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About This Series



“Dorm Initiation” is the first installment in the new Hotwife Confessions series by Cynthia Sizemore. These stories are narrated in the first person by hotwives who tell their husbands about the naughty things they’ve been up to — in the recent or even distant past. Sit back, relax, and see the world through her eyes as she goes from “good girl” to “bad girl” and back to “good girl” again.

In this installment, Molly — a large-chested, Scandinavian blonde — tells about her wild first few days in the dormitory as a 19-year-old freshmen, when she first got a taste for size after encountering a mysterious upperclassman named Damien, who was packing a tool to match his outsized ego.


Chapter 1



Ok, honey. You weren't really supposed to find that photo on my old computer. To be honest, I'd forgotten that it was even there. You bringing it up sure brought back memories. I'll admit that much. It was meant for my eyes only. And the eyes of the guy who took it back then.

I know it must have been kind of a shock for you to see your wife in that...condition. Even if my face wasn't visible, it must have been obvious to you who it was. I mean, you know my body so intimately. I don't blame you for getting turned on when you saw it. After all, I'm quite a bit older now...

Since I know how much it turns you on to hear about my hot past, I'll tell you the story of how and why that picture was taken. If you're lucky, when I get to the end of my story, I'll show you exactly what I did for the guy who took that picture.
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It all started in my first year at university. I was 19 years old, and relatively naive about the world — especially about men, and what they wanted. Not that I didn't have sexual feelings. Of course I did. I'd even masturbated a couple of times, but I was a little scared of going “too far” and actually giving myself an orgasm — even if I ended up doing it once or twice.

It's funny, I know! I guess it was due to my upbringing. Even though my parents weren't particularly religious (my mom was from Sweden, and had only been to church maybe twice a year during her childhood, and my father had been raised Catholic but had stopped going to mass when he was in college) they (my mom and dad) weren't very open about sex. I mean, at some point my mom gave me “the talk” of course, but she made sex seem like something that I'd only ever be interested in when I was a lot older, and married. She told me she wouldn't have a problem if I wanted to go on the pill during college — for help with my heavy periods, of course.

So when I got to college that summer, I had all of the knowledge about how sex worked — mechanically, I mean — but not any real experience to speak of, besides some kissing and heavy petting I'd done with a guy who I'd started seeing that summer. His name was Luke, and he was a nice, quiet guy who I'd met during a community theater production we'd both been part of. To tell you the truth, I thought he might have been gay at first, but I thought he was kind of cute, so I gave him my number, and we ended up going out a few times. The last time we saw each other before I went off to college, we'd made out in his car at night, and he asked me to touch his penis. I was hesitant at first. The idea didn't seem that appealing to me. I know now that it was because I just wasn't that into Luke, but back then, I was a real people pleaser, and I felt like making him happy. Plus, to be totally honest, I was kind of curious about what one might look and feel like, you know? So I told him I'd do it.

He fumbled with his pants awkwardly as we sat in the backseat of his family's Buick. I just sat there silently watching him struggling to pull his pants down in that tight space. Finally, however, he did it. I remember giggling a little when it finally sprang out. It was on the smaller side — I know that now — but was kind of...pretty? It was pointing up at the ceiling and I could see it twitching a little. He was circumcised, and there was a little bead of precum at the tip.

“So you want me to touch it?” I asked, knowing his answer, but still feeling incredibly awkward about the whole thing.

“Yeah,” he gasped. “If you don't mind.”

“I don't mind,” I said.

I giggled again and reached out, brushing the shaft with my fingers.

“I don't really know what I'm...” I started to say, but before I could finish, a thick white liquid started shooting from the tip. I pulled my hand back instinctively as Luke groaned in delight and disappointment.

“Oh God, Molly. Oh, Molly, I'm so sorry...”

I'll admit it was a little annoying to get that stuff all over my hand, but truth be told, he'd made a much bigger mess of his own shirt and pants, a fact that slowly dawned on him as the pleasure from his orgasm faded.

[image: ]


So that had been my major sexual experience before I arrived at university that fall. You know that I went to a large public university in the midwestern US. It was quite a contrast to the small town where I'd grown up, and even though I wasn't consciously thinking about meeting men while I was there, I'll admit that a part of me had an eye out for cute guys from the moment I got on campus.

The problem was, Luke had asked me to be his girlfriend, and I'd said yes. Despite the embarrassing attempt at a handjob that had left us both wet and sticky, I found him sweet. And we had a lot in common. I wanted to like him. But what I didn't understand back then is that I just wasn't attracted to him.

I knew he was attracted to me, though. Especially my tits. He made that abundantly clear. I was kind of confused by this. You might not understand this kind of thing as a man, honey, but big breasts are not really something that a girl wants. First of all, they get in the way. They make sports a lot more difficult, and they can even cause back pain. I started doing gymnastics and yoga for exactly that reason — to strengthen my muscles so that I could carry my double Ds more easily.

Big breasts like mine also attract a lot of attention. No matter what I wore. I noticed guys my age and even my dad's friends taking long looks at my chest when they thought I didn't notice. It was uncomfortable at first. I didn't really get into the attention until I was a little older.

I think that process started that first day on campus: the day I saw Damien.


Chapter 2



Damien was standing in the foyer of the dorm, looking at his phone when I walked in pushing a cart of my stuff. My mom and dad had offered to help move me in, but I'd insisted on doing it myself. I was a little afraid that they'd embarrass me somehow, plus I didn't really have that much stuff to move. Just a few suitcases full of clothes, my stuffed bear that I'd had since I was a kid, a lamp, stack of books, my laptop and a few other assorted knick-knacks. I'd corresponded with Lilly, my roommate, over email that summer — Zoom and FaceTime weren't a thing yet; let's not forget that this was the mid 2000s — and it was already clear that we were going to be great friends. She'd promised to bring a microwave and a hot water kettle so what we could make ramen, which we both enjoyed. The dorm room would be furnished with the rest.

But back to Damien.

There I was, pushing the cart with my things, all alone in the dorm for the first time, when this incredibly handsome older man looks up from his phone and flashes me a huge smile with a row of perfect while teeth.

“Hi,” he said. “I'm Damien. Nice to meet you. Are you moving in?”

“Yeah,” I said, a little taken aback at him addressing me so directly. “I'm Molly. Nice to meet you, too.”

