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    1 
 
      
 
    THEY SAY THAT IDLE HANDS are the devil’s workshop. I don’t know about all that. But I do know that my wife, Emily, was bored. 
 
    That’s where this all started.  
 
    That’s what I’m certain of.  
 
    After that, it gets a bit murky. 
 
    We’d been married for seven years. Figures, right? But it was more than just that seven-year itch, you know? There was a lot more going on. 
 
    We’d been trying (and failing) to have a kid so we could start a family and it just wasn’t taking. 
 
    I was pulling down big money at a banking job downtown and Emily was a stay-at-home wife. A homemaker. The hope was that someday, she’d be a stay-at-home mother. 
 
    That was always the goal. 
 
    Neither of us had any problem with that. It was always the plan, always what we’d agreed upon and had envisioned for our lives together. 
 
    Might not be everyone’s cup of tea, but we thought it suited us just fine. 
 
    We got married young, and were only in our late twenties so it’s not like we were really running out of time just yet. But you get to a certain age and going out and drinking and carrying on becomes less and less fun. 
 
    Many of your friends start having kids. People grow up. Move away.  
 
    Things just get to a point where you hit that lull. 
 
    Life gets a little monotonous, a little less exciting, and the things you used to do to have fun just aren’t anymore. 
 
    At least, all this was true for me and Emily. 
 
    Even sex had started to become more of a weekly chore than the fun, passionate, spontaneous, life-giving and love-affirming force it used to be. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, we still both enjoyed it. At least, I know I did.  
 
    Simply put: we were in a rut. It wasn’t a big one, it wasn’t something we could never get out of. But that was the thing, right? It was so small you almost didn’t notice it. That's where the danger lurks. 
 
    I was working a lot and Emily was at home in suburbia with no kids and not a whole lot to do. 
 
    She got bored. It was only natural. 
 
    And just when all this was happening between us, Charles Jenkins moved in across the street. He was in his mid thirties. Ran some kind of fully-remote ad agency out of his house and apparently made enough money doing it to drive an Aston Martin and afford not one, but two Rolexes, and oh yeah, if all that wasn’t enough, he was tall, athletic, and to quote Emily, “Drop-dead gorgeous. The most gorgeous black man I have ever laid eyes on.” 
 
    But I’ll get to that in a little bit. 
 
    Point is: Charles was doing pretty well for himself on all accounts. 
 
    I still remember the day he moved in. I worked late that day and came home to find Emily where I usually found her: on the couch, reading a romance novel with a cup of her favorite tea: Earl Grey. 
 
    As soon as I walked in, she snapped the book shut as if she couldn’t focus anyway and had been waiting all day for me to get home so she could tell me all about this fantastic secret she’d learned while I was away. 
 
    Turns out, the secret was merely that we had a new neighbor. 
 
    She stood up and smiled. She was wearing a black tank top that was nice and tight and cut off right above her belly button. Her large natural breasts squeezed together and nearly popped out of the opening as she bounced toward me. She was wearing gray joggers with the waistband folded over about an inch or so. I noticed she’d gotten a pedicure that day as she was in her bare feet. Her tiny toes adorned in fire-engine red, sparkled as she pranced over to me and planted a big, wet kiss on my lips. 
 
    “Hi, baby,” she said. 
 
    “Hey, Em,” I said, pulling her in tightly.  
 
    “How was your day?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, you know. It was a day. Not unlike any other. Busy as ever but all-in-all, I can’t complain,” I said, letting go of her waist. 
 
    I sniffed the air. It smelled like heaven. 
 
    “Mmm,” I said, “what’s for dinner?” 
 
    “Meatloaf,” she said, “your favorite.” 
 
    “I love you,” I said, walking toward the kitchen. “I’m gonna grab a beer, you want one?” 
 
    She tagged along after me. 
 
    “Sure,” she said, “aren’t you going to ask me how my day was?” 
 
    She was teasing me a little but I still felt like a big jerk. I always did this. I made the poor assumption, I suppose subconsciously, that since she was home by herself all day that nothing all that interesting was happening to her and so…I guess I just forgot to ask. 
 
    “I’m such an ass,” I said, laughing nervously. “Here, let me get you a beer and you can tell me all about it.” 
 
    I went into the fridge and grabbed two cold ones and popped off the tops. I was instantly relaxed by the zsst, zsst sound the caps made as I pried them loose and the carbonation escaped. My shoulders practically melted as my body anticipated the cold suds.  
 
    “Here you go, Em,” I offered her a toast and we clinked bottles. “Now, how was your day?” 
 
    She took a big sip of beer and then began. 
 
    “Well,” she said excitedly, “I saw our new neighbor.” 
 
    “New neighbor?” I asked. I didn’t even realize a house was up for sale on our block. 
 
    “Yeah, the Lawson’s moved out a few weeks ago, across the street. Remember? You remember?” 
 
    I shook my head. If I did, I’d forgotten all about it. 
 
    “Well, anyway, I saw a car parked out front. Really fancy one. Aston Martin.”  
 
    She said it with the cadence of someone who wasn’t wholly familiar with the brand. 
 
    “Ever heard of that?” 
 
    I nodded. Of course. 
 
    “Do you know how much those things cost?” 
 
    “Yeah, depends on which one but they aren’t cheap. Six figures easy.” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she said with a grin. “The one he has cost three-hundred-and-thirty thousand. I think. Anyway. His name is Charles Jenkins and he’s the CEO of some agency or something and he’s…” 
 
    “Wait, you met him?” 
 
    She looked a little embarrassed and shook her head.  
 
    “No, I stalked him on social media. Public records. It’s easy.” 
 
    I shook my head. Of course. That was Em. She loved to stalk and snoop. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. 
 
    “What’s he look like?” I asked, meaning general description like age, hair color, etc. 
 
    “Hot!” Em blurted out and then covered her mouth. She turned bright red. 
 
    I shook my head and smiled. It didn’t bother me. I wasn’t the jealous type (or so I liked to believe). The idea that my wife would ever only have eyes for me was a ridiculous notion I never subscribed to. 
 
    I never understood guys who got upset when it was revealed their wives thought some other dude was attractive. 
 
    Wow, big surprise. Shocker of the century. Then those same guys would turn around and oggle the next pair of tits that walked by. 
 
    It was pathetic. 
 
    More than that, it was dumb and naive. 
 
    Love and marriage wasn’t about never finding anyone else attractive ever again. 
 
    That wasn’t the point. 
 
    It was about having enough self-control to realize it didn’t matter.  
 
    It was deeper than that, more meaningful. 
 
    There was a mutual respect for one another that acknowledged you would remain faithful to one another in spite of that fact. 
 
    That’s what it was about. Or some variation of that anyway. 
 
    “It’s alright, Em,” I said, grabbing her by the waist and kissing her on the lips. “We’ve been over this. You’re allowed to find other guys attractive. Just…you know.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I know,” she said. “Fine. Since you insist. He’d drop-gorgeous. The most beautiful black man I’ve ever seen. He could play James Brand.” 
 
    “Well, sounds like he has the car part taken care of,” I said with a chuckle. Em had no idea what I was talking about. 
 
    I took a pull on my beer and pictured our new neighbor, a suave, well-dressed black man in a tuxedo, pulling into his driveway across the street in his Aston Martin. The interior of his house was well-decorated, littered with fancy, high-tech gadgets and plenty of booze and fine cigars. 
 
    Seemed like a guy I could be friends with. 
 
    “Dinner ready? I’m starving.” 
 
    “Yes, let’s eat,” Em said. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    DINNER WAS DELICIOUS as always. That night, after we ate, Em and I watched an hour or so of television and then retired to bed around 9:30 to shower and read. 
 
    Our usual routine for a weeknight. 
 
    I finished showering first and settled into my side of the bed with a detective novel and lost myself in the pages while Em was in the shower for what felt like a solid thirty minutes. 
 
    Eventually, she got out and crawled into her side of the bed and resumed reading the romance novel she’d been reading when I got home earlier that evening. 
 
    She devoured those things. 
 
    Only tonight, she seemed a little off. A little different. Unable to focus. 
 
    “Ugh,” she said, adjusting her body for the seventeenth time trying to get comfortable, “I’ve read the same page three times now. I’m just not absorbing anything. This has been happening to me all day. I haven’t comprehended anything!” 
 
    I looked up from my detective novel. 
 
    “You wanna bone or something?” she asked me. Direct and right to the point. That was Emily. But sex on a weeknight? That wasn’t her at all. At least not these days. 
 
    Nonetheless, I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. I put my detective novel down on the nightstand and turned to face her. 
 
    “I could be tempted,” I said with a wry smile.  
 
    She scooted down in bed to get close to me and immediately placed her hand on my crotch. 
 
    “Oh, I bet you could,” she whispered and then went in for a kiss. 
 
    Her lips were moist and soft as they parted against mine and softened to allow my tongue into her mouth. 
 
    She pressed her body into mine and reached down into my pants and grabbed a handful of my cock which was already rock hard. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said, “what do we have here?” 
 
    We made out for a few minutes as I made my usual stops and played my usual hits. 
 
    Hand up the shirt with a cupping of the right breast for an opener.  
 
    Some carefully planted and passionate kisses on her neck as I made my way up to nibble on her ear to build the energy. 
 
    Followed by a hand down the pants. 
 
    One, then two fingers inside her wet slit with some vigorous, expertly administered fingering to really get her going. 
 
    And for the grand finale, the closer if you will, some good old fashioned missionary. 
 
    But not just any missionary. 
 
    No, no. I really gave it to her. 
 
    I think I may have even approached my personal record of seven and half-minutes. 
 
    Seven minutes in heaven? You tell me. 
 
    As I was plunging myself deep inside of her, she grabbed my buttocks firmly with both hands and bucked her hips against mine. 
 
    “Oh yeah, Devon, that’s it come on, baby! Fill me up, please! Fill me up!” she cried. 
 
    This was not something she usually did…unless… 
 
    We had been trying to grow our family. It just hadn’t been working. We hadn’t talked about actively trying for a few months, but perhaps she’d gone off her birth control pills as a surprise and was ovulating. Perhaps that’s what this is all about. 
 
    But at any rate, who was I to deny her? 
 
    Within a few seconds my orgasm was exploding out of me and spewing its seed deep inside her womb. 
 
    I collapsed next to her in a heap. 
 
    We were both panting and breathing hard. 
 
    I turned to her and pulled her close to me. 
 
    She was lying on her back, looking up at the ceiling. She seemed distracted to say the least. 
 
    “What was that all about?” I asked, kissing her gently on the neck. 
 
    Emily didn’t respond immediately. She was lost somewhere. I could see it on her face. Maybe she was trying to calculate her cycle. At least, that’s what I told myself. 
 
    “Earth to Em,” I said, kissing her on the cheek and sitting up. 
 
    “Huh?” she said. 
 
    “You alright?” I asked.  
 
    She shook her head and rubbed her eyes, she opened her mouth to speak, then stopped. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Fine,” she said, “just distracted is all.” 
 
    I scratched my head. 
 
    “Are you…are you, you know, fertile?” 
 
    She looked over at me in disgust. I always forgot how much she hated that word, hated that terminology or phrasing for it. I never did learn what she would prefer but she slapped my arm and scolded me. 
 
    “Ew, Devon! You know I hate that word.” 
 
    “Ow!” I cried, pretending to be severely hurt.  
 
    We were both laughing now and her mind was back in the room with me. She was smiling at me and melted my heart with those dark brown eyes of hers. Her mountainous, warm tits that were now pressing up against my body as I held her tiny waist in my arms didn’t hurt either. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” I said, “I always forget.” 
 
    She slapped at my chest playfully. 
 
    After an awkward beat. 
 
    “Well, are you?” I said. 
 
    Emily looked at me like I had three heads. 
 
    “What? No, why?” 
 
    I was a little shocked by her frank and confused answer. 
 
    “Oh, no nothing. I just thought. I don’t know, it’s a weekday and you wanted me to - you know - inside you so bad, or so it seemed, I just thought that maybe you wanted to try again…” 
 
    I must have looked a little crestfallen because I saw her face soften as she placed a hand on my chest. 
 
    “Babe,” she said, “I do want to keep trying. Believe me. Just, that’s not what this was about.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Well, what was it about then?” 
 
    Emily cocked her head to the side. I could see the wheels spinning in her head. 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, and once again seemed to think better of it and change direction. 
 
    “Why does it have to be about anything?” she asked. “Can’t a girl just get a little dick every now and then?” 
 
    My cock jumped hearing her talk like that. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, kissing her and entertaining thoughts about round two as my cock began to throb. 
 
    “As long as it’s my dick,” I growled as I flipped her over and was on top of her again. 
 
    “Devon!” she said, squealing with delight. “You’re hard already?! What’s gotten into you?” 
 
    I was inside her once more before I could answer. And I never really did. But thinking back to that night, I wonder if I’d already sensed it. If there was some scent in the air. Some secret pheromone that had been released into the air by her body that alerted my primal mind to the inner workings of her biology. 
 
    It’s hard to say. But when I think back on that night in light of everything that has transpired since, it’s hard not to entertain the idea. 
 
    After we finished going at each other for the second time, Emily drifted off to sleep quite quickly. But I found myself tossing and turning for what felt like hours before I finally drifted off.  
 
    What had gotten into me? More accurately, what had gotten into her? 
 
    I smacked my forehead. 
 
    The romance novel. Duh. 
 
    It didn’t happen all the time, but when she was reading a particularly steamy variety she did tend to be in the mood a little more often. 
 
    That must have been it. 
 
    Finally, I closed my eyes. 
 
    Then a voice whispered into my ear from the ether: that’s not it, that’s not it at all - you heard her yourself, she hasn’t been able to focus on that thing all day. 
 
    What then? 
 
    The voice didn't have an answer and I couldn’t put my finger on it. 
 
    Or more accurately, perhaps I didn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    I AWOKE EARLY that morning, just as the first rays of the morning sun came spilling through a small crack in the shades. I’d been having the strangest dream and all that remained of it was a fleeting series of images. Smash cuts in my brain that seemed to grow ever more elusive the harder I tried to recall how they all fit together. 
 
    Black James Brand. 
 
    Emily in distress and in need of rescue. 
 
    I’m nowhere to be found and yet there I am, watching this all unfold. 
 
    She’s calling out for me and I’m right there but I can’t answer. 
 
    I can only watch with horror and some kind of…twisted pleasure? 
 
    Why am I enjoying this? 
 
    I don’t even know what this is. 
 
    The engine of a jet black Aston Martin revving to life. 
 
    Vroom. Vroom. Vroom.  
 
    It all evaporated from my brain in a distorted puff of smoke. What the hell was I just dreaming about? 
 
    Suddenly, I couldn’t remember anything at all. 
 
    I rolled over and wrapped an arm around Emily and pressed my crotch into her backside. I was hard and ready to go. Not an uncommon occurrence for the wee hours of the early morn’ but still I couldn’t help but think it was somehow connected to whatever dream I was having. But I pushed the thought away as I pressed more firmly into her backside. 
 
    I felt the softness of her panties and the warmth of her cheeks against my throbbing cock and a wave of pleasure washed over me. 
 
    She stirred. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she said, eyes still closed. 
 
    I started kissing the back of her ear and worked my way down to her neck. 
 
    She purred louder at this and reached up to wrap an arm around me. 
 
    “Well, good morning to me,” she said. 
 
    Without saying anything else, she reached down between us and grabbed my cock. She flicked the head against the entrance to her wet slit a few times to lube it up and then pushed herself back and down on the head and I was inside her velvety warmth once more. 
 
    Now, I don’t have a small cock. But I’m not particularly long either. I have some healthy girth, but this position, sideways prone I believe they call it, was never my strong suit.  
 
    Unfortunately it was Em’s favorite position, especially in the morning. But despite the fact that only sometimes could I get more than the first few inches of my cock inside her, she seemed to thoroughly enjoy it all the same. 
 
    Sometimes, I’d have the lewd and depraved thought of how much she’d enjoy it with a guy who had a bigger dick than me. Had she enjoyed it with a guy with a bigger dick than me? An ex-lover of hers from days gone by perhaps? 
 
    I found the thought of Emily on her side, as she was just then, with another man’s cock inside her, oddly arousing and also shameful and embarrassing so I always dismissed the thought as an aberration and kept it to myself. 
 
    “You gonna fill me up again, baby?” she said, panting and out of breath. She was really wet and I was getting ready to explode. As soon as she said that, I unleashed inside her, making her come softly and sensually as my seed poured forth into her womb. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered, “it’s soooo warm.” 
 
    She turned around to face me and kissed me on the lips. Just a quick peck. We were both ever-conscious of morning breath and so our morning sessions, rare though they were, never featured much kissing. 
 
    Emily wrapped her arms around me and burrowed her head into the crook of my neck and stayed there for a few moments. 
 
    “Do you have to go into the office today?” she asked, looking up from her burrow with puppy dog eyes. My heart melted. “Can’t you just take today off and spend it with me? Make it a long weekend? We can have a staycation and,” she reached down and grabbed my now-deflating cock, “we can just stay in bed and play a little.” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    “Ugh, Em. You know I wish I could. You’re killing me.” 
 
