wondered. Am I watching? Waiting for my turn? All I knew is that I didn’t ultimately care. The only thing I cared about was Danni and her own fulfillment, her own awakening. Whatever that might be and however it might happen. But I guess you could say I knew what I was rooting for.

We got a table close to the stage, about mid-way up the right side. It was empty for now, save for a trio of silver stripper poles that ran floor-to-ceiling.

Once we had the table secured, it was time to get some drinks.

“Alright, I got the first round,” I offered, “what do you guys want?”

Alton and Danni gave me their drink orders and I left them alone in the red-leather chairs that dotted the floor all around the stage.

I went to the bar and waited for someone to notice me so I could order a round. While I waited, I took a casual look around.

Dozens of beautiful, goddess-like women were buzzing about the room shimmying, shaking, and flirting with the hapless men who were now packing into the place, wallets fat and full of money, for now. Some, but not all, had implants. If they were not beautiful in the purely objective sense, they certainly were hot in the purely objective sense. They were sexy. They were imminently doable. There was no denying that and that was the point. The dimly lit room punctuated by pulsing neon lights and smoke added an element of danger and intrigue to the whole thing.

A few lap dances were already being given. One girl was even leading her prey across the main hall and into the private area, a champagne room, if you will, for something a little more risque and certainly more expensive than a simple lap dance.

But I wasn’t interested. Not even a little bit. It had been a while since I’d been there, sure, but I didn’t expect to feel nothing at all. I expected to feel something, at least a little bit of that old familiar, jazzed-up feeling. That energy. That excitement.

Instead, I felt depressed and a little sad for everyone that was there. The patrons, the bartenders, the dancers. Surely, there were better ways to spend our time.

My eyes finally returned to our table and more specifically to Danni. My stomach did backflips and my cock lurched just a tad as I watched her. She was totally engrossed in whatever Alton was saying, perhaps a joke. They were laughing and looking around the room together. Perhaps people-watching. Then Alton put one of his big hands on her tiny knee and gripped it gently and let it linger there for what was probably a second too long as he drew her attention over towards me at the bar. I locked eyes with Alton and he smiled that wicked grin, then pointed me out to Danni. Her face lit up when she saw me. She smiled and waved. I waved back, then turned to the bar to order our drinks, a strange, dark energy thrumming throughout my body now.

Rather than dwell on my meaningless sadness I decided to focus on that strange dark energy. What did it mean? I thought I had an idea.

I collected our drinks when they arrived and walked them back over to our table. I wanted to be with Danni. Needed to be.


Chapter 8: The Belly of The Whale

(Danni)

THE PLACE was packed now and we were each three drinks deep. But I could not get my mind off Alton’s hand and how it felt when he gently placed it on my leg and gave it a subtle, but noticeable squeeze. My body hummed when it happened. I don’t know how else to describe it. Like the way George makes me feel when he wraps me up in his large arms but somehow more intense than that.

I suppose at the time, I chalked it up to the environment. Much to my surprise, nearly all of my insecurities melted away once we got inside and settled in. I actually kind of loved it in a weird way. It was erotic but at the same time, non-threatening, especially being a woman. It felt liberating in many ways.

George and I were sitting close together watching Alton get a lap dance (for which George had generously paid) from a stripper named Brandi.

Brandi was a blonde bombshell, maybe five years younger than me, with big natural breasts and an ass to match. She knew how to move it too. I watched mesmerized as she twerked and grinded (hard) into Alton’s lap, seeming to like what she was finding there.

Yeah, his big, black cock. That’s what she likes.

The thought made me weak in the knees and maybe a little wet too. The carefully maintained and always-locked gate that guarded the forbidden section of my mind had been smashed wide open and now there was nothing separating those thoughts from the rest of my brain. I was powerless to stop it and to be honest, I didn’t want to.

After a few minutes, maybe it was five or maybe it was fifteen, Brandi concluded her show and started to walk away.

A strange idea popped into my head as if from nowhere. Perhaps from the forbidden section itself? That’s the only way I can think to describe it because it certainly wasn’t my idea. It was something I never in a million years thought I would do. But there it was and I was saying it with my own mouth. The sound of my voice landed oddly on my ears as if it were underwater or somewhere very far away. But there was no mistaking it.

“Wait, Brandi,” I said and she turned around. She smiled at me. “I want to buy a dance…for my husband.” I took a few bills and handed them over before George had a chance to grasp the situation and protest.

What on earth was I doing?

Brandi accepted the bills with a sly smile and then walked seductively back over to where we were sitting.

“Wait, Danni. No, no, what are you doing? You don’t have to –”

But his efforts to resist were futile as Brandi plopped her big ass down in his lap and began to work her magic.

“Yooooo!” Alton called, whooping it up when he saw what was going on. “Fucking wife of the year right here!”

I got a rush of adrenaline from him saying that and an even bigger thrill watching Brandi twerk and grind on my helpless husband who eventually stopped squirming and I think at least tried to enjoy it. But the bigger thrill for me was wondering what Brandi felt. Did she feel his cock like she obviously felt Alton’s? What was she thinking about George And his manhood? How did it compare to the hundreds or thousands of other cocks she danced up on and made hard between her cheeks? Was she thinking anything at all?

Probably not, this was her job after all, and I supposed after a certain number of nights on the job, this became old hat. But it gave me an odd thrill to think about another woman thinking about George’s cock as she felt it and moved it with her ass. I was getting pretty worked up and looked over at Alton who was watching the show as intently as I was. I could see his bulge again, quite plainly, it was still half-hard from his own lap dance and I couldn’t help but stare.

He caught me looking and instead of looking away embarrassed, I kept looking at him until his lips curled into a wicked smile and I finally broke it off. My heart was pounding in my chest. What was I doing? I was suddenly playing with fire or at least dancing quite near some pretty hot coals. But I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to stay very near and perhaps even, eventually with some courage, walk right across them and over to the other side. What awaited me there, I didn’t know. I only knew it was calling to me and its constant whispering had me under some kind of unbreakable spell.

I suddenly remembered my question from the diner that had gone unanswered. I turned to George.

“What’s amateur night?” I asked.


Chapter 9: A Leap of Faith

(George)

BRANDI SMILED at Danni while she danced up and down on my fully-hard cock. A lap dance paid for by…my wife…what the hell was going on?

She’d just asked Brandi what amateur night was and Brandi seemed only too eager to tell her.

“Any girl who wants to can get up on stage and dance or strip to their heart’s content. You don’t have to work here,” Brandi said. She looked Danni up and down with seemingly hungry eyes, evaluating her I assumed. And I was right.

“You could totally do it,” she said to Danni, “you ever dance before?”

Danni’s eyes lit up and my stomach did a backflip.

“Well, I mean not like this,” she said, “but I danced in college and I was a pretty good gymnast once upon a time.”

Pretty good. She was being modest, but of course that was Danni.

Brandi nodded along with her answer.

“I bet you’d kill it then, probably make a bundle too. Someone as sexy and sweet looking as you? These guys would go nuts for it.”

Danni blushed and looked down at her lap just like she did back at the diner when Alton pointed out something similar.

Brandi continued to grind on me for another few minutes and then concluded her work. As she was leaving to find another mark she turned back and looked over her shoulder at Danni.

“Think about it,” she said.

I watched Danni’s face. She was thinking about it alright. But not, I assumed, in any serious way. There was no chance that Danni, my Danni, would be able to do something like that.

To go from someone who had such a strict, religious upbringing with serious hangups in the bedroom and had only ever been with one man (me) to someone who was comfortable going to the strip club with her husband and then buying him a lapdance and then suddenly, on a whim, was courageous enough to casually step up on stage to dance (or even strip) for an amateur night contest after talking to a stripper for all of five minutes?

It was too much too fast. Too many quantum leaps at one time. A transformation like that? Well, it was beyond my wildest dreams. It was, frankly, impossible.

The trip to the strip club? Unexpected, but okay. I could buy it. Buying me a lap dance? Certainly wouldn’t have believed it if you told me, but she was embracing the moment. Trying to rock with the waves and she was doing a damn good job.

But the rest? Like I said, too many leaps for her to make all in one night. Couldn’t be done. Not just by her. But by anyone.

At least, I thought so at the time. Naturally, as I often am, I was dead wrong. Because Danni was going to make all those leaps and more. And she hasn’t looked back since.

. . .

ALTON HEARD what Brandi said and had since made it his personal mission to convince Danni to do it. To actually get up there and dance for this room filled with dirt bags and degenerates (present company not excluded).

“Leave it, man,” I said, “she doesn’t want to get up there and dance. Don’t be ridiculous.”

Again, Danni put a calming hand on my forearm.

“It’s okay George,” she said, then looked at Alton but didn’t say anything else.

A loud pulsing beat came in over the speaker and the MC began getting the crowd revved up for the start of the show.

Soon, he was announcing the first of the amateurs to grace the stage that night, a local girl named Brittany. She was maybe twenty-five years old, dirty blonde hair, and rail thin. But she was cute and came out in cut-off jean shorts and a pink button down shirt that she’d managed to sex-up a little bit by taking the bottom of it and looping it through the neck to turn it into a belly shirt.

She was, in a word, uninspiring. She couldn’t really dance but the crowd didn’t seem to care. They loved it. And they especially loved it when she decided to ditch the pink button down and throw it into the crowd. Her tiny, itty bitty breasts were pointy and hard. Her nipples were the color of pink candy. She shook them back and forth to raucous cheers from the crowd.