He looked me up and down in a way that would have been lewd if I hadn't been doing the same thing to him. He had a trained upper body, his biceps were clearly visible below the sleeves of the v-neck t-shirt he wore, which hugged his pecs and abs. I felt like there was a distinct possibility that he had a six-pack down there. I'd told myself that only shallow girls cared about stuff like muscles, but something about seeing a guy in that kind of shape made me think, if only for a moment, that I might have been wrong. I also loved his thick head of dark hair. It was longer on the top than on the sides, and it kind of flopped over to left, long enough to get into his eyes, in a way that I found adorable. He had a square jaw and dark blue eyes.

He was also tall. A lot taller than Luke. I'd be lying if I said that that wasn't a little exciting.

I felt his eyes linger on my breasts, and suddenly felt self-conscious. Was the pink tank-top I was wearing too revealing? It was a hot summer day, and I'd dressed for the weather, not to impress my new dormmates.

Well, at least not consciously. Could he see my bra? Probably. How couldn't he?

“Molly,” he said. “Can I help you with that?”

“Oh, no,” I said, feeling myself blush for reasons that I couldn't totally explain. “I can get it myself.”

“Alright,” he said, smiling at me. “But at least let me show you the way to the elevator. Did you already get your keycard?”

I nodded. They'd given it to me at check-in.

“Good,” he said, authoritatively. “Follow me.”

I pushed the heavy cart behind him through the foyer. Around us were other students and their parents, some of them looking a little lost, others engaged in intense conversations. I felt somehow privileged to have found a guide so quickly. Even though I didn't know Damien at all, it seemed like I could trust him. As naive as that probably sounds. To be totally honest, I was probably already evaluating the ethics of making out with other guys, even though I'd told Luke that I was his girlfriend. What did I really owe him, anyway? But no. I couldn't do that to him. He was a sweet guy, and I really did like him. A lot. Why was I thinking like this after talking to a total stranger for less than 30 seconds?

As I watched Damien walk confidently down the hall in front of me, clearing a path through the students and their parents for me and my cart, I knew why: he was nothing like Luke. I'd never thought much about what I found attractive in guys before that, but in that moment, I realized that confidence had a lot to do with it. Not that I was attracted to Damien. Not really. Or I couldn't let myself admit it, at least.

As it turned out, I was grateful for his help, because I couldn't get the elevator to accept my keycard at first. I was supposed to wave it in front of the sensor in order to select the fourth floor, where Lilly and I would be living. But the sensor wouldn't read my card.

“This one is kind of finicky,” Damien said, reaching down and guiding my hand a few centimeters further away from the sensor. “It doesn't like it if you get too close.”

The green light blinked as the system accepted my card, and I was able to select the fourth floor. I wasn't sure why he was doing all this to help me. That is to say, I was actually pretty sure why he was doing it, based on the way he had been staring at my tits earlier. I guess what I mean is that I wasn't sure how I was supposed to react to his help. I was truly grateful for it, to be sure, but I also didn't want to get his hopes up. After all, I had a boyfriend. Or something like that.

“Thanks,” I said, as the elevator reached the fourth floor. “I can take it from here.”

“Of course,” he said, grinning.

He walked down the hall ahead of me, towards my room. I pushed the cart behind him.

“What are you doing?” I called after him.

“What do you mean?” He replied, turning on a heel.

“I mean, why are you following me?”

He laughed. In that moment, I realized how little sense what I'd accused him of had made.

“I'm going to my room. Number 439,” he said. “It's just a few doors down from yours. On the men's side of the building, but same floor.”

I blushed. I had no idea that there were men on the same floor as women. Suddenly, I felt like an idiot.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I didn't mean to sound like a bitch. And I know you weren't even following me. I was following you...”

“It's ok,” he said, flashing his perfect teeth again. “But you can make it up to me.”

Something about the look in his eye put me back on my guard.

“Before you say anything else,” I said. “I should tell you that I have a boyfriend.”

He just smiled.

“Good,” he said. “I don't mind a challenge. And by the way, I've got a few girlfriends myself.”

I stood there, flabbergasted. What did he mean by that? A “few girlfriends”? Was he trying to impress me? If so, it wasn't working. It just made him sound like a total asshole. Even if he did have an incredible body and a great smile, I wasn't interested in anyone that arrogant.

“Well then,” I said. “I guess we're on the same page. I hope you have a good night.”

My tone was flat. Downright unfriendly, even. I wanted him to notice that. I wasn't the kind of girl who approved of men having multiple girlfriends, whatever that even meant. He needed to know that. For some reason.

“I hope you do, too,” he said, still grinning at me. I noticed that his pants were tight, too. For a moment, my gaze even flitted down towards his bulge.

What was I doing? It had never even occurred to me before to check out a guy like that. Much less one who was this big of a jerk.

“I was going to invite you somewhere tonight,” he said. “You and your boyfriend, of course.”

“He doesn't live here,” I admitted, without being sure why.

“Oh,” Damien said. “Well, you can bring your roommate, then.”

“Bring her where?”

“643 East Main,” he said. “Some friends of mine are having a party. Just tell them you know me at the door. They'll let you in. Especially if you wear something tight.”

He ran his eyes up and down my body once more. This time, there could be no doubt that he was flirting, in the most crass and obvious way. But for some reason, it didn't bother me. I felt a weird giddy sensation when I sensed his eyes on my body. Almost like he was touching me with his hands. It was a sensation that I never felt with Luke.

“I don't know if she'll be up for it,” I said. “But thank you for the invitation. I'll think about it.”

“Good,” he said. “And don't worry about your boyfriend. Lots of girls come to college with one. What happens here doesn't have to leave here, if you know what I mean. And besides, he's probably off having his own kind of fun.”

Damien winked at me before turning down the hall.

“Don't show up before 9:00... or after about midnight,” he called after himself as he disappeared down the corridor.

There was no way I was going to show up to a party like that, but part of me enjoyed being invited.


Chapter 3



Lilly and a man who must have been her father were already in the room when I showed up. She was a tall, almost willowy girl with wispy reddish-blonde hair that she had pulled back with a blue bandana. She was wearing overalls, and had a sort of a tomboy look that I found endearing. Her dad was a tall, silver-fox style guy in khakis and a polo shirt. Surrounded by boxes with women's clothing and shoes spilling out of them, he seemed totally baffled. He looked up at me with an expression of confusion on his face, which the slowly transformed into a smile as he realized who I was.

“Oh,” he said. “Lilly, I think this must be your roommate!”

Lilly looked up from the box she was unpacking.

“Molly!” she said. “It's so great to see you in person!”

We embraced like old friends. Even from that first moment, it just felt right to be with her. I could tell that this was going to be a wonderful year.