    “Come on Devon, you said when you took this job it would mean you’d have more flexibility and to –” 
 
    “I know, I know. You’re right. And I will, I promise. Just give me a little more time to get comfortable. More facetime with the boss is never a bad thing.” 
 
    Her face fell. She was crestfallen. 
 
    “I’m sorry, baby. I promise. I’ll make it up to you. How about a compromise? I’ll try to get out early, half-day let’s say, and I’ll take you to dinner. Georgio’s sound good?” 
 
    Her face lit up at the suggestion. 
 
    “Okay, deal!” she said, kissing me on the cheek. 
 
    I looked at the clock and rushed out of bed. 
 
    “I’d better get going then, the earlier I get in the earlier I can leave,” I said. 
 
    “Well, don’t just stand there, go get a shower! Go! Go!” she said, playfully slapping at my ass as I scampered off to shower and get ready. 
 
    By the time I got out, she’d fallen back asleep. 
 
    I watched her for a few moments, her dark brown hair had fallen over her mouth so that she was inhaling as she breathed in and spitting it back out as she exhaled. She looked like a perfect angel. 
 
    I reached down and brushed the hair from her mouth and tucked it behind her ear. I leaned over and kissed her lightly on the cheek and whispered goodbye in her ear. 
 
    “Goodbye, baby. Love you,” she mumbled as she turned over and went back to sleep. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    SPOILER ALERT: I did not make it home early. Predictably, I got tied up at work. Forgot to call. Lost track of time and ended up coming home later than normal. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway as I rehearsed my best and most sincere apology. And I really was sorry. The problem was, this was becoming a bit too common for anyone to continue to believe I actually meant it. Especially Emily. I thought of how heartbroken she probably was. She wouldn’t even be mad. That was the worst part. She would be sad. 
 
    A sickening feeling crept into my stomach as I contemplated this thought. 
 
    It was dark and the living room shades were wide open. The lights were on and I could see Emily standing in the kitchen. She was leaning up on the center counter, hands on her hips and she was…talking to someone? 
 
    A large, dark shadow loomed just out of view in the kitchen. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    I turned off the car, got out, and walked in through the front door.  
 
    “Hello? Em?” I called out from the foyer. 
 
    “In the kitchen,” she yelled back, “we have a guest.” 
 
    “We do?” I whispered to myself as I crept down the halls. 
 
    I turned the corner and there he was. 
 
    Black James Brand. 
 
    In the flesh. 
 
    He wasn’t wearing a tuxedo but he was dressed very sharply. He was every bit of six-foot-two. A powerful, effortlessly cool presence. One look at him and I immediately liked him and wanted him to like me. He just had that it-factor. 
 
    And here I was, getting started on very awkward footing indeed. 
 
    The most drop-dead gorgeous black man I’ve ever seen. 
 
    Em’s words echoed in my head. Though I must say, she could probably drop the black from that sentence and say what was plain for anyone to see: he was the most gorgeous man anyone had probably ever seen. At least up close and in person. 
 
    But the real question was, what was he doing in our home and just exactly what was going on here? 
 
    There was a bottle of red wine on the counter, already open. Emily had a glass in front of her on the counter and our guest was leaned up against the stove, holding a glass in his hand. 
 
    “Honey, this is Charles. Our new neighbor. Charles, this is my husband, Devon - you know, the one I was telling you about? The one who stood me up for our date tonight?” 
 
    Ouch.  
 
    In front of our guest too.  
 
    Maybe she was mad this time. 
 
    Charles shook his head and chuckled, extending a hand for me to shake. 
 
    “Hi Charles, nice to meet you,” I said, his powerful grip caught me a little by surprise and I had to fight back the urge to wince as he squeezed my hand. 
 
    “Nice to meet you too, Devon,” he said with a friendly smirk. “I know I don’t have to tell you, but you’ve got one upset woman over here, how could you stand up this beautiful creature, man?” 
 
    It was said with a light-hearted tone but it still made me feel awkward and stupid. 
 
    Emily folded her arms and pursed her lips at me. 
 
    I laughed sheepishly. 
 
    “Yeah, I uh…” I put my hand on the back of my neck, “I’m so sorry baby.” 
 
    Emily clicked her tongue and rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I knew you were all talk anyway. Typical.” 
 
    I quickly tried to change the subject and cleared my throat. 
 
    “So uh, what are we uh – what’s all this?” I said pointing my finger at the bottle of wine and then at Emily and then at Charles, waving it back and forth between the three points. It was horribly awkward and sounded accusatory. Of course, I didn’t mean for it to sound that way, but that’s how it came out. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean…I just–” 
 
    That’s when Emily graciously stepped in to save me from myself. 
 
    “Charles came over to introduce himself and brought us a bottle of wine, isn’t that nice?” 
 
    It was nice. 
 
    “Oh, well thank you Charles.” 
 
    “You’re most welcome,” he said, finishing his drink and taking a look at his Rolex. “I think I better get going.” 
 
    I’ll never forget Em’s face just then. Perhaps that’s when I got the first inkling that something more was going on, even if she didn’t quite realize it herself at that point. 
 
    “No! Don’t go. Come on, we have over half a bottle left,” she said. 
 
    He shook his head and started to walk toward the foyer. 
 
    “Oh no, that’s for you two to enjoy. I shouldn’t have let you talk me into a glass in the first place,” he said wagging a playful, scolding finger at Emily causing her to blush. “You’re gonna get me into trouble already and I’ve only just met you,” he said with a smile. 
 
    He extended a hand to me as he approached. 
 
    “Devon, real pleasure. We’ll have to do this again for a little longer next time,” he said as I took his hand again, this time ready for the hard squeeze. I did my best to match his strength as he gripped my hand and pulled me in close. 
 
    “Flowers, expensive jewelry, alright? Do whatever you gotta do. And if that doesn’t work,” he turned and looked at Emily and smiled. “There’s always chocolate. Isn’t that right Em?” 
 
    I saw her practically swoon and I thought she might actually faint as I watched her blush and nod her head. 
 
    Was he talking about candy or…? Nah, couldn’t be that would be ridiculous. 
 
    Then she gathered herself and responded. 
 
    “Of course, but he can start with the flowers and expensive jewelry and take it from there.” 
 
    Charles chuckled. 
 
    He turned and offered his hand to Emily but she was already going in for a big hug. She wrapped her arms around his neck and for a moment I watched with horror as I thought she was going in for a kiss. 
 
    Charles adapted to her advance quickly and smoothly and with all the charm in the world. 
 
    Pure poise from that man. 
 
    He gently wrapped his arms around her back and didn’t linger. It was well played. A perfect move from a man who appeared to be the perfect gentleman. 
 
    “Bye guys,” he said. “I guess I’ll be seeing you around, huh? Until next time.” 
 
    And with that he excused himself and walked back across the street. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    THERE WOULD BE no sex for me that night. I apologized profusely as Emily and I shared and eventually finished the very expensive bottle of red wine Charles had been kind enough to bring over. And she eventually forgave me, at least in word if not totally in deed.  
 
    I vowed to really make it up to her the next day, which was a Saturday and therefore work would have no chance of getting in the way of my intentions. 
 
    We went to bed quietly and without fanfare. 
 
    Again, I drifted off into an uneasy sleep that produced some strange dreams. 
 
    Black James Brand was once again saving the day. 
 
    How? I had no idea. I only knew I couldn’t help and he had to step in. 
 
    Emily was moaning. In pain? 
 
    No…pleasure. 
 
    Pleasure? 
 
    Vroom. Vroom. Vroom…
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    I AWOKE EARLY that Saturday morning and once again was rock hard. But this time, I didn’t give into temptation. I hopped out of bed, walked to the bathroom and took a cold shower.  
 
    It supercharged my focus and awareness and had the added benefit of killing my boner so I could lock in what needed to be done: making amends with Emily. 
 
    I left the room, careful not to wake Em and went downstairs to have some coffee and a light breakfast.  
 
    Then it was off to the jeweler, the florist, and to Georgio’s to stop in and not only make a reservation, but to request a very special table.  
 
    A necklace was the first purchase. A very expensive necklace. And I threw in a pair of elegant earrings for good measure. The salesperson at the jewelry shop successfully and expertly upsold me on those. But they looked nice and I knew Em would love them. 
 
    I stopped at the local florist and spared no expense there either. I don’t recall what kind of flowers were in the arrangements, only that they heavily featured her favorite flower: the daisy. Which was good enough for me. 
 
    Georgio’s was just opening for brunch when I got there. 
 
    “I’m sorry sir, we’re all booked up for tonight,” the hostess at the stand informed me. My heart sank. This simply would not do. 
 
    I hemmed and hawed and came embarrassingly close to offering a bribe but was turned away by the young woman time and again. 
 
    “Sir, all I can do is put your name on the waitlist. If someone cancels, we’ll be sure to give you a call.” 
 
    My mood lightened at this. 
 
    Georgio’s was a big place. Surely they would get some cancellations on a Saturday night, right? 
 
    “I wouldn’t get my hopes up though,” she added as if reading my mind, “we never get cancellations on Saturday nights.” 
 
    Fantastic. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    AS I PULLED onto our street, I saw Emily standing in the driveway at the mailbox. She was talking to Charles. His jet black Aston Martin was parked in his driveway and it looked like he’d just gotten home. 
 
    Emily was probably getting the mail as he pulled in and they started chatting. No big deal. 
 
    But as I got closer, my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    Was she flirting with him? 
 
    She had her hand on her hip and was leaning in toward him as he spoke. Then she burst out laughing at what must have been the most hilarious joke in the world and placed a playful hand on his shoulder as she did it. It was brief. A fleeting second, if that. 
 
    But it sent a tingle down my spine as I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter. I reminded myself that it was nothing at all to be worried about and that I wasn’t the jealous type. 
 
    Is that true? Or is this just the first time that your theory is really being put to the test? 
 
    “Shut up,” I whispered under my breath as I rolled slowly past them and into the driveway. 
 
    They both waved at me as I passed them and put the car in park. 
 
    I got out and waved again. 
 
    “Hey baby,” Emily said. She was still standing suspiciously close to Charles. 
 
    “Hey, Em. Charles.” 
 
    “Devon, how are ya?” he asked. 
 
    I smiled and nodded like an idiot, hoping neither of them would see the monstrous flower arrangements in the back seat and call attention to them. 
 
    But that hope was dashed rather quickly when Emily spotted them. 
 
    “Wow?! You really went out and got me flowers, huh? Babe! You didn’t have to do that!” she said as she ran over to me, finally leaving Charles’s orbit, and gave me a big hug. 
 
    “Did you get me jewelry too?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said with a coy smile. 
 
    She turned and looked back at Charles. 
 
    “Aww, isn’t he the best?” 
 
    Charles just smiled and stood there, watching us with piercing eyes. 
 
    “What time is our dinner reservation tonight?” she asked suddenly. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Dinner. 
 
    I placed a nervous hand on the back of my neck and scratched it, looking down at my feet. 
 
    “Yeah, about that. They were all booked up for tonight.” 
 
    Emily’s face fell. 
 
    “Seriously?” she asked. 
 
    Then I tried to spin it the best I could. 
 
    “But they did take my name for the waitlist and if there are any cancellations we’ll be the first in line.” 
 
    Emily looked at me like I was stupid. 
 
    “No one cancels their reservations at Georgio’s on a Saturday night babe!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. 
 
    “It’s okay, babe. I still love you. We can figure something else out.” 
 
    Charles was still standing there silently watching us and listening to our conversation. Finally, he cleared his throat. 
 
    “I’m gonna head inside, nice seeing you two.” 
 
    And with that he left us still standing there in each other’s arms. 
 
    “Let’s get these inside and into some water,” Emily said, “and I’m just dying to see what else you got me.” 
 
    We went inside and I gave her the necklace and earrings. 
 
    She opened the box with an audible gasp as her eyes went wide. 
 
    “Babe! These are beautiful, oh my god. They must have cost a fortune!” 
 
    Then I think she must have felt a little guilty. She looked up at me and frowned. 
 
    “You know, you really didn’t have to do this, Devon! I wasn’t that mad.” 
 
    I smiled reassuringly. 
 
    “It’s ok, and I wanted to. Plus, I kind of did have to do it.” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at me. 
 
    “Yeah, you did kind of have to,” she said playfully. 
 
    Then she looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “No chocolate?” she said, I noticed a slight sultriness to her voice all of a sudden. 
 
    “Uh, no - sorry. I thought we’d be going out to dinner and we’d have dessert there…” I said my voice trailing off. 
 
    “That’s alright…” she said, still admiring the jewelry. “Maybe Charles can help with that.” 
 
    What? Did she really just say that? 
 
    I stood there in stunned silence. I cocked my head to the side and looked at her. 
 
    She looked at me and turned bright red. Then started laughing nervously. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Bad joke. Don’t know why I said that…” 
 
    I quickly gathered myself and forced a chuckle. 
 
    “Nah. No. No worries. Uh –”  
 
    “Thank you so much, babe!” she said suddenly and a little too loud. But I was thankful she cut me off because I had no clue what to say next. 
 
    “I’m gonna go try these on and see how they look!” 
 
    She stood up and walked over to me and gave me a quick peck on the lips before she went upstairs to try on her new necklace and earrings. 
 
    It was a shame she didn’t have anywhere to wear them that night. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    WHILE SHE WAS UPSTAIRS, my phone began to buzz with an unknown caller. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered. 
 
    “Yes, hello. Is this a Mr. Wade? Devon Wade?” 
 
    “Speaking.” 
 
    “Yeah, hi. This is Clarissa from Georgio’s?” 
 
    “Oh yes, hello,” I said, my tone suddenly changing to be more friendly and excited. 
 
    “Just wanted to let you know that we had an opening come up for two at 7:30. Would that work for you?” 
 
    What a stroke of good fortune! 
 
    “Yes! Absolutely. Absolutely it would, thanks!” I was practically screaming. 
 
    “Alright, sir. Very good. We’ll see you at 7:30 then. Goodbye.” 
 
    “Bye. Thanks agai –” 
 
    But she’d already hung up on me. 
 
    “Who was that?”  
 
    Emily’s voice came from behind me and I almost jumped out of my shoes in surprise. I spun around and flashed a smile. 
 
    “That was Georgio’s. They had an opening at 7:30.” 
 
    Emily’s face lit up as she rushed toward me and wrapped me up in a big hug. 
 
    “Told you we would get a cancellation,” I said. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt like the man. Things had turned around. She loved the jewelry and the flowers and we’d gotten a table at Georgio’s. 
 
    All was right with the world. 
 
    Suddenly Emily’s mood turned frantic. 
 
    “I’ve got to start getting ready!” she said. 
 
    I looked at my watch. We had over six hours until dinner. 
 
    “Em, dinner isn’t for another six or seven hours,” I said. 
 
    She rolled her eyes at me and went upstairs.  
 
    “Men,” she said as she walked up to get ready.  
 
    What she would be doing for the next six hours, I hadn’t a clue.
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    DINNER WAS FABULOUS. Georgio’s, as you might have guessed, was a fancy Italian restaurant located downtown. It was our favorite restaurant for a whole host of reasons, not the least of which was because it was where we’d eaten the night we got engaged. Since then, it was a place we’d returned to often for special occasions and celebrations (and, of course, whenever I needed to apologize). 
 
    I had the linguine with clams and Emily had the lobster ravioli. Everything was impeccable. Absolutely delicious. And we’d gotten one hell of a table. Primo location, great view of the kitchen, and top-notch service. 
 
    As we would soon come to find out, it was not at all by chance. 
 
    “I hope everything was to your liking, folks,” a kindly old man said as he approached our table and took the last of our dishes for us. He was wearing a dress shirt and slacks and not the uniform the rest of the wait staff was wearing. He had salt and pepper hair and it immediately dawned on me that it was Georgio himself who had come to check in on us and clear our plates away. 
 
    “Absolutely, everything was delicious,” I said, nodding along. 
 
    “Oh yes, we loved it. We always do,” Emily said with a smile and squeezed my hand. 
 
    Georgio winked at me and smiled. 
 
    “Now, uh for dessert, I have something very special for you and a bottle of wine you just have to try…” 
 
    “Oh no,” we began to protest, “we couldn’t possibly, too full.” 
 
    He waved us off. 
 
    “Nonsense,” he said, “there’s always room for dessert and wine. Plus, it’s on the house.” 
 
    Emily and I exchanged glances. Really? 
 
    “Well, that’s very kind of your sir,” I said. 
 
    “Please, don’t mention it. Any friend of Charles is a friend of mine.” 
 
    I had just taken a sip of my water and nearly spit it out all over the table. 
 
    “Charles?” Emily asked, cocking her head to the side. 
 
    Georgio looked at her like she was crazy. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Charles. He called earlier and said you were having trouble getting a table tonight. No problem, I said. I’ll take care of them. My son went to business school with Charles. Great man,” he said. 
 
    Now it all made sense. And I felt about two-foot small at that moment. Charles. Of course. 
 
    Emily looked at me with raised eyebrows as if to say, are you hearing this. 
 
    I cleared my throat and laughed. 
 
    “Oh that Charles, he’s far, far too kind.” 
 
    Georgio’s face lit up as if he just remembered something exciting. 
 