I turned and looked at Danni, she was watching intently. There was a look in her eyes. Her arms were folded. Almost as if she was evaluating the girl and saying, Is that all? They’re going nuts for this? This? I could go up there and blow their minds if this is how low the bar is.


Chapter 10: Anything You Can Do I Can Do Better

(Danni)

I WATCHED in disbelief as one amateur girl after another paraded out onto the stage and did their little dance and strip routine for the room of rowdy men. Of course, these girls were pretty in their own right, but nothing compared to the professional goddesses that were still working the room while the show went on, giving lap dances and dragging the occasional poor sap back towards the champagne room for a little something extra and a little more pricey.

Something about the atmosphere, as more and more sets of eyes crowded around the stage to ogle the fresh meat, got my competitive juices flowing. I thought back to my days as a gymnast and as a dancer in college.

I watched Brittany clumsily shake her tiny breasts in her beat up jean shorts. I watched Magnolia twerk her ass in a g-string. I watched Becca and Tawny and Luci and Krystal. I watched them all and each and every one of them left a lot to be desired if you asked me.

I watched the men in the crowd and their reactions. I watched George and of course, I watched Alton. They could try to play it off all they wanted and maybe they weren’t impressed, but they were interested. Their eyes told the story and they simply couldn’t look away.

I thought about my past, competitions and recitals and being on stage or under the bright lights. It never bothered me. I always felt comfortable up there, I thrived on the scrutiny and the pressure. I relished it.

And, I suddenly realized, I missed it.

Would getting up on stage and showing a bit of harmless flesh while dancing for a room of horny neanderthals really be any different?

Clearly, the bar was low. It didn’t take much more than the flash of breast or the shaking of an ass cheek to send this crowd into a frenzy.

Brandi was certainly right. I would be better than all of these girls. There was not a shred of doubt in my mind. I could do this. I could do much better than this.

But would I?

No.

The knowledge and satisfaction of seeing it for myself and knowing that I could do it and I would be good at it (maybe even great) was enough for me.

That is until Alton uttered those three fateful words and I simply couldn’t back down from the challenge.


Chapter 11: I Don’t Believe My Eyes

(George)

A NERVOUS ENERGY coursed through my body. I didn’t know why. And I couldn’t articulate it if you asked me but it felt like something big was about to happen, something momentous in its magnitude both in the present moment and for the ripples it would send across time.

There was something about the way Danni was leaning forward in her seat, eyes narrowed and totally focused on each girl that dared to strut her stuff for the club, the way she seemed to be evaluating them and coming to the inevitable conclusion that she was of course better than them, that had me feeling uneasy, like she might just go ahead and jump up there on stage and really go for it.

Alton and his antics certainly didn’t help. I don’t know if he thought I could hear him or not, though I doubt he cared very much. But after every girl came out and did her thing, as she was walking away and headed back behind the stage, Alton would lean over, placing his hand once more on Danni’s leg, and whisper, “You could do that Danni. Come on, show these girls what’s what.”

It filled me with an odd sense of excitement and anger and dread all at the same time. But I never interjected to stop it. I had more or less, with my silence, given up trying to stop Alton and his antics. I think now, looking back, I must have been hoping he would actually convince Danni to do it. Or something like that. I don’t know why else I would have allowed things to unfold as they did.

The amateur night “competition” was dying out. There was only one more girl to go, another local princess named Jasmine. The MC was in full throat as he revved up the crowd one last time and reminded everyone that it was indeed the last call for any other brave girls who still wanted to throw their hats in the ring. Or their tits.

“Ladies and gentlemen, in just a few moments our last girl will be taking to the stage for your viewing pleasure…”

This drew a smattering of groans and light-hearted boos from the crowd.

“Hey, hey don’t shoot the messenger, I’m as disappointed as you all are,” he said, “But if there are any other ladies out there in the crowd who maybe got cold feet or are watching this and thinking, ‘hell, I could do that,’ I just want to make it absolutely clear, it is not too late and we would love to have you come up here and show us what ya got!”

The crowd cheered and whooped it up. Alton nudged Danni with her elbow and she blushed, gripping her arm rests a little tighter.

“Alright, now, please give it up, I wanna hear you get as loud as you motherfuckin’ can right now, for the lovely, lovely, Miss Jasmine!!!!”

The crowd erupted as the lovely Miss Jasmine took to the stage and began her routine. The crowd enjoyed themselves as they tossed their crumpled up bills at her alluring body and cheered and cat called from the dark shadows around the stage.

After a few minutes, Miss Jasmine concluded her routine and went back behind the stage.

“Alright, alright, alright,” the MC said, doing a lame impersonation of one of Hollywood’s greatest actors, “thank you very much to all the ladies who participated tonight. In just a few minutes, we’re gonna announce a winner…that is of course unless there’s anyone out there who wants to be a hero tonight and keep the good times rolling, this is the absolute final and last call…”

He paused for dramatic effect. Alton sat forward in his seat, eyeing Danni who was breathlessly watching and listening to the MC’s every word, a hopeful look in her eye.

“Come on Danni,” Alton said, pulling on her jacket to get her attention. “Come on, do it.”

She thought for a moment and shook her head no.

I was both relieved and incredibly crestfallen. Like I’d opened all my gifts on Christmas morning and hadn’t gotten the one thing I really wanted. It was that hollow, empty feeling that you felt guilty and ungrateful about having. You knew you shouldn't feel that way and that you should be thankful and happy and yet there you were.

That’s when he said it. Those three fateful words.

“I dare you,” Alton said with a wicked smile.

“What?” Danni said, returning his wicked smile in kind.

“I said, I dare you. I dare you to get up there and dance for us, Danni. Show those girls what’s what,” Alton said.

Danni stared deeply at him and opened her mouth to speak, but didn’t say a word. Then she turned to the stage and looked up at the MC who seemed to be scanning the crowd, almost looking for her.

What a childish and silly thing I thought. That would never work. Not on Danni, not –

Danni’s hand shot up in the air like she was in math class and knew the answer that no one else in class could seem to work out. It was suddenly deathly quiet in there. She waved her hand back and forth and said….

“Alright, alright. I’ll do it. I’ll do it.”

All sound seemed to cease and it felt like every eye in the place was now on us, watching and looking and listening.

To say my stomach felt like I was on a rollercoaster would be the understatement of the century. My cock hardened to steel and my heart pummeled the walls of my chest with astonishing ferocity. I didn’t understand what was happening. It was all a blur and yet like a slow motion car crash at the same time.

“What - what?” I stammered and turned to her.

“Is that alright with you, George?” she asked quickly as the MC was walking towards her, it wasn’t clear that he had seen where the voice came from but it was clear he had heard something and was trying to find out where it came from.

Alton was already out of his seat, cheering and waving the MC over to us.

Danni looked at me with pleading eyes. I could not believe it. She had made those leaps. All of them. I almost didn’t recognize her. The conflict within me threatened to boil over and ruin the moment but luckily I took a deep breath and thought it over.

I wanted this. I was practically wishing for it. I wanted her to open up sexually. And here she was, with us at a strip club, paying for lap dances, chatting it up with the strippers, and now was asking me if it was alright if she got up on stage and participated in an amateur night contest.

What did I expect would happen? I got this train rolling when I asked her to come and now here we were, picking up steam and momentum. Was I really going to let my own insecurities stop her from feeling and experiencing the sexual freedom I’d wanted for her all along?

I’d have to be insane to let that happen.

So, I smiled at her and said…

“Hell yeah, go for it.”

She smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck and quickly pecked my cheek.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Sorry to interrupt,” the MC said, holding his mic off to the side, “did I hear you say you wanted to give it a shot?”

He looked at Danni and she nodded.

“Alright, what’s your name?”

“Danni,” she said.

“Alright, Danni. Just head around back there, you can follow Brandi,” he paused and pointed to the side of the stage where Brandi was standing and waving, “she’ll get you all set up. You can borrow clothes or just go with what you’re wearing. There’s really no rules. Just tell the DJ what song you want when you get up there and when you’re ready he’ll let me know and I’ll announce you and then, yeah, just do your thing.”

Danni simply nodded again and stood up.

The MC picked his mic back up and delivered the good news.

“Ladies and gentlemen, just in the nick of time, we have one more late entry for your viewing pleasure and let me tell you, you boys are not going to want to miss this one. Stay tuned!”

The crowd erupted. Or perhaps it was my imagination. But they seemed excited.

My vision seemed to narrow to a thin tunnel as I watched Danni’s back shrinking away from us as she approached Brandi, who put an arm around her and led her backstage.

I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Alton simply leaned over and punched my shoulder.

“No need to thank me, mate,” he said, that same wicked smile seemed to grow wider with each passing minute.

I wasn’t sure what to say, so I said nothing. The truth was I wanted to kill him and thank him at the same time. To punch his lights out and then give him a big hug and buy him drinks for the rest of his life. It made no sense at all to me then and it still doesn’t now. But I learned a long time ago that sometimes you just have to let the rip tide take you out to calmer waters rather than struggle against it.

So, that’s what I decided to do.