We spent the next few hours sorting through the things that we'd both brought with us to university and working on arranging our room. We also chatted about the bands we were into, the classes we were taking, and some of the things we were most worried about. After a certain point, Lilly's dad clearly started feeling like a fifth wheel, because he announced that he was tired and wanted to head back to his hotel and go to bed early because he had a long drive in the morning.

“Aww, you don't want to take us to dinner?”

He looked from Lilly and to me, but it was clear that he'd had enough of the exuberance of youth for the day.

“I think you should go to dinner. On me. But just the two of you,” he said, digging for his wallet and pulling out some bills, which he gave to Lilly.

“It was just a joke, dad,” Lilly said. “But thanks.”

I thanked him as well. He gave me a firm handshake and told me that it had been nice meeting me, then he went out the door.

It was just us girls.

“This works out great,” Lilly said, once he was gone. “I didn't want to say anything in front of my dad, but I heard about this party later on tonight. Lots of older guys are going to be there. Sounded like fun.”

I immediately thought about the party that Damien had invited me to, of course. I was still feeling pretty ambivalent about that, and about men in particular.

“Oh,” I said. “I heard about a party, too. On East Main street, I think. But...I don't really know if I want to go...”

Lilly scrunched up her pale brow.

“Yeah, that’s the one. What? Come on, really? It'll be our first college party.”

“It's just that...I think the guy who invited me was hitting on me,” I said.

Lilly smiled.

“Of course he was hitting on you. That's what college guys are like. We'll both have to get used to it. But just because he was hitting on you doesn't mean you have to go out with him or whatever. It can be fun just to flirt.”

I had to admit that she had a point. I'd mentioned Luke to her briefly, but I hadn't given her any details about how tenuous our relationship really was. I was a little embarrassed that I didn’t like him more than I actually did. But I still considered him my boyfriend.

We ended up going to eat sushi at a place downtown, not too far from the dorms. During dinner, I found out that Lilly had an older brother who was at the same university, and that his frat threw parties all the time that Lilly could get us into. But I still wasn't even sold on the whole “college party” idea. It appealed to me, but also intimidated me: all of those guys just...staring at me. Lilly had said that that was just part of college. Maybe she was right.
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We made it back to the dorm around 8:00PM. Lilly went to her closet and started pulling out different tops.

“Which one says 'I'm single, but I'm not a slut'?” she asked me, holding several up to her slender figure.

“What? Why are you doing that? Shouldn't we be getting ready for bed?” I asked her.

“No,” she said, giggling a little. “The party, remember? You wanted to go?”

“I remember saying exactly the opposite,” I said.

“Well, even if you don't want to go, you should go,” Lilly countered. “You can't leave your roommate all alone with all of those horny 20-something guys, right? I mean, something could happen to me.”

“I guess you're right,” I sighed. But part of me was glad that she'd given me an excuse to give in and go to the party. I had to admit that I was curious.
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About an hour later, we were both dressed up and ready to go. Lilly had a black tanktop, tight black skirt, and a small pink and black sweater that she'd thrown over her shoulders against the night air. I was wearing a pink tanktop and tight jeans. It wasn't that far out of the ordinary from what I might wear on a normal day, but I'd also allowed Lilly to convince me to do my makeup. I was wearing just a hint of red lipstick.

“You look incredible,” she'd told me. “So cute. Those guys are going to go crazy over this look.”

“That's kind of what I'm afraid of,” I admitted. “I don't want to give them the wrong idea. After all, I have a boyfriend.”

“Right,” she said. “And we all know how well those long-distance relationships work in college.”


Chapter 4



The house was oddly quiet from the outside, to the extent that I thought at first that we might have had the wrong place, until Lilly spotted a small sign at the level of the door handle that said “Come on in — Party Downstairs.”

“It must be a basement party,” Lilly explained, as if she were already an expert.

She confidently opened the door and led the way into the darkened foyer. Ahead of us, an Asian man swayed drunkenly next to a doorway, his eyes closed and a red cup in his hand. As we got closer, he suddenly looked directly at Lilly and told us that the party was downstairs and to make ourselves at home. Then he closed his eyes again and reentered his own private world.

“What was that?” Lilly mouthed to me in disbelief.

I shrugged my shoulders. She pushed the door open and we descended into a surprisingly inviting and well-lit furnished basement. There was a bar at one end of the room and a dance floor in the middle. which was crowded with sweaty bodies. There seemed to be more girls than boys, a fact which I noted with slight disapproval. I wasn't planning on hooking up with anyone, of course, but I still kind of liked the attention that came from being in a crowd of men.

“Come on, let's get a drink!” Lilly exclaimed.

I shook my head. “Nothing for me, thanks. I want to keep my head on straight.”

“I'll get you a water, then,” she said.

I looked out onto the dance floor, trying to find a familiar face. I didn't exactly want to see Damien. I didn't want to give him the satisfaction of having accepted his invitation. But I was already feeling a little out of place, and I would have been grateful to see someone I knew.

“Hey, Molly,” said a familiar voice right next to my ear. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay away.”

I looked up over my right shoulder, where a man's hulking shape had just appeared. It was Damien.

“I'm not here because of you,” I said, a little annoyed, “I'm here because my roommate, Lilly brought me.”

“Which one is she?” he asked, surveying the crowd.

I pointed out where she was standing, near the bar.

“The tall, skinny one? She looks like she would be fun. Do you know if she's into big dicks?”

I blushed. How could he be so crude? And was he trying to imply that he had a big one? And that big ones might be better than smaller ones? I didn't understand what was going on, but I knew I didn't like it.

But I also didn't want to seem like a naive first-year student. So I shrugged my shoulders.

“I wouldn't know,” I said. “But then again, where would she even find a big dick around here, even if she did like them?”

I looked him in the eye, giving him the most withering look I could muster. He just smiled back.

“You don't believe me? I don't care. I doubt you've even seen a cock. You seem kind of prude to me.”

I gasped in indignation.

“I can't believe you're talking like this. Is that supposed to impress me or something? Like if you tell me you're big you think I'll...what...ask to see it?”

He shrugged.

“You'd be surprised how often it works.”

“Yeah, right.”

My cheeks were burning now. The nerve of this guy! He had seemed like he might have been alright to hang out with before, but he had clearly revealed himself as a class-A dickhead.

“Go ahead and ask one of those girls over there,” he said, pointing to a group of older students who were laughing and giggling in the corner. “The one in the red top is Megan. She'll definitely vouch for me.”

“You can't be serious,” I protested. “I'm not going to just go over there and ask her something like that...”

“Ask who what?”