    “You know, he just sat down actually,” he motioned across the restaurant, pointing to some booths in the back. “Right over there. If you want to go say hi.” 
 
    He waved and left, as soon as he moved out of the way, we could see Charles sitting at a table near the back, all by himself. 
 
    What the hell was going on here? 
 
    He saw us staring and waved with a smile. He was eating a salad and drinking a glass of red wine. 
 
    “Should we invite him to join us?” Emily asked as she waved back to him enthusiastically.  
 
    “What? Uh, no I don’t think that’s necessary. I’m sure he just wants to –” 
 
    But Emily was already up out of her seat and walking over to Charles. If she’d heard a word I said, well she chose to just outright ignore it. 
 
    I watched her walking away in her tight black dress that was just short enough to be classy and dangerous at the same time. Her ass looked great in it and I watched it sway in a hypnotic rhythm as she walked past a dozen or so tables and approached the booth in which Charles sat. 
 
    Every guy in the restaurant was watching her too. I even saw one woman reach over and slap her husband’s hand as he gawked. He whipped back around to face her as he turned bright red. Busted. 
 
    This was nothing new. I was used to it. Proud of it even. I liked that other guys were always checking out my Emily. She was busty, curvy, trim in all the right places, and had a look about her that she was ready for just about anything. 
 
    Like I said, I never minded those kinds of things. I wasn’t the jealous type. Or so I thought. 
 
    They could look. But they couldn’t touch.  
 
    That was the difference. I had access to more than just the window show. 
 
    I knew she loved the attention too. But I also knew that that was all she needed. She wasn’t going to go home with any of them. In the end, she was mine. 
 
    But what about Black James Brand? 
 
    A cruel, devilish voice whispered in my head. 
 
    What about Charles? Do you think the same of him? Or do you think he could have Emily if he wanted to? 
 
    I had no idea where it was all coming from, but I was surprised to find myself both insanely jealous and…aroused? 
 
    No, couldn’t be. That wouldn’t make any sense. 
 
    But then why are you getting hard watching her flirt with him right now? You know that’s what she’s doing, right? You saw how excited she was when she saw up. Practically leapt up out of her seat. What was that she said about wanting chocolate earlier? 
 
    I slammed my fist down on the table trying to get my inner monologue back under control. I startled the family in the booth next to us when I sent all the water glasses and what silverware was left on the table flying and clanging against the hard wood of the table top. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” I muttered, flattening out my shirt and taking a deep breath. 
 
    When I looked up, Emily was walking toward me with a big smile. I remember wondering if she looked better coming or going but before I could entertain the thought, I saw Charles just over her shoulder, following her to our table. 
 
    He was wearing a gray blazer with a checkered, windowpane pattern on it, a dark grey turtleneck, and some wool trousers. I caught a glimpse of his shiny, black dress shoes as they glided toward me and guessed they must have cost a small fortune. To put a finer point on it, he looked sharp as hell. 
 
    Like Black James Brand. 
 
    Charles may not have turned as many heads as Emily did on her way there, but there were more than a handful of lonely housewives checking him out as he walked by. They were just much more subtle about it than their husbands.  
 
    Oh shit. Here they come. 
 
    “Shut up,” I muttered under my breath. 
 
    Vroom, vroom mother fucker. Vroom. Vroom. 
 
    I gulped and clenched my fists. Doing my best to will away the most unwelcomed boner I’d ever gotten. 
 
    “Devon! How are ya?” Charles called out as he approached the table.  
 
    Emily got in and got in tight next to me. She motioned for Charles to take a seat across from us. 
 
    He hesitated for a moment and looked at me for confirmation. 
 
    “Charles, so great to see you. Please, of course. Join us!” 
 
    He smiled and sat down, shaking his head. He wagged his finger once again in Emily’s direction as he let out a chuckle. 
 
    “You know, I never let anyone talk me into anything but for some reason I can’t say no to you. First the wine, now you talk me into crashing your dinner. I told you, you’re going to get me in trouble.” 
 
    I wish you could have seen the look on Emily’s face. Her reaction to the flirtatious compliment (and make no mistake, that’s exactly what it was) was almost impossible to believe.  
 
    I don’t think anything I’ve ever said to her in our entire time together had gotten her that visibly flustered or turned on. It was plain as day and I think Charles noticed it too. 
 
    As Emily sat next to me, I said a silent prayer for my boner to go away. Then I said another that Emily would notice it. 
 
    Of course, neither of those prayers would be answered. 
 
    The three of us shared an awkward moment of silence. I cleared my throat and tried to get the situation back under control. 
 
    “So, uh Charles, I hear we have you to thank for this lovely table tonight. You know, you really didn’t have to–” 
 
    He waved a dismissive hand. 
 
    “Please, Devon. It was nothing. I overheard you guys talking and I’m good friends with the family. I was happy to do it. Happy.” 
 
    Just then Geogrio returned with a tray of desserts and a bottle of wine. 
 
    “Charles!” he said. “How are you my friend?” 
 
    Charles got up, shook the man’s hand and gave him a big hug. 
 
    “Georgio, thank you so much for taking care of my friends here,” he said, turning to wink at us. 
 
    I watched as Charles took him off to the side and whispered something in his ear. Georgio looked down at the bottle of wine he was holding and then back at Charles with wide eyes. 
 
    I saw him mouth, Really? You sure? 
 
    Then he looked over his shoulder at us. As if he was saying, For these people? Okay. If you say so. 
 
    Then the clicher happened. I watched as Charles reached into the interior of his blazer, pulled out a small, rectangular piece of plastic and handed it over to Georgio. 
 
    Son of a bitch. 
 
    He was paying our tab on top of everything else. 
 
    It was getting to the point where I was feeling totally emasculated and impotent. 
 
    He gets us the table, picks up the tab, what was next? Was he going to be the chocolate dessert my wife was so apparently craving? 
 
    This thought, of course, did nothing to help the situation in my pants. In fact, it only made it worse.  
 
    Charles and Georgio were still talking and laughing when it happened. 
 
    Emily put her hand on my lap in an apparent attempt to lean a little closer and eavesdrop on the conversation that was happening a few feet away and it landed right on my mountain of flesh that was poking up from under the white cloth napkin that was draped over my crotch. 
 
    She gasped and put a hand over her mouth to stifle a cry. Her eyes went wide as she looked at me and then down at the tent in my pants. 
 
    I shot her a look like don’t you dare say one word. Please. Be quiet. 
 
    “Devon?,” she whispered. Then looked at Charles, cocked her head to the side. I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she turned her gaze back to me. 
 
    I’ve mentioned a few times the moments in this story where, looking back, I think I was starting to get clues. Messages from the universe or somewhere else, about what exactly was happening or about to happen. This moment is one that, again looking back, I think Emily started to get the picture. 
 
    Before we had any time to discuss it further, Georgio had left to exchange the bottle of wine for what was a far, far more expensive one (as we would learn later with a quick search on the internet), and Charles was sitting back down in the booth across from us. 
 
    “You guys are going to love this wine,” he said with a smile. “My absolute favorite. And I hope you don’t mind, but I picked up the check.” 
 
    Emily gasped. I had to fight every urge in my body not to roll my eyes. I pretended to be confused instead. 
 
    “Charles,” Emily said. 
 
    “No, no. It’s only right. I changed out the bottle of wine, it’s a little pricey, but I want to share it with my new friends. So, I’m happy to do it,” he said, placing a hand on his chest as he spoke. 
 
    “Far, far too kind of you Charles,” I said through gritted teeth and hoped he wouldn’t notice.  
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    THE MOOD IMPROVED as the three of us ate dessert and enjoyed yet another very expensive bottle of wine, courtesy of the handsome and charming Charles. Conversation was light and friendly and thankfully, mercifully distracting enough to help my boner die down and finally go away. 
 
    As we were finishing up, Emily excused herself to go to the bathroom, leaving Charles and I together at the table. I could feel the mood immediately shift to one of awkward tension as soon as Emily’s light and bubbly personality wasn’t there to diffuse it. 
 
    It’s not that I was mad at him, not exactly. Just frustrated that he seemed to be capturing more and more of my wife’s attention and in a multitude of ways, one-upping me with his smooth, effortless coolness.  
 
    If Charles was picking up on it, and I have no doubt he was, he was doing an excellent job of ignoring it. 
 
    “So,” he said, leaning in over his almost-empty wine glass. “Did she like the jewelry and flowers?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Yes, she did. Very much.” 
 
    “Good, that’s good. Great to hear.” 
 
    I took a sip of my wine glass and tried to covertly glance at my watch. It had already been several minutes and Emily still wasn’t back yet. 
 
    “How about chocolate?” he asked casually. 
 
    “Chocolate?”  
 
    “Yeah, did you end up buying her any chocolates to go along with the jewelry and flowers?” 
 
    It seemed a genuine question. It wasn’t dripping with innuendo this time. Although, I suppose previously I could have just been imagining things. 
 
    “Uhh, no, I figured since we’d be having dessert here–” 
 
    Now he was wagging a scolding finger at me. 
 
    “My experience? Women love chocolate. Can never go wrong with it,” he said. “Anniversary. Birthday. Need to say sorry? Works for every occasion. Or even…just because. That’s probably the best kind, just-because-chocolate…” his voice trailed off. 
 
    I nodded along. 
 
    “Mmm, well thank you for that information. If I ever need a chocolate recommendation, I’ll be sure to pick your brain since you seem to have so much experience,” I said, my voice coming off a little more coldly than I intended. 
 
    Charles’s eyes narrowed and then he smiled as he made the most intense eye contact I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Oh, Devon, you have no idea. I’m an expert. I’d be more than happy to help. All you have to do is ask,” he said. And then he winked at me. 
 
    Several more minutes passed by and we managed to change the subject to sports, weather, and other mundane guy topics.  
 
    The tension dissipated and I was thankful for that, but Emily still hadn’t returned from the bathroom.  
 
    As I checked my watch again, I began to grow slightly concerned. 
 
    “I think I better go check on Emily,” I said, “hope she isn’t sick or something.” 
 
    “I’m sure she’s fine,” he said, but when he saw the look on my face he softened and smiled, “but probably best to check.” 
 
    I stood up and tossed my white cloth napkin down on the seat and made my way back toward the kitchen. I wasn’t exactly sure where the bathrooms were but I thought I saw Emily wander off in that direction. 
 
    It only took me about fifteen seconds to reach the kitchen doors. To the left of the swinging double doors there was a sign marked Restrooms with an arrow pointing down a hallway to the left.  
 
    I followed it and rounded the corner and there they were. Only these weren’t traditional public restrooms with women on one side and men on the other. No, this restaurant had opted for four separate, single, unisex bathrooms. 
 
    The first two doors were open and the lights were off. The third one was closed and locked and the fourth one just as empty and dark as the first two. 
 
    Didn’t take a genius to figure out Emily must have been in the third restroom. 
 
    I stopped moving my feet and leaned close to the door to listen. At first, I didn’t hear anything. So, I rapped my knuckles lightly on the door three or four times. 
 
    “Em?” I said, trying not to be too loud or too quiet at the same time. Afterall, what if it wasn’t her? What if there were bathrooms on the other side of the restaurant that I didn’t see and that’s where Emily went? 
 
    A cold dread came over me as I thought of all the potentially embarrassing scenarios I could get myself into in this situation. 
 
    I paused for a moment and waited. 
 
    What to do? What to do? 
 
    Then I heard a noise. 
 
    A soft whimper. A low moan. 
 
    Something.  
 
    It was a woman’s voice. 
 
    And it was coming from that third restroom. 
 
    I glanced back over my shoulder to make sure no one was coming up behind me. With the coast clear, I leaned in closer this time and practically put my ear on the door. 
 
    It was Emily alright. Breathing hard. Moaning. Panting. 
 
    At first I thought she sounded sick. But I think that was just another example of wishful thinking or willful ignorance on my part. 
 
    I knocked once more. This time louder. 
 
    “Emily? You alright?” I said, raising my voice a little louder this time. 
 
    But there was no answer as her breathing and moaning grew a little louder.  
 
    And then it hit me. 
 
    Even over the clanging and banging and sizzling and hissing of the kitchen behind me, I could hear her moaning and whispering. 
 
    “Oh yes, oh yes, fuck….oh, oh, OH! Oh my god,” she was saying over and over again. 
 
    My stomach dropped. 
 
    Was she…was she masturbating? In there? In a filthy (well, I’m sure it was very clean by restaurant standards) public restroom?! 
 
    I couldn’t believe it.  
 
    But before I could turn and walk back to the table, I heard the lock click open and watched frozen in place as the door handle turned and the door began to swing inward on its hinges. 
 
    Emily was looking down at the ground as she opened it, then picked her head up to meet my gaze and I nearly gave her a heart attack. 
 
    She gasped loudly and practically jumped backward. 
 
    “Oh my god! Devon!? What the fuck are you doing?!” 
 
    But her enraged surprise quickly turned on the defensive. I saw the embarrassed look on her face as she must have been wondering if I’d heard anything. 
 
    “Just wanted to make sure you were ok,” I said, “you were gone a while.” 
 
    She cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine. Fine,” she said, “let’s go.” 
 
    She brushed right past me and back out into the restaurant. 
 
    I took a deep breath and followed her back to our table/ 
 
    What the hell was going on? First my boner. Now this? 
 
    We took our seats back across the table from Charles. 
 
    “Everything alright?” he asked, eyeing us suspiciously. 
 
    “Yeah, fine,” we both said in unison. 
 
    Then Emily cleared her throat. 
 
    “So, Charles…would you like to join us for a night cap back at our place?” I’d just taken a sip of water and once again nearly choked.  
 
    Charles smiled politely and folded his hands. 
 
    “That’s very kind of you but unfortunately I can’t. Not tonight.” 
 
    Emily opened her mouth to protest and try to convince him, but he shut her down quickly. 
 
    “Now, now. I’m not letting you talk me into anything else, Emily. I would love too, but I really do have some work I need to get done tonight and I’ve already had far more wine than I planned on.” 
 
    He smirked as he said it. Never taking his eyes off her. 
 
    Emily made a pouty face and then smiled. 
 
    “Alright, fine. Whatever you say,” she said and suddenly she seemed like she never cared one way or the other if Charles accepted her invitation.  
 
    “Well,” I said, clearing my throat, “shall we?” 
 
    With that, the three of us got up and left the restaurant and went our separate ways. 
 
    Charles to his Aston Martin and us to our sporty, middle of the road, SUV. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    THE DRIVE HOME was awkward and tense but totally silent. Just when we were about to pull into the driveway, Emily cleared her throat. 
 
    “So, uh…we gonna talk about that uh situation at the table or what?” she said.  
 
    At first, I tried to play dumb. 
 
    “Situation? What situation?” 
 
    She put her hands over her mouth to stifle a laugh. 
 
    “Uh, the boner in your pants when I got back to the table.” 
 
    I put the car in park, looked at her and shook my head, unsure what to say. So, I simply got out and started walking inside, leaving Emily in the passenger’s seat. I needed time to formulate some thoughts. 
 
    What was that about? That situation? 
 
    I’d been watching Emily flirt with Charles. I watched all the men in the place stare as she walked by. I’d started to think about them…her craving for chocolate… 
 
    The connections were impossible to miss.  
 
    But I wanted to miss them. I didn’t want to confront or admit to anything.  
 
    “Devon! Devon?!” I heard her yelling at me as she got out of the car and chased after me. I made it inside and into the living room before she caught up to me.  
 
    I stood in the living room staring out the window at Charles’s house. There was a single light on upstairs. Probably his home office I thought. 
 
    Then I felt Emily wrap her arms around my midsection from behind.  
 
    “Hey,” she whispered in my ear, “what the hell is up with you?” 
 
    I turned to face her and tried to wiggle away from her embrace. The truth was, I didn’t know. But like I said, I wasn’t ready to admit it. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    She rolled her eyes and let go of me. She put her hands on her hips. 
 
    “So we’re really just going to pretend you didn’t have a boner at the table tonight? Really? That’s what we’re gonna do?” 
 
    I cleared my throat and tried to double down. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Emily exhaled, exasperated by my stubbornness. 
 
    “Oh please, Devon! You hardly said a word all night. You acted like a jerk to Charles and all he was doing was trying to be nice!” 
 
    I folded my arms and stood stoically against her barrage and didn’t say a word. 
 
    “I just don’t understand, one minute everything was fine and the next thing I know, I come back from inviting Charles to join us - which, I think was a really nice thing to do by the way - and I come back and you’re suddenly cold as ice and…” 
 
    I decided to cut her off. 
 
    “Flirting with Charles, you mean.” 
 
    She blinked and shook her head. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You said you came back from inviting him to join us, but really…” I took a deep breath, “reall, you came back from flirting with him.” 
 
    Emily gasped at the accusation. 
 
    “I was not!” she said. Her voice was a little too loud and I could see her face turn a bit red. “Are you kidding me, Devon?” 
 
    “I saw you. I watched you. The whole time.” 
 
    She paused for a moment, thinking, then cocked her head to the side. 
 
    “Devon,” she said breathlessly, “are you…are you jealous?” 
 
    She was starting to walk toward me. I could still see the wheels spinning in her own head. She was starting to put all the pieces together. 
 
    “No,” I whispered unconvincingly. 
 
