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Chapter 1 (Jon)

We were at our gate, waiting for our flight to begin boarding when the announcement came over the loudspeaker.

“Passenger Jon Cooper. Would Jon Cooper please come to the desk? Once again, passenger Jon Cooper…”

My wife Sara looked at me, her hazel eyes wide with worry.

“That’s you. Why are they calling your name?”

It took me a few seconds to get over the shock of hearing my name broadcast for the entire airport to hear.

I shook my head and stood up.

“I have no earthly idea,” I said, placing the book I was reading down on the seat next to Sara. “I suppose I better go find out though. Maybe they’re upgrading us to first class.”

Sara let out a giggle and rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, right. More likely they want us to give up our seats. Do not let them talk you into taking a voucher. I refuse to delay feeling that sunshine on my skin by even an hour at this point.”

I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek.

“Don’t worry. I won’t”

Despite my best effort at planning a relaxing vacation, things weren’t off to an ideal start. It was a cold and wet December morning and traffic in Washington D.C. was a mess. We arrived at the airport thirty-minutes behind schedule and stressed. Getting through security was a slog and our bag was flagged at the checkpoint for some unknown reason and we had to endure the humiliation of the agent going through all of our swimsuits and underwear while curious onlookers watched and silently judged our fashion choices.

But finally and mercifully we were at our gate in plenty of time and in less than three hours would arrive in Miami for a well-deserved long-weekend in South Beach.

I approached the woman at the counter and cleared my throat.

“Yes, hi. Uhh, I think you called my name. Jon Cooper?”

She looked up at me and smiled.

“Yes we did, thank you so much Mr. Cooper. I’m happy to let you know that you’ve been selected for a complimentary, first-class upgrade for this morning’s flight to Miami. Is that something you would be interested in?”

My stomach did a backflip. I blinked and shook my head.

“I’m sorry, did you say first-class upgrade?”

She smiled and nodded back at me.

“Mmmhmm, that’s correct.”

“Amazing!” I said, perhaps a little too loud. I was letting the adrenaline and excitement get to me but I couldn’t believe it. First class? Things we’re looking up.

“I take it that means you are interested?” she asked.

“Yes! I mean, of course. Definitely Absolutely we are!”

Her demeanor changed slightly and a frown replaced her smile.

“Oh, I’m sorry sir. There’s no we here. It’s just for you. A single first-class upgrade. It’s not for all members of your party. It’s unfortunately just the one ticket.”

“Ahh, I see,” I said, “well…uh, hmmm.”

I turned around to look back at Sara who was watching me intently, trying to decipher what was going on.

“Sir, I’ll need an answer right away as we do have other people on standby for the upgrade.”

At first, I balked. I didn’t want to break us up. Sitting in different seats in different parts of the plane didn’t strike me as a great way to kick off our vacation.

But a first-class upgrade was too good to pass up, wasn’t it? I mean how often did things like this happen to regular people like us? At least one of us should get to enjoy the lucky break. After all, it was only a little less than three hours. Then once we landed, we’d be together for the duration of the trip.

“Sir, I need an answer. Please,” she said. I snapped out of my mental calculation and made a snap call. A snap call that would change are lives irrevocably from there on out.

“I’ll take it, thank you very much,” I said.

“Excellent,” she said before punching a few keys and printing out a revised boarding pass for me. “Here you go, sir.”

She handed me a first-class ticket.

JON C. COOPER was printed on it. I clutched the ticket in my hands.

“Is it ok if I let my wife use it?” I asked.

The woman simply shrugged.

“It’s your ticket, if you two want to switch I can’t imagine why that would cause any problems.”

“Great, thank you,” I said and walked back over to where I’d left Sara.

Her gaze hadn’t left me the entire time and I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she eyed the piece of paper in my hands suspiciously.

I sat down next to her with a huff.

“You took the voucher, didn’t you?”

I grinned at Sara, excitement bubbling up inside me. "Even better. You're not going to believe this."

Sara raised an eyebrow, curiosity replacing her earlier suspicion. "What is it? Don't keep me in suspense, Jon."

"They offered me a first-class upgrade," I said, waving the ticket. "For free!"

Her eyes widened. "No way! That's amazing!" Then her smile faltered slightly. "Wait, just you?"

I nodded, feeling a twinge of guilt. "Yeah, just one ticket. But I was thinking you should take it."

Sara shook her head emphatically. "Absolutely not. It's your upgrade, you should enjoy it."

"Absolutely not,” I said, handing her the ticket. “You deserve a little luxury. Besides, I have my book to keep me company." I patted the novel resting on my lap.

She hesitated, I could see she was torn between wanting to experience first-class and not wanting to leave me alone.

"Are you sure? I don't mind if you take it instead."

I reached out and squeezed her hand. "I'm positive. Go, relax, and tell me all about it when we land."

Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Maybe you can sweet-talk the flight attendant into sneaking me some of those fancy first-class snacks."

She chuckled, "I'll do my best. Thank you, Jon."

As the boarding announcement crackled over the loudspeaker, she leaned in and kissed me softly. "I love you," she murmured against my lips.

"I love you too," I replied. "Now go live it up in first class. I expect a full report later."

With one last squeeze of my hand, she stood and made her way to the priority boarding line, first-class ticket clutched in her hand.

Later, as I stepped onto the plane, I couldn't shake the feeling that this unexpected upgrade was just the beginning of what promised to be an unforgettable vacation.

And boy was I right, but not at all in the way I imagined.


Chapter 2 (Sara)

As I settled into my plush first-class seat, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and guilt. The leather was buttery soft against my skin, and there was so much legroom I couldn’t even reach the seat in front of me if I wanted to. It was a far cry from the cramped economy seats I was used to.

I craned my neck, trying to spot Jon as other passengers filed past us. Finally, I saw him, looking a bit lost as he made his way down the aisle. Our eyes met and he gave me a small wave and an encouraging smile. I blew him a kiss.

"First time in first class?" a deep voice asked from beside me.

I turned to see my seatmate - a tall, devastatingly handsome black man with warm brown eyes and a megawatt smile. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that screamed two things: money and power.

"Is it that obvious?" I laughed, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"Only a little," he said with a wink. "I'm Darius."

"Sara," I replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm and confident.

"So Sara, what brings you to Miami? Business or pleasure?"

"Definitely pleasure," I said. "My husband and I are taking a long weekend getaway. What about you?"

"A bit of both," Darius replied. "I live there, so it’s always a mix of the two, usually more business…but you always have to make some time for pleasure in South Beach."

As we chatted, a flight attendant appeared with a tray of champagne flutes. I hesitated for a moment - it's not even 10 AM - but Darius grabbed them both and handed one to me with a grin.

"When in first class, right?" he said, raising his glass in a toast.

I clinked my glass against his, the bubbles tickling my nose as I took a sip. It was delicious, and I could already feel the tension from our stressful morning at the airport melting away.

As the plane took off, Darius and I fell into easy conversation. He was so charming and funny, regaling me with stories of his travels and business ventures. I was embarrassed when I realized I was laughing more than I had in months - with a man who wasn’t my husband.

“Forgive me, I can’t believe I haven’t asked yet. But, your mentioned husband?” he asked looking around the first class cabin.

I snorted so hard Champagne almost came out my nose.

“Oh no, how silly of me. Jon. He’s in coach.”

I motioned toward the back of the plane.

“Coach?” Darius asked.

I explained to him the story of our single upgraded ticket.

“What a perfect gentleman,” Darius said with a warm smile. “Man I can respect. I like hearing things like that. Chivalry is in such short supply these days.”

I smiled warmly.

“Couldn’t agree more.,” I said.

. . .

About an hour into the flight, I excused myself to use the restroom. As I made my way down the aisle, I spotted Jon through the first-class curtain, his nose was buried in his book. I paused for a moment, torn between wanting to check on him and not wanting to bother him.

Just then, he looked up and caught my eye. His face lit up with a smile, and he mouthed "Having fun?" I nodded enthusiastically, giving him a thumbs up. He chuckled and waved me off playfully.

As I went back to my seat, a strange feeling washed over me as I thought of continuing my conversation with Darius. Excitement, yes, but also... something else. A tingling awareness I hadn’t felt in years.

I slid back into my seat next to Darius, acutely aware of his presence in a way I hadn't been before. His knee brushed against mine as he shifted to let me sit, sending  chills through my body.

"Welcome back," Darius said with that dazzling smile. "I was just about to order another round of drinks. Care to join me?"

I hesitated for a moment, glancing back towards where Jon sat in coach. But the champagne had already gone to my head a bit, making me feel warm and relaxed. What was the harm in one more?

"Why not?" I replied with a grin. "When in first class, right?"

Darius flagged down the flight attendant and ordered us each another glass of champagne. As we sipped, our conversation flowed easily. I found myself opening up to him about my job, my hopes and dreams, things I hadn't discussed with Jon in years.

"You know, Sara," Darius said, leaning in close. His voice had dropped lower, more intimate. "I have to say, your husband is a lucky man. You're not just beautiful, but intelligent and funny too. It's a rare combination."

I felt heat rise to my cheeks at his words. "Oh, stop," I said, playfully swatting his arm. But inside, my heart was racing. When was the last time someone had complimented me like that?

"I mean it," Darius continued, his eyes locked on mine. "If you were my wife, I'd never let you out of my sight.”

There was something in his gaze that made my breath catch. A hunger, barely concealed. I should have felt uncomfortable. But instead, I felt a thrill of excitement course through me.

"Well," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you,” I said weakly.

His hand brushed up against mine as he reached for his drink. His touch was electric, sending sparks racing up my arm.

"Excuse me, sorry" he said.

Just then, the captain's voice crackled over the speaker, announcing our descent into Miami. The spell was broken, and I pulled my hand away, suddenly keenly aware of what I'd been doing and the inappropriate thoughts racing through my head.

“No problem,” I said, pulling my hand closer toward my body.

As we prepared for landing, guilt washed over me. But for what? We hadn’t done anything improper. But as I snuck glances at Darius, I couldn't deny the attraction I felt.


Chapter 3 (Jon)

As the plane touched down in Miami, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and unease. The flight had been cramped and stale but rather uneventful for me - I'd managed to get through a good chunk of my book - but I found my thoughts constantly drifting to Sara up in first class.

I gathered my things quickly, eager to reunite with my wife and hear all about her luxurious experience. As I made my way up the aisle, I caught sight of her chatting animatedly with a tall, well-dressed black man. They were both laughing, and I felt a twinge of something I couldn't quite name. Jealousy? No, that wasn't it. We'd been married for years, and I trusted Sara completely. But it was something like jealousy cut with some foreign substance I was unfamiliar with.

"Hey, you," I said, approaching them with a smile. "How was first class?"

Sara's eyes lit up when she saw me, but I noticed a slight flush to her cheeks that wasn't usually there. "Jon! It was amazing. This is Darius, we were seatmates."

Darius extended his hand, gripping mine firmly. "Nice to meet you, Jon. Your wife is delightful company."

"That she is, nice to meet you Darius" I agreed, wrapping an arm around Sara's waist. Then perhaps a bit rudely, "Ready to go, honey?"

As we made our way through the airport, Sara told me all about the champagne, gourmet snacks, and the most comfortable seats she'd ever experienced. But there was something in her voice, a slight tremor of excitement that seemed to go beyond just the first-class amenities. Was it her time with Darious?

A peculiar tickle went down my spine at the thought, but I pushed it away.

"Sounds like you had quite the flight," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

Sara squeezed my hand. "It was wonderful, but I missed you. How was your flight?"

I shrugged. "Oh, you know. Same old economy experience, cramped and stale. But I got through a good portion of my book, so that's something."