Lilly had suddenly reappeared, handing me a bottle of water. She had a red cup in her hand, and she took a long gulp.

“Never mind,” I said quickly. “Damien was just going to leave us alone, weren't you?”

I gave him the most annoyed look I could muster.

He smiled at me.

“I just told her to ask Megan if she could vouch for me. As a man.”

“That's not exactly what you —,” I started, but Lilly cut me off.

“No problem,” she said, grinning at me, “I'd be happy to ask her about you.”

“Good,” said Damien, who winked at me and then, to my surprise, turned his back and disappeared into the crowd. I couldn't help but feel a little disappointed, but I tried not to show it.

“I'll be right back,” Lilly said, shooting me a little grin.

“Wait —,” I called after her, but she was gone. I slumped back against the wall, feeling the bass pump through my body as I watched Lilly approach the skinny, pale girl in the red top that Damien had referred to as “Megan.” I watched my roommate mouth something to Megan, who seemed to be listening intently. A few moments later, Megan said something back to Lilly. Lilly smiled, then seemed to ask a follow-up question. Megan smiled this time, then kind of licked her lips, almost imperceptibly, before she replied to Lilly, who nodded her head solemnly as if receiving an intimate secret. A moment later, she was heading back towards me, a sly smirk on her face.

“Do you want to know what she said?” she asked, the smirk almost breaking out into a smile.

“No,” I said, feeling myself blush.

“Ok,” she said, calling my bluff and turning back to towards the dance floor.

We both swayed somewhat awkwardly to the music for a few seconds, before I couldn't stand it anymore.

“Tell me,” I blurted, shouting in her ear without meaning to.

Lilly almost spit out her drink.

“I thought you didn't want to know.”

“I don't. But —,” I stammered, feeling my cheeks burn.

“It's ok, girlfriend. I'm just teasing,” she said, touching my hand lightly. “I'll tell you, of course.”

I stared at her, feeling a tingling sensation travel throughout my body. I tried to open my mouth to reply, but something kept it closed.

“She said he's got the biggest one she's ever seen,” she said, grinning at me. “And he knows how to use it.”

I shook my head.

“That's gross...” I whispered, too softly to be heard over the pounding music in the basement.

“I don't really believe that you feel that way,” Lilly said. “Come on. You've got to admit that you're curious. Hell, I'm curious now. I'd love to see what an eight-inch cock is capable of.”

My head snapped around towards Lilly.

There was no way...

Eight inches was just a ridiculous size. I'd looked at rulers after seeing Luke for the first time, and decided that he was probably close to four and a half. That was perfect of course. Even if he had erupted early. That wasn't so bad, was it? If anything, it was a sign that he found me irresistible. Right? The fact that Damien might be two times the size of my boyfriend didn't really make a difference. Or at least, it shouldn't have.

Lilly laughed.

“Your face says it all. It's ok. This is college. It's normal to be curious. Hell, if you don't want to ride Damien's dick, maybe I will...”

I must have made a face, because in the next moment, Lilly slapped me playfully.

“Sorry, sis,” she said. “You know that was just a joke.”

“Have you...” I started.

“Yeah,” Lilly said quickly. “But it kinda sounds like you haven't.”

I frowned, despite myself.

“I've done...some stuff.”

She was grinning ear to ear. Strands of her red hair stuck together, plastered against her brow.

“Hahaha...,” she burst out. “Handjobs?”

I nodded.

“Blowjobs?”

I was silent.

“Sex? Like, fucking?”

I remained impassive.

“Oh wow,” said Lilly, suddenly serious. “So you're like...a virgin?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding softly, before my fire returned. “And I'm going to stay that way. I have a boyfriend.”

“Of course,” Lilly said. “So I'm going to just go home with Damien, then. Since you have a boyfriend and all...”

A jolt of jealously shot through my body. It didn't make sense, of course. Why was I worried about what Lilly and Damien did? Was I just feeling competitive?

“I —,” I started.

“Relax,” my roommate said quickly. “I was just teasing, of course. I wouldn't cock-block my roommate.”

I cringed at her use of such a crude term. It was the first time I'd ever heard it, in fact, and in my overwhelmed state I wasn't predisposed to find it amusing.

“Can we just...stop talking about Damien's cock?” I asked.

“I had stopped,” Lilly said. “You're the one who keeps bringing it up.

She was impossible.

“Ok,” I said. “Maybe we should like...dance or something...”

Lilly nodded. She set her cup down on a wooden chair nearby because it was the only piece of furniture handy in the largely bare refinished basement, and grabbed my hand, leading me onto the dance floor. For a second, I was sorry that I didn't drink, because it was hard for me to forget what had just happened and sway with the rhythm. But eventually, I closed my eyes and moved my body to the beat as everything else faded away.


Chapter 5



My first college party ended up being a lot of fun, even without alcohol, and by the time Lilly was finally ready to go home, I had almost forgotten about Damien entirely. Until, as we left the house, we passed two figures on the porch, just out of range of the bare bulb that cast its tepid light onto the boards. This shadowy couple proved to be a tall, muscular man and a smaller woman, and they were locked in a kiss.

As we walked past them out of the house, the man turned and said. “Goodnight, ladies. See you back at the dorms!”

It was Damien, of course. I caught a glimpse of the woman he'd been kissing. She was petite, slender, pale, with a bit of a goth style. She reminded me of Christine Ricci, but with smaller breasts and shorter hair. Once again, a peculiar feeling began to fill me. She let out a drunken giggle as Damien pulled her back towards him with with a huge hand on her ass.

“That girl is going to be walking crooked tomorrow,” Lilly laughed as we walked home along the well-lit street that led back to the dorms.

I almost asked what she meant by that, but the last several hours had made me question my “good girl” patterns of thought enough to be able to figure it out for myself.
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It was well past 2 in the morning when we finally turned out the lights. My eyes were closed from the moment that my head hit the pillow, and I awoke to the glare of sunlight that came through the blinds. Lilly was gone. I put on my slippers and walked, bleary-eyed, to the bathrooms, where I peed and then splashed water on my face. When I looked at myself in the mirror, my eyes met a familiar face standing at the sink next to me.

It was the girl who had been making out with Damien on the porch the night before. She had puffy eyes and had clearly been trying to scrub off her old make-up without the proper cleanser, because there was a streak of black on one cheek. Her eyes were slightly bloodshot, but she gave me a wide grin.

“Hey,” I said. “I don't know if we've met yet. I'm Molly. I think you were at the party last night?”

“Oh hey,” she said. “I'm Stephanie. Nice to meet you.”

“What room are you in?” I asked, innocently.