    Emily got really close and studied my face. I could smell the stale wine and sweet desserts on her breath. 
 
    “Yes, you are…” she said, “You are and, wait…so, when I got back, you’d been watching me and you were jealous and…” 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    “Devon…” she said, shaking her head. “Did it turn you on to watch me talking to Charles?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth. 
 
    “Flirting.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “Alright fine, so maybe I was. Maybe just a little bit,” she allowed. 
 
    My face went flush with this admission. I already knew it, but hearing her say it out loud was quite a sensation. 
 
    “But Devon,” she said, her face lighting up with excitement as she connected all the dots. “You’re the one always telling me it’s ok if I find other guys attractive, right? What’s the problem with a little harmless flirting every now and then?” 
 
    She was teasing me now and thoroughly enjoying it. 
 
    I decided, in that moment, to strike back. 
 
    “What were you doing in the bathroom for so long?” I said and watched the excitement fade from her face.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” I said, “I heard you in there. What were you doing, masturbating?” 
 
    Her face got bright red. She suddenly couldn’t meet my gaze. 
 
    I took a step towards her. 
 
    “What were you thinking about in there? Or I guess the more accurate question is who?” 
 
    “Devon…” she whispered. Her body suddenly trembling with nervous energy. 
 
    I don’t think either one of us knew exactly what road this conversation was going to take us down, but we continued traveling down it anyway. 
 
    “Who were you thinking about?” 
 
    “You,” she whispered. 
 
    But it was a lie and we both knew it. 
 
    My heart began to race as I felt the weight of the moment hanging heavy upon us. 
 
    “You’re lying,” I said.  
 
    “So are you,” she whispered back. She looked down at my crotch and saw it before I’d even felt it myself. 
 
    I was hard again. My cock was nearly tearing a hole in my trousers as it extended from my body and was nearly poking Emily in the belly button. 
 
    “Does it turn you on?” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t play games with me, Devon,” she said, her heart was racing too as she inched closer to me. Her mouth was now inches away from mine and I could feel the unspoken excitement in both our postures. 
 
    “Does it turn you on to watch me flirt with him? Do you like being jealous?” 
 
    As she said it, she reached her hand into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my prick. 
 
    I exhaled sharply and didn’t answer. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her as she started gently tugging on my cock. 
 
    She kissed me back, hard, and bit my bottom lip. 
 
    “I want to hear you say it,” she said as we twirled in each other’s arms over to the couch. 
 
    “No,” I growled as I pushed her down onto the couch.  
 
    I quickly unbuttoned my shirt and pounced on top of her. I went in for another kiss but she stopped me. 
 
    “No, no - not until you admit it.” 
 
    “Admit what?” 
 
    “That you liked watching me flirt with Charles,” she said. “That it turned you on.” 
 
    Since I was denied access to her mouth, I’d begun working on her neck and ears as she tried to coax the truth out of me. My cock was throbbing in my pants as I pressed it against her legs. I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life and I could feel I was about to give up the goods. 
 
    “Alright, fine, fine. Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “I liked it. I liked watching you flirt with him. It made me jealous…” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And it turned me on…” 
 
    Access granted. 
 
    I slipped my tongue into her mouth and lashed at her tongue with vigor. I reached my hand up her dress and fondled her breast. I worked my way back down to her neck as she arched her back in pleasure. 
 
    “Oh Devon,” she whispered, “I’ve never felt you this hard. I need to flirt with Charles more often.” 
 
    Her words twisted my insides into a knot. The most insane and intense and confusing pleasure washed over me. I was mad with jealousy and lust. 
 
    I leaned back up off of her and helped her pull her dress off up and over her head and tossed it in a heap on the floor.  
 
    She unbuckled my belt for me as I dropped my trousers to the floor and kicked them over by her dress. 
 
    “I need you inside me,” she whispered. I got between her legs and paused at her entrance. I licked my fingers and swiped them across the entrance to her pussy. She let out a soft moan and arched her back again. She was dripping wet and gyrating her hips in anticipation. 
 
    “Please, please,” she said, whispering and begging, “fuck me. I need you to fuck me!” 
 
    I pressed my head against her clit and rubbed it up and down, teasing her and driving her mad. She was panting hard and heavy now. 
 
    “Please! Please, Devon. Give me that cock!” 
 
    She was practically growling at me. There was a wild, primal lust in her eyes that I’d never seen before and I thought back to the incident at the bathroom.  
 
    Wait just a minute here. 
 
    “Mmm,” I said, leaning down on top of her and teasing her with the head of my cock. “I want you to admit something first.” 
 
    She looked at me confused for a minute. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Who were you thinking of in the bathroom?” I asked. 
 
    But this time she didn’t hesitate. She smiled and blurted it right out. 
 
    “Charles,” she said. 
 
    White hot anger pulses inside me like a supernova but quickly burnt out and was replaced with the most carnal desire I’d ever had in my life. 
 
    I pressed myself inside her wet cunt and drove myself into the deepest depths of her that I could reach. 
 
    Her eyes went wide with surprise and pleasure as she gripped me and bit down on her bottom lip while I plowed into her. 
 
    “Oh, baby…” she moaned, caressing my face with her hand and wrapping her other arm around my neck as she kissed me passionately. 
 
    “You’re gonna make me come already,” she whispered in my ear which only made me plow into her harder.  
 
    “Devon, I’ve never felt you this hard,” all of my rage and jealousy had turned to pure lust. The thought of her, fingering herself in the bathroom to the thought of…what? What exactly had she fantasized about? She said Charles, sure. But what did that mean? Did I dare ask and find out? 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered in her ear. “You’re so wet.” 
 
    “Mmm, that’s what you do to me,” she said. 
 
    “Me…or Charles?” I asked playfully. 
 
    “Fuck, baby…” she said, grabbing a handfull of my hair and tussling it around, “this is so hot. I love hearing seeing you like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” I grunted. 
 
    “So turned on and passionate, it’s driving you wild isn’t it?” 
 
    It clearly was. I’d never hammered her pussy so forcefully in my life. I couldn’t deny the effect it was having on me. I also couldn’t help but wonder what kind of effect more lurid details would have on me. 
 
    “What were you thinking about when I caught you in the bathroom?” I asked breathlessly. 
 
    Emily frowned. 
 
    “I told you, Charles…” she said absent-midedly. 
 
    “But what else were you thinking about doing with him?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. 
 
    “I don’t know, I mean it wasn’t like that exactly.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, pumping slowly now. 
 
    “I don’t know, it was more of just a feeling I guess. It’s not like I was picturing anything in particular. There’s just something about him…” 
 
    I frowned. Not what I was hoping to hear. But part of me was glad that she hadn’t been imaging herself doing things with him. It made that part of me feel better. But there was another, bigger part of me that was disappointed.  
 
    And I think Emily sensed my disappointment. 
 
    “Why?” she asked, smiling, “what were you hoping I’d say.” 
 
    I stopped mid thrust and looked down at her. 
 
    “What? No, nothing…” I said and tried to go back to fucking. But she placed a hand on my chest and stopped me. 
 
    “No, come on, babe. What? Were you hoping I’d tell you I was thinking about doing things with him?” 
 
    I looked away embarrassed. 
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed!” she said, “were you?” 
 
    I cleared my throat. My cock wasn’t deflating per se but it was starting to lose its hardness as I lost my edge. We were in danger of losing the whole thing, mid-fuck before either of us got our rocks off.  
 
    “Maybe,” I said, unable to make eye contact with her. 
 
    “Look at me,” she said, placing a gentle finger under my chin and turning my face to meet hers. “Look at me. Ok, ok hold on. This is so hot. I want to try something…” 
 
    She thought for a moment, cleared her throat and began. 
 
    “Ok, start over. Let’s say…maybe I lied about what I was thinking about.” 
 
    Wait, what? Was this for real? Was she being serious or playing a game? 
 
    “Alright,” I said timidly.  
 
    “Because, I thought you might get mad if I told you what really got me all worked up in there…promise you won’t get mad if I tell you the truth?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. I didn’t care if this was all an act, we could sort that out later. Right then, all I cared about was what came next. 
 
    “I was thinking about Charles. Thinking about doing things with him.” 
 
    She took her hand off my chest as my cock began to return to its insane firmness from moments ago. 
 
    I started my rut again as she whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Actually, it was more like him doing things to me…” 
 
    I smashed my cock as hard as I could into her dripping slit causing her eyes to go wide as she cried out in gleeful pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck baby! You like that, huh? You like thinking about him doing dirty things to me? To your wife?” 
 
    I grunted yes and kept pounding at her. 
 
    “Mmm, I like thinking about it too. I was thinking he probably has a really big dick. Like really, really big. Which, made me kind of nervous but also really turned on…mmm, I was thinking what it would be like to see it…maybe he would make me get on my knees and suck it for him…” 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    “Or maybe he’d just bend me over and stick his huge, black cock right inside me,” she said with a giggle. “Oh Devon, I’d let him. I’d let him do it too. I’d let him do whatever he wanted to me…how does that make you feel?” 
 
    But I was too out of control to answer her in that moment. 
 
    Soon, my orgasm was erupting to the surface and spewing forth from my cock and unleashing a torrent of my seed deep inside Emily. 
 
    She moaned and writhed as my warmth filled her up and spread through her womb, making her cum loud and hard. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Oh, baby…that was so hot,” she whispered in my ear as she clung to me with both arms, wrapping me up in an embrace that made me feel she might never let go.
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    “THERE’S NOTHING to be embarrassed about,” Emily said as we lay in bed together that night. 
 
    I was still trying to process everything that had transpired between us. Trying to make sense of how we’d both gone from zero to sixty and beyond in such a short period of time.  
 
    Charles had only just moved in a few days ago after all. How could this be happening so quickly? 
 
    “It’s not that I’m embarrassed, not exactly…it’s just, I always thought I wasn’t the jealous type, let alone that I’d derive some kind of sick pleasure from it. What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    Emily wrapped a comforting arm around my midsection and pulled me in close.  
 
    “Babe! Stop. There’s nothing wrong with you either,” she clicked her tongue, rolled her eyes, and blew a stray strand of hair away from her face, “everyone gets jealous from time to time. It’s natural. And you’re the one who’s always saying it’s natural to find other people attractive…” 
 
    She looked me deep in the eyes. 
 
    “You know what the difference is between you and everyone else?” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You don’t get mad and throw a temper tantrum just because I happen to think some other guy is hot. You don’t try to make me feel bad about it. Or manipulate my feelings or guilt trip me…” 
 
    “No, I encourage it apparently, like some sick pervert or something…” 
 
    She playfully smacked my shoulder. 
 
    “No! It’s fucking hot,” she said, “it’s sexy.” 
 
    My ears perked up at this and to be honest, so did my mood a little. I supposed in the end, I’m just as egotistical as the next fella. 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, really,” she said, “that you have the confidence in yourself and our relationship to talk about it too?” 
 
    She shivered and blew air out of her mouth as if it was all too much for her to handle. 
 
    It was all making me feel much better. That is until my mind inevitably turned to the replay of what we’d just done on the couch. What we’d just talked about. Was it all a story that she made up? Or had she been telling the truth? To that point, I’d still been too afraid to ask for fear of what I might find out..or more importantly, what it might do to me. 
 
    Emily continued, “we should be able to talk about our fantasies with each other, don’t you think?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right,” I said, looking away absentmindedly. 
 
    “What, babe? What is it?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. 
 
    “It’s just that, did you mean it? Those things you said just now. Were you really thinking about that in the bathroom?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “No, Devon. I was just playing along…I just thought that’s what you wanted to hear…” 
 
    I must have looked like a child who’d just been told there was no Santa Claus. I didn’t want to feel that way, but I couldn’t hide it. The small part of me that was relieved to hear her confirm that it was all an act was dwarfed by the part of me that apparently wished she’d been having dirty, slutty thoughts about submitting to our new tall, dark, and handsome neighbor, Charles. 
 
    “But,” I started. 
 
    “Babe, you look so…disappointed…” 
 
    She seemed surprised. 
 
    “It’s just,” I started, not sure what to say next, “I don’t know what I’m feeling right now. This is all very confusing and intense.” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Yeah, I know. But it’s ok. It’s me babe. I love you. You can talk to me.” 
 
    I hugged her more tightly at this and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    A few silent moments passed as I lay on my back staring up at the ceiling with Emily wrapped in my arm, her head resting on my chest. 
 
    “But you do find him attractive, don’t you?” 
 
    Emily picked her head up off my chest to answer. 
 
    “Well, yeah. I mean, duh. Look at him.” 
 
    I shook my head along with her answer. 
 
    “But, it’s not like I think about cheating on you with every hot guy I see, Devon…I’m not a slut. I hope you know I love you too much to ever, ever do something like that. You know that right?” 
 
    My cock ached at the word and my stomach fell. But that’s what I wanted, wasn’t it? For her to be a slut. My slut. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Of course. I know. I know that. Same goes for me,” I don’t know why I felt the need to add that at the end, but there it was. 
 
    “I know,” she whispered and started to put her head back down. 
 
    “So, what were you thinking about in the bathroom then? I mean, it’s not like you to do something like that…I just, I don’t understand it…” 
 
    “I told you, I wasn’t really thinking about anything…” 
 
    I could tell she was lying or more accurately, withholding information. 
 
    “Babe,” I said teasingly, “you can talk to me. We should be able to share our fantasies with each other, don’t you think?” 
 
    She smiled and rolled her eyes at me. 
 
    “Alright fine, I guess I haven’t been telling the whole truth…” 
 
    Once more, my stomach was in knots. Why was she doing this to me? It was torture. What was the truth? 
 
    “Tell me,” I whispered. 
 
    “Well, I would like to do all those things with Charles.” 
 
    My cock sprang to life. 
 
    “Or, I’d like him to do all those things to me, but…” 
 
    I drew in a sharp breath as my head began to spin and my cock hardened to steel. 
 
    Emily felt it instantly pressing against her and she gasped. 
 
    “Oh my god, Devon…” she whispered as she reached down to grab it. 
 
    She studied my face as if she didn’t really believe it the first time but now she finally had the confirmation she needed. 
 
    “Wow, this really turns you on, huh? What is it about it that turns you on so much about this?” 
 
    I couldn’t answer her, not right then. Not with my mind in knots and my stomach reeling as she gripped my cock in her hand. 
 
    When she realized I wasn’t going to answer, she started stroking me, and continued talking. Telling me about her fantasy. 
 
    “But there’s only one catch,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I whispered. 
 
    “I’d want you to be there with me…in my fantasy that is.” 
 
    I didn’t quite understand. She wanted me there, to what…to watch? 
 
    The thought of watching Charles plow his huge dark cock into my wife’s pussy almost made me pass out. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t understand…” I stammered, barely able to catch my breath. 
 
    “Ok, alright, I had to run to the bathroom because…you’ll think this is silly…” 
 
    “No, I won’t. I promise,” I said, begging her to continue. 
 
    “Well, I was thinking about Charles…and you, fucking me at the same time.” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “You were?” 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    “See…I’ve always wanted to have a threesome with two guys,” she said and covered her mouth. 
 
    There it was. That was it. Her fantasy. 
 
    My first thought was…nothing at all. I was stunned silent by this revelation. Never saw it coming. Not in a million years. 
 
    Sure, every guy in the world has a threesome fantasy. Myself included. But 99.99% of the time it involves the guy and two girls. Not one girl and two guys. And on the off chance it does, how many times is the girl in the fantasy a serious girlfriend or partner? How many times is it their wife? 
 
    Well, as I would come to find out, it’s not all that rare at all. But in that moment, I was having a hard time with the concept. 
 
    “Say something,” Emily said. I could tell my silence was making her nervous. I immediately felt bad. It wasn’t fair of me to do this to her, to leave her hanging after revealing such an intimate and personal fantasy. She’d been open and vulnerable and understanding with me. Now, it was my turn. 
 
    But the whirlwind of emotions in my head and the conflict raging inside me, that and well, the raging boner between my legs which Emily was currently caressing softly in her hand, made it very difficult to think straight.  
 
    “You mean, like we’d share you?” I said. 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    All at once, a surge of adrenaline shot through me. It was something like an epiphany. An ah-hah moment if you will.  
 
    I pictured Emily on her knees. I was on one side of her. Charles on the other. We were all naked and she was reaching up to pleasure our cocks.  
 
    I nearly busted right then and there. I took a deep breath as I felt Emily slow her stroking down. 
 
    “Well…?” 
 
    I turned to face her and kissed her hard. 
 
    “I think that would be really fucking hot,” I said suddenly after pulling away from the kiss. 
 
    Emily’s face lit up with relief and excitement. 
 
    “Really?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, it’s kind of perfect isn’t it?” I asked. Then I started getting really excited thinking about the possibility of it. My mind was running wild through this depraved and new fantasy scenario. 
 
    “I mean, it’s like two birds with one stone. Both our…fantasies…or whatever this is…we could satisfy them both at the same time.” 
 
    Emily thought for a moment… 
 
    “Yeah, yeah I guess it is, but…” she looked at me. “You don’t mean, like we’d actually do it right? You’re just saying – because I don’t know if I could actually…you know.” 
 
    I tried my best not to look disappointed. But I couldn’t help but feel that way. I also felt foolish. Of course we could never do something like this in real life. That would be insane. Wouldn’t it? 
 