Chapter 12: Fight or Flight

(Danni)

I KNEW ONE of two things was going to happen when they called my name and I stepped out onto that stage with the bright lights on me. I was either going to scream and run in the opposite direction, or I was going to completely transform my life and who I was as a person.

No pressure.

I did my best to forget that George and Alton were in the crowd. But as I would come to find out, that would prove impossible once I was out there.

Brandi was lovely. She gave me great advice and told me how awesome I would be. It was a tremendous pep talk and confidence booster. She even let me go through some of the extra wardrobe clothes they had in the back and helped me pick out a sexy outfit. Most of the other girls had opted to stay in whatever clothes they wore to the club. But I wanted the full experience. I opted for a light-purple bikini with fishnet stockings and silver stilettos.

I freshened up in the mirror and added a little extra makeup, again with Brandi’s help. By the time we were finished, I hardly recognized myself. As I stared at my reflection in the mirror, I nearly had a panic attack and bailed right the fuck out. But I managed to stay calm and to get close to the fear without letting it consume me. I needed that fear. It was a sign. It was a good thing. I needed to run towards it rather than away from it. This would be the first time in my life that I would learn a valuable lesson: more often than not, we grow by running towards what scares us, not away from it.

“Damn girl,” Brandi said, “you could legit do this for a living. I’m not kidding, you look like a pro right now.”

I smiled and blushed at what only just yesterday would have been cause for concern and now was strangely the greatest compliment I’d ever received.

“Thanks,” I said.

She put a hand on my shoulder.

“Ready?” she asked.

I nodded in the mirror then looked up at her.

“Ready,” I said. And I meant it.

She walked me to the side stage entrance, next to the DJ. My stilettos clacked and clumped across the hard floor. It took a few steps to get the hang of it, but eventually, I didn’t even notice I was wearing them.

“What song do you want to dance to?”

I shrugged.

“I don’t care, something I can move to. Hip-hop?”

“I got just the thing,” Brandi said and whispered in the DJ’s ear. He gave a thumbs up then looked at me.

“Ready to do this?”

Another deep breath. Deep inhale. Hold. Deep exhale. Calm. Steady. Ready.

“Yep, let’s do it,” I said with a nod.

The DJ turned and looked out to the stage. I could only see a sliver of it from where I was standing behind the curtain, but I could see the MC waiting for his signal. Once he had it, it was showtime.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I wanna see you on your feet and giving it the hell up for our next and last girl tonight, a late, last-second addition to the show and I think she might just steal the whole damn thing, give it up for Miss Dannnnnnnnniiiiiii!”

I stepped out onto the stage. The first beams of light crashed against my face and a cold fear gripped me but I didn’t turn around. I wasn’t running away from it. I was strutting towards it, hips swaying in rhythm with the beat.

I lost myself.


Chapter 13:  A Woman Transformed

(George)

THE EGGS BENEDICT from Sunnyside roiled in my stomach. What if she fell? What if they booed? What if she hated me for not stopping her? What if…?

A million questions and regrets ran wild in my head.

Everything was abruptly cut off by the sound of a pulsing hip-hop beat, sexy and defiant, coming in over the sound system. Then I heard the MC riling up the crowd once more, it was mostly a jumbled mess to my stinging ears but then I heard it.

“Miss Dannnnnnnnniiiiiii!!!!!”

The crowd seemed to go absolutely insane and this time I wasn’t just imagining it. Alton slapped my arm to get my attention to mouth Holy shit. He was still grinning from ear to ear.

I saw her step out onto the stage and for the briefest of moments, I thought I was going to blow chunks all over the place. What a disaster that would have been. Thankfully, I was able to calm my nerves and settle down when I saw her smiling face and hypnotic hips walking confidently towards the front of the stage.

The intro music cut off and was replaced by another hip-hop song of which the name escapes me. But it was sexy and brooding, dark and mysterious. Just the opening, thrumming base line was making me feel horny as Danni swayed in rhythm and waited for the song to really kick off.

When the beat dropped and the song began in earnest, well, let’s just say what unfolded after that would change our lives forever.

Danni bent forward, resting her hands on her thighs so her ass was sticking out. Her legs looked incredible and sculpted. Long and luscious. She quickly shimmied her ass back and forth to the beat and quickly drew cheers from the crowd.

She stood back up quickly, straight as an arrow, then walked backwards towards one of the three silver poles in the middle of the stage. This was something only two other girls had attempted to do that night and both were pretty terrible at it.

To my knowledge, Danni had never pole danced before and after she would confirm that was indeed the case but that she just thought it seemed pretty straightforward and easy.

She reached out and grabbed hold of the pole, wrapped one of her legs around it and began to whirl around the pole in a circle with her free arm out, drawing even more cheers from the crowd.

“Whoa baby, we got a ringer here folks!!” the MC said.

After a few more basic moves, she came off the pole and began to shake her ass. Twerking, I believe it’s called. She got down on all fours and made her ass clap much to the appreciation of the room which was now in a complete and total frenzy as dudes were elbowing each other out of the way to get closer to the stag.

Then she really shocked me. The top came off. She reached behind her back, fingers searching for the clasp, and then off it fell. The light-purple piece of cloth seemed to levitate for a moment before it floated slowly and methodically to the floor.

Dollar bills seemed to rain down from on high suddenly as Danni walked confidently out to the end of the stage, completely topless and acting like she fucking owned the place. Perhaps that was because at that moment, she did.

She was making her way right towards us. Towards me and Alton. I sat up a little straighter in my chair as she reached the end of the stage and held out a hand towards me for help getting down.

Ahh, I thought, she was going to treat me to a lap dance. How sweet.

But I was wrong.

After I helped her down, Danni gave me a wicked wink and plowed her ass down on top of Alton’s lap. It was Alton she was going to ride. And ride she did.

Alton was stunned into silence as he stared down at Danni’s milky white ass that was now planted firmly in his lap. He looked over at me and simply winked. I nodded to let him know I was cool with it, but I wasn’t sure if he saw me or not.

Danni ground down and hard, twerking, and writhing, arching her back like a filthy slut, she reached up and placed her arm over her face, running her fingers through her silky hair.

She closed her eyes and I watched her tilt her head back, opening her mouth ever so slightly as she let out a soft, inaudible moan. She was enjoying whatever it is she was feeling down there. And I thought I knew just what that might be.

Alton’s big, black cock.

As soon as I had that thought, her eyes snapped open and stared deeply into my soul. A wicked grin came across her wet lips. She bit down on her bottom lip and leaned towards me.

She came in for a kiss, her lips wet and warm. Then I felt her hand reach down and gently feel around for my cock. And she found it. I was harder than I’d ever been in my life and just the gentle squeeze she gave me threatened to make me erupt in my pants.

Danni pulled back and rested her forehead against mine.

“His cock is so big,” she whispered, then “is this turning you on?”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

She smiled.

“Good,” she said. Then went back to grinding on Alton’s dick for a room full of complete strangers in the middle of a seedy strip joint.

I wanted to pinch myself to make sure it wasn’t a dream but I knew full well it wasn’t and I also knew full well that it was all just the start of something much bigger, something much more sinister.

Alton looked over at me once again and raised his eyebrows. Again, I simply nodded and raised my beer in salute toward him. Then Danni looked back at Alton and smiled, shaking her ass a little harder.

It wasn’t said, but it was obviously understood. Something had passed between all three of us at that moment and we knew what would happen when we got home.

Our night was only just beginning.


Chapter 14: It’s So…Big

(Danni)

IT WAS HUGE and it was hard. I’d never felt anything like it. Most of what had happened on stage was a blur to me. I kind of blacked out I guess and let instinct take over. I remember the cheers. I remember taking my top off and I remember it seemed like it was raining money. But everything else was fuzzy. That is until George helped me down off the stage and I stunned everyone, including myself, by plopping my sweet ass down in Alton’s lap and not his.

I didn’t mean for it to happen like that. I genuinely was getting off the stage to dance up on my husband and give him a little reward for being so supportive and secure about us and our marriage. But as soon as I stepped down off the stage and saw Alton’s hungry eyes staring at me, I was powerless to stop it.

It was like a magnet or a tractor beam just pulling me away from George and over to him. But I never felt guilty or bad about it. Especially once I looked over and saw the look on George’s face…and felt the bulge in his pants.

Once I saw how much George was getting turned on by my slutty and flirtatious display with his best friend, well let’s just say I lost all control.

I loved feeling Alton’s hard, big dick between my ass cheeks. I loved feeling how hard it got as I danced and grinded on him to the pulsing beat. It was making me so wet and I swear, when Alton reached out and grabbed both my cheeks with his big powerful hands, I almost came right on the spot.

My skin broke out in gooseflesh and breathing became ragged and quick. My pulse was pounding my ears and the bass from the speakers seemed to live inside me, taking over my body and moving me around in rhythm to something much more primal and animalistic than I’d ever felt before.

For the first time in my life, I just wanted to get fucked. I didn’t want love or connection or intimacy. I wanted pure, raw sex and nothing else. I wanted to feel what it was like to give in to those forbidden thoughts, to eat that fruit and let the juices drip down my chin without wiping them away and with no remorse.

I wanted it all.

And when I looked at George I knew. It didn’t have to be said. He wanted it to.

We all wanted it. Alton’s raging hard cock and his hands on my ass said as much. But when he pulled me closer and whispered in my ear, he left no doubt.

“I’m gonna fuck this shit out of you tonight,” he said.