“I don't live here,” she said. “I'm a junior. I live off campus. I was just visiting...a friend...”

I blushed.

Of course. She had spent the night with Damien.

“Damien,” I said under my breath, without thinking about it.

“Yep,” she said, cheerily. “I guess he must be pretty popular around here.”

“Why would you say that?” I almost snapped.

“I mean, surely you've heard the rumors,” she said, smiling at me as she continued to dab at the spot just below her eye.

“I guess...” I stammered.

She held out her two hands, about eight or nine inches apart.

“They're all true,” she laughed. “He was like this. And thick, too. I thought he was going to break me in a half, but oh my God. I was coming over and over again the second he got it inside. Know what I mean?”

I felt my knees get weak. I thought I might lose my balance. A mixture of jealously, lust, confusion and shame overwhelmed me.

“I am totally exhausted though,” she continued. “I think I'll need to wait another week before the next round. But he's got my number. I only hope he can work me into his rotation...”

I walked out of the bathroom without replying, my head spinning. Back in my room, I grabbed my shower caddy and headed down to the showers. I locked myself in the stall and closed my eyes, the warm water falling over my body. I put a hand between my legs, and another one on a nipple. I imagined the small dark-eyed woman bent over Damien's bed, her face wide with pleasure as thrust into her from behind, telling her to take his cock again and again. My fantasies had never been that explicit before. It was clear that something inside was changing. Maybe it was the fact that I was on my own, away from home for the first time. Or maybe it was due to the allure of Damien's...reputation. But one thing was certain: I was falling for this feeling, and fast. I cried out in pleasure as my legs clenched together around my hand and I climaxed. It wasn't the first time I'd ever masturbated, but it was the first time that I'd done it so casually, and in such a semi-public place. I felt relieved, and a little embarrassed once it was over, even though the shower stalls were quite private and I hadn't heard anyone else in the room. Nevertheless, I still felt like everyone in the entire dorm could tell what I had been up to.

I wrapped my hair in a towel and put on a pair of small shorts and a t-shirt (no bra) for the short walk back to my room. But in the hallway, just after the sharp turn that led from the bathrooms to the women's wing, I ran literally smack into Damien, who was walking in the opposite direction. My head collided with his muscular chest.

“Oh, hey, Molly! I was hoping to run into you. But not like this,” he laughed. He'd lost the mocking, flirtatious edge to his voice that he'd had at the party. “I wanted to ask if you had a good time last night.”

“Yes,” I stammered, collecting myself. “Sorry. I wasn't watching where I was going.”

“It's ok,” said Damien. “I didn't see you, either. You're all the way down there...”

I felt his eyes on my body, lingering on my tits. I suddenly realized that my nipples were erect, pressing against the fabric of my t-shirt.

“Molly,” he said. “I know you're curious about what we were talking about the other night. And I know there are some rumors going around the dorms about me. I want to give you the chance to get to know me, though. Will you come by and have some tea with me in my room? You could even bring your roommate if you want. And no need to change: I want you to wear exactly what you're wearing now.”

He leered again at my tits, giving me a satisfied nod as he turned and went back down the hall towards his room.

“Anytime in the next hour or two. After that, it will be too late for tea. But we could also drink something else...”

My heart pounded. It was clear what he wanted from me. I wasn't totally sure yet that I was going to give it to him, but I felt myself pulled towards his room by an irresistible attractive force. I went back to my room and dropped off the caddy. I took the towel off of my head and dabbed at my hair. If I didn't brush it now, it would tangle horribly, so I spent a few frantic minutes dragging the brush through it as I stared at my own reflection.

Was I really going to go to Damien's room?

It was only tea, of course.

I didn't drink tea.

And it wasn't only tea.

That was obvious.

But I was curious.

Very, very curious. And the tea was just a pretext to get me there, into his room. But it also gave me a pretext, too. I had a perfectly legitimate, non-slutty reason to pay him a visit. And I decided to do just that.


Chapter 6



After my hair was more in order, I took a deep breath and looked at myself in the mirror. I remember what he'd told me. That I should wear exactly what I had on. For some reason, the fact that he had given me such a direct order excited me. I decided to do what he'd said.

It was just tea, after all.

I walked down the hall and found his room easily. It was the third door from the end, on the righthand side, and it had a white marker board with the text “Damien and Chris.” Seeing another name made me feel somewhat more at ease. There was a chance that he wouldn't be alone in there. And that meant that we wouldn't be alone. Part of me was a little disappointed by that possibility.

I knocked on the door.

“Just a sec,” came a voice from the inside. The low drone of a radio faded away, and a moment later, Damien stood at the door, opening it wider when he saw that it was me.

“Molly,” he said, stepping back and ushering me in. “So glad you decided to come by.”

I stepped inside and the door closed behind me. Damien stood back in the well-lit and remarkably tidy dorm room, looking me up and down once more, this time completely openly.

“Molly,” he said. “Allow me to say that you have the best breasts on this floor. No — on this campus!”

I should have told him off and turned around that second, but I blushed at his compliment. I'd always been proud of my breasts, even if they'd sometimes attracted unwanted male attention.

“Thanks,” I muttered, my eyes downcast.

“Molly,” he said, stepping closer and putting a hand under my chin. “Look at me.”

My heart pounded.

“I know you're curious. That's normal. I'm going to help you explore, ok? And I'm not going to pressure you to do anything you don't want to do. Do you understand that?”

I gasped slightly as my eyes met his, but I nodded. I didn't feel attracted to Damien. At least not in the way that I was attracted to Luke. But I was feeling something else. The same thing I'd felt just a few minutes ago in the shower.

Lust.

“Why don't we sit on the futon over there?” he said, gesturing towards it.

I stepped over to it and sat down. It was impossible to keep an appropriate distance on such a small piece of furniture, so when Damien sat next to me, his leg was pressed up to mine and his arm was already around my shoulder. He leaned down and gave me a long, eager kiss on the mouth. I was caught off-guard at first, but then my lips parted and our tongues met. I felt a tremendous surge of desire, but also guilt.

“I shouldn't do this,” I muttered. “I have a boyfriend.”

“He's not here right now, Molly,” Damien reassured me. “It's just the two of us now. Just you and me.”

He kissed me again, not giving me a chance to reply. Before I knew what was happening, his hand was under my t-shirt and he was teasing both my nipples with a single hand, his middle finger and thumb bridging the span from one to another.

I was melting in a matter of seconds. No man had stimulated my nipples so skillfully before, though plenty of guys had tried to cop a feel. After a few minutes of making out with him as he kissed my lips and neck, I was ready to do pretty much anything he wanted, boyfriend or no boyfriend.