    Would it? 
 
    Vroom. Vroom. Vroom. 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “No, I didn’t mean it like – I don’t know, I didn’t really think – Of course we couldn’t do something like that. Right? I mean, could we?” 
 
    I was stammering. 
 
    “Could we?” I repeated. 
 
    Emily looked at me with her mouth open, then closed it. We were both breathing hard and fast. 
 
    Then without a word said between us, we pounced and began to make passionate love.  
 
    I inhaled deeply as I kissed her, breathing in her essence as it gave me life. My cock felt like it may burst from all the blood rushing to fill its flesh. 
 
    Emily’s fingers explored and caressed my sack as I felt her fingernails lightly scrape my scrotum which sent chills down my spine. 
 
    “It would be so fucking hot though, wouldn’t?” she whispered in my ear. “Two mouths, two sets of hands, two cocks.” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Would you like to see that, baby?” she whispered, “Would you like to see me with Charle’s fat, black cock in my mouth while I’m jerking you off? On my knees between you like a good little slut.” 
 
    I grunted, flipped her over and got on top of her. She yelped in surprise and glee, giggling all the way. 
 
    “God Devon, I love what this does to you. It’s so sexy…” 
 
    “Me too,” I whispered into her ear as I nibbled on her neck and shoved myself inside her and began my rut. 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” she said softly. “God, you feel even bigger and harder than last time.” 
 
    She dug her fingernails into my back as I thrust myself in and out of her wetness. I could feel her pussy clenching down on me as hard as she could as if she never wanted to let go. It wasn’t just clenching down it was pulling at the same time as if it was trying to pull me in and extract every drop of seed that it could.  
 
    “Ohh Devon. Ohh Devon. Ohh Devon,” she whispered into the night as I brought her to orgasm once again. 
 
    She was wetter than I’d ever felt her and my mind was going to places it had never dared to go before.  
 
    Could we really do something like that? How would it work? Would he wear a condom? Would he cum inside her? 
 
    The last thought sent me flying over the edge as I lost all control. The thought of another man unleashing his seed inside my wife filled me with rage, jealousy, and lust of a kind that it is hard to describe.  
 
    I snarled and growled in the most primal of ways as my orgasm blew through my shaft and sprayed Emily’s insides for the second time that night and covered them in a thick, sticky coat of white cream. 
 
    I collapsed next to her and pulled her into my arms and kissed the top of her head. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    “Fuck what?” she asked, looking up at me. 
 
    “I can’t believe how hot that is…” 
 
    “How hot what is?” 
 
    “Thinking of you with two dicks,” I said quickly and without much thought. I surprised Emily and I think I even surprised myself. It seemed I was getting very comfortable with the idea and it was happening quickly.  
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    I DON’T REMEMBER what time it was. Only that it was much later in the night. We’d fucked each other’s brains out a few more times, revelling in the fantasy and going back and forth between oh we could never actually do it and well, it would so fucking hot…so maybe. And each time would cause us to tear into each other anew. 
 
    It was late, past midnight. That much I know. I’d almost fallen asleep finally when Emily got up out of bed.  
 
    She was completely naked.  
 
    Her perfect hourglass figure was silhouetted in the moonlight against the back wall of the bedroom as she walked toward our window and looked out at the lonely night. She was leaning on the window sill with one forearm, using it as a resting place for her tits. If anyone was up and walking around the neighborhood, they were apt to get one hell of a view. 
 
    This was something she did often when she had trouble thinking (not usually naked, however). But still, I had to ask. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Oh, you know…just looking out the window.” 
 
    She turned and looked back over her shoulder at me and winked. 
 
    “You got me all riled up tonight,” she said, smiling. 
 
    “I could say the same about you,” I replied.  
 
    She turned back around and let out a soft gasp. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she whispered. I saw from behind her hand and crept up to cover her mouth. 
 
    “What?” I said, suddenly alarmed. 
 
    “I can see him. Charles.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, he’s in a room upstairs with the lights on and the curtains drawn. I can see right in.” 
 
    I clicked my tongue. 
 
    “Well, stop…” I said groggily. “Come back to bed.” 
 
    “Holy shit…” she whispered. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “He’s not wearing a shirt…wish I could see if he was wearing any pants…” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    My cock began to throb. 
 
    I looked over and in the silver moonlight could just make out the outline of Emily’s hand between her legs as she squirmed just a little against its touch. 
 
    “Mmm, my god he’s cut,” she said. 
 
    “Emily,” I hissed. “Stop that…what if -” 
 
    Suddenly and without warning, Emily screamed and hit the deck like a sack of potatoes. She lunged down so hard the whole house shook beneath her. 
 
    “Emily! What the fuck was that?! Are you okay?” I yelled. 
 
    Then she was laughing uncontrollably.  
 
    “Oh my god, I was staring and then all of a sudden he looked right out the window, like right at me…” she was struggling to catch her breath between laughing fits. 
 
    I didn’t see what was so funny about it. 
 
    “Are you kidding me? Please tell me you are joking! Did he see you?!” 
 
    She shook her head as she pressed herself up to her knees and onto her feet. She crawled back into bed next to me. 
 
    “No, no. I don’t think so,” she said, finally regaining her composure. 
 
    I looked over and noticed the blinds were still open. As stealthily as I could I got out of bed and tip-toed across the room, careful to avoid putting myself in direct line with the window. I got to the window and reached up to draw the blinds down and my heart stopped. 
 
    It wasn’t that far of distance, but even from across the street I could see it. 
 
    There was Charles, looking squarely out the window. Shirtless and proud, smiling right at me. He raised two fingers to his forehead in mock salute and then dropped the blinds and turned out the lights. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    He’d definitely seen me. And that meant he’d probably seen Melody and if had that meant he got an unbelievable glimpse of her huge breasts. It probably looked like she was offering them out on a silver platter. 
 
    Vroom. Vroom. Vroom.
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    AS IT SO OFTEN HAPPENS, the cold and harsh light of the following morning gave way to a moderate but nast hangover with a heaping pile of regret and shame.  
 
    At least, that was the case for me. 
 
    Emily? Not so much. 
 
    She bounced out of bed with a pep in her step as if nothing at all was amiss. In fact, I’d have to say the previous night’s events seemed to energize and invigorate her rather than make her question her commitment to our relationship (or our state of mental well-being, as it had done to me). 
 
    I was usually the first one out of bed in the mornings, but I slept a full hour after Emily sprang out of the sheets.  
 
    It was after 9:00 AM when I finally made my way downstairs, my head gently pounding between my ears, with a dry mouth and stiff, aching muscles.  
 
    “Morning,” Emily said cheerily from the kitchen table. She was scrolling something on her laptop. Probably the morning’s news or social media. Or both. What was the difference nowadays anyways? 
 
    I only managed a grunt in response as I shuffled toward the fridge and poured myself a tall glass of ice cold water. I guzzled it so fast that I immediately gave myself a brain freeze which was quickly followed by a stomach ache. But I didn’t care. It was so cold and crisp and delicious, I continued guzzling in spite of the pain. 
 
    “Thirsty?” Emily said with a smirk as she watched me finish the glass and pour another. She raised an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “What are you up to?” I asked casually. 
 
    “Nothing really…” she said. But I could tell by the look on her face she was definitely up to something. 
 
    She waited a few moments, chewing on her thumbnail. 
 
    “Hey, I was thinking…Charles has now brought us wine and taken us out to dinner.” 
 
    I waited for more but she just stared at me. 
 
    “Yes. I know. And?” 
 
    “Well, it’s backwards isn’t it? Aren’t we the ones who are supposed to be bringing him stuff or whatever, you know? Welcoming him to the neighborhood? Isn’t that how it’s usually done?” 
 
    I shrugged. She had a point. But what did it matter? 
 
    “I guess,” I said. “Hey, do you want some coffee?” 
 
    Now it was her turn to shrug. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    I went to the counter and began to grind some fresh roasted beans to make coffee. While it was brewing, I finished my second glass of water and enjoyed the heavy aroma of a hot and fresh morning brew as it trickled down into the pot one drop at a time. 
 
    Drip. Drip. Drip. 
 
    Emily chuckled out of nowhere. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing, I was just thinking,” she started laughing again. 
 
    “What? What are you laughing about Em?” 
 
    I was a little irritated and I guess not in the mood given my current state. 
 
    Emily could tell and she cut her laughter short. 
 
    “I was just thinking we could always invite him to have a threesome with us. That could be our welcome to the neighborhood gift.” 
 
    Then she couldn’t hold it anymore and lost all control. 
 
    And so did I. Only the control I lost wasn’t laughter. It was my desire. 
 
    It caught fire quickly, like a gasoline soaked rag in a forest fire. All it took was one sentence from Emily to light my brain up and send what seemed like all the blood in my body rushing to the tip of my cock.  
 
    I gritted my teeth and swallowed hard. 
 
    “Oh relax,” Emily said playfully. “It was only a joke.” 
 
    She waited a minute. 
 
    “Unless of course, you know…it’s getting you all hot and bothered again because I can keep going. You knocked my socks off last night,” she said exhaling sharply. 
 
    “Really?” I asked, enjoying the ego stroke. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “I’ll say anything to get fucked like that again. I’ll do anything too…” she said, biting her lip and looked up at me over her laptop screen. 
 
    This was not just a joke. Our eyes met and our souls caught fire. 
 
    Within seconds I was across the kitchen, attacking her where she sat. She pulled out my cock and began sucking me off right there in the kitchen while the coffee finished brewing. 
 
    After I busted down her throat, I pulled my pants back up and went to pour us some cups. 
 
    “You want cream?” I asked absentmindedly.  
 
    “No thanks, I just got my fill of cream,” she shot back. I handed her the steaming mug and she brought it to her lips with both hands and blew on it. Then she raised her eyes up at me over the rim of the cup and smirked. 
 
    “Besides, I prefer it black anyway.” 
 
    Gulp.
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    “YOU DON’T HAVE TO COME,” Emily said. “I’ll take it over myself. I don’t mind.” 
 
    She was holding a bottle of red wine in her hand. A bottle she’d spent entirely too much money on in my opinion, but I supposed when you added up the bottle Charles had given us plus the cost of our dinner we were still coming out ahead.  
 
    It was early afternoon and she’d returned home from the gym and running errands with the brilliant idea to surprise Charles with a bottle of wine. How original. 
 
    But still, it was a nice gesture I suppose. I just felt a little uncomfortable walking over with her. What would I say? What would I do? 
 
    Plus, I think a little part of me was enjoying the thought of Emily, in her tight gray yoga pants and top black tank top, walking over there…alone. I pictured her tits bouncing up and down as she walked briskly across the driveway, across the street, and up to Charles’s front door. 
 
    A shudder went down my spine. 
 
    I stood there, arms folded, tapping my foot on the floor. 
 
    Emily raised an eyebrow at me.  
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and pictured Charles answering the door. He’d smile at her. Maybe invite her inside. Would he ask where I was? 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Fine,” I said finally. “Go ahead. I’ll wait here.” 
 
    She made a face as if to say, oh really? 
 
    I simply nodded to affirm my stance. 
 
    “Alright, see ya in a few minutes,” she said. Then turned and walked out through the laundry room. I watched her bend over to put on her shoes. The spandex of her yoga pants was stretched so thin and the light overhead was just right that I could see her red thong splitting her ass cheeks down the middle like a ripened peach. 
 
    I put the knuckle of my index finger in my mouth and bit it gently to stifle…some kind of noise. Of what kind exactly, I wasn’t sure. 
 
    She turned and blew me a kiss, then winked at me and was out the door to the garage. 
 
    I heard it groan open as I pondered what to do. Should I watch like some creep through the window? Should I spy? 
 
    No. No. Of course not. I would stand right where I was and wait. She would only be there a few minutes. Ten tops. I could stand it. I could bear it. 
 
    I could let my imagination run wild. In fact… 
 
    Just then my phone began to ring. I saw it light up and buzz on the kitchen table. I walked over to pick it up. 
 
    Call from Emily… 
 
    I looked at the phone curiously and let it ring for a few moments. 
 
    Finally, I reached down and picked it up. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    There was a long pause. I could hear her breathing as she walked. 
 
    “Hello? Emily?” 
 
    Then came a whisper on the other end. 
 
    “Whatever you do, don’t hang up. You’re gonna want to hear this,” it said. Then I heard a ruffling and swooshing of fabric on the other end followed by sound. 
 
    What was it? 
 
    Knuckles rapping on a metal door. 
 
    Knock. Knock. Knock. 
 
    The creaking of a hinge as the heavy metal door swung wide. 
 
    “Emily?” a deep, charming voice said. It was full of surprises. Surprise of the most pleasant kind. And it belonged to… 
 
    “Hiii, Charles,” I could hear Emily say.  
 
    I felt my throat tighten as my breath got short and ragged. Without thinking, I dashed over to the window and peered through the blinds as I still held the phone to my ear. 
 
    There she was. 
 
    Emily was standing on the doorstep, hand on her hip and hair flipped to the side. Bottle of wine in her free hand. She was looking up at Charles who leaned casually in the doorway, cool and confident, as he towered over her petite frame. I could see his bright white smile which seemed like it might never leave his face. 
 
    “Oh, what’s this?” I could hear him ask as he looked down at the bottle of wine. 
 
    “Well,” Emily began, “Devon and I just wanted to say thank you for being such a good neighbor and as a proper welcome to the neighborhood.” 
 
    “Wow, thank you. That’s very nice,” he said, graciously accepting the bottle of wine. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Emily said. “And thank you so much for dinner last night. That was so nice of you.” 
 
    I saw Charles give a wave of his hand as if to say, Oh that? That was nothing. Don’t mention it. 
 
    “So where is Devon?” Charles asked suddenly.  
 
    “Oh, he just got up a little bit ago. We overdid it a bit last night with all the wine,” she said chuckling. 
 
    Charles gave a polite laugh in return. 
 
    “Had a nice night, did you?” he said with a knowing tone. 
 
    I watched the pony tail of Emily’s hair bob back and forth as she spoke to him. 
 
    “We did,” she said. 
 
    “Seemed like you were up late,” Charles said. 
 
    “What -” 
 
    “It’s ok, Emily. We don’t have to play games or pretend it didn’t happen. I saw you in the window,” he paused and even from across the street, I could see him raking his eyes over her body, “you have nothing at all to be ashamed of.” 
 
    Emily laughed. But it wasn’t nervous laughter. It was laughter that said she was smitten. Turned on maybe even. Liking the sudden turn and direction of the conversation. It was like she was thrilled in the best way. 
 
    I felt like I might hyperventilate as I heard the confirmation: Charles had laid his eyes (albeit from across the street) on Emily’s bare breasts. 
 
    But then came the clincher. 
 
    “Charles,” she said flirtatiously. 
 
    “I know you couldn’t see it,” he said, suddenly whispering, “but I wasn’t dressed either.” 
 
    I heard Emily exhale sharply. 
 
    “Charles…” she said again, this time it came out as a whisper and her voice was quivering. 
 
    “I’m not embarrassed to admit this, Emily. But seeing you naked…well, let’s just say it did things to me where you couldn’t see…” 
 
    Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit. 
 
    Was this actually happening. A strange sense of unreality accompanied by the most intense vertigo I’d ever felt consumed me as I fought to stay upright on wobbly legs as I listened intently and stared through the small crack in the blinds. 
 
    I watched Emily tilt her head down and look at his crotch. 
 
    “Am I doing things to you down there…right now?” she whispered. 
 
    Charles nodded. 
 
    “A little. But not like last night. Last night, after you ducked out of the way, well…there was so much pressure built up that I just had to –” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    “Had to what?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
    “I’m sure you can use your imagination.” 
 
    Emily exhaled sharply. 
 
    “Of course, if you don’t want to imagine, if you’d rather see for yourself…Why don’t you come over tonight for a drink? Say around nine o’clock?” 
 
    A warbling, wobbly sound assaulted my ears and danced around my head. 
 
    Did he just invite her over? Just who the hell did he think he was? He knew she was married. He knew I existed. Hell, he knew I was home. Just right across the street… 
 
    “Charles,” she said playfully. “You know I’m married.” 
 
    “Doesn’t mean you can’t have a little fun,” he said casually. 
 
    “And what about Devon?” Emily said. 
 
    I watched Charles shrug. 
 
    “He’s invited too, of course.” 
 
    “He is?” Emily said, totally shocked. 
 
    “Sure, I don’t see why the three of us can’t have a few drinks and enjoy each other’s company. Do you?” 
 
    Emily was rendered speechless by his directness and I couldn’t blame her. 
 
    “I - I - I’m not sure,” 
 
    “Tell you what, think about it. You don’t have to answer. Talk to Devon. See how he feels. I’ll be here at nine o’clock with a martini. If two more guests happen to arrive, I’ll be happy to whip up another batch. How’s that sound?” 
 
    His tone was suddenly friendly and light and not at all dripping with innuendo and sexual tension. Like he was really, actually only inviting us over for a friendly drink. The emotional whiplash I was experiencing was jarring. 
 
    “Alright,” Emily said meekly. “Bye Charles.” 
 