As we waited for our luggage, I noticed Sara glancing around, as if looking for someone. When Darius appeared nearby, her face lit up in a way that made my stomach clench. This time, I was sure I wasn’t imagining things.

"Darius!" she said, waving him over, her voice a little too eager.

He flashed a bright smile. And walked over to us.

I felt Sara tense beside me, and I tightened my grip on her hand instinctively.

“Where are you two staying?” he asked casually as we awaited our bags.

We gave him the name of our hotel.

“Oh yeah, I know the place. It’s not terribly far from my house. Nice little hotel. Say, why don’t I give you a ride there? It would be my pleasure.”

I balked at the offer.

"Oh, that's so kind of you to offer," Sara said, her voice a little breathless. "But we wouldn't want to impose."

I nodded in agreement, feeling relieved. "Yeah, we've already arranged for a car service. But thanks anyway, Darius."

Darius waved his hand dismissively. "It's no imposition at all. I insist. Consider it my way of welcoming you to Miami."

I hesitated, torn between not wanting to be rude and feeling increasingly uncomfortable with the whole situation. Sara looked at me expectantly, her eyes pleading.

"Well..." I started, but Sara cut me off.

"We'd love to, wouldn't we, Jon?" she said, squeezing my hand. "It would be so much nicer than a crappy car service."

I sighed inwardly, knowing I was fighting a losing battle. "Sure, why not? That's very generous of you, Darius."

As we followed Darius to his car - a sleek, black luxury SUV - I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted. Sara was practically bouncing with excitement, chattering away to Darius about Miami nightlife and the best beaches.

I climbed into the backseat, while Sara took the front passenger seat next to Darius. As we pulled away from the airport, I watched them interact. It was so spacious I had a hard time hearing them, but it was hard not to notice the easy rapport they seemed to have developed in just a few short hours.

Sara turned to look at me, her eyes sparkling. "Isn't this great, Jon? Darius has offered to show us around a bit before dropping us off at the hotel. He knows all the best spots!"

I forced a smile. "Sounds great, honey."

As Darius navigated through the Miami traffic, pointing out landmarks and sharing anecdotes, I couldn't help but feel like a third wheel in my own vacation. Sara hung on his every word, laughing at his jokes and asking questions about his life in Miami.

When we finally pulled up to our hotel, I felt a mix of relief and apprehension.

"Well, this is us," I said, opening my door. "Thanks for the ride, Darius."

But before I could start unloading our bags, Sara turned to Darius with a bright smile. "We have to thank you properly for your hospitality. Why don't you join us for dinner tonight?"

I froze, my hand on the luggage. This wasn't part of the plan. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway.

I opened my mouth to protest but I think Darius saw the panicked look on my face and saved me the trouble.

Darius grinned.

“That’s very kind of you, but unfortunately I have some business to attend to.”

A wave of relief washed over me as I watched Sara’s crestfallen face in the front seat.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” I said with little authenticity.

“But,” Darius said, “I’ll tell you what. I’m having a little late night get together, around 10 o’clock after my meetings. Just some casual drinks with a few friends. You both should stop by. I’d be delighted to have you.”

“Well, that’s a little late for us,” I said, “It’s been a long day.”

Darius held up hand, “Of course, of course. I understand. No need to commit here and now,” he said, scrawling something on the back of a business card. “That’s my number and address. If you decide to come, great. If not, no biggie. I do hope you both enjoy your stay in South Beach.”

He handed the card to Sara who clutched it like a prized heirloom.

“Thank you Darius,” she said.

We hopped out of the car and a bellhop helped us take our luggage inside.


Chapter 4 (Sara)

As Jon and I settled into our hotel room, I couldn't shake the lingering excitement from our encounter with Darius. The spacious suite with its ocean view should have captivated me, but my mind kept drifting back to our charming new acquaintance.

"This place is gorgeous," Jon said, pulling open the curtains to reveal the sparkling turquoise waters of South Beach. "What do you want to do first? Hit the beach? Grab some lunch?"

I glanced at the business card in my hand, Darius's elegant handwriting visible on the back. "Maybe we could rest for a bit? The flight was more tiring than I expected."

Jon raised an eyebrow. "Really? I thought first class was supposed to be relaxing."

"Oh, it was," I said quickly. "I just... I don't know. Maybe it's the excitement of being here."

Jon nodded, but I could see a flicker of concern in his eyes. "Sure, we can take it easy for a while. Want to order room service?"

As we lounged on the plush king-sized bed, picking at our lunch, I found myself stealing glances at the clock. 10 PM seemed so far away.

"So," I said, between bites of my sandwich, "what do you think about Darius's invitation?"

Jon shrugged. “I don’t know. How about you?”

I tried to keep my voice casual. "Oh, you know, it could be fun. Meet some locals, get a real taste of Miami nightlife."

Jon frowned slightly. "I don't know, Sara. It's pretty late, and we don't really know him. I was kind of hoping for a quiet night, just the two of us."

Guilt washed over me. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway, after all. "You're right," I said, forcing a smile.

But as the afternoon wore on and we lounged by the hotel pool, I couldn't stop thinking about Darius. His easy charm, his infectious laugh, the way he made me feel seen and heard in a way I hadn't experienced in years.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over the beach, I made a decision. "Jon," I said, sitting up on my lounge chair. "I think we should go to Darius's get-together."

Jon looked surprised. "Really? I thought we agreed on a quiet night in."

"I know, but..." I hesitated, searching for the right words. "We're on vacation. When's the last time we did something spontaneous? Plus, it would be rude to turn down his invitation after he was so kind to us. Besides, he’s clearly loaded. Imagine what his house looks like. How often does something like this happen to us?"

Jon sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I don't know, Sara. Something about this whole situation feels off to me."

I reached out, taking his hand in mine. "It's just drinks with some local rich people. We don't have to stay long. Please? For me?"

Jon looked into my eyes for a long moment, then sighed in resignation. "Alright, if it means that much to you, we can go for a little while."

I tried to contain my excitement as I leaned in to kiss him. "Thank you, honey. I promise it'll be fun."

As we got ready for the evening, I found myself putting more effort into my appearance than usual. I slipped on a slinky black dress that hugged my curves, one I had packed on a whim but never thought I'd actually wear. When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon's eyes widened.

"Wow," he said, his gaze traveling over me. "You look amazing."

I felt a twinge of guilt at the admiration in his voice. "Thanks," I said, smoothing down the fabric. "Is it too much?"

Jon shook his head. "No, it's perfect. I just... I guess I'm not used to seeing you so dressed up."

We took a cab to the address Darius had given us, arriving just after 10 PM. The house was stunning - a modern mansion with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. Music and laughter spilled out onto the street.

As we approached the front door, I felt a flutter of nerves in my stomach. What was I doing here? This wasn't like me at all.

But then Darius appeared in the doorway, looking even more handsome than I remembered in dark jeans and a crisp white shirt. His face lit up when he saw us.

"Sara! Jon! I'm so glad you could make it," he said, ushering us inside. "Come on in, let me get you both a drink."

As we followed Darius through the house, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances thrown my way by the other guests. It had been a long time since I'd felt so desirable, so alive.

Darius handed us each a glass of champagne, his fingers brushing up against mine as he did so. "To new friends," he said, raising his glass in a toast.

As we clinked glasses, I caught Jon's eye. He gave me a small smile, but I could see the tension in his jaw. I told myself I'd make it up to him later. For now, I just wanted to enjoy this moment.

Little did I know, the night was about to take a turn that would change everything.


Chapter 5 (Jon)

As I sipped my champagne and watched Sara laugh at something Darius said, I couldn't shake the feeling that I had made a huge mistake in agreeing to come here. The party was in full swing, with beautiful people mingling and dancing throughout the sprawling beachfront mansion. Under normal circumstances, I would have been thrilled to be invited to such an exclusive gathering. But nothing about this felt normal.

Sara was radiant in her little black dress, drawing admiring glances from men and women alike. I had always known my wife was beautiful, but tonight she seemed to glow with an energy I hadn't seen in years. Part of me was proud to be here with her, but a larger part felt increasingly uneasy.

"Jon, right?" A sultry voice pulled me from my thoughts. I turned to see a stunning blonde woman smiling at me. "I'm Chloe. Darius told me you and your wife are visiting from DC?"

"That's right," I replied, grateful for the distraction. "Just a long weekend getaway."

Chloe's eyes sparkled with interest. "How exciting! I’ve never been that far north."

As we chatted, I found myself relaxing slightly. Chloe was easy to talk to, and it felt good to have someone paying attention to me for a change. But I couldn't help glancing over at Sara every few minutes, tracking her movements through the crowd.

She and Darius had moved out onto the balcony overlooking the beach. Even from a distance, I could see how animated Sara was, gesturing excitedly as she spoke. Darius leaned in close, his hand resting casually on the small of her back. The intimacy of the gesture made my stomach clench.

"They seem to be hitting it off," Chloe observed, following my gaze.

I forced a smile. "Yeah, they met on the flight down. Darius was kind enough to give us a ride from the airport."

Chloe raised an eyebrow. "How generous of him. Darius does have a way of making people feel... special."

There was something in her tone that made me look at her more closely. "You know him well?"

She laughed, a tinkling sound that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Oh, everyone knows Darius. He's quite the man about town."

Before I could press further, Sara appeared at my side, cheeks flushed and eyes bright. "Jon, honey, there you are! You have to come check out the view. It’s incredible."

I looked over at Sara, trying to hide my unease. "Sure, in a minute. Have you met Chloe? She was just telling me about-"

But Sara had already grabbed my hand, pulling me away. "Nice to meet you, Chloe!" she called over her shoulder as she led me towards the balcony.

As we stepped outside, the warm ocean breeze hit us. Under different circumstances, it would have been romantic. But all I could focus on was Darius, leaning against the railing with two fresh glasses of champagne.

"There you are, Jon," he said smoothly, handing me one of the glasses. "I was just telling Sara about some of the hidden gems of South Beach. Places the tourists never see."

Sara nodded eagerly. "It sounds amazing, doesn't it honey? Darius has offered to show us around tomorrow."

I took a large swig of champagne, buying myself time to respond. "That's... very kind of you, Darius. But we wouldn't want to impose any more on your time."

Darius waved away my concerns. "Nonsense! It would be my pleasure. Besides, I can't let two charming visitors like yourselves miss out on the real Miami experience."

The way he said "charming" while looking directly at Sara made my skin crawl. But before I could object further, Sara spoke up.

"We'd love to, wouldn't we Jon?" Her eyes were pleading, and I found myself nodding despite my reservations.

"Great!" Darius clapped his hands together. "It's settled then. I'll pick you up around noon?"

As Sara and Darius worked out the details, I drained my champagne glass and stared out at the inky black ocean. What had started as a romantic getaway was quickly spiraling out of my control.

The rest of the night passed in a blur of drinks, music, and forced small talk. I watched as Sara danced and laughed, seeming more carefree than I'd seen her in years. But every time Darius approached her, every casual touch or whispered comment, I felt my anxiety ratchet up another notch.

By the time we stumbled into a cab around 2 AM, I was exhausted and on edge. Sara, on the other hand, was still buzzing with energy.

"Wasn't that fun?" she gushed as we rode back to our hotel. "Darius and his friends are so interesting. Did you talk to that guy who does underwater photography? And Chloe seemed nice, what did you two chat about?"

I mumbled some non-committal response, my mind already racing ahead to tomorrow. As we got ready for bed, I tried to broach the subject.

"Sara, about tomorrow... are you sure it's a good idea to spend the day with Darius? We came here to spend time together, just the two of us."

Sara paused in removing her makeup, meeting my eyes in the mirror. "Jon, don't be silly. We'll have plenty of time together. This is just a chance to see the real Miami, with someone who knows it well. Don't you want to make the most of our trip?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Of course I do. I just... I don't know. Something about this whole situation feels off to me."