My head lulled back and he briefly kissed my neck.

“I know,” I said. “I know you are.”


Chapter 15: Giddy With Excitement

(George)

NEEDLESS TO SAY, Danni won the contest. The MC conducted the very official and very precise method of gauging the crowd noise when he called each girl's name and had them wave to the crowd.

But you could barely hear anything over the chants of Danni! Danni! Danni! He had to stop halfway through and simply just gave her the crown.

Literally. She got a crown.

Also, a thousand bucks for first place and all the tip money that had rained down on the stage. All told, she cleared over two-thousand dollars.

Breathless and giddy with excitement, the three of us rushed to Alton’s car and hopped in like we’d just robbed the place. And it kind of felt like we did. But also, I think, it was in giddy anticipation of what was to come. We still hadn’t said a word, but we knew what we were heading home to do.

Danni had quickly changed back into the clothes she had worn to the club. But she was carrying the outfit now, along with the stilettos. Brandi had told her to keep them. She owned it on stage and now the outfit belonged to Danni.

Alton drove and I resumed my position in the back seat. I watched with eager anticipation as Danni would occasionally look back at me and smile. Then she’d turn to Alton. Then back to me. This continued on for a while until Alton finally broke the silence.

“You can touch it if you want,” he said, then made eye contact with me in the rearview, “that is, of course, as long as it’s alright with George.”

This time, Danni didn’t even bother to ask or look back at me.

“Of course it is,” she said. And she was right. It was. My cock hardened to steel before she even made her move.

We were stopped at a red light as I watched her small hand shoot out to the side, searching for Alton’s crotch. I heard the sound of skin scratching rough denim. The tinkle of a zipper, then the unmistakable sound of the zipper going down, down, down.

Gulp. This was it. It was happening.

Her hand reached inside the dark opening of jeans and fished around. She let out a soft gasp.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

Alton was looking at me in the rearview the whole time, smiling from ear to ear.

Then she pulled it out and the light turned green.

It was dark, so I couldn’t see too well. But I could see her wedding ring, the diamond sparkling in the reflection of oncoming headlights as it slowly worked its way up and down Alton’s dark shaft that was nothing more than a shadowy mass from where I was sitting.

Danni turned back and smiled at me as she watched me watching her jerk off my best friend as he drove us home. Home from the strip club. The strip club where my wife had joined us and paid for me to get a lap dance and where she, to satisfy a childish dare, had decided to participate in amateur night at the last possible second and got up on stage and stole the damn show and won the whole thing. Who was this woman sitting in front of me?

It was both terrifying and wondrous to behold. Like playing with fire.

For a brief moment, I looked away and out the window and saw a liquor store coming up on the right.

“Hey, why don’t we stop for some Champagne?” I suggested.

Danni squealed with delight.

“My man, that’s a great idea,” Alton said as he put his blinker on and guided the car into the dimly lit parking lot. He put the car in park.

Danni took her hand off his cock and he slipped it back in his pants and zipped up before I ever got a good look at it in the light.

“Let’s head in then,” Danni said, holding a few bills from her winnings in her right hand, “I’m buying.”

. . .

WE PERUSED the Champagne section in the back for all of five seconds before we found a reasonably expensive bottle. We all agreed it was the perfect occasion to splurge as we had much to celebrate and much more to look forward to.

The cashier looked at us funny when we paid, perhaps sensing we were up to no good. But more than that, we were up to something very depraved and debaucherous indeed. I suppose there’s no hiding it sometimes when you decide to cross that line. You can’t contain it, it sort of owns you in the moment and it’s plastered all over your face whether you like it or not.

We hopped back in the car, just as giddy and excited as when we left the club and headed for our house. On this leg of the journey, we simply conversed about standard things that friends converse about. There was no more of Danni stroking Alton’s big, dark cock while he drove. There would be time enough for that and much more in due time.

Within ten minutes, Alton pulled into the driveway and put the car in park once more and cut the engine.

We all three got out and made our way up the front walk. I put my key in the lock and turned. The door swung wide open revealing our darkened foyer within. I crossed the threshold first, then Danni. And then Alton came in last.

He shut the door behind him and locked it as I flicked on a light.

Home at last.


Chapter 16: Point of No Return

(Danni)

THAT FAMILIAR FEELING of fear gripped me once more as it had done when I was about to go on stage. Again, I knew only one of two things was going to happen. But this time, I was in my own home with my husband and his best friend, Alton. There was nowhere for me to run if I got skittish and changed my mind.

Not that I was going to. I knew now that running towards it was the only real answer, the only true solution.

My pussy was aching with a desire I had never felt before, not in all my life. I think maybe that was what was really scaring me. That feeling that I was about to lose all control and that my husband was totally alright with it all.

Finally seeing, and touching with my own hand, Alton’s sexy, black cock had awakened something inside me that went even beyond the forbidden section of my mind. Something much deeper and darker. A hunger that would never be sated unless I took of the fruit and had a bite. And even then, perhaps it would never be fully satisfied. Like a long pull from a bitter-sweet drink that only leaves you thirstier than before you drank it.

But still, I couldn’t stand the thought of not knowing what it was like.

I felt so sexy and powerful and confident as I went around the house turning on some lights so that the party could begin in earnest. I still clung to my stripper outfit, the stilettos dangled from my fingers.

George led Alton into the kitchen and I heard him fumbling around for the light switch for a moment before it clicked on and illuminated our modern twist on a farmhouse kitchen. I heard him putting ice in a bucket. Then placing the expensive bottle of Champagne in the ice. While it was chilling, I could hear him rummaging around in the cabinet for some flutes. Probably, I thought, he would choose the ones we received as a wedding gift.

This thought made me smile and for some reason, weak in the knees and wet between the legs.

I looked down at my ring finger and studied the diamond ring that graced it so effortlessly. Was I really about to do this? To break my marriage vows?

Oh Danni, you’ve already crossed that line, haven’t you? Alton’s big, black cock was in your hand just minutes ago, the cool metal of this very ring touching its hardened, dark flesh.

A shiver went down my spine.

It felt so good to be bad and I wondered why I hadn’t discovered such a delicious truth sooner in my life. For a moment, I wondered regretfully about all that I had probably missed out on.

A devilish grin came over my face. I would make up for lost time. I would make up for it tenfold once I took another lover besides my husband. In front of him too. Perhaps with him joining in the fun.

Another shiver. More weakness in the knees. Wetter between the legs. A pang of hunger so deep and powerful in my loins that I could hardly keep from fainting.

What are you waiting for Danni? Stop fantasizing already and get in there. The men are waiting for you. You know that you can do with them whatever you please.

“I know I can,” I whispered to the empty living room. Then I began walking - no strutting - into the kitchen.


Chapter 17: It’s Happening

(George)

CLACK, CLACK, CLACK went her boots across the hardwood floor of the dining room and onto the cold, white tile of the kitchen. Danni was coming.

It was time.

“It’s happening,” I whispered under my breath but I don’t think Alton heard me.

Danni stopped in the doorway to the kitchen and leaned up on the door frame with one arm. In her other arm, the stilettos dangled enchantingly from her index finger. Her purple stripper outfit and fishnet stockings were tucked under one arm.

“Hey boys,” she said. It was sexy and seductive and sent a chill down my spine.

“There she is!” Alton said, “All-star of the night right here. Stripper extraordinaire.”

“Who’s ready for Champagne?” I asked rhetorically and took the bottle out of the ice bucket. It was now plenty cold and ready to drink. It was time to celebrate. It was time to jump off the ledge and fly off into the unknown.

I twisted and lifted the cork and POP.

Danni and Alton cheered quietly.

I poured the bubbly into the first flute and handed it to Danni.

“Ladies first,” I said. Then I filled the second and handed it to Alton. Finally I filled the third and picked it up and offered a toast.

“To Danni,” I said.

“To Danni,” Alton Repeated.

Danni looked back and forth between each of us, a wicked smile on her face, biting her bottom lip.

“To me,” she said softly.

We clinked glasses and took big sips of the ice-cold, golden elixir.

It was delicious and refreshing.

“So, what do we do now?” I asked.

Alton shrugged.

Danni spoke up.

“I have an idea,” she said, biting her bottom lip and downing the rest of her Champagne in two big gulps.

“Oh?”

“Why don’t I go upstairs and change and then give you boys a little…private show,” she said with a wink.

She didn’t even wait for a response. She knew what our answer would be. She turned and left the kitchen and walked upstairs.

. . .

Alton and I shared an awkward silence as we stood there, sipping expensive champagne and celebrating the fact that my wife had just won an amateur night contest as a strip club and was just now upstairs preparing to relive the experience for us all over again.

It occurred to me that we hadn’t really said much to each other since we’d left the Sunnyside Diner all those hours ago and we hadn’t talked about anything that didn’t relate to Danni or her sexiness or her dancing. We never bitched about his girlfriend or really just shot the shit at all like we usually did.

But it didn’t matter. We were closer than that. We didn’t always have to verbalize things to have an understanding.

I chuckled.

“What?” he asked, amused and a little confused.

“Nothing, it’s just that…remember when you said you needed a rebound tonight? Well, I bet you didn’t think it was going to be Danni.”

He looked up at me, his face a little guilty.

“Really?” I asked, incredulous, “you knew the whole time?”

He shrugged.