“Molly,” he whispered. “Can I take this off?”

He clearly meant the t-shirt.

I nodded.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice low and raspy. Something about that particular choice of phrase left me even weaker than before, and the next thing I knew I was on my back on the futon and he was bent over me, flicking his tongue across first one nipple, then the other, as I moaned in pleasure. His skillful hands and tongue had succeeded in banishing all doubt concerning the propriety of what I as letting him do.

After a few minutes of this, he stopped and looked down at me.

“Molly,” he said, his voice low and authoritative. “Would you please lift your hips a little so I can pull off those shorts?”

I simply nodded, blushing as I lifted my butt from the futon and he slipped two powerful hands under me, pulling my shorts and panties all the way down my legs, so I was spread out on the futon in front of him, completely naked.

“Oh God, Molly,” he said, looming over me. “You look...incredible. That's the prettiest little pussy I've seen all year. You've done a really great job trimming the hair. It's so cute...”

“I can't have sex with you,” I moaned. “I've never done it before...”

“Oh, Molly. Sweet, sweet Molly. Remember what I told you? We don't have to do anything you don't want to do. I'm not going to fuck you. Not today. But I am going to eat your pussy.”

Before I could reply, I felt his hands part my legs and his mouth found my clit. It was an electrifying sensation, far more intense than touching myself had ever been. I shrieked with desire and kicked down against the futon as he licked across the length of my slit and then around my clit. He knew exactly what he was doing: he'd slowly build a rhythm, his lips kissing and caressing my clit, only to break it for a few minutes before starting again. “You're doing so good, Molly,” he assured me, as if I had been responsible, in that moment, for doing anything at all besides lying on my back and allowing him to lick me.

I moaned in delight as I felt my orgasm begin to build to an unstoppable force. I was more than a little self-conscious about the idea of losing control with a guy that I barely knew, but the pleasure overwhelmed my sense of shame, and when Damien slipped a finger into me, I wrapped my legs around his head and bucked my mound into his mouth and came.

It was the highlight of my 19 years on this earth. That was how I would have described the pleasure if someone had asked me in that moment. And it lasted a long, long time. The glow hadn't even faded from my body several minutes later, when Damien stood up and wiped his mouth on his t-shirt before going to the door.

“I'm going to go to the bathroom real quick,” he said. “Don't go anywhere...”

How could I have? I lay on the futon, staring at the dorm room ceiling, practically unable to move. Of course some part of me felt guilty for now so clearly doing what I'd only done in my mind before (cheating on Luke, that is), but after experiencing pleasure like that, I felt myself momentarily incapable of too much remorse.

A few minutes later, I had caught my breath. I was still naked, so I instinctively covered up when I heard the door latch. Damien grinned at me as he shut the door behind him, walking up to where I was sitting.

“Ok, Molly,” he said. “Ready to satisfy some curiosity?”

He stopped right in front of me, his crotch at the same height at my face.

Without waiting for an answer, he continued.

“Unbuckle the belt and help me get these pants off,” he said. “Don't worry. We're not going to do anything too crazy today.”

I reached up and fumbled with his belt, still in a daze from the orgasm. It came apart easily. He helped me with the button on the jeans, which was more difficult. Then came the moment of truth.

“Ready for this, Molly?” he asked, grinning down at me.

I nodded.

“Of course you are. You're such a good girl.”

He must have known how well that kind of talk worked on me, because he kept saying things like that. Of course, it had probably worked on plenty of women before me, as well.

Like the little slut Stephanie, who I’d met in the bathroom earlier that morning.

At the thought of my rival, a new determination filled me. I reached up and helped Damien out of his boxer briefs, pulling them down to reveal the largest penis I had ever seen — then or now. It was fully erect, and I had no problem whatsoever believing that it was at least a full eight inches in length, and as big around as a small bottle. My jaw dropped in disbelief.

“Aw, don't be scared, Molly. You're going to be great friends. I promise.”

It was a little silly that he was referring to his cock as if it were a separate entity, but it made some sense, given how alive it looked. It twitched up at me as I stared at it, and I flinched.

“You just need to get to know it is all,” Damien said. “I've never...done a blowjob before…,” I whispered.

“That's ok,” he said. “We can start off with something more your style, then. Give you chance to get comfortable.”

I nodded. “Ok,” I said softly.

He sat down next to me on the bed after removing his shirt as well. Now we were both completely naked, which felt more fair in a way.

“Why don't you get on your knees in front of me? That way you can see better. And I can see those magnificent tits...”

I felt myself redden again at his directness, but I dropped to my knees on the soft carpet in front of the futon. I noticed that the floor here seemed to be more padded than the other parts of the room. He saw the question in my eyes.

“I put in some padding under the carpet right there for the comfort of my female visitors,” he grinned. “They end up spending a lot of time on their knees.”

If I hadn't already had the greatest orgasm of my young life, I might have snapped a comeback of some sort at this incredible arrogance. But instead, I simply looked straight ahead at his prick, almost hypnotized from the way it flopped back and forth.

“Biggest one you've seen?”

“Yeah.”

“Touch it. Here,” he said, passing me a small bottle that he grabbed from the desk next to the futon. “Get it nice and oiled up...”

I squeezed the liquid onto a palm and started to smear it along the length of his shaft, which was harder than I could remember Luke's being.

“How big is your boyfriend?” he asked casually as I used two hands to massage the oil along his thick tube.

“I don't know,” I sighed. “Smaller.”

“Do you do this for him a lot, too?”

“No,” I admitted. “I've only done it a couple of times. He doesn't last long...”

“It's a common problem,” Damien said, smiling. “You're doing great. You look so good with your little hands wrapped around my big dick. Do you feel like a real college student now, Molly?”

I nodded. I didn't know what else to say. I could tell that he was teasing me, but I kind of liked it. Maybe it was due to the way he'd licked me just now. Or his overall confident demeanor. But all of a sudden his arrogant tone didn't bother me anymore. Or at least not as much as it had before. I was concentrating now on his cock, hoping that I was doing a good job.

“Does this feel ok?” I asked him after a few minutes of stroking.

“It's really good, Molly,” he said, looking down at me. “I'm going to teach you a lot of new things this semester, I think. You might even learn more from me than you do in your classes.”

He reached down and started playing with my nipples, one with each hand, as I stroked his shaft with both hands.

“Feel how hard I am for you, Molly. Your body is what is doing that. You should be proud of yourself. Look how small your hands look on that big fucking dick. Do you think I have a big fucking dick, Molly?”