Sara turned to face me, her expression softening. "Honey, what are you worried about? Darius is just being friendly. He's a successful, connected guy who's offering to show us around. What's the harm in that?"

I struggled to put my unease into words. "I guess I'm just not comfortable with how... attentive he is to you. The way he looks at you, touches you. It feels like more than just being friendly."

Sara's eyes widened, then she let out a laugh that sounded forced to my ears. "Oh Jon, you're being ridiculous. Darius is just naturally flirtatious. It doesn't mean anything. Besides, you know you're the only man for me."

She came over and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing a kiss to my lips. "Let's just enjoy our vacation, okay? No more overthinking things."

She kissed me again, harder this time, pressing her body against mine. Her hand wandered down to my crotch and began to rub, making my cock stiffen in no time flat.
Within seconds, I had forgotten all about Darius and was focused totally on my wife.


Chapter 6 (Sara)

I should probably be ashamed to admit this, but Jon wasn’t what had me all worked up. It had been the evening with Darius. He was the only thing on my mind. But my husband was the only thing I had to work with in that moment. So…I guess I used Jon a little.

As Jon and I made love that night, I tried to focus on him - his familiar touch, his loving gaze. But images of Darius kept flashing through my mind. The way his hand had felt on the small of my back, the intensity in his eyes when he looked at me. I felt guilty, but I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me at the memories.

When I climaxed, I was thinking deep, dark, and dirty things…wondering about Darius and what his lips must taste like.

When we finished, Jon fell asleep almost immediately, his arm draped possessively across my waist. I lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling and trying to make sense of the confusing mix of emotions swirling inside me.

I loved Jon. He was my husband, my best friend, the man I had built a life with. But being around Darius made me feel alive in a way I hadn't in years. It was intoxicating, and more than a little frightening. I fingered myself quietly in the bed, thinking about what Darius’s cock must look like, what it would feel like to have his power between my legs.

As the first rays of sunlight began to peek through the curtains, I made a decision. Today's outing with Darius would be a test. If I could spend time with him and feel nothing, then I would know this was just a fleeting infatuation, a vacation flirtation to be forgotten when we returned home. But if the attraction persisted...well, how could I do that to Jon? And realistically…how could I pull it off? I couldn’t. Could I?

I pushed that thought away, not ready to consider the implications. Instead, I focused on getting ready for the day ahead, taking extra care with my appearance. I chose a flowy sundress that showed just enough skin to be enticing without being obvious.

Jon watched me as I got ready, a slight frown creasing his forehead. "You look beautiful," he said, but there was a note of wariness in his voice.

I gave him a bright smile. "Thanks, honey. I just want to look nice for our day out."

At noon sharp, there was a knock at our hotel room door. I opened it to find Darius looking devastatingly handsome in linen shorts and a crisp white shirt. His eyes raked over me appreciatively, sending a shiver down my spine.

"Ready for your VIP tour of Miami?" he asked with a grin.

As we followed Darius out to his waiting car, I could feel the tension radiating off Jon. I squeezed his hand reassuringly, silently willing him to relax and enjoy the day.

But as Darius drove us through the sun-drenched streets of Miami, pointing out hidden gems and regaling us with stories, I found myself drawn into his orbit once again. His charm, his easy confidence, the way he seemed to anticipate my every interest - it was all so captivating.

We stopped at a secluded beach, far from the tourist crowds. As we walked along the shoreline, Darius fell into step beside me, leaving Jon trailing slightly behind.

"So, Sara," Darius said, his voice low and intimate. "Are you enjoying your taste of the real Miami so far?"

I nodded, acutely aware of his closeness. "It's amazing. I can see why you love it here so much."

Darius smiled, his eyes never leaving mine. "The city has its charms, but right now I'm enjoying the company more than the scenery."

My heart raced at his words. I knew I should shut this down, create some distance. But instead, I heard myself saying, "The company is pretty great too."

Just then, a wave crashed over our feet, startling me. I stumbled slightly, and Darius's arm shot out to steady me. His hand on my waist sent electricity coursing through my body.

"Careful there," he murmured, not removing his hand.

"Thanks," I breathed, looking up into his dark eyes. For a moment, the world seemed to fall away. It was just the two of us, the sound of the waves, the heat between our bodies...

"Everything okay?" Jon's voice broke the spell. He had caught up to us, concern etched on his face.

I stepped away from Darius quickly, guilt washing over me. "Yeah, just lost my footing for a second. The sand's a bit uneven here."

Jon nodded, but I could see the doubt in his eyes. He took my hand possessively, shooting a look at Darius that was less than friendly.

As we continued our tour, I tried to focus on Jon, to include him in conversations and show him affection. But my eyes kept drifting to Darius, drawn to him like a magnet.

We ended the day at a hidden gem of a restaurant, tucked away in a quiet neighborhood. As we sipped cocktails and sampled incredible local cuisine, the conversation flowed easily. But there was an undercurrent of tension that couldn't be ignored.

Every time Darius made me laugh, Jon's jaw would tighten. When Darius's hand brushed mine as he passed the salt, I saw Jon's knuckles go white around his fork. And when Darius suggested we all go dancing later, the look Jon gave me was one of barely concealed hurt and anger.

"Actually, I think we'll call it a night," Jon said firmly. "It's been a long day."

I opened my mouth to protest, but the look in Jon's eyes stopped me. This wasn't the time or place for an argument.

Darius drove us back to our hotel in silence. As we said our goodbyes, he took my hand, his thumb caressing my palm in a way that made my breath catch.

"I hope you'll change your mind about dancing," he said softly. "The night is still young, after all."

Before I could respond, Jon was pulling me towards the hotel entrance. "Thanks for the tour, Darius," he called over his shoulder, his tone clipped.

As soon as we were in our room, Jon rounded on me. "What the hell was that, Sara?"


Chapter 7 (Jon)

"What do you mean?" Sara asked, her eyes wide with feigned innocence. But I could see the guilt flickering behind them.

"Don't play dumb," I snapped, pacing the hotel room. "The flirting, the touching, the way you were hanging on his every word. It was like I wasn't even there!"

Sara sank down onto the bed, wringing her hands. "Jon, you're overreacting. Darius was just being friendly."

I let out a harsh laugh. "Friendly? Is that what you call it when a man can't keep his hands off another man's wife?"

"It wasn't like that," Sara protested weakly.

"Wasn't it?" I countered. "Because from where I was standing, it looked an awful lot like you were encouraging him."

Sara's face flushed. "Maybe I was enjoying the attention a little. Is that so wrong? It's not like anything happened."

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. "So you admit it then? You're attracted to him?"

Sara hesitated, and in that moment of silence, I felt my world shift.

"I... I don't know," she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Maybe. But Jon, it doesn't mean anything. You're my husband. I love you."

I ran a hand through my hair, feeling utterly lost. "If you love me so much, why are we even having this conversation? Why did you insist on spending the day with him?"

Sara stood up, reaching for me, but I stepped back. "Jon, please. I'm sorry. I got caught up in the excitement of it all. The glamour, the attention... It was flattering. But it's just a silly crush. It'll pass."

I wanted to believe her. God, how I wanted to believe her. But the image of her and Darius on that beach, the electricity between them, was burned into my mind.

"I think I need some air," I said, grabbing my key card.

"Jon, wait-" Sara called, but I was already out the door.

I wandered the hotel aimlessly, eventually finding myself at the bar. As I nursed a whiskey, I tried to make sense of how things had gone so wrong so quickly. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway, a chance to reconnect. Instead, I felt further from Sara than ever.

"Rough night?"

I looked up to see Chloe, the blonde from Darius's party, sliding onto the stool next to me.

I let out a humorless chuckle. "You could say that."

Chloe signaled the bartender for a drink. "Let me guess. It has something to do with Darius?"

I turned to her, surprised. "How did you know?"

She shrugged, a sad smile playing on her lips. "I've seen it before," Chloe said, taking a sip of her martini. "Darius has a way of coming between couples. It's like a game to him."

I felt my stomach drop. "What do you mean?"

Chloe sighed, swirling the olive in her drink. "Darius likes to seduce married women. The more devoted the husband, the bigger the thrill for him. He sees it as a challenge."

"But why?" I asked, feeling sick. "What does he get out of it?"

"Power, I guess," Chloe replied. "The ego boost of knowing he can take another man's wife. Plus, there's less chance of attachment when the woman is married. He can have his fun and walk away."

I downed the rest of my whiskey, my mind reeling. "How do you know all this?"

Chloe gave me a rueful smile. "Because I used to be one of those women. My ex-husband and I were here on vacation three years ago. We met Darius, and... well, you can probably guess the rest."

"I'm sorry," I said, not knowing what else to say.

She waved off my sympathy. "Ancient history. But I see the signs, Jon. The way he looks at your wife, the way she responds to him. You need to be careful."

I nodded, feeling a mix of gratitude and dread. "Thank you for telling me. I should probably get back to Sara."

As I stood to leave, Chloe caught my arm. "Jon, wait. There's something else you should know."

I sat back down, bracing myself for more bad news.

“What?”


“I don’t regret it. What I did with Darius. What I still do…sometimes. It’s worth it. Every single time. If Sara happens to fall under his spell like I did. Well, careful or not. I’m not sure there’s much you can do to stop it.” 

I gripped the bar, dumbfounded.

“My husband, he -” Chloe paused searching for the words. “He couldn’t handle it.”

“Handle it?” I asked.

“Me with another man. Taking a lover.” Chloe took a sip from her drink. “But some men…well, let’s just say most of the married women Darius sleeps with don’t end up divorced.”

“They don’t?”

She shook her head.

“On the contrary, seems like it brings most of them closer.”


Chapter 8 (Sara)

I collapsed onto the bed, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Guilt, desire, confusion - they all battled for dominance as I replayed the events of the day in my head.

I hadn't meant for things to go this far. When we first met Darius, it was just harmless flirtation, a little excitement to spice up our vacation. But now...now I couldn't deny the pull I felt towards him. The way my skin tingled when he touched me, the electricity that sparked between us with every glance.

But I loved Jon. He was my husband. How could I be feeling this way about another man?

I grabbed my phone, my finger hovering over Darius's number. It would be so easy to call him, to meet up for that dance he suggested. But that would be crossing a line I wasn't sure I could come back from.

Instead, I tossed the phone aside and headed for the shower, hoping the hot water would clear my head. As I stood under the spray, I tried to imagine how Jon must be feeling. The hurt in his eyes when he left haunted me. I had never meant to cause him pain.

When I emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in a fluffy hotel robe, Jon still hadn't returned. I paced the room, anxiety gnawing at my insides. What if he didn't come back? What if this was the thing that broke us?

Just as I was about to call him, the door opened. Jon walked in, his face a mask of conflicting emotions.

"Jon," I said, rushing towards him. "I'm so sorry. Can we talk?"

He nodded, sinking down onto the edge of the bed. I sat beside him, careful to leave some space between us.

"I spoke to Chloe at the bar," Jon said, his voice low. "She told me some things about Darius. About how he likes to seduce married women."

My heart sank. "Jon, I-"

He held up a hand, cutting me off. "Let me finish. She also told me that...that some couples find it brings them closer together. When the wife takes a lover."

I stared at him, shocked. Of all the things I expected him to say, this wasn't even on the list.

"What are you saying?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jon took a deep breath, meeting my eyes. "I'm saying that I love you, Sara. More than anything. And if...if being with Darius is something you need to explore, I don't want to stand in your way."

I felt like the floor had dropped out from under me. "Jon, no. I don't want to be with Darius. I want you."