“I mean, not the whole time no. But I’ve seen the way she looks at me. Sometimes…I can just tell.”

I frowned.

“Look man, it’s no big deal. We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. It’s just harmless fun. No big deal either way.”

My frown deepened.

“I know,” I said. “But you want this. Danni sure wants it. And…”

“You want it,” he said, finishing my sentence.

I nodded.

“I’ve been dying to see her open herself up…sexually I mean. And she’s finally doing it. I can’t stand on the tracks now because of some immature insecurity.”

Alton took a sip from his glass before I continued.

“Look, I’m secure in who I am and in our marriage. I love Danni with all my heart and if this is what she wants for herself…for us…if she wants to experience this then…well, I’m game. That’s all there is to it.”

Alton smiled and shook his head.

“Damn, man. All I can say is, if I ever get married, well, I hope I’m as badass a husband as you. I mean that. I really respect you and…”

I waved a dismissive hand at him.

“Alright, alright, enough,” I said, punching his arm, “don’t go getting all emotional on me now and ruin the moment. Just get ready to fuck the shit out of my wife and let’s have a good time, huh?”

Alton cracked up.

“Oh, I am definitely ready to do that.”

And right on cue, Danni appeared in the doorway. Gulp. Six to midnight. Hard as steel. The whole bit.

“Hey boys,” she said again. The way she said it was so sexy.

She was an absolute knockout. In the more natural lighting of our home, her effortless beauty really shined and her powerful femininity seemed to emanate from each and every pore.

It was intoxicating.

“It’s happening,” I whispered once again as Danni walked towards us.


Chapter 18: The Encore

(Danni)

I WAS READY to give them a little encore. I was dying to actually. It had only been a little over an hour since I’d graced the stage at the Rhino Room and already I was looking to feel that high once again. Sure, it wouldn’t be quite the same as a room full of rowdy, horny, boozed-up men, but the only two men who mattered to me right now would still do the trick.

I felt their eyes on me as I shimmied into the room. Walking in the stilettos was feeling more natural to me now. I was practically gliding. When I got to where they were standing I stopped and put my hands on my hips.

“Now, who wants a lap dance?” I said with a smile. But I already knew the answer. It was George’s turn.

Alton seemed to understand that too as he put his hands up in the air and ceded the moment to George, offering him a chair.

I watched as George nervously sat down and took a big gulp from his Champagne flute.

“Music please,” I said to Alton as I approached my husband and leaned over to kiss his cheek.

“Are we really going to do this?” he whispered.

“If it’s alright with you, baby…” I said, lingering near his face.

“Of course,” he said.

The beat started from the song Alton had selected.

“Good, because I’m so ready to feel his cock,” I said, turning around. Then I looked back over my shoulder as I planted my ass against his crotch and began to give him a lap dance. “And yours too.”

I felt him go hard as steel against my ass cheeks and it made me wet to have that power over him. To feel him go from soft to rigid like that in a second flat because of what I was doing and saying was something I really got off on. I only wished I’d realized how easy and fun it was a whole heck of a lot sooner.

After a few moments of my sexy dancing, I nibbled on George’s ear and whispered in it.

“Is it okay if I kiss him now?” I asked, sweetly. A powerful tingle went down my spine and my knees almost buckled. Just asking him that question, if I could kiss another man, his best friend, right in front of him was almost too much for my little, quivering body to handle.

George swallowed hard as his cock stiffened even more beneath the weight of my cheeks.

“Yes,” he said, barely audible. I only know he said it because I read his lips. I smiled and kissed him on those same lips and then stood up and walked over to Alton.

He immediately put his glass down on the table beside him as I pressed my body into his. Not a word was said as I leaned up and he bent down towards me, our lips growing ever closer together until finally, they were touching.

Fireworks. Sparks. Stars. Sunbeams and bursts. Bright lights. Shockwaves. Butterflies. Backflips and somersaults.

I felt it all. I felt it all times a million when our wet lips connected. It was soft at first, feeling each other out. Then harder, more firm. Then they parted and our tongues were touching, performing the same ritual. Timid at first, but growing more confident as they explored and found they very much liked the taste.

I’m not sure how long we kissed for but it felt like a minute or two. It could have been seconds or hours or days. I got lost in it to tell you the truth. Not since I’d had my first kiss many, many years ago had I felt something that intense with another man. Not even my husband, but that’s something I have not and would not ever tell George.

That sounds awful, but it’s hard to explain.

I pulled back and opened my eyes. Alton was staring down at me, and intense and vibrant lust in his eyes. They were on fire with desire. I assume he saw the same thing in mine.

“Wow,” I heard George whisper.

I turned and looked at him to see a look of shock and horror on his face and I felt awful. I wanted to run away right then, truly I did. My heart began to race. Was he having second thoughts? Did I just do irreparable harm to our marriage? What was I thinking? This is crazy!

I have to –

“Do it again,” George whispered.

“What?” I stammered.

“Kiss him. I want to see it again.”

His hand was on his cock and he was slowly pulling on it from outside his pants.

A whole new feeling washed over me just then. Something ten times more powerful than I’d just felt kissing Alton.

Knowing someone was watching me, getting that turned on by me - that is was my husband who was watching and that it was his best friend that I was kissing…none of it made any sense intellectually, but it was one potent emotional and sexual cocktail.

I wasn’t worried about anything anymore. I just wanted to keep going.

Alton and I began kissing again.


Chapter 19: Twisting The Knife

(George)

IT FELT LIKE HELL. Like someone had plunged a knife deep in my back and was now twisting it back and forth. And I couldn’t get enough of that pain. I wanted to see more. Had to have more and so I said, “Do it again.”

I could see Danni was confused. She must have seen the pained expression on my face and yet the words spilled forth. I was as surprised as anyone. But I was getting a surprising amount of pleasure from that pain and I’d never felt anything quite like it before. It was a drug on which I found myself instantly and hopelessly hooked.

I felt both powerless and powerful at the same time. I wasn’t the one she was kissing and yet I was sure neither of them could be feeling anything approaching the intensity of what was coursing through my own veins in that moment. I gripped the arm rests of the chair so tight I felt the wood begin to splinter beneath my fingernails as Danni and Alton moved their mouths closer together one more to prepare for a second, sinful kiss.

This time I swore I felt electric shocks pulsing in my brain and traveling down my nervous system throughout my entire body. I was literally buzzing. I watched as Danni’s wet lips parted about a quarter of an inch and then a little more as Alton slid his long, thick tongue back inside and down her throat, this time with more force than before.

Perhaps it was minutes or perhaps it was only a few long seconds, but eventually they broke it off for a second time. Again, Danni looked over her shoulder at me, cute and innocent as always but this time there was no hiding it. She was a filthy, little slut now. She wanted to be and I wanted it for her. She could look cute and innocent all she wanted but from here on out the three of us would always know the truth.

“Get down on your knees and suck his cock,” I said. Alton wasn’t looking at me, he was focused only on Danni. But she couldn’t take her eyes off me as she obeyed my command and dropped to her knees on the kitchen floor in front of Alton so that her head was about even with the bulge in his pants.

She was still looking at me as Alton unbuckled his belt and then popped the button on his jeans. Next came the zipper. In a flash, the top of his pants were parted and he was reaching into his drawers to present my wife with his cock.

“Turn around,” I whispered.

Danni turned around and almost impaled her own eye on his pole.

“Holy shit,” she whispered and giggled as she ducked out of the way of the big, black cock that now loomed in front of her tiny, quivering body. She sat back on her legs, her plump ass cheeks split right down the middle by the purple g-string. Her calves supported her weight as I stared down at the back of her stilettos.

It wasn’t exactly like my fantasy, but it was pretty damn close. There was only one part missing.

“Suck it,” Alton said.

Danni opened her mouth and softly took his bulbous head inside.

This was it, more or less. My lurid, depraved fantasy had come to life right before my very eyes. Danni was on her knees in front of my best friend, Alton, sucking his big, dark cock as her ass cheeks rested on her calf muscles, split in two by a purple g-string (not a red thong). Minor differences, I know. But there it was.

“Good girl,” Alton said, putting his meaty paws on the back of Danni’s head and gently pushing her further down on his pole.

She got about halfway down before she had to stop and come up for air. She almost spat him out and gasped as her mouth popped off with a sloppy, wet noise that I’ll never forget. She reached up and used her residual saliva to stroke his cock a little, gazing up in wonder as she admired and marveled at his size.

“Holy shit, you are huge,” she whispered.

Alton smiled down at her and clicked his tongue.

“I told you I was,” he said and winked at me.

Danni turned and looked back over her shoulder once more at me, Alton’s black cock still in her tiny hand, her left hand, the one with the ring I’d given her when I proposed and the band which I’d slipped on during our wedding ceremony - where we’d promised to remain faithful and true to one another. That hand that displayed, in symbolic form, the depth of our commitment and the completeness of our bond. It was stroking my best friend's cock right in front of me and I was loving every second of it.

“You look so sexy right now,” I whispered and stood up. I walked over to where she was on her knees and pulled out my own cock and offered it to her.

“Let’s see how you look with two dicks,” I said.

Danni licked her lips and smiled.