    She turned and stepped down off the stoop. I watched Charles watching her as she walked away. He never took his eyes off her backside until she was walking into the garage. Then, perhaps it was just my imagination, but his eyes seemed to dart to the crack in the blinds through which I’d been spying. They seemed to pierce the opaqueness of the blinds themselves as if he had x-ray vision and knew, just knew, I was there watching. Perhaps even, he knew I was somehow listening.  
 
    Charles smiled. Seemed to give a slight nod of his head and then closed his front door. 
 
    I heard the door to the laundry room open and shut. 
 
    Emily was back.
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    EMILY WALKED IN as if she’d seen a ghost. A sexy, black, muscular ghost that was oozing confidence and sexuality and had just propositioned her. 
 
    Yeah, that’s how I’d describe it.  
 
    She’d walked right up to Black James Brand and he’d looked at her with hungry eyes and said, Yeah. Yeah I think I’d like to have a go at you. Why don’t you come over later so we can fuck? Bring your husband if you want. He’s more than welcome to join us. 
 
    The warbling, wobbly feeling of unreality and vertigo had, for the moment, subsided.  
 
    It was replaced by the most intense feeling of lust I’d ever experienced. 
 
    “Hey,” she said as she stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    I stood there facing her. 
 
    Neither of us said anything for a few moments. 
 
    Then, in the blink of an eye, we were racing toward one another. 
 
    As soon as I got to her, I wrapped her in my arms and squeezed tightly. Instinct took over as my hands drifted down to her ass cheeks and grabbed each one firmly as I pulled her closer to me and kissed her with an open mouth and lots of tongue.  
 
    “That was so fucking hot,” I whispered. She pulled away from our kiss, biting my bottom lip as she did. 
 
    “Yeah?” she asked, with innocent and bashful eyes. Then her look turned to one of relief. “Good, I’m glad you thought that. Because, well…feel.” 
 
    She grabbed my hand and pulled it around to the front of her waist and shoved it down her pants so that it was pressed up against her pussy. She was dripping wet. Gushing really. Soaked and drenched and all of the words I can think of to describe the sheer and utter saturation of her sex.  
 
    My cock instantly rose to attention. 
 
    If just talking to Charles with me listening in secret had done this to her, I could only imagine what it would be like if we accepted his invitation and followed where it led us. 
 
    “Wow, you're so wet,” I whispered, gently tickling her clit and exploring her entrance with my fingers. 
 
    Then, as if reading my mind, she stood on her tip toes and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “I know. Just imagine what it would be like if we actually…you know.” 
 
    The hair on my neck stood on end. Every hair on my body, probably. Because I did know. Indeed I was starting to know all too well and my lust and curiosity was starting to get the better of it. It was winning out over my shame and decades of social programming. 
 
    I wanted to know more. I wanted to find out. Had to find out. 
 
    “Why don’t we find out?” I said as I kissed her neck and slipped a finger inside. She shuddered and closed her eyes, tilting her head up to the ceiling.  
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, “I want to so badly." 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I growled in her ear, taking on a more aggressive tone and posture as I stood next to her. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, panting as I thrust my fingers inside her. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me what you want?” I said. “I want to hear it exactly. Every detail.” 
 
    Emily closed her eyes as I fingered her. 
 
    “I want both of you. You and Charles at the same time. I want your hard fucking cocks in my hands. I want to stroke them and get down on my knees and suck you both off like a good little slut.” 
 
    I smiled and watched her body quiver with excitement as my fingers did their dance and brought her to the edge of orgasm. 
 
    “Then what?” I asked. 
 
    “Then…I want him to fuck me. I want Charles to stick his big, black cock inside me while you watch, while I suck you off.” 
 
    She was barely able to get the words out now. Her body was heaving with each breath. I could feel her pussy clenching down on my fingers, drenching my hand with even more of her sweet juices. I felt her muscles getting more and more tense as she tried to hold out just a few seconds longer before the orgasm slammed into her body with the most pleasurable force one could imagine. 
 
    “You think you can handle two cocks at once?” 
 
    My other hand crept up gently to her neck and gave it a light squeeze. It wasn’t something I’d ever done before. Not once in my life and it wasn’t something Emily had ever expressed interest in before. It just felt right. 
 
    “Harder,” she whispered with a smile.  
 
    I swallowed as my cock felt like it might explode in my pants if I moved the wrong way and the fabric caught the shaft in just the right way. 
 
    I tightened my grip ever so slightly. 
 
    “Oh fuck, this is so hot,” she whispered. “I’m gonna cum.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I whispered in her ear. “Cum for me. I want you to cum right now and I want you to think about having him inside you with me in your mouth while you do it. Think of us bathing you in our cum, covering every square inch of your body with our seed…” 
 
    “Oh Devon,” she said, “oh my god, keep talking like that…I’m gonna cum so hard…” 
 
    “Think of what that big, black cock will make you feel. Think about me there with you, watching it all happen. Fuck, you should feel how hard I am right now just talking about it…” 
 
    And with that she let out the loudest, ear-shattering scream I’d ever heard. For a moment I was in a state of pure terror and panic. I thought she was hurt. But quickly I realized she was just finally letting go and surrendering to the pleasure. 
 
    Her body shook and convulsed as she squirted a geyser of juices onto my hand and soaked her panties and yoga pants with it.  
 
    “Oh myyyyyy goddddd! Fuck…” she was grunting and panting, strange guttural noises emanate from her throat. It was primal and sexy and raw. 
 
    “Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit,” she whispered over and over again. 
 
    Finally, she opened her eyes and smiled at me, biting her lip. 
 
    She turned to me and pressed herself up against her chest. My cock was poking into her tummy.  
 
    “My god, baby,” she whispered, “that was so fucking hot.” 
 
    “I know,” I said, kissing her wet lips.  
 
    “Would you really want to…you know?” she asked, suddenly shy and bashful once more. 
 
    I took a deep breath and said the first thing that came to mind without a filter. 
 
    “Yes, I think I would really want to. Very much.” 
 
    She looked at me, studying my face for a moment. 
 
    “How about you?” I asked. 
 
    Then she smiled and nodded vigorously. 
 
    I gripped her ass cheeks once more and gave them a firm smack. 
 
    “Well, you better go get ready then,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    She looked down at my raging erection that was still poking into her belly and smiled. 
 
    “I need to take care of something first,” she said and then dropped to her knees.
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    THE NEXT FEW HOURS were the slowest of my life. Time seemed to move backwards. It was also pure and total emotional agony. After Emily had finished blowing me and swallowed my load, I began to come down from the incredible high I’d been on. In the span of about thirty minutes, I’d gone from the highest of highs to the lowest of lows. 
 
    Crushing self-doubt, shame, and regret began to reclaim the primary position in my mind. Decades of social programming and conditioning could not be shrugged off so easily.  
 
    While Emily was in the shower I had my own version of the dark night of the soul, if you will. What was I thinking? What were we thinking? Were we really going to bring another person into our sex life? Into our marriage? 
 
    And what about…the more delicate parts of sexual intercourse? Risk of STDs, pregnancy? The emotional rollercoaster it could sometimes be. 
 
    I was able to compartmentalize. Charles was a clean, well-kept man. He was also responsible. A condom would alleviate all those concerns. In fact, I was sure Emily would insist upon it. 
 
    Then a peculiar feeling overtook me. What if she didn’t make him wear a condom? My cock started to rise as I sat there and contemplated the thought. A giant, black cock, raw and unwrapped sliding into Emily as she laid there with my cock in her mouth. 
 
    Flash forward to that very same cock, pulsing inside her as it shot its load deep into her womb. Its white cream frothing over and spilling forth where it could perhaps find a ripe egg to fertilize. 
 
    My cock ached. 
 
    Enough. 
 
    Enough of that. I couldn’t let my mind delve into such a depraved and filthy place. I had to pull myself up out of the depths. 
 
    He’d wear a condom. We’d be safe. 
 
    It was just a threesome. We were two happily married adults who communicated well. 
 
    What was the harm? People did it all the time. 
 
    We could handle it. Couldn’t we? 
 
    Yes, yes of course we could. 
 
    I looked down at the engorged bulge in my pants and made a vow not to touch it. If I gave in to the temptation, I’d surely have to deal with the same low and crushing self-doubt I’d just managed to recover from. 
 
    I needed to hold onto this feeling. It was what I really, truly wanted after all. Or so my cock led my brain to believe. 
 
    Charle’s words suddenly echoed in my head. 
 
    I don’t see why the three of us can’t have a few drinks and enjoy each other’s company. Do you? 
 
    “I don’t see why either, Charles,” I said, muttering to myself. “Just a few drinks. We’ll enjoy each other’s company. What’s so wrong about that?” 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    I nearly jumped out of my skin.  
 
    Emily had come down the stairs and slipped into the living room without me having noticed at all. She was standing in the doorway. She was wearing a dress, it was a soft red and tight in all the right places. Her massive tits were nearly popping out and yet held firm by the dress. A brief image of her lovely, double-D’s wrapped around Charles’s dark member flashed into my mind. 
 
    “Huh? What?” I stammered.  
 
    “I thought I heard you talking to someone? You alright, babe?” 
 
    As I stared at her and reveled in her stunning beauty, it was hard to think. Difficult to form words. 
 
    “Yeah. Uh, yeah fine. You look…amazing. Absolutely…amazing.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “We don’t have to do this, you know? I love you no matter what. Nothing can ever change that, Devon. Maybe I should have said this sooner, but…” 
 
    For some reason, that was all I needed to hear. 
 
    “I love you too,” I said suddenly, cutting her off mid thought. “And I know we don’t have to. But let’s just head over for a drink and see what happens. No pressure?” 
 
    She looked like she wanted to say something more but stopped herself. Then she nodded and smiled. 
 
    “No pressure,” she said. 
 
    I quickly went upstairs to freshen up and changed and then we left the house. 
 
    As we crossed over the street I couldn’t help but think we were crossing over a very clear and significant threshold. A threshold which, once crossed, could not be uncrossed if you catch my drift.  
 
    It was line that divided our old life and the new one we were about to embark on together. I felt an electric shock go down my spine as we crossed the midway point of the street. 
 
    The light was on in the living room and I could see Charles’s dark silhouette against the far wall. 
 
    We each took a deep breath at the same time and shared a look. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m so ready, it’s scaring me a little,” she whispered. “I’m so fucking wet right now.” 
 
    Vroom. Vroom. Vroom.
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    CHARLES OPENED THE DOOR with a warm smile and not even one small hint of surprise on his face. The fact that the both of us had shown up on his front porch at 9:00 sharp, ready to go, did not seem to be something he hadn’t expected. On the contrary, he was wearing a slightly smug look of satisfaction that said he knew we’d be here. He knew the entire time. 
 
    “Emily, Devon…come on in,” he said and with a sweeping gesture of his massive arm, ushered us inside. 
 
    The interior of his house was not quite like I imagined it. But it wasn’t far off either. It was sleek, sparse, and modern and yet maintained a certain level of warmth I wouldn’t have expected. 
 
    There was a fire burning in the fireplace in the living room. Two black leather sofas framed a dark wood coffee table. A large bar cart adorned with silver and gold and what seemed like countless bottles of liquor sat near the large bay window.  
 
    Charles was drinking a martini and immediately offered to make us some. 
 
    “Yes, please,” Emily said. 
 
    “Uh, sure. Me too, thanks,” I said. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll just go ahead and whip those up for you, please have a seat. Make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    We both took seats on the black leather sofa across what looked like a seventy-plus inch flat-screen TV. There was some kind of sports game on, though I don’t recall which. I’m not one who follows those things too closely.  
 
    Emily gripped my hand firmly when we sat down and gave it a squeeze. We both looked at eachother and took a deep breath. 
 
    “You ok?” she asked. 
 
    Her concern was touching. I thought for a moment and decided that, while my heart was racing and I was a little on edge, overall, yes. Yes, I was ok. 
 
    “Yep. You?” 
 
    She took another deep breath. 
 
    “Yeah…so far,” she said, looking around. 
 
    Charles could be heard clinking and clanking around the kitchen as he whipped up our drinks. Within another few minutes he returned carrying two martini glasses adorned with olives. 
 
    “Here you go,” he said and handed them to us. 
 
    He picked his up off the table and offered a toast. 
 
    “I’m so glad you both came,” he said. And it seemed like he sincerely meant it. 
 
    For the first time I began to wonder if we’d misread the entire situation. Did I imagine he was interested in my wife? Had my twisted fantasy distorted the very fabric of reality? Had this kind man actually just invited us over for some friendly cocktails and nothing more? 
 
    Before I had time to worry too much, Charles alleviated my concerns. 
 
    “Emily, if you want, I have something upstairs for you…something a little more comfortable for you to change into.” 
 
    Emily looked at him sideways for a moment, took a large sip of her drink and then stood up. 
 
    “Sorry, what? I don’t understand…” I began. 
 
    Charles held up a finger. 
 
    Emily took a deep breath. It seemed like she was somehow expecting this. Like it wasn’t a surprise at all for her.  
 
    She started to walk over to the steps and stopped. 
 
    “Sorry, just…I have to make it clear Charles, this is going to be all three of us.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, “I have no problem with Devon watching us.” 
 
    There it was. Frank. To the point. As if we all had already discussed this and hammered out the details. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak but Emily cut me off. 
 
    “No, I mean all three of us. Devon is involved. Not a passive observer.” 
 
    It was only a fleeting moment but I saw it: a flicker of anger in his eyes or perhaps just intense disappointment. He wanted Emily all to himself. But he regained his composure quickly and smiled. 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said with a wave of his hand, then looked at me and winked. “That’s just as well.” 
 
    Emily smiled and nodded, then began to walk up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    TO SAY THINGS WERE ACCELERATING would have been quite an understatement. Once Emily was upstairs and we heard the door to whatever room she’d entered close behind her, Charles leaned forward and whispered to me. 
 
    “Relax, Devon, we’re just going to fuck your wife together. Nothing to it. Happens all the time,” he said and smiled. 
 
    I paused for a moment and looked at him as if he’d had an extra head growing out of his shoulder. Then he started to laugh. It was a slow chuckle at first but it began to build into an uproarious belly laugh. And before I knew it, I was joining in. 
 
    All the anxiety and stress had melted away in an instant. Pointing out the absurdity of it somehow served to neutralize my shame and social programming. Suddenly, I didn’t care at all. We were all consenting adults who had simply agreed to a night of sexy fun. We were exploring our fantasies, opening up and living for the moment. Or some such nonsense.  
 
    Whatever you want to call it. It worked. 
 
    “Look, Devon,” Charle began. I took a long sip of my martini as I waited for him to finish which only served to relax me further. 
 
    “I’m practiced at this kind of thing. I just want you to know, you have nothing to worry about. Emily won’t be the first housewife I’ve bedded in front of her husband and she certainly won’t be the last.” 
 
    My cock jumped at this thought. I suppose deep down some part of me knew. Sniffed it out just as some part of Charles was able to do the same with us. Like recognizing like or something like that.  
 
    It also put things in perspective for me. Yes, he wanted Emily and he would have her. But she was just another in a long line for him. There would be no special attachment, no threat to our bond and our marriage. We were each using each other. Respectfully of course. But using each other nonetheless.  
 
    “What exactly is she uh, changing into?” I asked. 
 
    Charles looked at me over the rim of his martini glass as he took a long sip. 
 
    “Oh you’ll see, and I think you’ll be very pleased. I find it’s best in situations like these to make everything as easy and straightforward as possible. There’s no need to play games. We all know what we’re here to do, so, let’s do it? Am I right?” 
 
    I nodded along with him. 
 
    “Yes, I couldn’t agree more. Well, said.” 
 
    Before Charles could continue, I heard Emily coming down the stairs. 
 
    What was that I said about being totally at ease? Strike that. It all came rushing back as my heart leapt into my throat. 
 
    I saw Charles’s piercing eyes trained on the steps. And I knew he was looking at her as she made her descent. Lusting after her in all honesty. There was no mistaking it.  
 
    I broke out into a cold sweat as I turned slowly in my seat toward the steps. 
 
    Emily was walking down them. She’d shed her dress and her high heels. She was in white stockings that covered nearly the length of her long, luscious legs. Her tight, busty torso was covered in red lace lingerie. Her tits were nearly bursting out. 
 
    Her hips swayed as she slowly made her way down the steps. 
 
    Charles let out a low whistle.  
 
    She walked across the foyer and into the living room and stood between us. Her hands were on her hips as she did a little half-twirl for us. 
 
    “Mmm, don’t you look delicious,” Charles said, his voice in a low, almost-growl. “Doesn’t she?” 
 
    He was looking at me, waiting for my reaction. He seemed to be almost as interested in how I would react to this display of dominance over my wife as he was Emily’s scantily clad body. 
 
    I paused for a moment to assess the situation. Emily looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely, she does,” I said with a smile. I stood up and walked over to her. I wanted to make sure I took control of the situation then by making the first move. 
 
    It was odd. We’d each only had about half of a martini. There were no nerves in the sense of hesitancy on our parts. Excited nerves, sure but otherwise you’d think we’d done this before. I imagined it would have taken me two to three full drinks (and Emlily) too to reach such an uninhibited state. 
 
    And yet, there we were. 
 
    I got to Emily and wrapped an arm around her waist. 
 