But even as I said the words, I knew they weren't entirely true. The desire I felt for Darius was undeniable, a fire burning just beneath the surface. Jon must have seen the conflict in my eyes, because he reached out and took my hand.

"Sara, I know you love me. I'm not questioning that. But I also see how Darius affects you. The way you light up around him, how alive you seem. I won't lie, it hurts to see. But..." He paused, taking a shaky breath. "But I want you to be happy. And if exploring this thing with Darius is what you need, then I want you to do it."

I stared at Jon, torn between disbelief and a sudden, overwhelming surge of love for this man who was willing to put my happiness above his own comfort.

"Jon, I don't know what to say. Are you sure about this? Because if I do something like this…."

He nodded slowly. "I know. But I'm sure, at least as sure as I can be with something like this. It scares me, but the thought of losing you scares me more. If this is what it takes to keep our marriage strong, then I'm willing to try."

I leaned in, kissing him deeply. When we pulled apart, I rested my forehead against his. "I love you, Jon. No matter what happens with Darius, that won't change."

Jon managed a small smile. "I know. So... what now?"

I bit my lip, my heart racing. "I guess I should call Darius. See if that offer to go dancing is still open."

As I reached for my phone, a mix of excitement and trepidation coursed through me. This was it - the moment that would change everything. I just hoped we were ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 9 (Jon)

I watched as Sara dialed Darius's number, her hands shaking slightly. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it. Was I really doing this? Giving my wife permission to explore her attraction to another man?

Sara's voice was low and hesitant as she spoke into the phone. "Darius? Hi, it's Sara. I was wondering if that offer to go dancing was still open?"

There was a pause as she listened to his response. I could see the flush creeping up her neck, the way her eyes lit up. It was like watching her fall for someone else in real time, and it was both fascinating and terrifying.

"Great," she said, her voice breathy. "We'll meet you there in an hour."

As she hung up, she turned to me, her eyes wide. "He said yes. Are you sure about this, Jon? We don't have to-"

I cut her off with a kiss, pouring all my love and fear and hope into it.

"I swear, we don't have to do this if you're not comfortable," Sara said softly, searching my eyes.

I took a deep breath, steeling my nerves. "I'm sure. I want you to explore this, Sara. Just... promise me you'll be open and honest with me about everything along the way."

She nodded, cupping my face in her hands. "I promise."

As Sara got ready, I tried to calm the storm of emotions raging inside me. Part of me wanted to call the whole thing off, to grab Sara and run far away from Darius and his seductive charm. But a smaller, more surprising part of me was curious. Excited, even. The thought of Sara with another man was terrifying, but also strangely thrilling.

When she emerged from the bathroom, my breath caught in my throat. She looked stunning in a slinky red dress that hugged every curve. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

"You look beautiful," I said.

Sara gave me a nervous smile. "Thank you. Are you ready?"

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. As we left the hotel room, I felt like I was walking into the unknown. Whatever happened tonight would change us forever. I just hoped it would be for the better.

The club Darius had chosen was exclusive and dimly lit, the bass thrumming through my body as we entered. I spotted him immediately, holding court at a VIP table. When he saw us, his face lit up with a predatory smile that made my stomach clench.

"Sara, Jon," he greeted us, his eyes lingering on my wife. "I'm so glad you could make it."

As we joined him at the table, I couldn't help but notice how close he sat to Sara, how his hand seemed to find excuses to brush against her arm or leg. The possessive part of me wanted to pull her away, to stake my claim. But I had agreed to this, hadn't I?

Darius ordered a round of drinks, and as the alcohol flowed, I felt the tension start to ease. Sara was laughing at something Darius said, her whole face lit up with joy. It had been a long time since I'd seen her so carefree.

"Dance with me?" Darius asked Sara, holding out his hand. She glanced at me, seeking permission. I nodded, forcing a smile.

As I watched them move to the dance floor, their bodies swaying in perfect sync, I felt a confusing mix of jealousy and arousal. Darius's hands were on Sara's hips, pulling her close. She threw her head back, laughing once again at something he whispered in her ear.

I downed the rest of my drink, my mind racing. Was this a mistake? Should I put a stop to it now, before things went too far? But then I saw the look of pure happiness on Sara's face and I decided to grit my teeth and press on. Perhaps there was some pleasure on the other side of this pain.

As I watched Sara and Darius dance, their bodies moving closer together with each song, my emotions were at war and completely out of my control. I stood by helplessly as jealousy, arousal, and fear all battled for dominance.

Sara's head was thrown back in attention at something Darius whispered in her ear, his lips dangerously close to her neck. His hands roamed her body in a way that was far from innocent. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

Just then, Sara's gaze met mine across the crowded dance floor. For a moment, I saw a flicker of guilt in her eyes. But then Darius spun her around, pulling her flush against his chest, and the connection was broken.

I ordered another drink, trying to calm my nerves. This was what we had agreed to, wasn't it? Letting Sara explore her attraction to Darius. But watching it play out in front of me was harder than I'd imagined.

After what felt like hours, Sara and Darius returned to the table.

"Having fun?" I asked, aiming for casual but hearing the strain in my own voice.

Sara nodded, her eyes bright. "It's been amazing. Thank you for being so understanding, Jon."

Darius draped his arm around Sara's shoulders, sending a jolt of jealousy through me. "Your wife is quite the dancer," he said with a smirk. "You're a lucky man, Jon."

I forced a smile, raising my glass in a mock toast. "Don't I know it."

As the night wore on, the tension between the three of us grew thicker. Sara was practically sitting in Darius's lap now, giggling at his every word. I could see the way his eyes raked over her body, full of hunger and promise.

Finally, Darius leaned in close to Sara, whispering something in her ear. She bit her lip, nodding slowly before turning to me.

"Jon," she said, her voice husky. "Darius has invited us back to his place. For a nightcap."

I knew what that meant. This was the moment of truth. Were we really going to take this all the way?

I looked at Sara, searching her eyes for any sign of doubt or regret. But all I saw was desire and a silent plea for permission.

Taking a deep breath, I nodded. "Okay," I said, my voice barely audible over the pounding music. "Let's go."

As we left the club and piled into Darius's waiting car, I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff. There was no turning back now. Whatever happened next would change our lives forever.

I just hoped we were ready for it.


Chapter 10 (Sara)

As we rode to Darius's house, the tension in the car was palpable. I sat between Jon and Darius, acutely aware of their presence on either side of me. Jon's hand rested on my knee, a comforting weight that anchored me. But Darius's thigh pressed against mine, sending sparks of electricity and waves of wanton desire through my body.

When we arrived, Darius led us into his sprawling beachfront home. The sound of the waves crashing outside provided a soothing backdrop to the crackling tension between us.

"Drinks?" Darius asked smoothly, moving behind an elegant bar.

Jon and I both nodded, grateful for something to occupy our hands. As Darius mixed cocktails, I caught Jon's eye. He gave me a small, reassuring smile, but I could see the anxiety lurking behind it.

"To new experiences," Darius toasted, handing us each a glass.

We clinked glasses, the sound echoing in the quiet room. I took a large sip, hoping the alcohol would calm my nerves.

"So," Darius said, his eyes locked on mine. "Shall we take this somewhere more comfortable?"

My heart raced as I glanced at Jon. He nodded almost imperceptibly, giving me silent permission to proceed.

Darius took my hand, leading me towards his bedroom. Jon followed behind us, his footsteps hesitant.

Once in the bedroom, Darius wasted no time. He pulled me close, his lips crashing against mine in a searing kiss. I melted into him, all the pent-up desire of the past few days finally finding release.

I was vaguely aware of Jon settling into a chair in the corner, watching us with a mix of apprehension and arousal. But my focus was entirely on Darius - his strong hands roaming my body, his intoxicating scent surrounding me.

As Darius's kisses trailed down my neck, I let out a soft moan. He reached for the zipper of my dress, pausing to look at Jon.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

Jon swallowed hard, then nodded. "Yes," he said softly. "It's okay."

With that, Darius slowly unzipped my dress, letting it pool at my feet. His eyes raked over my body appreciatively.

"Beautiful," he said, before capturing my lips in another passionate kiss.

As things heated up between Darius and me, I couldn't help but steal glances at Jon. He sat rigidly in the chair, his eyes never leaving us. I could see the conflict on his face - jealousy warring with arousal.

Darius guided me to the bed, laying me down gently. As he hovered over me, I reached out a hand towards Jon.

"Come here," I said softly. "Please."

Jon hesitated for a moment, then slowly rose from the chair and approached the bed. I reached out and took his hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

"Are you sure about this?" Jon asked, his voice tight with emotion.

I nodded, pulling him down for a gentle kiss. "I'm sure. I love you, Jon."

As Darius's hands and mouth explored my body, I kept hold of Jon's hand, anchoring myself to him even as I gave in to the pleasure Darius was providing. It was an intoxicating mix of familiar and new sensations.

Darius took his time, building the tension slowly. His fingers trailed over my skin, finding all my sensitive spots.

Without realizing it, I found myself pushing Jon away. Shooing him back to his chair. Things we’re really about to take off and I wanted him to see it. For some reason, I suddenly just wanted him to sit there and watch.


Chapter 11 (Jon)

I sank back into the chair, my emotions rising and falling as I watched my wife with another man. Sara's soft moans filled the room as Darius's hands and mouth explored her body.

Darius took his time, slowly building Sara's pleasure. His fingers trailed over her skin, finding spots that made her gasp and arch into his touch. I realized with a jolt that he was learning her body, cataloging her reactions in a way I hadn't done in years.

As I watched Darius explore Sara's body, jealousy burned in my gut as I saw another man touch my wife so intimately. But there was also an undeniable arousal at seeing Sara lost in pleasure, her head thrown back and soft moans escaping her lips.

Darius's hands skimmed down Sara's sides, eliciting a shiver from her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, looking up at her for permission. Sara nodded eagerly, lifting her hips to allow him to slide the lacy fabric down her legs.

My breath caught as Darius settled between Sara's thighs, his intentions clear. Part of me wanted to look away, to preserve some last shred of privacy between my wife and I. But I found myself unable to tear my gaze from the scene unfolding before me.

Darius's tongue darted out, teasing Sara's most sensitive areas. Her back arched off the bed as she cried out in pleasure. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, my own arousal becoming painfully obvious.

As Darius continued his advances, Sara's eyes fluttered open and locked onto mine. In that moment, I saw a mix of guilt, lust, and something that looked like...gratitude? She reached a hand out towards me, silently beckoning me closer once more.

I hesitated for a moment before rising from the chair and approaching the bed. Sara's fingers intertwined with mine as Darius brought her closer and closer to the edge. I could feel the tension in her body building, her grip on my hand tightening.

When Sara finally came undone, it was with a cry of ecstasy that sent shivers down my spine. I watched in awe as waves of pleasure washed over her, her body trembling beneath Darius's skilled touch.

As Sara came down from her high, Darius sat back, a satisfied smirk on his face. He looked between Sara and me, his eyes dark with desire.

"Well," he said, his voice low and husky. "Shall we take this further?"

I swallowed hard, knowing we were at a crossroads. Whatever happened next would irrevocably change our relationship. But as I looked at Sara, flushed and glowing with post-orgasmic bliss, I knew there was no turning back now.

With a deep breath, I nodded my assent.


Chapter 12 (Sara)

As I lay there, still trembling from the intense orgasm Darius had given me, I felt a heady mixture of satisfaction and anticipation. My body hummed with pleasure, but I knew we were far from finished.

I looked up at Darius, taking in his chiseled physique as he knelt between my legs. My gaze traveled lower, to the impressive bulge straining against his pants. A thrill of excitement shot through me at the thought of what was to come.

Then I turned to Jon, my sweet, understanding husband who was allowing me this experience. His face was a dark mask. I reached out and squeezed his hand.