I didn't respond. I may have blushed again. It was one thing to stroke Damien's cock and to tolerate his arrogant comments, but this was another level.

“Aww, feeling shy, babe?” he said. “Just keep jerking that dick. I'm going to show you how to be a good girl. Get you into my regular rotation if you want.”

I remembered what the girl in the bathroom had said about his “rotation” and I was suddenly filled with a sense of competition. Part of me wanted to prove that I was better than her. Better than all of the the girls that he had hooked up with. But how was I going to do that if I didn't know what he liked?

“Ok,” I murmured, stroking him a little more quickly. “Is that good?”

“Yes, Molly,” he moaned. “But it's not a race. Why don't you play with my balls while we get to know each other a little better?”

I reached down with one hand and cupped his ballsack. I hadn't really gotten a good look at Luke's but I had to guess that Damien's were much, much larger. They felt heavy in my hand.

“Ooo, that's good, Molly. Tell me about your boyfriend. What's his name?”

“I don't...I don't want to talk about him...” I stuttered, looking down at Damien's swollen cockhead as I continued to pump his erection.

“Oh, why not? Don't worry. You're not cheating or anything. This is just like giving a massage to a friend, you know? Fuck, that dick looks so big in your hands. I know your boyfriend is smaller, but how much smaller?”

I continued to stroke him in a steady rhythm, enjoying the way that his prick felt in my hands. I didn't want to answer his question. But I also wanted to compete with the other girls in the “rotation” however I could.

I remembered what he'd said before: Luke wasn't there. No one would know anything about what happened here. Besides, how serious were Luke and I, anyway?

“He’s…like maybe half your size,” I muttered.

Damien leaned down and kissed me on the mouth.

“Good girl. I knew you could do it. Shy girls like you just need some encouragement to ask for what they want. What they need.”

I wasn't sure what to say to that, but I think I blushed again. I liked the way he'd kissed me, and I was starting to like the way he was both sweet and demanding at once.

In case you're wondering, honey — yes, Damien really was easily twice as long and thick as Luke. Yes, about three inches longer than you, and also much thicker.

His cock was the first one where I thought: this is a man's dick.

Just looking at it as I stroked it between my two hands made me feel like surrendering to it. But I wasn't ready to do that just yet. I was still a virgin, and — true to his word — Damien was taking his time with me.

I continued to stroke him with both hands, up and down his shaft, looking down at the tip which came close to my mouth a couple of times. All of a sudden, I was seized by a strange urge to suck him.

Damien seemed to read my mind.

“Go ahead, Molly. Put the tip of my dick in your mouth, now. Slide your hands along the shaft while you tease my head with your tongue.”

I appreciated his detailed instructions, because — truth be told — while I'd read a bit about blowjobs online, and discussed them with a couple of friends, I didn't really understand exactly how they were supposed to work. Like, did you actually blow?

No, of course not. But it was also impossible to just put a dick this big in my mouth. Especially not without getting my teeth on it.

I bent forward and took the head between my lips, making sure to keep my teeth away. It tasted a little salty, and a little earthy. Not bad. I loved the fact that Damien moaned as I managed to get the first third of his enormous head into my mouth, licking its underside eagerly.

“Yes,” he groaned. “Just like that. Oh my God, such a good little virgin slut. I'm going to make you into my perfect little cocksucker this year, you know that?”

I blushed at being called a “slut.” I'd always thought that was a bad word, but for some reason it felt good when Damien applied it to me.

“Keep stroking that dick with both your little hands. Up and down. Just like that. See how deep you can take it.”

I felt his hand on the back of my head, controlling the speed and depth. At first he was gentle, moving me up and down very slowly. Then he pushed me down deeper on his prick, holding me there until I gagged. He pulled out of my mouth entirely as I gasped for air.

“Good girl,” he said, with a tone of genuine encouragement. “That was pretty deep, wasn't it?”

I nodded. I could feel my eyes watering.

“Remember, we can stop anytime you want. But I feel like you have the instincts of a true college slut. The other girls I've taught this to haven't been nearly as good at first.”

“Come on,” I said, feeling playful as I continued to stroke him. “You expect me to believe that?”

“No,” he said. “I don't care one way or another what you believe, I care about you sucking my dick. Now get it back in your mouth like a good girl.”

He pushed my head back down on his dick and held it there for even longer this time before letting me off of it.

“Fuck yes,” he moaned.

The fact that I had caused him such pleasure erased any discomfort that I might have felt at being used like that.

He reached down behind me and slapped my naked bottom. Hard.

“This is how sluts like you love to be treated,” he growled. “I know that the rougher I get, the wetter you get. No use denying it.”

He was correct, and the fact that he was correct only turned me on more. This time, I put my own head down on his dick, taking him as deep as I could. I managed his entire head now. He slapped my ass again as I came up for air.

“Good girl,” he said. “I love how you're getting into it, now. You're going to be competing with all the other bitches on this floor for the title of best cocksucker on campus before you know it.”

The sting on my bare bottom only made me want to please him more. I took him just as deeply as before, this time allowing myself to gag around his thick shaft before pulling myself back up.

“God, yes, Molly. You're so good at that. Do you like sucking my big dick? Do you like being a little slut for me?”

I nodded.

He spanked me again.

“I didn't hear that.”

“I like it,” I said softly, smiling at him.

“Good girl. You've got me close now. I'm going to come soon.”

Suddenly, I was insecure again. I knew that this was part of the whole thing, but I wasn't sure what he wanted me to do. When Luke had ejaculated, it just kind of went all over my hand. So I thought that this was the most likely outcome here, as well. I was a little surprised, therefore, when Damien pulled my head back gently by the hair and announced that he was going to come all over my tits.

“Put that dick between those big tits and squeeze them together,” he commanded.

I did as he requested. The lube still left on his shaft and the saliva that I had produced, mixed with his precum made his huge prick glide easily between my two breasts. I held them together and looked up at him in anticipation as thrust between them, the head of his cock making contact with my chin.

“Such a good slut,” he moaned. “I'm going to coat those beautiful tits. Get ready for it.”

But there was no time to prepare. Not that I would have known what to do anyway. The next moment, I felt a warm spurt of liquid hit my chin. The next one went straight across my lips, and part of it falling on my cheek. Then his huge shiny prick sent six or seven thick ropes of cum across my chest, covering my breasts. I was filled with a sense of accomplishment. Luke had never produced that much semen, and I couldn't help but feel that I had been at least partially responsible for getting it out of Damien. He patted my head gently.