Chapter 20: Double the Fun

(Danni)

I HAD ALWAYS wondered what it would be like to be with two men at once. I’d heard stories, myths really since I never believed them, about girls growing up. Girls who’d done the dance with the devil, as some called it. They were always shamed and gossipped about endlessly for it. Deep down, I think it was something that always thrilled me. But since it was taboo and socially unacceptable, I naturally banished the thought to the forbidden section of my mind. There would be none of that for sweet, innocent Danni.

I smiled to myself, it could have been the devil’s own grin I imagine. But as I looked up at George’s rock hard cock as I held Alton’s in my hand, I knew I was going to get to feel what it was like. To have two cocks. Two sets of hands. Two mouths. Two tongues. Two lovers. Both completely focused on me and my body and giving me pleasure. If this was wrong, I didn’t want to be right. If this was a sin, then I wanted no part of being a saint.

When George was close enough, I opened up my mouth and took him inside me. He was nowhere near as big as Alton, but he had nothing to be ashamed of either. I sucked hard and greedily on the flesh of his shaft as I took almost all of him down my throat and held it there for as long as I could. I can’t accurately explain what it felt like to have my husband’s hard cock buried in my throat while I gripped and stroked the dark, meaty flesh of his best friend’s cock at the same time.

It was pure bliss. Deviant and delicious. And things were only just getting started.

“She looks damn good with two dicks,” Alton said, reaching out and offering a fist bump to George who happily accepted.

Some girls may have found this degrading. And up until several hours ago, I probably would have said the same thing if you asked me. But I was wrong. Dead wrong and it never felt better. It was empowering. I felt like I was ten feet tall. If anything, I felt a little guilty. I was using them. Not the other way around.

I sucked and slurped like a greedy little slut then popped my wet mouth off and went back to sucking Alton’s cock for a little while. I went back and forth between them for a few more minutes.

My knees were starting to hurt and I wanted to go someplace a little more comfortable. A little more conducive to well, having a threesome.

I stood up and grabbed them each by the cock.

“Let’s go into the living room,” I said, “I’m ready to get fucked.”

I began walking out of the kitchen and into the living room leading both George and Alton by their cocks behind me. It felt so good, pulling them along by their hardened manhood. I was in control. The center of attention.

And I had butterflies in my stomach when I realized I was about to have another man bury his cock deep inside my fertile pussy.

A big, delicious black cock. And my husband was going to be by my side every single step of the way.

. . .

WE WERE STANDING in the living room now. George was on my left and Alton stood on my right. I was facing George as Alton came up behind me and wrapped his dark arms around my torso and began playing with my body. He gripped my breasts first as he kissed and licked on my neck.

I stared deeply at George while all this was going on and he stared right back at me, each of us on fire with lust and desire. He was gripping his cock in his hand and stroking it to the sight of me being ravaged by his best friend. I’d never seen his cock so hard or so big before and I wished we’d done this sooner.

Then I felt Alton’s hand creeping down below my breasts, brushing lightly against my stomach, as it continued its journey down, down, down until it stopped between my legs and sent shockwaves up and down my spine. I was tingling as Alton paused there and pressed his body up tightly against the back of mine. I felt his throbbing, warm cock resting against the small of my back. I reached back behind me and grabbed it and began jerking it as I leaned up and shared another wet and passionate kiss with my new, dark-skinned lover.

Alton slipped on finger inside me. A big, long finger. I sucked in a breath and shuddered as I felt him exploring my drenched insides. Soon he was slipping a second big, long finger inside me and really working me up. He brought me right to the edge and then pulled back. It was a strange sensation. I’d never really had a true orgasm before, at least I didn’t think so. And that suspicion would be confirmed for me in short order once I had Alton’s big dick inside me.

But first, Alton let go of me and pushed me over to George who raked his hands over my body. Gripping my hard and tight as if I was some cherished possession he’d lost long ago and had now been reunited with. It felt…amazing to be manhandled like that by my husband. Apparently my display had awakened in him that raw masculine energy I had always been hoping for and it took my own desire to another level.

After George and I made out for a little, I sat down on the couch and had them sit on either side of me. I reached out and stroked their cocks in unison. I wanted to marvel at them for a little bit as I jerked them off. I felt so sexy having two cocks in my hand at the same time and I wanted to relish the moment a little bit.

“Alright,” I said, nearly mad with laughter, “Alright, I can’t take it any more. I need to be fucked. Let’s go!”

I looked back and forth between George and Alton. Who was going to take me first? Alton answered that question for me.

“George,” he said, “Why don’t you get her warmed up for me?”

A smart idea, I thought.

I got up on my hands and knees and offered the back of myself to George (something I never did before) as I placed my head in Alton’s lap and licked his cock while I waited for my husband to split me open.

I felt George get up on his knees and position himself between my legs. Then he was sliding himself inside, plunging deep into my pussy.


Chapter 21: First Man In

(George)

I WAS LOST in the moment. Lost inside myself. In a flow state. Whatever you want to call it. There wasn’t much conscious thought inside my head.

That’s the only way I can describe it.

I’d never taken her from behind before, let alone while she was sucking on someone else. How did we get her so fast? I suppose we had Alton to thank for that.

I was filled with lust and longing.

A deep, primal, animalistic desire had been awakened in me. A fire that burned bright, hot, and fast was raging in my loins and it seemed unquenchable in its thirst.

I buried my cock deep into my wife’s dripping, wet cunt. It was hot and soft and quivering. It felt tighter somehow than normal, as if she was clenching down on me.

Or perhaps in my heightened sense of arousal I was just ever-so-slightly bigger than normal due to an excess of blood filling my shaft. Who could say?

I looked down at her tight, hour-glass figure and my mind flashed to the sexy dancing and stripping she had done at the Rhino Room.

Then I watched her sucking on Alton’s cock, moaning and slurping as he increased the power and speed of my thrusts, trying to reach as far as I could into her cavity.

Hollowing her out as best I could, making room for the massive, long, thick cock that would follow mine in short order.

Danni began fucking me back as I thrust, bucking her hips and pushing back into me as I tried my best to bring her to an orgasm, something I was pretty sure I’d never done before.

She spat Alton’s cock out and looked back over her shoulder at me. I almost didn’t recognize her.

“That’s it baby, fuck me!” she cried. “Fuck me harder, fuck me like a slut! HARDER!”

I gritted my teeth and did my best to rise to the occasion. But it seemed like I could only reach so far. I could only get her right to the edge but not quite push her over.

I grunted and spat and cursed and hammered away as hard as I could.

Certainly, she was enjoying herself. That much was clear. But I couldn’t quite get her there. And that was also quite clear.

Painfully so.

After a while, I was tired and out of breath. I made eye contact with Alton and he nodded.

I nodded back.

It was time.


Chapter 22: The Main Event

(Danni)

I WAS SO CLOSE but George just couldn’t seem to put me over the edge. It probably didn’t help that I could only think about the big, black cock that was in my mouth and what it was going to feel like sliding inside me once George and Alton switched places.

Don’t get me wrong, it felt amazing. It was, far and away, the best sex George and I had ever had…it just wasn’t quite enough in that moment of frenzied lust I was experiencing. Eventually, George would get me there. But only after her reclaimed my pussy from Alton’s big, fat cock and the thrashing it gave me.

George was getting short of breath and finally relented and pulled out of me. A whoosh of air escaped my cunt, making me giggle as I popped my mouth off Alton’s cock.

“My turn,” Alton said. He stood up and went to switch places with George.

“Wait,” I said. “Stay there. I want to watch you go inside me. Sit down George.”

I flipped over on my back and rested my neck on George’s thigh and spread my legs wide and invited Alton to enter me. My inner thighs were glistening with my slick juices.

Alton smiled down at me and got on his knees between my legs. My pussy was quivering in excitement and anticipation as Alton lay his cock down on my pelvis to rest for a minute while he gathered himself. The warmth and weight of it against my hot skin sent me into overdrive as I glanced down and saw it poking up past my belly button.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

George began stroking my hair. I could feel his eyes watching intently as well.

“Holy shit, that’s so big,” I whispered again.

“Yeah,” Alton said, “you ready to get yours baby? You ready for this big, black dick to be inside you?”

I gulped. Dopamine and adrenaline in quantities I did not know were physically possible seemed to flood my system at that moment as my body became warm, fuzzy, and very nearly euphoric. I arched my back and writhed my hips.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Yesss, give it to me.”

Alton slapped his cock against my tummy.

“Give you what?”

“That big, black cock. Give me that big, black cock. Please!”

“Mmm, good girl,” he said.

Then he pressed the tip against my lips and spread them slowly, taking my breath away.

I looked up at George for a quick moment, he was staring intently, gripping his hard cock tightly in his hand and stroking it while he awaited the big moment.

“Ready baby?” I whispered.

“Are you?” he whispered back.

“Fuck yes,” I said, turning my gaze back down between my legs in just enough time to see Alton’s first thrust push past my lips as the first several inches of his cock spread and stretched my tight walls.

It was the hottest, sexiest thing I’d ever seen.

“Holy shit,” I whispered. I reached up and offered my hand to George to hold.

He took it lightly at first, then wrapped his fingers tightly in mine. I squeezed and he squeezed back. We were off on this journey, wherever it would take us, and we were in it together until the end. That much I knew.


Chapter 23: Oh My God, It’s In

(George)

OH MY GOD. It was in. Alton’s big, black cock was now several inches deep inside Danni’s pussy and pressing deeper still as Danni yelped and moaned while it stretched and dug into her. I felt her hand reach out and grasp mine. I squeezed it tightly as I stroked myself with my other hand. Our fingers interlocked and clung to each other.