"Are you okay?" I asked softly.

Jon nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Yes," he said. "If this is what you want, I'm okay."

I pulled him down for a tender kiss, pouring all my love and gratitude into it. When we parted, I whispered, "I love you. Thank you for this."

Darius cleared his throat, reminding us of his presence. "Perhaps we should move things along?" he suggested, his hands already working at his belt buckle.

I nodded eagerly, my attention drawn back to Darius as he slowly undressed. When he finally stood naked before us, I couldn't help but gasp. He was magnificent - all sculpted muscle and smooth, dark skin. And his cock... it was even more impressive than I had imagined.

Jon's sharp intake of breath told me he was just as affected by the sight.

Darius smirked, clearly enjoying our reactions. He climbed back onto the bed, positioning himself over me. "Are you ready for me, Sara?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

"Yes," I breathed.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my heart racing and desire pooling between my thighs. Darius's cock was like nothing I'd ever seen or experienced before. Thick and long and dark, it glistened with pre-cum as he guided it to my waiting mouth. He moved slowly, teasing me with just the tip of his hardness.

"That’s it," he purred, his voice low and filled with authority. "Taste that big, black cock."

Hesitantly, I flicked my tongue out, lapping at the head of his cock before I enveloped him completely. As I teased him with my tongue and lips, Darius groaned in pleasure above me. His size and girth stretched my jaw in ways that should have been uncomfortable, yet I found myself enjoying every second of it. Moans escaped from deep within my chest as I continued to pleasure him.

"You're doing so well," he praised, his fingers threading through my hair as he gently guided my motions. "You're going to make your husband so jealous."

Jon's face flushed a deep shade of crimson as he watched us intently, his own hard-on now tenting his slacks. He reached down to adjust himself.

Darius moaned as I took more of him into my mouth, pressing his hips forward until he hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly but didn't pull away. Instead, I embraced the feeling of being completely filled by this stranger, reveling in the taboo nature of our tryst.

Finally, I came up for air.

“Mmm, good girl,” Darius said approvingly. “How does that big, black cock taste?”

"Amazing," I breathed, my voice shaky. "I've never tasted anything like it."

Darius smirked, clearly pleased with my response. He glanced over at Jon, who was watching us with a mix of arousal and unease.

"What do you think, Jon?" Darius asked. "Does your wife look good with a big, black cock in her mouth?"

Jon swallowed hard. "She looks... incredible," he admitted, his voice strained.

Darius turned his attention back to me, running a hand down my body. "Are you ready for more, Sara? Are you ready to feel me inside you?"

I nodded eagerly, spreading my legs wider in invitation. "Yes, please. I want you so badly."

Darius positioned himself between my thighs, the head of his cock teasing my entrance. He looked at Jon one last time. "Last chance to back out," he said.

Jon shook his head. "No, I... I want to see this. Please, continue."

With that, Darius slowly pushed inside me. I gasped at the stretch, my body adjusting to his impressive size. "Oh god," I moaned as he filled me completely.

Darius began to move, his strokes long and deep. The pleasure was intense, unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. I arched my back, meeting his thrusts as waves of ecstasy washed over me.

As Darius and I lost ourselves in passion, I reached out and grasped Jon's hand tightly. Our eyes met, and amidst the storm of emotions in his gaze I saw acceptance. In that moment, I felt more connected to my husband than ever before, even as another man brought me to new heights of pleasure.


Chapter 14 (Jon)

As I watched Darius thrust into Sara, I struggled to hold it together. Jealousy burned in my gut at seeing another man pleasure my wife so thoroughly. But there was also an undeniable arousal coursing through me. Sara looked breathtakingly beautiful in her ecstasy, her face flushed and hair wild as she moved in perfect rhythm with Darius.

Darius's impressive length disappeared inside Sara over and over, stretching her in ways I never could. Her soft moans of pleasure filled the room, punctuated by Darius's deeper grunts.

"God, you feel amazing," Darius groaned, his hands gripping Sara's hips tightly. "So tight and wet for me."

Sara's only response was a long, low moan as she arched her back, taking him even deeper. Her hand squeezed mine tightly, anchoring me to the moment.

"Look at your wife, Jon," Darius said, his voice ragged with exertion. "Look how much she loves taking this big, black cock. Have you ever seen her like this before?"

I shook my head silently, unable to form words. It was true - I had never seen Sara so completely lost in pleasure. Her inhibitions seemed to have melted away entirely.

"Tell him, Sara," Darius commanded. "Tell your husband how good it feels."

Sara's eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine. "Oh baby, his big, black cock feels so good," she gasped. "I've never felt anything like it. Oh god, Jon, I'm so close..."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me, my own neglected erection straining painfully against my pants. Without conscious thought, my free hand drifted down to palm myself through the fabric.

Darius noticed the movement and smirked. "That's it, Jon. Enjoy the show. Stroke yourself while you watch me fuck your wife."

His crude words should have angered me, but instead they only fueled my arousal. I unzipped my pants, freeing my aching cock. As I began to stroke myself, Sara's eyes widened.

"Yes," she moaned. "Touch yourself, baby. I want you to feel good too."

Darius increased his pace, pounding into Sara with abandon now. She cried out with each thrust, her body tensing as she neared her peak.

"Are you going to come for us, Sara?" Darius asked, his voice strained. "Are you going to come on this big black cock while your husband watches?"

"Yes!" Sara screamed. "Oh god, yes! I'm coming!"

I watched in awe as Sara's orgasm washed over her. Her back arched off the bed, her hand squeezing mine so tightly it almost hurt. Wave after wave of pleasure seemed to crash through her body.

The sight of Sara's intense climax almost sent me over the edge. But I knew we still had a ways to go, so I managed to calm myself down with a few deep breaths and bring myself back from the edge.

Sara came loud and hard and it was only the first of many orgasms Darius would deliver to her body.

Chapter 15 (Sara)

As the waves of my intense orgasm subsided, I lay there panting and trembling, my body still joined with Darius's. I had never experienced pleasure so all-consuming Darius pulled out suddenly, leaving me feeling achingly empty. But before I could protest, he was flipping me over onto my hands and knees.

"I want to take you from behind now," he said, his voice dripping with lust.

I moaned at his words, positioning myself as he directed. I felt utterly exposed in this position, my ass high in the air as I faced Jon. But any trepidation was quickly overtaken by desire as Darius entered me again in one smooth thrust.

"Oh god," I cried out, the new angle allowing him to penetrate even deeper than before.

Darius set a punishing pace, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. The room filled with the obscene sounds of our coupling - wet slaps, grunts, and moans.

I locked eyes with Jon, seeing confusion and lust in his eyes. But then again, underlying it all was love and acceptance. Seeing that gave me the final push I needed to fully let go.

"Harder," I begged Darius. "Please, fuck me harder!"

He obliged, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me with renewed vigor. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body, building rapidly towards another climax.

"That's it, take that big black cock," Darius growled. "Show your husband how much you love it."

His words pushed me over the edge. "I'm coming!" I screamed, my body convulsing as another intense orgasm ripped through me.

As I came down from my high, I realized Darius was still rock hard inside me. He hadn't finished yet.

"One more position," he said, pulling out and manhandling me onto my back again. "I want to see your face when I cum inside you."

Those words sent a jolt through me. We hadn't discussed protection or where Darius would finish.before. My mind felt hazy, drunk on dick and the taboo thrill of what we were doing.

Darius had slowed his pace but he continued to thrust into me with long, deep strokes. The oversensitivity from my orgasm quickly gave way to renewed arousal as he hit spots deep inside me that I didn't even know existed.

"That's it, baby," Darius purred. "You ready for more? I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

I nodded eagerly, beyond words at this point. My gaze drifted to Jon, who was still slowly stroking himself as he watched us. The look of awe and desire on his face sent another thrill through me.


Chapter 16 (Jon)

As Darius flipped Sara onto her back once again, I felt a jolt of panic. We hadn't discussed protection or anything like that. Surely they weren't going to...

"Wait," I said, my voice hoarse. "What about protection?"

Darius paused, looking over at me with a raised eyebrow. "It’s a little late for that, Jon. But don't worry, I'm clean. I assume Sara's on birth control?"

I looked at Sara, who shook her head. "No, I'm not," she admitted breathlessly.

Darius grinned.

“Even better.”

My heart raced. This was dangerous territory. But before I could voice any more objections, Sara spoke up.

"It's okay," she said, her eyes locked on mine. "I want to feel him. All of him."

The rational part of my brain knew this was a bad idea. But seeing Sara so wanton, so eager to be filled by another man... it awakened something primal in me.

Darius smirked, clearly pleased by this turn of events. "You heard the lady," he said, positioning himself at Sara's entrance once more. "She wants to feel this big, black cock explode inside of her."

With that, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt inside my wife. Sara cried out in pleasure, her legs wrapping around Darius's waist once more to pull him even deeper.

I watched, mesmerized, as Darius began to move. His powerful body undulated above Sara, driving into her with long, deep strokes. Sara met him thrust for thrust, her body arching off the bed as she chased her pleasure.

"Oh god, yes!" Sara moaned. "Fill me up, Darius. I want to feel you cum inside me!"

Her words sent a jolt straight to my groin. I was achingly hard, my hand moving almost of its own accord as I stroked myself in time with Darius's thrusts.

Darius's pace increased, his movements becoming more erratic. "You want my cum, baby?" he growled. "You want me to breed that tight, little pussy?"

Sara seemed to explode with another orgasm at those lewd words.

I was panicked but too shocked to move or say anything. I just watched it all unfold.

"Yes!" Sara screamed. "Please, cum inside me!"

I knew I should object, should put a stop to this before it went too far. But I found myself frozen, unable to do anything but watch as the scene unfolded before me.

With a final, powerful thrust, Darius buried himself deep inside Sara. He let out a guttural groan as he came, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

The sight of another man climaxing inside my wife pushed me over the edge. I came hard, spilling over my hand as waves of pleasure washed over me.

As we all came down from our respective highs, the reality of what had just happened began to sink in. Sara lay there, panting, with Darius still inside her.


Chapter 17 (Sara)

As Darius slowly pulled out of me, I felt a mix of intense satisfaction and creeping guilt. The past hour had been mind-blowing - pleasure beyond anything I'd ever experienced before. But now, as the haze of lust began to clear, the reality of what we'd done started to sink in.

I looked over at Jon, trying to gauge his reaction. His face was flushed, his breathing still ragged from his own release. But I could see the worry in his eyes as they flickered between my face and where Darius and I were still joined.

"Are you okay?" I asked softly, reaching out a hand towards him.

Jon nodded, but I could see the conflict in his expression. "Yeah, I just... that was intense."

Darius chuckled as he finally separated from me completely. I felt a trickle of warmth between my thighs and blushed, realizing it was his seed leaking out of me.

"That's putting it mildly," Darius said, stretching languidly. "You two are full of surprises."

I sat up slowly, suddenly very aware of my nakedness. Jon handed me my discarded dress and I slipped it on gratefully.

"So," Darius said, his tone casual as he began to dress. "Are you two free tomorrow?"

I froze, looking at Jon in panic. This was supposed to be a one-time thing, wasn't it? To get it out of my system. But as I met Jon's gaze, I saw a flicker of something there. Curiosity? Excitement?

"I think we need some time to process this," Jon said carefully. "But... maybe we could, I don't know, meet for drinks or something later on? To talk things over?"

I was surprised by Jon's suggestion, but found myself nodding in agreement. As terrifying as it was to contemplate doing this again, I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me at the thought.

Darius grinned, clearly pleased. "Sure, take some time. But no drinks. I don’t have time to waste. If we meet, it will be all business. I have a business partner in town, young bull I’m mentoring. I want to show him a good time and I think he’d really enjoy the lovely Sara here.”