“Good girl,” he said. “You just gave your first blowjob and got your first titty fuck at the same time. How does that feel?”

I shrugged. It felt strange to say that I was proud of myself, but I was.

“You must be proud of yourself,” Damien said, as if reading my mind.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling but avoiding his gaze.

“Can I take a picture?” he asked. “Just of my cum on your tits. No face involved. And it will be for my private collection. I promise.”

I hesitated. Could I really trust this guy? A guy who had pushed all of my limits already?

Then again, he had kept his word that we wouldn't do anything that I wasn't totally ok with. And I'd been ok with everything that had happened, even if I'd never have come up with some of those things myself.

“Ok,” I said. “But you have to promise to send me a copy. And no sharing it with anyone else.”

Damien grinned.

He took out a small digital camera (remember, we didn't have iPhones yet!) and snapped a picture.

“I'll stop by your room later and transfer the file,” he said, grinning. “Now, why don't you get cleaned up? I know you just came from the shower, but it looks like you're going to have to go right back in.”

I giggled. He was right. I was totally covered in cum. There was no way I could go back to my room like this. I took some Kleenex from his room and cleaned myself off as best I could, then I put my top back on over my bare breasts. I found my shorts, but when I looked around for my panties, I couldn't find them. Damien, who had finished dressing in the meantime, grinned when he saw what I was doing.

“I hope you don't mind, but I'm keeping those. At least for now. Maybe if you're a good girl this semester, you can have them back...”

I frowned at him.

“Perv,” I said.

“Guilty as charged. But come on, can you blame me? Especially when you have tits like that?”

He'd melted my defenses again. I couldn't help but smile. I was very susceptible to flattery, both then and now.


Chapter 7



When I got back to the room, I was surprised to find Lilly there. I hadn't seen her since the night before, at the party. I had been planning to simply slip back into the room, get my shower gear, and head down the hall for my second shower of the day. My breasts were still sticky from Damien's cum, and I could still smell it on my face where a little had hit my chin and cheek.

“Hey, roomie!” Lilly said, looking me up and down. “Where have you been?”

“I just took a shower,” I stammered, caught off guard.

“Yeah, I see that your hair is still a little wet. But you must have been out for a while, because I know that hair as thick as yours takes forever to dry. So what else have you been doing since that shower? Or who else?”

I felt my cheeks turn bright red as Lilly sniffed the air.

“Oh my God, Molly! Is that...cum? Is it Damien's cum?”

I didn't know what to say.

“I'm not a bad person,” I stammered. “I was going to break up with Luke anyway...”

Lilly smiled.

“Don't worry. I'm not going to judge you. Like I said, I'd love to have a shot at Damien myself. He seems like he can show a girl a good time in bed. Did he make you feel good too?”

I thought back to the orgasm that Damien had given me. I still felt a little high from it, truth be told.

“Mm-hmm,” I said.

“Fuck, that's amazing. Good for you! I want to hear all about it.”

“Ok,” I agreed. “But first let me go get cleaned off again.”
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And that, honey, is the story of my first college hook-up. Did you like hearing about your wife being a naughty girl? I know you did. Now why don't you let me take care of you, baby. Even if your dick isn't quite the size of Damien's, that doesn't mean you don't deserve some love. That's it, babe. I want to show you just how I stroked his big cock. You'll let me do that, won't you?

That’s a good boy. Just think about how good his cock looked sliding between your future wife’s big tits. Think about that photo and everything that you didn’t see. If you’re a good boy, I’ll tell you another story from freshmen year sometime…

THE END


You might also like…


Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite hotwife and cuckold stories. It is truly appreciated.
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— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Check out the other books in the Hotwife Haven series here.

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.

Check the My First Time Hotwife series page for more installments here.
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Unsatisfied Anna: A Hotwife Romance

South Florida is treating Travis Fulbrook (44) well: he has a beautiful wife with a great sense of humor (Anna, 40) and a satisfying job. He plays Texas hold ’em with the other guys in his neighborhood and sometimes even wins. He has a younger colleague (Rob, 23) with enough DIY experience to help him out with home improvements on the weekends. Perhaps best of all: his lanai is alligator-free! (Though he can’t say the same for his neighbors', the Harrisons).

But when Travis stumbles upon Anna’s candid posts on a “dead bedrooms” forum, he’s shocked to discover that his wife is far from happy with their intimate relationship. Her username says it all: UnsatisfiedAnna.

In an impulsive moment, Travis makes his own anonymous account and strikes up an online friendship with his wife, who has no idea that she is chatting with her husband. Soon, he is privy to Anna’s thoughts on their marriage and to her budding attraction to Rob, who looks like he might be good at laying more than just tile.

When the real-life Travis encourages his wife to explore hotwifing, she is reluctant. But with enough encouragement from him and his anonymous online alter ego, Anna gives in to temptation. Soon, Rob is using his impressive skill to improve Anna’s love life as well as her kitchen floor — with Travis’s blessing, and sometimes even his help. But will UnsatisfiedAnna find satisfaction? Or will the secrets Travis and Anna are keeping from each other blow up in all of their faces?

—-

Unsatisfied Anna is an 82,000-word high-heat explicit reverse age gap hotwife romance with an HEA. It includes scenes of mfm, fdom/msub, and mdom/fsub. It is the first installment in the Hotwife Haven series, a cycle of novels exploring hotwife relationships in a single community in South Florida.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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My Irish Hotwife

When Greg travels with his wife Saoirse to Ireland for their ten-year anniversary, he has no idea that his marriage is about to change forever. His Irish-American wife is eager to make use of her Irish citizenship that she inherited from her father. She’s also glad to finally be in a place where people know how to pronounce her name.

Once the vivacious Saoirse sees the handsome men on television swinging big sticks, she quickly develops a passion for Gaelic sport. Luckily, James, a friend of her cousin’s and an ex-hurler, is more than happy to instruct her on the finer points of hurling. Saoirse proves to be a fast and attentive learner. Soon, she finds herself wondering if James’s skill extends to the bedroom as well...

Before he knows it, Greg finds his hotwife fantasies coming true as Saoirse embraces her inner size queen. But will she be able to separate her lust for James from her love for her husband? Or will the anniversary trip to Ireland end in disaster
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.


By Cynthia Sizemore

This is a work of fiction. Names, businesses, places, and events are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. All characters are 18 years of age or older. Cover photo is licensed from a stock photo website. All persons appearing on the cover image for this book are models and do not have any connection to the contents of this story.

© 2026, Cynthia Sizemore. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embedded in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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