A bond was formed then. Say what you will, perhaps it sounds corny or strange to say that us holding hands while another man had his way with Danni was some sort of bonding experience or something that made us closer. But that’s what it was. I guess if you’ve never experienced it yourself, maybe you just can’t understand.

Danni arched her back just as Alton’s dick bottomed out in her pussy and let out a loud yelp. I could feel her fingernails digging into the skin of my hand as her breath got ragged and quick. Her chest was heaving with the heaviness of her breath, her moans growing louder and more passionate as she opened herself up to him.

“Oh my god, baby,” she whispered, “It’s so huge. That dick is so fucking huge.”

Two things came to mind just then. The first was that it was unclear who she was calling baby, though I liked to think it was me. The second was her mouth. Now, as I said before, it wasn’t as if she were a total prude. She let the occasional cuss word fly when she stubbed her toe or was otherwise overly excited and it was extremely rare and she always apologized for some reason immediately after.

But the F-word? Never. And there she was cursing like a sailor and moaning like a whore. I’d never seen her like this before and it was exactly what I’d always hoped for. A bit unorthodox in how it was all coming about, to be sure, but it was coming about. She was opening up. Shedding her skin. Coming out of her shell. All of those things and more.

I was falling more deeply and more madly in love with her by the second and I was overcome with a strong urge to taste her. I leaned down and kissed her hard as Alton began his rut. Thrusting in and out of her with increasing speed and force.

Danni whimpered beneath me as she kissed me back hard and fast and sloppy, our hands still intertwined as her body writhed and shook, building towards climax.

We broke off our kiss and Danni looked back down between her legs and with her free hand reached down and put a hand on her tummy.

“Oh my god, it’s so deep. So deep in my tummy,” she moaned. Then she laid her head back on my lap and a wicked smile curled onto her lips as her eyes fluttered open and shut, pupils rolling back so that only the whites were showing.

She began to scream, almost shriek with pleasure, as Alton pummeled away and brought her to an orgasm. Her first orgasm ever. And it was life-changing. For both of us.

“Oh fuuuccckkkkk,” she said, over and over and over again for what felt like nearly a minute. Her body convulsed with tremors and shakes and writhed and shook and twitched as she felt everything deeply and all at once.

“Oh my god, oh my god, yess! Don’t stop, keep going!” she cried, eyes finally snapping open. She let go of my hand and seemed to forget I was even there. She leaned up and pulled Alton close into her body and they began making out furiously as I sat there and watched, still stroking my dick.

The dark contrast of his skin against her’s and them kissing while he was inside her was almost too much for me to handle as the hot, warm come that had pooled in my balls threatened to boil over in that moment.

I almost lost it, but managed to slow down and pinch the underside of my shaft, right below the head, to keep the orgasm at bay. At least for the time being.

Alton pulled away from Danni and smiled down at her, then looked at me as he asked her a question.

“Did you come baby?” he whispered.

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered back.

“Where did you come?” he asked, still looking at me.

“All over your cock,” she said.

“All over my what?”

“Your big, black cock. I just came all over your big, black cock. I love it so much,” she said.

It was filthy, depraved, and lovely. She only cared about his dick and had forgotten I was there. Perhaps she had even forgotten we were married. The thought both terrified and thrilled me at the same time.

This was not about love or intimacy or connection or any of that mushy stuff with Alton. He just wanted Danni’s body and she wanted his. This was raw. Unfiltered. Passion, yes. But anything deeper than primal lust? No. I didn’t think so. And so I had nothing to worry about.

Alton began to thrust and dig once more and within another minute or so, he was bringing her to her second orgasm. This one was even more raw and powerful than the first.

Sweating and out of breath, Alton looked up at me and smiled.

“Phew, alright. I need a break, man. Get in there,” he said and motioned for me to take his place between her legs.

. . .

I TOOK ALTON’S PLACE on the couch between Danni’s glistening and quivering legs. My cock hovered over the entrance to her used and worn pussy. I could see a dark, gaping hole in the middle of her pink holes that seemed to open slightly wider and close slightly small with each inhale and exhale of her lungs.

“Fuck me, baby” she whispered without looking up. Still in a dick-induced stupor. “Feel what that big, fat cock did to me. Feel how stretched out I am.”

Gulp.

I inched closer to her and pressed myself inside. There was no resistance whatsoever. The pussy I was fucking now in almost no way resembled the one of just a few minutes ago when I had gone first. This one had been rearranged. Expanded. Hollowed out. Changed forever. There was something different about it that I couldn’t explain aside from the stretched and warm feeling. It was like silk or something. More refined and elegant. It was sexy. And I loved it.

Having her pussy after Alton had been inside her was the most debaucherous and depraved thing I’d ever done and I couldn’t get enough of it.

“How’s that feel baby?” she whispered, finally looking up at me and smiling. She traced her finger between my pecs as I thrust as deep as I could.

“Amazing,” I whispered back. “How does it feel for you?”

“Like heaven,” she said. Leaning up to kiss me.

It was like heaven, I thought. It was wonderful.

And then I couldn’t hold it. I tried. But it was too late. My cock began to lurch and pulse inside her and my come went spilling over and deep inside her.

“Oh shitttt,” she moaned and grabbed hold of my buttocks, “Yes, George. Fill me up. Take that pussy back!”

I almost blacked out from the intensity of it all.


Chapter 24: Not Finished Yet

(Danni)

HIS COME WAS DRIPPING down my legs as it poured out of my hot, quivering orifice. It pooled on the couch cushion below as I felt what was left inside me cooling in my womb. It was a lovely feeling to be so full of my husband’s come and yet still have another big, dark cock to please and extract another load from.

I realized that as George was coming down off the high of having reclaimed my pussy, my own high was only just beginning and I hadn’t yet reached the peak. Even though I’d just orgasmed for a third time in less than thirty minutes, I wanted more. More of Alton and more of his big, black cock. Actually want isn’t the correct word. I needed it.

I was a size queen alright. And it felt amazing. I only wished…

My mind went blank. I cut that thought off before it could fully form and take root in my head. This was enough. My life was wonderful. George was wonderful. Things unfolded as they did for a reason. There was no sense in regretting the past and lamenting what could have been.

Be here now.

“Come fuck me again, Alton,” I said, looking up at him as he watched George’s come oozing from my pussy.

“Wait, what?” George said, half confused and half looking like he wanted to find a hole to crawl in. Was he having second thoughts? Post-orgasm regrets?

Honestly, I couldn’t bring myself to care. Not then. I needed more dick and more come and I was going to get it.

Besides, I knew when George caught a glimpse of Alton’s dick splitting me open once again, using his own come as a lubricant, he would be hard as a rock in no time and not regretting one damn thing.

Alton shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t mind sloppy seconds,” he said. “In fact, I was thinking I might add my own juices to the pool if that’s alright.” He looked and winked at George who was speechless. My face felt hot and flush. The thought of Alton’s big, black cock filling me up with its potent seed sent chills all over my body.

“Fuck yes,” I hissed. “Fill me up baby. breed this married pussy.”

Alton slid himself inside and I began to come hard and loud for a fourth time as he pummeled my insides with his big, dark shaft.


Chapter 25: Danger Zone

(George)

I think I’ll add my own juices…

Fill me up baby. Breed this married pussy…

ALTON AND DANNI’S WORDS echoed in my head as my cock hardened to steel once more, mere seconds after I’d ejaculated.

I stood there watching. Struck speechless by their brashness and the potent, raw sexuality that was on display before me. Who was this woman and what had she done with my wife?

There was Danni. My sweet, innocent Danni who up until just a few hours ago had only been with one man in her entire life, me, and was now begging my best friend to fill her up with his seed. She had awakened her inner freak alright.

What worried me at the moment was whether or not we had just opened Pandora’s box.

But there was little time to contemplate those mysteries.

I watched the remainder of my white hot jizz ooze out of Danni’s pussy and coat Alton’s dark cock in a thick resin as my juices mixed with Danni’s and covered his shaft.

Danni looked up at me and laughed.

“Hard again already, baby? You dirty, boy,” she said. But it was fun and playful and didn’t hurt, rather it turned me on even more.

I stepped forward and bent over her body and leaned down. I kissed her hard and fondled her right breast, twisting and flicking her nipple, causing her skin to break out in goosebumps.

Soon, she was arching her back and screaming as another rocking orgasm overtook her entire body.

“Come in me baby, come in me! Fill this pussy up, I want you to breed this married pussy, Alton!” she was screaming and begging and pleading and I saw Alton was about to lose it.

His breath grew ragged as he pumped himself in and out of her. His muscles flexed and tensed as he grunted and spat, sputtering out of control.

He let out a growl from the depths of his guts and then was unleashing inside her.

“Arghhh, fuck,” he said, shuddering and shaking as Danni moaned and whimpered, accepting his seed right along side mine.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Danni said, eyes shut tight as she relished the feeling. She put both hands on her tummy and drew a deep breath. “So warm,” she said. “So fucking warm.”

There was hardly any time to contemplate the meaning of what we’d just engaged in. There was a danger there, sure. But we would worry about that later. I didn’t want to let my mind go there.