My eyes went wide. Was he suggesting what I thought he was suggesting?

But Jon simply nodded and said we’d be in touch.

As we said our goodbyes and left Darius's house, I felt like I was walking in a dream. Had we really just done that? And more importantly, what did it mean for our future?

Jon was quiet as we rode back to our hotel, lost in thought. I reached over and took his hand, squeezing it gently.

"What are you thinking?" I asked softly.


Chapter 18 (Jon)

I stared out the taxi window, my mind reeling as I tried to process everything that had just happened. The images kept flashing through my head - Sara writhing in pleasure beneath Darius, crying out as he filled her. The look of ecstasy on her face as she came over and over again.

When Sara squeezed my hand and asked what I was thinking, I honestly didn't know how to answer.

"I'm not sure," I finally said, turning to meet her gaze. "It's a lot to take in. Are you... okay?"

Sara nodded, a soft smile on her lips. "I'm more than okay. That was... intense. Amazing. But also a little scary." She paused, biting her lip. "Do you regret it?"

I considered her question carefully. Did I regret it? Part of me wanted to say yes. Watching another man pleasure my wife, hearing her cry out his name... it had been difficult. But I couldn't deny the incredible arousal I'd felt, or the way seeing Sara so uninhibited had awakened something in me.

"No," I said slowly. "I don't think I regret it. But I am worried about what it means for us. And I'm not sure how I feel about... doing it again."

Sara nodded, understanding in her eyes. "I get that. It's a lot to process. We don't have to decide anything right now."

We rode the rest of the way to the hotel in companionable silence, both lost in our own thoughts. As we entered our room, exhaustion suddenly hit me. The emotional rollercoaster of the night had taken its toll.

Sara disappeared into the bathroom to clean up, and I collapsed onto the bed. My mind drifted to Darius's parting words. Another man? A younger "bull" as he'd called him? The thought sent a confusing mix of anxiety and arousal through me.

When Sara emerged from the bathroom, she crawled into bed beside me. We lay there for a moment, not touching, the air thick with unspoken thoughts and emotions.

Finally, Sara broke the silence. "Jon," she said softly. "No matter what happens, I love you. You know that, right?"

I turned to face her, seeing the sincerity in her eyes. "I know," I replied, pulling her close. "I love you too."

As we drifted off to sleep in each other's arms, I couldn't help but wonder what the coming days would bring.


Chapter 19 (Sara)

I woke up the next morning feeling sore in places I'd never been sore before, but also strangely energized. The events of the previous night came flooding back, sending a mixture of arousal and anxiety through me.

Jon was still asleep beside me, his face peaceful. I studied him for a moment, wondering what was going through his mind. Had we made a huge mistake? Or was this the beginning of a new and exciting chapter in our relationship?

I slipped out of bed quietly and headed for the shower, hoping the hot water would help clear my head. As I stood under the spray, flashes of the night before kept replaying in my mind - Darius's hands on my body, the way he'd filled me so completely, the look of awe and desire on Jon's face as he watched us.

A shiver ran through me despite the warm water. Part of me felt guilty for enjoying it so much, for wanting to do it again. But a larger part of me felt awakened, like a whole new world of possibilities had opened up.

When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon was awake and sitting on the edge of the bed. He looked up as I entered, his eyes roaming over my towel-clad body with a mix of desire and uncertainty.

"Good morning," I said softly, suddenly feeling shy. "How are you feeling?"

Jon ran a hand through his hair, sighing. "Honestly? I'm not sure. Last night was... well, like I keep saying…intense. I can’t stop replaying it in my head."

I sat down beside him, taking his hand in mine. "Me too. Do you want to talk about it?"

He nodded slowly. "Yeah, I think we should. Sara, I... I need to know if this is something you want to continue. Because if it is, we need to set some ground rules."

My heart raced at his words. He wasn't shutting down the idea completely. "I think I do want to continue," I admitted. "But only if you're completely on board. This has to be something we both want."

Jon was quiet for a moment, considering. "I'm not going to lie, watching you with Darius was difficult in some ways. But it was also incredibly arousing. Seeing you so uninhibited, so full of pleasure... it awakened something in me."

I squeezed his hand, encouraged by his honesty. "It awakened something in me too. But you're my husband, Jon. You'll always come first."

He smiled softly, leaning in to kiss me. When we parted, there was a new determination in his eyes. "Okay," he said. "If we're going to do this, let's lay out some rules. And let's talk about Darius's offer."

As we spent the morning discussing boundaries and expectations, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness building inside me. We were stepping into unknown territory, but we were doing it together.


Chapter 20 (Jon)

We were really going to do this…again. This time with Darius and his friend. Who we didn’t even know. But Sara was excited and I was too.

I sent the text to Darius the next day.

"We’re in - just let us know when and where.”


Chapter 21 (Sara)

My heart raced as I read Darius's response to Jon's text:

"Tonight. 8 PM. My place. Wear something sexy, Sara. Can't wait to see you both again."

I looked up at Jon, a mix of excitement and nerves fluttering in my stomach. "Are you sure about this?" I asked softly.

Jon nodded, though I could see the uncertainty in his eyes. "If you are, then I am too. We're in this together, right?"

I leaned in and kissed him tenderly. "Always."

As evening approached, I took extra care getting ready. I chose a slinky black dress that hugged my curves, pairing it with my highest heels. When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon's eyes widened.

"Wow," he breathed. "You look incredible."

I blushed under his appreciative gaze. "Thank you. Are you ready for this?"

Jon took a deep breath and nodded. "As ready as I'll ever be."

The ride to Darius's house was filled with nervous anticipation. We arrived precisely at 8 PM, and Darius greeted us at the door with a wolfish grin.

"Sara, Jon, come in," he said smoothly. "I'd like you to meet someone."

We followed him into the living room, where a young man stood waiting. He was tall and muscular, with smooth dark skin and piercing eyes. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of him.

"This is Malik," Darius introduced. "My protégé, and your playmate for the evening. Well one of them anyway."

Malik's eyes roamed over my body appreciatively. "It's a pleasure to meet you both," he said, his voice deep and rich.

As we settled in for drinks, I could feel the tension building in the room. Jon sat close to me on the couch, his hand resting possessively on my thigh. Darius and Malik sat across from us, their gazes intense.

"So," Darius said, breaking the silence. "Shall we discuss how this evening is going to go?"

Something came over me just then. A newfound confidence, a feeling of control. Desire. But more than that - I just wanted to turn the tables a little bit. I wanted to use Darius and Malik for my own pleasure. I wanted to call the shots.


“Enough talking,” I said firmly. “I just want to see those BBCs.” 


Chapter 22 (Jon)

My eyes widened at Sara's bold words. This was a side of her I'd never seen before - confident, assertive, almost demanding. I felt a confusing mix of arousal and anxiety as I watched Darius and Malik exchange surprised looks.

"Well, well," Darius chuckled. "It seems the lady knows what she wants. What do you say, Malik? Shall we give her a show?"

Malik nodded, a slow smile spreading across his face. Without further ado, both men stood and began to undress. I watched, mesmerized, as they revealed their muscular bodies. When they finally dropped their boxers, Sara gasped.

They were both impressively endowed, their cocks long, thick, and already semi-hard. Sara let out a low moan beside me, her eyes fixed on the display before us.

"Is this what you wanted to see, Sara?" Darius asked, his voice husky.

Sara nodded eagerly, licking her lips. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

She turned to me then, her eyes dark with desire. "Jon, baby, is it okay if I touch them?"

I swallowed hard, my own arousal warring with jealousy once more. But we had discussed this, had agreed to push our boundaries. Slowly, I nodded.

Sara didn't waste any time. She slid off the couch and onto her knees before Darius and Malik. Reaching out, she wrapped a hand around each of their cocks, stroking slowly.

"Mmm," she purred. "They feel even better than they look."

As I watched my wife pleasure two other men, I felt my own cock hardening in my pants. The sight was incredibly arousing, despite the twisting in my gut.

Sara looked up at Darius and Malik, her eyes gleaming. "I want to taste you both," she said. "Is that okay?"

Both men nodded eagerly. Sara leaned forward, taking Malik's cock into her mouth first. She moaned around him, her head bobbing as she took him deeper. After a few moments, she switched to Darius, giving him the same treatment.

I shifted uncomfortably on the couch, my erection threatening to tear a hole in my pants.

Sara alternated between the two men, her hands and mouth working in tandem to bring them pleasure. The room filled with the sounds of their groans and Sara's muffled moans.

Finally, Sara pulled back, panting slightly. She looked over her shoulder at me, her lips swollen and eyes glazed with lust. "Jon," she said softly. "I want you to join us. Please?"

I hesitated for a moment, torn between desire and uncertainty.


Chapter 23 (Sara)

As Jon hesitated, I could see the conflict in his eyes. But the bulge in his pants told me he was just as aroused as I was.

"Please, baby," I said softly. "I want you here with me."

Slowly, Jon nodded and stood up. He began to undress, his movements uncertain at first but growing more confident.

When he was finally naked, I reached out and took his hand, pulling him down beside me. I kissed him deeply, pouring all my love and desire into it.

"Thank you," I whispered against his lips. "I love you so much."

Jon's eyes softened. "I love you too," he replied.

Turning back to Darius and Malik, I felt a surge of power and confidence. Here I was, surrounded by three gorgeous men, all of them hard and wanting me. It was intoxicating.

"So," I purred, running my hands up Darius and Malik's thighs. "Who wants to fuck me first?"

Darius chuckled. "Why don't you let Malik have the honor? I'm sure he's eager to feel that tight pussy of yours."

Malik nodded eagerly. "God yes," he groaned. "Please, Sara."

I stood up, slowly unzipping my dress and letting it pool at my feet. I wasn't wearing anything underneath. Turning to Jon, I held out my hand. "Come with me, baby," I said softly. "I want you right there with me."

Jon took my hand, allowing me to lead him to the large bed in the corner of the room. I laid down, pulling Jon down beside me. Malik approached, his impressive cock bobbing as he walked.

"Are you ready for me, Sara?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

I nodded, spreading my legs invitingly. "Yes," I said. "Please, fuck me."

As Malik positioned himself between my thighs, I turned to Jon. "Kiss me," I whispered. "I want to taste you while he enters me."

Jon obliged, his lips meeting mine just as Malik began to push inside me. I gasped into the kiss, overwhelmed by the dual sensations. Malik was even bigger than Darius, stretching me in newer, deeper ways.

"Oh god," I moaned as Malik bottomed out inside me. "You feel so good."

Malik began to move, his strokes long and deep. I broke the kiss with Jon, crying out in pleasure. Jon watched, his eyes dark with a mix of lust and something else - pride, maybe?

"That's it, baby," Jon murmured, surprising me. "Take that big cock. You look so beautiful like this."

His words sent a thrill through me and I lost all control and surrendered totally to lust.


Chapter 24 (Jon)

I watched in awe as Malik's powerful body moved above Sara, his hips driving into her with concentrated strokes, targeted attacks on her cervix. The sounds of their coupling filled the room - wet slaps, grunts, and Sara's high-pitched moans of pleasure.

Despite the jealousy twisting in my gut, I couldn't deny how incredibly arousing the sight was. Sara looked utterly lost in ecstasy, her head thrown back and mouth open in a silent scream as Malik hit spots deep inside her.

"Oh god, yes!" Sara cried out. "Harder, please!"

Malik obliged, increasing his pace. The bed shook with the force of his thrusts. I found myself reaching out to caress Sara's face, wanting to maintain some connection to her in this intense moment.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting mine. The love and desire I saw there took my breath away.