    “You look incredible,” I whispered as we locked eyes. I could feel Charles’s piercing stare as he watched us from the chair, sipping his martini. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she responded, her voice barely audible. I could feel her small body trembling in my arms. 
 
    I leaned down and kissed her. 
 
    We made out for what felt like several minutes. It was slow, raw, passionate. Intense. It felt like we were kissing each other for the first time all over again. 
 
    “Very good,” Charles said. “Now, why don’t you be a good girl and get down on your knees. Suck your husband’s cock.” 
 
    Emily smiled and did as Charles told her to do. It was an odd tug of war. He was the one giving orders, trying to control the action, but it was I who was the ultimate beneficiary.  
 
    I reached down and unzipped my pants. I reached into my underwear and pulled out my raging hard cock.  
 
    Emily reached up and grabbed it. She began stroking it slowly.  
 
    “Not bad,” Charles said, raising a playful eyebrow at me. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    Emily opened her mouth to suck me off as Charles stood and began walking over. 
 
    When he got to where Emily was on her knees sucking my cock, he stopped and watched for a moment before placing one of his massive hands on the back of her bobbing head. 
 
    He began guiding her, helping her get further and further down my shaft. 
 
    It felt incredible. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, encouragingly. “Good girl, all the way down now. Good.” 
 
    Emily’s nose had reached the base of my shaft and as she paused and let me gently fuck her mouth, Charles began to unzip his pants. 
 
    “Now, let’s see what you can do with this…” he said, reaching into his briefs.
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    IT WAS UNLIKE ANYTHING I’d ever seen or imagined. It was long, sure, but it was thick too. He hauled the dark member out from between his legs in one swift motion and let it flop down onto Emily’s shoulder while she sucked me off. 
 
    A curious, tiny hand drifted up to feel the monster on her shoulder. I watched Emily’s face with my dick still in her mouth as she looked up at me. Her hand crept up slowly. It was as if it hadn’t yet dawned on her just what it was that had landed on her shoulder. She wasn’t yet fully aware that a giant, black cock was now patiently waiting, just out of her peripheral vision, to be examined and explored. 
 
    I’ll never forget the look of shocking recognition as the tips of her fingers first landed on Charles’s dark shaft. It was one of wonder, excitement, and a touch of fear. 
 
    Her eyes went wide as her fingers began to wrap around it. Then, she could resist the pull to look no longer. She spat out my cock and turned her head to look and gasped. 
 
    Then she started laughing as she fought the urge to duck and hide. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she whispered. “Holy fucking shit, that thing is huge.”  
 
    And it was. 
 
    Truly a marvel. 
 
    I wasn’t small. At least, I never thought so. Not until that day. I’d considered myself a healthy margin above the average in fact. I’d never had any complaints and Emily must have thought it was adequate enough to marry me.  
 
    So, I guess what I’m trying to say is, I was never insecure about my manhood. But seeing Charles’s dark, long, thick cock on resting against the milky white of Emily’s shoulder as her tiny hands struggled to wrap themselves around the entire circumference of his pole, I was reexamining all of that.  
 
    “You like it?” Charles said with a knowing smile. This was not the first time he had gotten to enjoy the thrill of watching a woman marvel at his huge cock. Not by a long shot. Nonetheless, he seemed to get a great deal of satisfaction watching it unfold.  
 
    Emily looked up at him, gently caressing his shaft as if she was afraid to break it or something. The words handle with care flashed through my mind as I watched her and I had to stifle a laugh. 
 
    Emily simply smiled and nodded in response to his question. 
 
    “Why don’t you go ahead and give it a try?” Charles said.  
 
    She paused for a moment, then looked up at me as if waiting for permission. 
 
    My guts twisted up in a knot. This was it. The true point of no return. I knew once she had him in her mouth, there was no stopping this train. 
 
    But I wanted to see it in her mouth. Had to see it. My lewd and lurid fantasy had been brought to life right before me in what seemed suddenly like a nanosecond. How did we get here? It was all so…easy. 
 
    There would be time to answer those questions later. Now, I just wanted to give in. 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said. “Why don’t you suck his cock for me?” 
 
    Then she opened her mouth. Her tongue flicked out and licked the dark, bulbous head. It was eerily similar to a serpent’s tongue flicking out to smell the air. To lick and taste, ever so slightly. An exploration. 
 
    She let her tongue rest on the tip of his prick for a moment, then she puckered her lips and gave it a gentle kiss. A chill went down my spine as I watched her practically getting ready to worship the thing. 
 
    “Mmm, I think she’s in love,” Charles said, hands on hips, in a true alpha pose. 
 
    “I think I am too,” she said. 
 
    The admission nearly knocked the wind out of me and sent me flying to the floor. But I managed to steady myself and watch as she opened her mouth and began to suck. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned as she stretched her lips to first as much of him inside as she could. 
 
    “That’s it, you can do it,” Charles said. Once again he placed a hand on the back of her head and guided her as she slowly lowered her mouth toward his pelvis. She’d never be able to get it all down her throat. 
 
    Or so I thought.  
 
    “Don’t forget about your husband now,” Charles said with a wink. And she began moving her hand to stroke my cock as she kept deepthroating Charles.  
 
    Her grip on me was light and sensual and yet it took everything I had not bust right then and there. 
 
    She got about halfway down before she had to come up for air. 
 
    She popped her mouth off with a gasp and an audible wet smacking sound. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she whispered. She reached up and grabbed his glistening cock which was covered in her spittle. 
 
    She began to jack us both off at the same time. Working herself up into a wild frenzy. 
 
    The look in her eyes was something I’d never seen before. She seemed totally changed in some fundamental way. 
 
    After she jerked and sucked us off for a while longer, Charles reached down and pulled her to her feet. 
 
    “Why don’t we head upstairs and get a little more comfortable?” 
 
    “Mmm, sounds good to me,” Emily said. “What do you think, Devon?” 
 
    I could only nod and grunt my approval. 
 
    “Why don’t you lead the way?” Charles said to Emily. 
 
    Emily happily obliged.  
 
    She grabbed us each by the cock and pulled us toward the steps and led us upstairs where the real show would finally begin.
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    THE BEDROOM WAS CAVERNOUS and dark, yet full of warmth. Charles turned on a very dim light as he guided Emily over to the bed. 
 
    “Why don’t you play with your pussy for us a little?” Charles asked. 
 
    Emily sat down on the bed, pulled her red panties to the side and began to finger herself while Charles jerked his big, black cock in her face. I was still on the far side of the room, watching them masturbate together.  
 
    After a few moments, she looked at me. I was standing there watching, hard as a rock, but not moving. It was like a dream. 
 
    She smiled at me. 
 
    “Come on baby,” she said, “stroke that cock for me.”  
 
    I walked over, taking my cock in my hand and stood next to Charles at the foot of the bed while Emily rubbed her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck this is so hot,” she whispered. “I can believe I get to have both of you.” 
 
    “Which one do you want to have first?” Charles asked. 
 
    Emily bit her lip and looked back and forth between us. Then she pointed at me. A sudden surge of relief flashed over me. I supposed I didn’t realize it but had she not picked me first, well, that would have been quite a blow. 
 
    “Good choice,” Charles said, “he’ll get you warmed up.” 
 
    I was hardly paying attention as I got between my wife’s legs. Charles moved around to the side of the bed so that his cock was nearly poking her eye out. 
 
    Emily reached up and grabbed his shaft and started sucking him while I flicked her clit and teased her with the head of my cock.  
 
    My heart was pounding as it raced with excitement. I felt her slick wetness soaking my cock even as I let it rest on her pussy lips. She was nearly gushing. 
 
    With her mouth still half full of cock, she looked at me and whispered. 
 
    “Fuck, put it in me Devon, I need it! I need you, fuck me! Now!” 
 
    Without hesitation, I did as I was told and pressed myself into her. She was tight, wet, and warm but offered little resistance to my thrust as I drove my head as far deep and upward as I could and paused there, relishing the feeling of her wet warmth and feeling her walls clench down around me. 
 
    I looked up, taking a deep breath and watched her eyes shut tight as she sucked hard on Charles’s big, black cock. The big, black cock that would soon be switching places with me and feeling everything I was feeling and…more. 
 
    Charles would be reaching the place I reached and then would go further. Deeper. He’d stretch her wider. 
 
    He would do things to her, quite simply, that I could do. He would explore perhaps yet unexplored places in her body. Places no man had ever been before.  
 
    I wondered how those explorations and the discoveries they might lead to could change her. Change us. 
 
    I shuddered at the lewd thoughts as I began to thrust in and out of her with greater speed. Soon I could feel she was on the edge of a small orgasm. So I pressed my advantage and increased my speed until she spit out Charles’s cock and let out a soft moan and began whimpering with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh fuck that feels good,” she said. 
 
    My mind wandered back to Charles and what it would be like to switch places with him. To have his viewpoint while his long, dark pole plunged into my wife. I imagined the tip might reach as far as her belly button.  
 
    The excitement I felt, the thrill, the depraved enjoyment I was getting out of picturing such filthy images in my mind almost sent me over the edge. 
 
    I slowed my rut and eventually pulled out. My cock was coated in a stick, white resin. 
 
    “Do you want him to fuck you now?” I asked. Emily looked up at me and nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” she said breathlessly. 
 
    Charles and I switched places. 
 
    The moment had finally arrived.
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    HE SMACKED HIS COCK against the white of her tummy as she lay back, arms stretched over her head in anticipation. She looked up at me. 
 
    “Hold my hand,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I asked dumbly. 
 
    “I want you to hold my hand when he sticks it in.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said and reached down to take her hand in mine. She gave it a gentle squeeze before turning her gaze back down between her legs.  
 
    “Oh my god,” she said, “I don’t know if I can take that thing.” 
 
    Charles smiled. 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’ll be able to. Trust me.” 
 
    He took his cock in his hand and guided the head down to her entrance. He flicked the head up and down a few times, tickling her clit. 
 
    She let out a soft moan and giggled. 
 
    “You ready for this, babe?” she said, looking back up at me. 
 
    I froze. 
 
    This was it. The moment.  
 
    I took a deep breath and thought it over.  
 
    Yes. 
 
    Yes, I was ready. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Go slow,” she said to Charles. 
 
    Then he pressed into her. Slow, one quarter or half inch at a time. 
 
    As his head split her open, her eyes went wide and she sucked in a huge breath. Her free hand shot down to her belly and waited there as if she might have to put a stop to the whole thing. But she never did. The hand I was holding squeezed mine to the point of pain. I watched her knuckles turn white as she nearly crushed my fingers against one another. 
 
    “Fuckkkkkk,” she said softly. “Fuck that’s huge.” 
 
    Charles grunted and tilted his head back in ecstasy as he pressed deeper and deeper into her. I could hear a wet sloshing sound. Like a spoon smacking wet macaroni. Her juices were gushing to provide the necessary lube to accommodate his girth as her walls stretched to their max. 
 
    Emily tilted her head back. I watched her massive breasts heave up and down with each ragged breath. 
 
    “Let me suck your cock,” she said, her voice suddenly urgent. 
 
    She opened her mouth as I inched closer to her head and she took me inside. Moaning and slurping away as Charles began his own rut.  
 
    I watched. Totally and utterly transfixed. 
 
    He was more than half-way inside her. I guessed he was at the point that I had reached at my absolute deepest. With another thrust, he was past and going deeper. 
 
    Emily’s eyes rolled back in her head as she spat my cock out and a low, guttural moan seemed to emanate from the very depths of her soul.  
 
    “Oh my god, that hurts but it feels so fucking amazing….” she whispered, resting her hand on her tummy and looking down at the darkness disappearing between her legs. 
 
    She tapped on her belly button and looked up at me with a devilish grin. 
 
    “I can feel it all the way up here,” she said. “Fuck, I’ve never felt anything like this before in my life. He’s gonna make me come already.” 
 
    Charles’s face lit up in a knowing grin as he locked eyes with me, waiting for my reaction. I felt like I might cum, pass out, and never wake up again - or at least not for a very long time. The intense jealous lust coursing through my veins was almost too much to bear.  
 
    “That’s it, Emily,” he said, grabbing her hips and pulling her toward him as he thrust, “let it go. Just relax and let it out. Don’t fight it.” 
 
    After a few seconds, she obeyed. Emily surrendered and let out a howling, moaning orgasm that seemed to shake the very foundation of the house.  
 
    “Oh fuck, yes, yes! Harder don’t stop! Fuck me with that big, black cock! Yes!” she was screaming now as Charles intensified his pounding. The orgasm only serving to spur him on harder. 
 
    “Ooo, such a good little slut. Knew you needed some chocolate,” Charles said. The rhythm of his body smacking into hers reached a crescendo as Emily began to scream and cume again. 
 
    She was transforming right before my eyes.  
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head again so that only whites were very visible. 
 
    She was moaning, cooing, whaling like a whore as Charles turned her inside out, rearranging her guts with his massive hog.  
 
    I watched with astonished horror and lust as I watched another man make my wife cum over and over and over again with his big, black cock. 
 
    And I was transformed too.  
 
    We both were. 
 
    The entire time, Emily never let go of my hand. She only gripped it tighter and tighter. 
 
    Finally, when Charles needed a rest. She opened her eyes and we reconnected. 
 
    “Oh my god, oh my god,” she whispered. 
 
    I caressed her head with my hand. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    She bit her lip and smiled. 
 
    “Fucking amazing,” she said. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    “Good,” she said, “I want you to fuck me again.” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    I got between her legs and slipped back inside her while Charles went back to getting his dick sucked. 
 
    “I think I might have to come soon,” he said with a wry smile. “Open your mouth, Emily.” 
 
    He took his cock in his hand and jerked it while she opened her mouth and moaned while I fucked her. 
 
    Soon, white globs of cum were shooting forth from his chocolate shaft and Emily greedily, hungrily accepted his load. 
 
    My own orgasm started to bubble over and I unleashed my seed inside her causing her to orgasm louder and harder than she had before.  
 
    It was so loud and long I thought she might burst. 
 
    Finally, when it was over and the rush subsided, I collapsed on the bed next to Emily.  
 
    Charles began heading to the bathroom.  
 
    “I’m going to get showered up,” he said. “There’s another bathroom down the hall with plenty of towels for you two. You should wash up and then we can have another round of drinks. Get ready for round two.” 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    “Round two?” 
 
    Charles turned back and nodded. 
 
    “I think I’d like to have a go at Emily myself if that’s alright. A round where maybe you just sit and watch Devon. I wasn’t really able to show her what I can do alone. That’s when I do my best work.” 
 
    I sighed and started to get a little angry. Just who did this guy think he was? He’d heard Emily’s conditions. It was all three of us or nothing. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Charles. You heard her…it’s not gonna work like that –” 
 
    “It’s okay babe,” I heard Emily’s groggy voice say. Her eyes were still shut as her mouth moved. “It’s okay. I want it. I want him inside me again. I’ll do it….will you watch me?” 
 
    She started to sit up. 
 
    “Will you be a good boy and watch me take that big, black dick again?” she started caressing my cock. 
 
    “I know you want to,” she said. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered as my cock throbbed and got hard again. 
 
    Chalres just smiled and winked as he turned and went to get showered. 
 
    Emily and I were suddenly rushing down the hall to clean up as well.  
 
    I was so excited, I had to sneak in a quick shower-fuck where I unleashed yet another load inside Emily.
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    AFTER OUR SHOWERS, we enjoyed another round of martinis downstairs. I was nervous this time. This time, I didn’t have any control or so it felt. My participation was no longer required. Emily wanted Charles alone. And for me to watch. 
 
    Emily had changed back into her lingerie and was wearing a silk robe over top that Charles had lended her.  
 
    I wondered where it came from. An ex-lover or former conquest? Or did it belong to no one? Just something he simply kept around for female guests. 
 
    I’d never know. 
 
    We sat enjoying each other’s company for a few moments when Charles put a hand on his cock. 
 
    “Emily, do you know what I’d like?” 
 
    “What’s that Charles?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d like you to come over here and wrap those big, beautiful tits of yours around my big, black cock so I can tittyfuck the shit out of you in front of your husband. What do you say to that?” 
 
    Emily gasped and giggled with delight. 
 
    She looked at me but I could see it in her eyes, she was thrilled with the idea. And who was I to stand in the way? 
 
    I gave a slight nod of assent and Emily squealed with joy. 
 
    “I’d fucking love that,” she said and stood up walked over to him. As she did, she looked back over her shoulder and blew me a kiss. 
 
    Then she got on her knees between his legs. He leaned down and started making out with her while she stroked him from outside the pants and got his cock hard. 
 
    Mine rapidly rose to attention as I enjoyed the scene. 
 
    After they made out for a while, Emily removed her bra and Charles pulled out his cock. She took it between her tits and hugged them together. It was nearly poking her up to the underside of her chin. Her massive tits didn’t seem so massive with Charles’s big, black cock between them. 
 
    My cock didn’t even poke out of her boobs when we titty fucked.  
 
    But there he was, standing tall and proud. 
 
    It looked so hot too. Seeing his giant dark cock enveloped by her big, milky white jugs while she jerked him off by bouncing up and down. 
 
    Emily looked down and smiled. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s so fucking hot.” 
 
    After a few minutes, Charles pulled her to her feet and they both got naked. 
 