Alton finally pulled out and without anyone having to say a word, I was back between her legs and pressing myself back inside her. I felt Alton’s load still inside. It was a big one. But that feeling only filled me with more lust. My desire to outcompete him and unleash a second, bigger load inside my wife was impossible to contain.

Danni’s eyes snapped wide open in surprise. She gasped and moaned.

“Oh baby,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck. “Oh baby, do you have more for me?”

I grunted yes and then began my own rut. This time I gave it all I had and soon, Danni was coming louder and harder than she had the entire night.

And I gave all of myself to her.

“Damn,” I heard Alton say over my shoulder. “The three of us are gonna make one beautiful baby.”

It was said as a joke. But it didn’t feel funny to me all of a sudden.

As my orgasm subsided and the reality of what had just happened settled in…well, my stomach twisted into knots and I felt I might be sick.


Chapter 26: Aftermath

(Danni)

GEORGE HAD ALWAYS BEEN a worry wart. I knew right away by the look on his face that he was suddenly very concerned about what the three of us had just done. But he did a good job of keeping it to himself.

We all got cleaned up and had a nightcap before saying our goodbyes to Alton and thanking him for what was quite a memorable night.

Once the door shut behind him I could see George was ready to panic. But I immediately went to him and comforted him.

“What did we just –”

“Shhh,” I said. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, not understanding.

“Just trust me. I know,” I said, patting my tummy. I wasn’t ovulating and by my count I was only a day or so away from getting my period and I was fairly regular. Sure, it was a risk. But the odds were low. Low enough to play with fire in the heat of the moment. I wasn’t stressed about it and I didn’t want George to be either.

The only thing I wanted was more dick.

Fucking Alton – having that wild threesome with him and my husband – the whole night really, from the strip club to the amateur night contest and everything else – had awakened something inside me. Something I didn’t want to lose. Something I wanted to chase.

“Come upstairs to bed,” I said. Then led him upstairs by the hand.

I wanted to fuck his brains out one last time before I finally crashed and slept well into the following afternoon.

And that’s what I did.


Chapter 27: Aftermath II

(George)

DANNI WASN’T WORRIED and I could see it in her eyes, I didn’t need to worry either. It was risky, sure. But it was the heat of the moment.

She took me by the hand and led my upstairs and fucked my brains out.

It was magical.

She fucked my brains out the next night too. And the night after that.

And it would have continued on like that, I assume, had she not gotten her period the following day.

We took a week off from sex but found other way to enjoy each other physically and relive the unbelievable experience we’d had we Alton that night.

It’s still difficult to put it all into words. That night was a rollercoaster of emotions and it hasn’t stopped since.

We’re still navigating this lifestyle as we’ve taken to calling it and we have plans to play with Alton again and then, who knows? The only thing I know is that it has awakened a sexual appetite within Danni the likes of which I could never have imagined. Frankly, I can’t fuck her enough and I need reinforcements.

The girl is hooked on sex. And stripping too apparently.

Seriously, Brandi called her the other day and asked her if she wanted to fill in on Tuesdays and Thursdays. It’s temporary for the time being, but there’s a chance it becomes a permanent gig for her.

We haven’t told her parents and they live on the other side of the country so we don’t intend to.

Bottom line is this: that night changed our lives forever…for the better? Yeah. I think it’s been a net positive for sure. 100% positive? Well, what is, right?

All I know is, our marriage has never been stronger and the sex has never been better. I feel like I’ve married a whole new woman, but it’s still Danni. My Danni. And that’s the best part.

I started the train rolling down those tracks and I’m so glad I had the courage to get out of the way and not let my insecurities derail the whole thing before we really got any momentum. Because the thing is moving beautifully now and I can’t wait to see where the journey takes us.

The End


Bonus Preview 1: One Sweet Summer Night

(BUY NOW)

Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hangups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.

End of Sample
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Bonus Preview 2: She Wants It Darker

(BUY NOW)

One

Henry and I were entering our seventh year of marriage and things had gotten…well, let’s just say that whole seven year itch thing is real. I mean really real. At least, it was for me. And I think, based on what I discovered about my husband, it was real for him too. Just not in a way I would have expected. We each had our own, shall we say unique, way of dealing with it. Was it healthy? Who knows. It certainly wasn’t normal. But then again, what exactly is normal anyway?

We’d both been successful in our careers. Financially we were doing more than okay. We could basically buy whatever we wanted, go wherever we wanted, and be whoever we wanted to be. There were no real restrictions on us. We made a decision early on to be selfish, i.e. no kids. Neither one of us could fathom bringing another life into this crazy, messed up world. It would be irresponsible of us to do so. But in reality, that was just an excuse. We didn’t want to face our own fears and our own selfish impulses. That’s the truth.

But we wanted that freedom, that latitude, to travel spontaneously. Stay up late. Maybe drink too much. Sleep in. Travel some more. Those kinds of things. Cliche as it sounds, we only had one life to live and we wanted to live it. Not spend it stressed out and chasing kids around for however long it took to safely shepherd them into adulthood. Yes, it was selfish and immature.

Of course, even without kids, that kind of life never really materialized for us. We both got caught up climbing the ladder in our respective careers. Upgrading our lifestyle with each pay bump, working longer hours, taking on more stress, and generally just settling into the slow, painful grind of life. A typical night for us was dinner, televisions, in bed by ten. Maybe we’d watch a movie and stay up until eleven on the weekends. I know, I know. Crazy right?

We’d made promises to each other and to ourselves that we wouldn’t end up like this and yet here we were, trapped just like everyone else. Shackled in our golden handcuffs. Life was getting familiar and boring really quickly and it was hard to figure out how to press the pause button.

Don’t get me wrong, we still loved each other. It was just different than it used to be when we were young. I can’t exactly describe it but, different is the best way I know how. Strong feelings for one another were still there, somewhere beneath the surface, buried under all the superfluous bullshit of life, but lately I’d been getting this sinking feeling that if something didn’t change soon, our marriage was headed for a bad end. Strong feelings or not. If something drastic didn’t happen, I feared we’d end up like too many of our friends already had: divorced in our mid-thirties and totally lost in life. Adrift at sea with no sign of land anywhere.

I suppose it was about a year ago, perhaps sometime around Thanksgiving, when I noticed Henry was acting a little off. Odd. Strange. Not himself. It was subtle, but it was like he wasn’t there. Somehow cut off or withdrawn from me, from us. We’d fallen into this odd routine where we barely spoke to one another outside of hello-goodbye-hello again-how was your day-love you-goodnight. Maybe a brief hug, a quick peck on the cheek or lips, and that was it. Day after day after day. It was like we were set on autopilot.

We used to go to bed together every single night and all of a sudden Henry started staying up late in his office or watching TV and would fall asleep on the couch. He’d sleep in. I’d wake up early to hit the gym or do yoga and by the time I got home, he’d be gone. Suddenly, we weren’t even really talking anymore. Always, somehow, out of sync with one another.

Then I noticed him being a little shady on top of that. He changed the passcode to his phone and computer and he never let his phone out of his sight. He even took it in the bathroom when he was getting a shower or taking a dump. Which I suppose is not totally abnormal and certainly not indicative of anything by default, but for Henry, it was simply out of character and it gave me all kinds of bad feelings. Call it women’s intuition if you want, I like to think I simply knew my husband.

Eventually I couldn’t ignore it anymore and began to fear the worst: Henry had to have been having an affair. Perhaps one of the hot new interns at his office. Maybe someone he met online. Who knew? He was still well-built and attractive. It wasn’t like he was some fat slob. He could pull almost anyone wanted if he turned on the charm. And he had a nice cock. It wasn’t huge, but it was slightly above average and I had no real complaints about it. Except that lately, well it hadn’t been inside me nearly enough.

But I couldn’t be sure, it was just a hunch, and I had absolutely no proof at all other than my own misgivings. I tried to poke and prod and ask him questions to see if he would slip up and reveal anything. But he always shut me down and shut me out with a well concocted excuse to get away and out of the house.

I’m not proud of it, but I decided to go snooping around to find the evidence I needed. Henry was away on business, some conference in Los Angeles and he was going to be gone for nearly an entire week. He left his laptop behind and I just knew there was something on it that he didn’t want me to find. It was the perfect opportunity and I decided to pounce. If I found anything suspicious at all, I was going to even take it a step further and pull our phone records. Was it a breach of privacy? Not if I found what I needed. And I was sure I would.

You could say I became obsessed with the idea. I needed to expose his infidelity at all costs. I was fed up and wanted to know the truth, I wanted to get it all out in the open so that we could…what? I wasn’t exactly sure, heal? Divorce? Separate? It all depended on what I found. I was sick of being ignored and frankly, he wasn’t fucking me at all and I was dying for some hard dick. If he was using it elsewhere and not giving any to me? Well, there would be hell to pay.

I mentioned Henry was still well built and handsome and could pull any girl he wanted, right? Well, that was a two-way street. I was still tight and toned and vibrant at thirty-five. In fact, I know my worth, I was even a step above Henry’s level. He was probably a seven. I was a solid nine. I had a guy in L.A. even approach me on the street and ask me if I wanted to be a porn star. Honest to goodness. I declined of course, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t flattered.

Point is, if Henry thought he was going to run around on me while our marriage went to hell, well he had another thing coming. I simply wasn’t going to let that happen.

End of Sample
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Additional Works by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


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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