"Kiss me," she gasped between Malik's thrusts. "Please, Jon."

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. As our tongues danced, I swallowed her moans of pleasure. It was an intoxicating mix of sensations - tasting Sara while hearing and feeling the impacts of Malik's powerful thrusts.

Suddenly, Sara broke the kiss with a loud cry. "Oh fuck, I'm coming!" she screamed, her body arching off the bed.

I watched in fascination as waves of pleasure washed over her face. Malik grunted, his pace becoming erratic as Sara's inner walls clenched around him.

"Fuck, me too," he groaned. "Where do you want it, Sara?"

"Inside!" Sara gasped. "Cum inside me, please!"

With a final, powerful thrust, Malik buried himself deep inside Sara. He let out a guttural moan as he came, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

As they both came down from their highs, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see Darius standing beside the bed, his impressive erection jutting proudly before him.

"Your turn, Jon," he said with a smirk. "Why don't you show us how you please your wife?"

I hesitated for a moment, suddenly feeling inadequate compared to Malik's impressive performance. But then Sara reached for me, her eyes full of love and desire.

"Yes, baby," she said softly. "I want to feel you now."

Gathering my courage, I moved between Sara's legs as Malik withdrew. As I slid into her well-used pussy, we both moaned at the sensation. She was incredibly wet and open from Malik's thrusting, but still felt amazing around me.

As I began to move, making love to my wife while two other men watched, I realized we had crossed a line there was no coming back from. But looking into Sara's eyes, seeing the love and desire there, I knew we would face whatever came next together.

I tried to push thoughts of Malik and Darius from my mind, focusing solely on Sara - the softness of her skin, the little gasps and moans she made as I hit just the right spots. This was different from our usual lovemaking - more primal, more intense. The air was thick with the scent of sex and the lingering energy of what had come before.

"You feel so good, baby," Sara whispered, her hands roaming my back. "I love you so much."

Her words spurred me on, and I increased my pace. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans.

I was acutely aware of Darius and Malik watching us, but rather than feeling self-conscious, I felt a strange surge of pride. I wanted to show them that I could please my wife just as well as they could.

Sara's nails dug into my back as she approached another climax. "Oh god, Jon," she cried out. "I'm close!"

"That's it, baby," I encouraged, driving into her harder. "Come for me.”

My words seemed to push her over the edge. Sara's back arched off the bed as she came with a loud cry, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around me. The sensation was too much, and I followed her over the edge, spilling myself deep inside her with a guttural groan.

I became aware of movement beside us. Darius had moved closer, his impressive erection level with Sara's face.

"Ready for more, Sara?" he asked.  "Because we're far from finished with you."

Sara looked up at him, then at me, her eyes questioning. I nodded slightly, giving her permission to continue. As I watched my wife take Darius into her mouth, I felt my softening cock jump and twitch. It was suddenly, almost magically coming back to life.


Chapter 25 (Sara)

As I took Darius into my mouth, I felt a heady mix of exhaustion and renewed arousal. My body was sore in the most delicious ways, but the sight of Darius's impressive cock had me wanting more.

I moaned around him, savoring his taste and the way he filled my mouth so completely. Jon's hand found mine, squeezing gently. The gesture grounded me, reminding me that no matter what happened here, he was my anchor.

Darius's hands tangled in my hair as he guided my movements. "That's it, Sara," he groaned. "Take it all."

I relaxed my throat, taking Darius deeper. The primal sounds of male pleasure filled the room as I worked him with my mouth and tongue.

After a few minutes, Darius pulled back. "As much as I'm enjoying this, I want to feel that tight pussy of yours," he said, his voice husky with desire.

I nodded eagerly, still riding the high of my previous orgasms. As Darius positioned himself between my legs, I reached for Jon's hand again.

"I love you," I whispered, meeting his eyes.

Jon squeezed my hand. "I love you too," he replied softly.

Then Darius was pushing inside me, stretching me in that delicious way I was quickly becoming addicted to. I cried out in pleasure as he bottomed out, my oversensitive nerves singing in jubilation.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Darius groaned as he began to move.

His strokes were long and deep, hitting spots inside me that made me see stars. I was vaguely aware of Malik moving closer, his cock hardening again as he watched.

"Mind if I join?" he asked, his voice thick with arousal.

Darius paused, looking down at me. "What do you say, Sara? Think you can handle both of us at once?"

My eyes widened at the suggestion. I'd never tried anything like that before. But in this moment, drunk on pleasure and the thrill of new experiences, I found myself nodding.

"Yes," I breathed. "I want to try."

Carefully, Malik positioned himself behind me. With Darius's help, they maneuvered me so I was straddling Darius while Malik lined up with my other entrance.

"Relax, baby," Darius murmured as Malik began to push inside.

The stretch was intense, almost painful at first. But as my body adjusted, the discomfort gave way to an overwhelming fullness that had me gasping.

"Oh god," I moaned as both men began to move in tandem. "It's so much..."

Jon's face swam into view, his eyes dark with a mix of concern and arousal. "Are you okay?" he asked softly.

I nodded, beyond words at this point. The dual sensations of Darius and Malik moving inside me were unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Every nerve ending felt like it was on fire with a painful pleasure.

As the men found their rhythm, my orgasm began to build rapidly inside me. I was dimly aware that I was making sounds I'd never made before - high, keening moans punctuated by gasps and cries.

"That's it, take those big black cocks," Darius growled. "You love this, don't you?"

"Yes!" I cried out. "Oh god, yes!"

My climax hit me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I’d ever felt.


Chapter 26 (Jon)

I watched in awe as Sara was taken by both men at once, her body sandwiched between their muscular forms. The sounds she was making were unlike anything I'd ever heard from her before - primal cries of ecstasy that sent shivers down my spine.

Again, part of me wanted to look away, to put a stop to this before it went any further. But a larger part was utterly captivated by the scene before me. The never-ending dance it seemed. Sara looked so beautiful in her pleasure, her face flushed and hair wild as she rode wave after wave of sensation.

As her climax hit, Sara's whole body tensed. She threw her head back with a scream of release that seemed to go on and on. Darius and Malik grunted in unison, their movements becoming erratic as Sara's inner muscles clenched around them.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Malik groaned.

"Me too," Darius added, his voice strained.

Sara could barely form words at this point, lost in the throes of her intense orgasm. But she managed to gasp out, "Give it to me...cum inside me…both of you...please!"

With final, powerful thrusts, both men buried themselves deep inside Sara. They groaned in unison as they came, filling her with their seed.

Carefully, Darius and Malik separated from Sara. She collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily. I immediately moved to her side, gathering her into my arms.

"Baby?" I asked softly, brushing sweat-dampened hair from her forehead.

Sara nodded, a blissful smile on her face. "I’m okay," she murmured breathlessly. "That was... intense."

I held her close, marveling at how right this felt despite the unconventional situation. As Darius and Malik excused themselves to clean up, I found myself whispering into Sara's ear.

"I love you so much," I said. "Thank you for sharing this with me."

Sara's eyes fluttered open, meeting mine. The love I saw there took my breath away. "I love you too," she replied. "More than ever."


Chapter 27 (Sara - Prologue)

As I sit here reflecting on that wild night with Darius and Malik, I'm still amazed at how much our lives have changed. It's been six months since that fateful evening, and Jon and I have embraced this new lifestyle with open arms and open minds.

We've flown back down to Miami (it’s such an easy flight) for several more encounters with Darius and Malik, each one pushing our boundaries a little further. But we've also explored with other couples and singles, always making sure to communicate openly and check in with each other along the way.

At first, I worried that this new dynamic might drive a wedge between Jon and me. But if anything, it's brought us closer together. Our sex life is more passionate than ever, fueled by the excitement of our shared experiences and newfound openness.

Jon has surprised me with his enthusiasm and willingness to explore. He's even had his own experiences with other women, which I find incredibly arousing. Watching him pleasure someone else, knowing he'll always come back to me, fills me with a strange mix of pride and desire.

Of course, it hasn't all been smooth sailing. We've had our moments of jealousy and insecurity. But we've worked through them together, always reaffirming our love and commitment to each other.

As for Darius and Malik, they've become more than just sexual partners. They're friends now, often joining us for dinner or drinks even when sex isn't on the menu. It's a strange dynamic, but one that works for us.

Looking back, I never could have imagined this is where that first encounter on the plane would lead us. But I wouldn't change a thing. Jon and I are happier and more in love than ever, our bond strengthened by the trust and openness we've fostered.

Who knows what the future holds for us? But whatever comes next, I know we'll face it together - just like we always have.


Chapter 28 (Jon - Prologue)

If someone had told me six months ago that I'd be sitting here, writing about my experiences watching my wife have sex with other men, I would have thought they were crazy. And yet, here I am, still marveling at how much our lives have changed since that fateful trip to Miami.

At first, I was terrified that opening up our marriage would drive Sara and me apart. How could I compete with men like Darius and Malik? Their physiques, their...endowments. But I've been surprised to find that it's actually brought us closer together in many ways.

There's a level of honesty and openness between us now that we never had before. We talk about everything - our desires, our insecurities, our fantasies. Nothing is off limits. And that transparency has deepened our emotional connection in ways I never expected.

Watching Sara with other men is still a complex emotional experience. There's jealousy, sure. But there's also an incredible arousal in seeing her so uninhibited, so full of pleasure. And knowing that at the end of the day, she always comes back to me...it's a powerful feeling.

Sara has encouraged me to explore with other women as well, which has been eye-opening in its own right. But I find that I prefer watching her, or participating in group scenarios where we're both involved. There's something uniquely thrilling about sharing those experiences together.

Of course, it hasn't all been smooth sailing. We've had our arguments and moments of doubt. But we've worked through them as a team, always putting our relationship first. If anything, facing these challenges has only strengthened our bond.

Darius and Malik have become fixtures in our lives, joining us for regular "play dates" both in Miami and when they visit DC. It's a strange dynamic, but one that works for us. They respect our boundaries and have never tried to come between Sara and me.

As I reflect on how far we've come, I'm filled with a sense of excitement for what the future holds. Sara and I are more in love than ever, our sex life is incredible, and we're constantly discovering new things about ourselves and each other.

This lifestyle isn't for everyone. It takes trust, communication, and a rock-solid foundation. But for us, it's been transformative in the best possible way. Whatever comes next, I know Sara and I will tackle it together.

THE END


BONUS PREVIEW:
Eye Contact: A Dark, Interracial Hotwife-Cuckold Fantasy Romance (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

I used to know what went on back there, behind those eyes.

Never had any doubts.

There was always a mystique to them, sure.

A danger.

A hidden temptation.

The promise of something special.

That’s what made me fall for her in the first place.

But lately, they seemed blank, vacant. Hiding something. Something just beyond my grasp, like faint wisps of smoke from a burning candle caught in a mid-summer breeze.

Alright...

We hadn’t had sex in two months.

That’s what I’m trying to say here.

We were drifting apart.

Barely acknowledging one another.

You know, that kind of thing.

After seven years of marriage and two kids, I guess that kind of thing isn’t all that uncommon for people like us. In fact, it’s probably just the opposite: what we were going through is an all too common phenomenon in society today.

And it’s a damn shame because as I would come to find out, it doesn’t have to be that way. Not by a long shot. But I’ll get to that in a bit.

Like I was saying before I got sidetracked, it had been two months since we had sex and if I was being honest, the last time we had good sex?

A solid year.

Yeah, I know. Pathetic indeed.

And I was horny as hell on this particular day, trying to remember when it was that things just sort of stopped between us.

While I couldn’t put my finger on it, I think I was pretty close to resigning myself to a passive acceptance of a near-sexless existence.

I figured what the hell, there’s other things to enjoy like good wine, sports, dramatic television, hiking, going to the beach.