    “Now, I’m gonna fuck you in front of your husband. I’m going to sit down here on this chair and I want you to face him while you ride my cock and fill you with my seed.” 
 
    Fill you with my seed. 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Wait a minute –” I started to say. 
 
    But Emily cut me off as she straddled Charles and got ready to lower herself onto his shaft. 
 
    “Fuck, did you hear that babe? That’s so hot…you don’t mind if he cums inside me do you?” she asked.  
 
    Suddenly the room was spinning again. She couldn’t mean it? Could she. She wasn’t on the pill. (Though she said she wasn’t fertile, you never knew). 
 
    What if she got pregnant? 
 
    The thoughts that swirled in my head were depraved. The risks we were taking? The possible outcomes? 
 
    But strangely it only filled me with more lust and turned me on. It was dangerous and debaucherous. And that, I suppose, is what made it so hot. 
 
    So, I just didn’t say anything at all. 
 
    I just whipped my cock out and started stroking it as Emily lowered her tight, hot body onto his cock. 
 
    I watched as it disappeared inside her once more. This time was much easier than the first. And soon she was bouncing up and down with reckless abandon as he made her come again and again and again. 
 
    “Fuck I love you big, black cock,” she said. “How do I look, baby?” 
 
    I gulped and told her the truth. 
 
    “So fucking hot,” I said. She smiled and stuck her tongue out at me as she rode him to yet another orgasm. 
 
    It could have been minutes. It could have been hours. Perhaps even days. 
 
    Time was rendered meaningless by the sensations I was experiencing and the emotions I was feeling watching Emily unleash herself and her sexuality. 
 
    The thing that brought me back from my blissed out trance state was Charles beginning to grunt and tense up. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he said. 
 
    “Give it to me! Fill me up! Please seed my pussy, give me all that fucking hot, white come from that big, black dick!” she cried. 
 
    Hearing her talk like that, so filthy and lewd almost made me explode in my hand. 
 
    She came loud and hard as Charles cock began to pulse and pump inside her womb, unleashing its potent seed deep inside.  
 
    She collapsed on the couch next to him. 
 
    I stood up and went over to her. She was barely conscious. Barely aware of what was going on. But I had to feel her. Had to reclaim her for myself. 
 
    I got behind her and grabbed her ass as I heard Charles stand up and excuse himself once more to go shower. 
 
    “I need to feel you,” I whispered. 
 
    “Then fuck me,” she said without opening her eyes. “Fuck me and use this pussy until you cum.” 
 
    I shoved myself inside her totally destroyed and stretched pussy. I felt the cooling warmth of another man’s come on my shaft. Charles’s seed. And it sent me into a competitive overdrive as I pumped and pounded like a mad man until my own cum came spewing out of my shaft and joined all the other loads inside her womb. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said, collapsing next to her quivering body. 
 
    For the longest time we just lay there and didn’t say a word. 
 
    Eventually, we got up and got a second shower.  
 
    It wouldn’t be the last shower we’d take that night. 
 
    In total I think we had four or five rounds with Charles that night. Some I joined in, some I watched.  
 
    It was an incredible experience, but one that we wouldn’t ever repeat after that night. 
 
    A few days later, or perhaps it was weeks, Charles was called away on urgent business in Macau (perhaps he really was James Brand) and ended up renting out his house to a nice elderly couple. Marge and Tim. 
 
    Anyway, we ended up moving before we ever got a chance to see Charles again.
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    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    A FEW WEEKS LATER, I came home early on a Wednesday to surprise Emily.  
 
    I’d finally manage to take a few days off. It was going to be a nice, long weekend. Just the two of us, maybe a dinner or two, and plenty of sex.  
 
    Ever since our rendezvous with Charles, we’d been going at each other at least two times a day.  
 
    We couldn’t keep our hands off one another. 
 
    But, as it would turn out, it was I who was in for the surprise.  
 
    There was a small white box on the counter. 
 
    As I got closer and realized what it was, my heart leapt up into my throat. 
 
    A pregnancy test. 
 
    I heard some noises coming from the bathroom and then the toilet flushing. 
 
    Emily emerged a few moments later holding the test in her hands. 
 
    She almost jumped out of her skin when she saw me standing in the kitchen. 
 
    “Devon!” she yelled. “What are you doing home?!” 
 
    I simply looked at her. 
 
    “Babe, what is tha – are you? You’re not…” 
 
    “Pregnant,” she said and then nodded. “I am.” 
 
    She was smiling ear to ear as she approached and jumped into my arms. 
 
    For a moment, I was elated. Then it all came crashing down around me. Wait a minute. What if… 
 
    “Em, wait a minute,” I said, suddenly turning white. 
 
    She burst out laughing. 
 
    “Relax, Devon. It’s not Charles’s.” 
 
    She kissed me on the cheek. 
 
    “You’re gonna be a dad.” 
 
    My head was spinning. 
 
    “But how can you be sure?” 
 
    “Trust me, it’s yours. I already missed my period before we’d even met Charles.” 
 
    Relief flooded my body. 
 
    I was going to be a dad.  
 
    We were going to finally start our family. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered. 
 
    “I love you too,” she whispered back. 
 
    I pulled her in close to me, putting my hand on her belly, and kissed her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
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    NOTES MOVING FORWARD: 
 
      
 
    ●      First time: threesome. 
 
    ●      Second time: Charles has her all to himself but wants Devon there to watch as he seeds her. 
 
    ●      Huge boob tittyfuck 
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      Game night 
 
      
 
    THIS ALL STARTED because the Henderson’s just had to have everyone over for “game night.” Thing is, game night for the Henderson’s really means drinking game night. Suburban life can be pretty drab and an event like this, well let’s just say some people lived for it. Some of us more than others. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I still enjoyed it but my wife Jess and I were a little more conservative than the rest of the couples (or at least we used to be) and so things could get a little uncomfortable from time to time. Issues ranging from politics to parenting to whatever else under the sun, we just always seemed to be a little different. More reserved and less progressive in our thinking let’s just say. 
 
    Whatever. It didn’t bother me. I wasn’t from the area. I didn’t go to high school with these people. Jess did. So it was a little harder for her. She always dreaded nights like these. But for the sake of our reputations in the community and at school, I convinced and cajoled her into going. 
 
    And it ended up changing everything. 
 
    It was a Friday night in January as I recall, just after the holidays. It was going to be us and maybe three or four other couples. We were all relatively young parents with kids under the age of ten. We got along fine as long as the conversation didn’t turn to religion or politics, as I alluded to before.  
 
    “Jess,” I called up the steps, standing in the foyer, bottle of red wine in hand. It was an after-dinner kind of thing so it was probably around eight o’clock. The kids were spending the night at a friends house and the Henderson’s was within walking distance.  
 
    When I didn’t receive a reply, I decided to take a quick walk down to the cellar and grab another bottle. Like I said, the kids were gone for the night and we didn’t have to drive.  
 
    I also hoped that maybe, just maybe, I might get lucky if things went well. A little social (and sometimes romantic) liquid lubricant couldn’t hurt, I figured. 
 
    Things with us at the time were fine I suppose. But just fine. 
 
    Sexually, things had always been a little vanilla, I guess you could say.  
 
    Jess wasn’t exactly outgoing when it came to those types of activities. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I guess I thought that was what I wanted and I quietly accepted that it was just the way things were and were going to be between us. 
 
    Jess was a good girl. She didn’t have a high body count like some of her friends.  
 
    It was just me.  
 
    Her one and only. 
 
    Or so she led me to believe. 
 
    By the time I got back upstairs, Jess was standing in the foyer waiting for me.  
 
    She looked stunning. As always. 
 
    Her strawberry blonde hair was curled and she was wearing it down.  
 
    My favorite.  
 
    She was wearing a puffy white parka with a fur hood. Her freckled cheeks were a little flush and rosy. Her bright green eyes looked me up and down and then at the two bottles of wine. 
 
    “Two?” she said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “We’re not driving.” 
 
    She thought for a minute. 
 
    “Well, Kristin is going to be there so…works for me,” she said, reaching out to take one of the bottles from me. She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. 
 
    Kristin was something of an old friend? Enemy? Frenemy? Her and Jess had some kind of falling out during their senior year and the relationship had been damaged beyond repair. They were mostly cordial to each other but…there were moments where Kristin seemed to take things a little too far. 
 
    And it would turn out at this particular game night in question, that’s exactly what she would end up doing. 
 
    Although, I can’t be too mad…it’s what ultimately sent us down this path we’re on, but I’ll get to that a little later.  
 
    “You look amazing,” I said, reveling in her beauty.  
 
    Her cheeks grew a little rosier and kissed me again, this time on the lips. 
 
    “I love you,” she said as she pulled away. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    IT’S ALWAYS A TREAT to come in from the cold. Greg Henderson and his wife, Emily greeted us warmly at the door and ushered us inside. They took our coats, wished us a happy new year and whisked us inside to the living room where it appeared all the other couples were already settled in. 
 
    “Can I get you guys something to drink?” Greg asked. “Want me to open one of those bottles for you?” 
 
    He reached out for the bottle I was holding. 
 
    “Sure, thanks Greg,” I said, handing it over. 
 
    With record speed he retreated to the kitchen and returned with two large glasses of red wine before we’d even started saying hello to everyone. 
 
    There was Tim and Molly. Then Peter and Lilly. 
 
    We’d already been greeted by the Henderson’s. 
 
    But, no sign of Kristin and her husband Jack. 
 
    Jess was visibly relieved when there was no sign of Kristin. I saw her shoulders melt back and away from her ears and she took a comfortable seat on the couch next to Molly. 
 
    I stood near the coffee table with Greg. 
 
    It was a relaxing start to the evening. The wine was flowing and the conversation was good. We all steered clear of controversial topics and mostly discussed how our Christmas breaks went, sports, and the weather. 
 
    Before I knew it, Jess and I were several glasses of wine deep and onto the second bottle. It was nearing 9:30 and it looked like this was going to be a perfectly unremarkable night. 
 
    And with Jess feeling so relaxed I thought that maybe, just maybe… 
 
    My train of thought was then interrupted by an assertive knock on the front door. 
 
    That’s when all the trouble started. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    IT WAS KRISTIN and her husband Jack. Of course. I wanted to throw up when I saw Jess’s poor, crestfallen face when she realized what was happening. 
 
    Oh shit, I thought. Here we go. 
 
    But things actually got off to a decent start. Everything seemed to be going fine.  
 
    At first. 
 
    Kristin was a pretty blonde cheerleader who was struggling with her age. 
 
    We were only in our late thirties but already she was doing botox, had a boob job, butt lift, and the works. I mean, she didn’t look bad don’t get me wrong and I know it was a look some guys really went for. I supposed it worked for her husband Jack for instance. 
 
    But she was always overdone with makeup and looked…fake. I don’t know how to accurately describe it so I'll just say it wasn’t for me. 
 
    Give me Jess with her natural beauty, limited make up, freckles, and her untanned skin every single time. There is no comparison in my mind. 
 
    Kristin and Jack smiled and greeted us all warmly.  
 
    Then Kristin went over to Jess and gave her a big, long hug. 
 
    “Hi, Jess! So good to see you, it’s been way too long.” 
 
    She was pouring it on a little thick but it seemed genuine enough.  
 
    Or at least she was trying.  
 
    Jess hugged her back timidly at first as her body tensed up in surprise but then she relaxed and I saw a small smile creep across her lips that said okay, maybe this won’t be so bad. 
 
    “Hey Kristin,” she said, “Good to see you too. You remember my husband Cory.” 
 
    “Of course,” she said and rushed over to give me a big hug. I noticed something strange in her eyes as she approached and looking back I wonder if that’s when she made the decision to lob a turd in the punch bowl. I can’t be sure, but something tells me it was. 
 
    Greg Henderson retreated to the kitchen to get some drinks for the new arrivals.  
 
    And boy, did they go from zero to sixty quick. 
 
    Kristin insisted on doing a shot before she had her martini and before I knew it she was toastier than the rest of us and had only been there for fifteen minutes. 
 
    “Let’s play a game!” Kristin shouted as she poured a second shot.  
 
    “Okay, what do you want to play?” Molly asked. 
 
    Kristin looked around the room. Her eyes eventually settled on Jess and they were no longer friendly. 
 
    I watched Jess squirm in her seat. 
 
    “How about…never have I ever,” she said with an odd smile.  
 
    It wasn’t long after that the trouble started. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    THE GAME STARTED innocently enough.  
 
    Never have I ever…gotten pulled over. 
 
    Never have I ever…been out of the country. 
 
    Never have I ever…seen the Godfather. 
 
    And so on and so on. The idea being that unless that statement was true for you, you had to take a drink, or five. It wasn’t really a big deal. It was harmless fun. There weren’t any real winners or losers. It was just a casual way to have some laughs and make everyone drink a little too much. 
 
    But after a while, things got a little more risque. People began to push the theme in a, shall we say, more adult direction. 
 
    Never have I ever…had sex on the beach. 
 
    Never have I ever…danced at a strip club on amateur night. 
 
    Never have I ever…gone skinny dipping. 
 
    Never have I ever… 
 
    You get the idea.  
 
    Everyone was tripped up by one thing or another. Everyone except Jess that is. Which, as I said, was not totally unexpected. She had a sheltered sex life and so the fact that she hadn’t had sex on the beach didn’t surprise me. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I was well aware that we’d never had sex on the beach. 
 
    “Wow, Jess! You haven’t taken one drink, have you?” Molly said. 
 
    “Nah, Jess is a good girl,” Lilly chimed in. 
 
    Jess looked away, blushing and embarrassed. 
 
    “Yep, that’s me,” she said, taking a sip of her wine and nervously looking over at me.  
 
    There was an awkward silence as Kristin sat on the couch, arms folded, staring daggers at Jess.  
 
    Kristin had been tripped up by almost every sexual topic people could think to bring up and while she tried to act like it didn’t bother her, it was pretty obvious it did. 
 
    She gave out a sarcastic chuckle as if she couldn’t believe her ears. 
 
    Jess stood up and looked at me with pleading eyes. I could tell she wanted to get the hell out of there all of a sudden. 
 
    “Well, it’s getting late for us,” she said, “I think we should probably…” 
 
    That’s when Kristin started to speak. It was slow and deliberate. Her eyes were fixed on Jess the whole time. 
 
    “Never have I ever…” she paused for effect then went in for the kill, “had a B-B-C.” 
 
    Jess’s face turned bright red as Kristin continued to watch her like a hawk, taking a smug sip of her wine. 
 
    Molly gasped. 
 
    Lilly shifted nervously.  
 
    Emily and Greg looked confused. 
 
    To be honest, so was I. 
 
    BBC? 
 
    “British broadcasting channel?” I asked, shaking my head. 
 
    Kristin chortled. 
 
    Molly shook her head no. 
 
    Jess was frozen in place. She looked petrified.  
 
    Kristin looked at her while she said this next thing. 
 
    “No, Cory. BBC stands for…big. Black. Cock.” 
 
    Again Molly gasped. 
 
    Jack reached out and put his hand on Kristin’s arm and squeezed. 
 
    “Alright, honey. That’s enough.” 
 
    She pulled away from him. Kristin looked at Jess’s wine glass, it was about one quarter full. 
 
    “Well,” she said to Jess, “aren’t you gonna take a drink?” 
 
    Lilly buried her face in her hands and muttered oh my god under her breath. 
 
    Suddenly everyone was afraid to look at me or Jess. Everyone was looking at their feet.  
 
    I still didn’t quite grasp what was going on but I could tell Jess was upset. More upset than I’d ever seen her before.  
 
    She folded her arms and pursed her lips. I could tell she was fighting back tears and also looked like she might want to kill Kristin. In fact, I’m sure at that moment she did. 
 
    Kristin was smugly satisfied with herself and kept looking at Jess as if to say, well, we’re waiting. 
 
    After a long standoff, Jess picked up the glass of wine, chugged what was left and slammed it down on the coffee table hard enough to crack the glass which drew more than a few gasps. 
 
    “Come on, Cory. Let’s go,” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me out of the room without saying goodbye to anyone. 
 
    From the foyer I heard Kristin say, “bye slut,” under her breath and I’m sure Jess heard it too. 
 
    “Kristin, enough,” Jack said. 
 
    “Stop it Kristin!” Lilly pleaded. 
 
    We left without even getting our coats. 
 
    It still hadn’t dawned on me yet what exactly just went down. My brain was still processing it all. 
 
    BBC. 
 
    Big. Black. Cock. 
 
    Jess chugging her wine. 
 
    Oh. 
 
       Oh. 
 
      
 
    END OF PREVIEW
(BUY NOW)
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 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.
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    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 hang ups 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

(BUY NOW)
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Preview Chapter 
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    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 
 
      
 
    (BUY NOW) 
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    Also 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? 
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    About F. Rey Noel 
 
    I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.  
 
      
 
    I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.  
 
      
 
    I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind. 
 
      
 
    Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban. 
 
      
 
    I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may. 
 
      
 
    We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together. 
 
      
 
    I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book. 
 
      
 
    Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica). 
 
      
 
    My other available works can be found here on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!  
 
      
 
    Stay wicked, my friends, 
 
      
 
    -F. Rey  
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