That could be enough for me.

It would have to be.

I wouldn’t be one of those pathetic mid-life crisis dads who cheats on the mother of his children rather than dealing with his problems.

No sir, I would swallow all that emotion and resentment whole, bury it deep down inside me and suffer in silence for the sake of my family.

Like a real man.

And it wasn’t as if I still didn’t love her. I did. Very much so.

Objectively, she was still attractive. Very attractive.

But, and I couldn’t explain it if I tried, something was just off.

So, I chalked it up to that whole seven year itch thing. Maybe in another year we’d break through our plateau and things would go back to normal. Like they used to be.

Or maybe, even better than that.

One could only dream.

We’d just have to bide our time until then and hope neither of us did anything crazy in the meantime.

I was sitting on the edge of our bed watching my wife put away the laundry (don’t worry I cook all our meals, calm down) as I had these thoughts running through my head.

She was looking into the mirror above the dresser and I could see her face, her eyes more specifically.

I suppose a not so small part of me was hoping that when she was finished tucking the last pair of socks neatly into the sock drawer, that she would come over and join me on the bed for a moment.

And then maybe...who knew? Anything could happen after that.

Or so I allowed myself to believe.

But she was staring off towards a point unknown and lost in some world of thought entirely her own.

What are you up to Brooke Simmons, what’s hiding behind those eyes? I wondered.

And just then she looked at me in the mirror and saw me watching her and I could see it for a moment, just a single moment, brief and fleeting, but I saw it clearly.

She wasn’t just bored. She was disinterested.

And that was that.

So, I stood up and walked over to the bathroom.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower,” I said.

“K,” she said back to me, quickly and with all the absent-mindedness of someone who was pondering much deeper things than personal hygiene or our sex life.

I entered our bathroom and turned on the hot water.

As the steam rose and filled the room with a warm mist, my mind drifted into a world that was entirely my own.

Once the water was hot enough, I stepped into the shower and did what I usually did when I was feeling horny: I rubbed one out thinking about this girl I used to hook up with in high school.

Kelly Sullivan.

She could ride a dick like a world champion.

Or at least I thought so at the time.

There was this one memory in particular that I thought about a lot.

This Kelly Sullivan and I, we’d fooled around a couple of times and all that, but hadn’t quite rounded the bases yet if you know what I mean.

But this time, things were getting hot and heavy, quick, and we both knew what we wanted.

We were both naked, making out, and she was straddling me.

Oh man, my cock was so hard pressing up against her tight, eighteen year-old body I thought it was going to explode. Not come. Explode. Like literally the skin would rip and tear apart so violently that blood would spray forth all over the place in a gory, oozing mess of pink flesh and broken dreams, ushering in a useless, sexless, and most certainly childless future for poor, old me.

Thankfully, however, that didn’t happen.

She started thrusting her hips back and forth, grinding on my dick. I could feel how wet she was. It was driving me insane. Pure primal lust.

Then she started nibbling on my ear and whispered, “what do you want to do?”

“I want to go all the way,” I said (I know, I know. Smooth). “But I don’t have a condom.”

Also, so very smooth.

Being the good Catholic boy that I was back then I was constantly worried about knocking someone up and ruining both of our lives before they even got started. So much so that I often ruined the moment at times like that.

But not this time.

This Kelly Sullivan, she just giggled in my ear.

“I don’t give a fuck,” she whispered, sending a shiver down my spine and causing my whole body to break out in gooseflesh.

As she said it, she reached down and grabbed my cock and gently, sensually lowered her tight, tight self onto it.

And that was about the point in that tried and true trip down memory lane that I lost all control and blew a huge, sad load down the shower drain. Never to be seen or heard from again.

Pathetic, I know.

I stepped out of the shower, feeling a mix of relief and shame. The hot water had washed away the physical evidence of my solitary indulgence, but the emotional residue lingered. I dried off, wrapping the towel around my waist before heading back into the bedroom.

Brooke was still there, now sitting on the edge of the bed, scrolling through her phone. She barely glanced up as I entered.

"Hey," I said, trying to sound casual. "What are you up to?"

She shrugged, not looking away from her screen. "Just checking my schedule for tomorrow. I've got a new fitness class at the gym I want to try."

"Oh yeah?" I asked, feigning interest as I rummaged through my dresser for a clean pair of boxers. "What kind of class?"

"It's called 'Power Hour,'" she replied, finally looking up at me. "Supposed to be really intense. Kelly recommended it."

I froze for a moment, my hand hovering over the drawer. Kelly. The name hit me like a punch to the gut. It couldn't be the same Kelly, could it? No, that would be too much of a coincidence.

"Kelly?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. "Who's that?"

Brooke's eyes narrowed slightly, as if she sensed something off in my tone. "Just a woman I met at the gym a few weeks ago. We've been working out together sometimes. Why?"

I shook my head, forcing a smile. "No reason. Just curious."

As I pulled on my underwear and a t-shirt, I couldn't shake the nagging feeling in the pit of my stomach. It was probably nothing, I told myself. Kelly was a common name, after all. But something about the way Brooke had said it, the casual familiarity, made me uneasy.

I climbed into bed beside her, suddenly hyper aware of the space between us. It felt like miles.

"Well, have fun at your class tomorrow," I said, reaching for the lamp on my nightstand.

Brooke nodded, still absorbed in her phone. "Thanks. I'm sure I will."

As the darkness settled over us, I lay there, staring at the ceiling. My mind raced with questions and doubts, fueled by the lingering memories of my shower fantasy. What was really going on with Brooke? And who was this mysterious Kelly?


Chapter 2

I woke up the next morning to an empty bed. Brooke was already gone, off to her "Power Hour" class at the gym. I rolled over and checked my phone - 6:30 AM. Jesus, she was dedicated. Or maybe just eager to get out of the house.

I dragged myself out of bed and shuffled to the kitchen to make coffee. As I waited for it to brew, I found myself staring out the window, lost in thought. That nagging feeling from last night was still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Kelly. It was ridiculous to think it could be the same Kelly from high school. What were the odds? And even if it was, so what? It had been nearly two decades. We were all adults now, with our own lives. It didn't mean anything.

But as I sipped my coffee, another thought crept in. What if it did mean something? What if this Kelly, whoever she was, was the reason for the growing distance between Brooke and me?

I shook my head, trying to clear away the paranoid thoughts. This was stupid. I was letting my imagination run wild based on nothing but a common name and my own insecurities.

Still, I couldn't shake the urge to know more. Before I could talk myself out of it, I grabbed my phone and opened Facebook. I hesitated for a moment before typing "Kelly Sullivan" into the search bar.

My heart skipped a beat when her profile popped up. It was her. Kelly Sullivan from high school. The same mischievous smile, the same wild glint in her eyes. She looked good - really good. Time had been kind to her.

I scrolled through her profile, feeling a mix of nostalgia and something else I couldn't quite name. According to her info, she had moved back to town about six months ago after a divorce. And there, in her photos, was a recent picture of her at the gym. With Brooke.

My stomach clenched. So it was true. They knew each other. They were friends.

I put down my phone, suddenly feeling sick. What did this mean? Was I overreacting? Part of me wanted to confront Brooke, to demand answers. But what would I even say? What did I have to be mad about? Why would I demand anything?

"Hey honey, remember that girl I used to hook up with in high school? The one I still occasionally jerk off to in the shower? Yeah, turns out you're gym buddies now. Isn't that wild?"

No, I couldn't say anything. Not yet. I needed to think, to figure out what was really going on here.

I spent the rest of the morning in a daze, going through the motions of my Saturday routine while my mind raced through thousands of ridiculous possibilities. When I heard Brooke's key in the lock around noon, I nearly jumped out of my skin.

She breezed into the kitchen, flushed and sweaty from her workout. "Hey," she said, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge. "How's your morning been?"

I tried to keep my voice casual as I replied, "Oh, you know. The usual. How was your class?"

Brooke's eyes lit up in a way I hadn't seen in months. "It was incredible. So intense. I'm definitely going to be sore tomorrow, but it felt amazing."

I nodded, forcing a smile. "That's great. I'm glad you enjoyed it."

She took a long drink of water, then said, "Kelly and I are going to grab lunch and do some shopping. I probably won't be back until later this afternoon."

My heart rate quickened at the mention of Kelly's name. "Oh? That sounds fun," I managed to say, hoping my voice didn't betray my inner turmoil.

Brooke nodded, already heading towards the bathroom. "Yeah, it should be.”

Before I knew it, she was gone again, leaving me alone with my thoughts and suspicions.

I spent the rest of the day in a state of anxious limbo, alternating between trying to distract myself and obsessively checking Brooke's and Kelly's social media accounts for any updates. By the time evening rolled around, I was a mess of nervous energy.

When Brooke finally came home around 8 PM, she seemed... different. There was a glow about her, an energy I hadn't seen in years. She breezed past me with a quick kiss on the cheek, chattering about her day and the great deals she'd found while shopping.

I listened, nodding and feigning interest, all while studying her face for any sign of... what? Guilt? Deception? I wasn't even sure what I was looking for. So she had a new friend, so what? So what if I knew her and dated her in high school? What was I so worried about?

As she unpacked her shopping bags, pulling out new workout clothes and a pair of heels that seemed a bit racier than her usual style, I finally couldn't take it anymore. My irrational passenger took the wheel and started driving.

"So, this Kelly," I began, trying to keep my tone casual. "She seems nice. How long have you two been friends?"

Brooke paused, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. "Oh, just a few weeks. Why do you ask?"

I shrugged, aiming for nonchalance. "No reason. Just curious. It's nice that you've made a new friend."

She nodded, but I could see a flicker of something - suspicion? concern? - in her eyes. "Yeah, it is. She's been great. Really helping me push myself at the gym and try new things."

The way she said "new things" sent a shiver down my spine. Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, "You know, it's funny. I actually knew a Kelly back in high school, Kelly Sullivan. You don’t think…”

Brooke's hands stilled on the bag she was unpacking. She turned to face me, her expression unreadable. "Oh?" she said, her voice carefully neutral. "What a coincidence."

I watched her closely, searching for any sign of recognition or guilt. "Yeah, small world, right? I was wondering if it might be the same Kelly."

Brooke shrugged, turning back to her shopping. "I don't know. Kelly's never mentioned knowing you. What was she like in high school?"

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. "Oh, you know. Just a girl I used to hang out with sometimes. Nothing serious."

Brooke nodded, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. "Well, I doubt it's the same person. Kelly's new in town, I think."

Was she lying or did she just not know? I'd seen the evidence on Facebook. But calling her out on it would mean admitting I'd been snooping. Instead, I just nodded. "Yeah, you're probably right."

An uncomfortable silence fell between us. Brooke busied herself with putting away her new clothes, while I stood there, feeling like an intruder in my own bedroom.

Finally, Brooke spoke again. "Listen, I'm pretty tired from the workout and shopping. I think I'm going to take a bath and turn in early."

"Sure," I said, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice. "I'll probably watch some TV downstairs."

As Brooke disappeared into the bathroom, I couldn't shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted between us. The distance I'd felt growing over the past months suddenly seemed like a chasm.

I made my way downstairs, my mind racing. What was really going on here? Was I paranoid, or was there something more to Brooke's friendship with Kelly? And if it was the same Kelly, what did that mean for us?

As I settled onto the couch, I pulled out my phone and opened Facebook again. Before I could talk myself out of it, I sent Kelly a friend request. Then I waited, my heart pounding, to see if she would accept.

Little did I know, that simple action would set in motion a series of events that would change everything.

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW

BONUS PREVIEW:
Taken By The Unexpected House Guest: A Hotwife Romance Novella (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon. And do please connect with me on X (@erotichemingway)

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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